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AND 


INCOMPAR ABLE PAIRE 
| OF BRETHREN, 


SS VViutLtian | 
Earle of Pembroke, &c. Lord Chamberlaine tothe 


Kungs moſt Excellent +M ajeſtie. 
AND 
Pare 


Earle of Montgomery,&c. Gentleman ofhis Maje lties 
Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble Order 


of the Garter, and our ſingular good 
LORDS. 


Right Honourable, 
RSCEIIRD Hil we ſtudy tobe thankefull in our particular, for 


fF$s we are falne upontheill fortune, tomingle two the 
APP moſt divers things that can be, feare, and raſhneſſe; 


ERP raſhneſſe in the enterprize, and feare of the ſuc- 
ceſſe. For, when wee value the places your H, H. ſuſftaine, wee 
cannot but know their dignity greater, than to deſcend tothe reading 
of theſe trifles : and,while we name them trifles, we have deprivd 
our ſelves of the defence of our D eaication.” But fmce your L. L. 
have beene pleas d to thinke theſe trifles ſomething, heretofore ; and 
have proſequuted boththem,es their Author living,withſo much fa- 
vour: we hope,(that they out-living him,and he not having the fate, 
common with ſome , to be Exequntor to his owne writings ) you will 
uſe the ſame indul gence toward them, you have done untothetr 

A 2 parent. 


MOST NOBLE 


I Se. 5. 
> So 
be Ps A 2 _ .'”. 
#5, FE = 


TheEpiſtle Dedicatory.' 

parent. There is agreat difference , whether any Booke chooſe his 
Patrones,or finde them—: T his hath done both. For, ſo much were 
your L.L. lkings of the ſeverall parts,when they were afted, as be- 
fore they were publiſhed,the Volumne ask'd to be yours. We have 
but collected them,and done an of fice to the dead , toprocure his.Or- 
phanes, Guardians; without ambition either of ſelfe-profit,or fame : 
onely to keepe the memory of Jo worthy a Friend, and Fellow alrve, 
asrwarourSHAKESPEAR Eby humble offer of his Playes,toyour 
moſt Noble Patronage. Iherein,as we have juſtly obſerved, no 
man tocome neereyour L, L. but with a kind of religious addreſſe ; 
it hath been the height of our care,who are the Preſenters , to make 
the Preſent worthy of your H.H.by the Perfection, But, there we. 
muft alſo crave our abilities to be conſudered,my Lords. We cannot 
goe beyond our owne powers. ( ountrey bands , reach forth Mike, 
(reame, Fruits,or what they have: and many N ations (wehave 
heard )that hadnot Gummes and Fncenſe, obtained their requeſts 
' with 4 leavened Cakes; Ft was no fault. to approach their 
gods by what meanes they could: eAnd the moſt, thoughmeaneſt, 
of things, are made more precious , when they are dedicated to 
Temples. Fn that name therefore , wemoſt humbly conſecrate_ to 
your H.H, theſe remaines of your ſervant Shakeſpeare ; that what 
delight is in them,may be ever your L,.L.thereputation his, and the 
faults ours if any be committed,by a paire ſocarefull to ſhew their 
gratitude both to the Iiving,and the dead,as ts 


You! L.ordfhi psmoſlt bounden 


John Hemunge. 
Henry Condell, 


'y 


JF ©, = , 


To the great variety of Readers. 
= Romthe moſtable, tro himthatcan bur ſpell: There 


A || you arenumberd. We had rather you were weighd. 
AQ || Eſpecially, wben chefate ofall Bookes depends up- 
|} on your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 
bur of your Purſes Well,itis now publike,and you 
will ſtand for your priviledges,we know : toreade, 
and cenſure. Doeſo,bur buy it firſt. That doth beſt 
commend a Booke,theStationer ſayes. "Then, how odde ſoever your 
braines be,or your wiſedomes,makeyour licencethe ſame, and pare 
not. Indgeyour ſixe-penny'prch,your ſhillings worth, your five ſhil- 
lings worth at a time, or higher, ſo youriſe tothe juſt rates, and wel- 
come. But,whateveryou doe,buy. Cenſure will not drive a Trade, 
or make the Iackegoe. And thoughyou be a Magiltrate of wit, and fir, 
on the Stage at Black- Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arraignePlayes dayly, 
know,theſe Playes have had their triall already, and ſtood our all Ap- 
peales ; and doe now come forth quitred rather by a Decree of Courr, 
then any purchas'd Letters of commendarion. & = 
It had beenea thing, we confeſle, worthy to have beene withed,thar 
the Author himſelfe had liv'd to have ſet forth, and overſeene his owne 
writings.But fince it hath been ordain'd otherwile,and he by death de- 
parted from that right,we pray you doe not envy his Friends , the office 
of their care,and paine;to have collected and publiſh'd them; and ſo to 
have publiſhr them , as where (before ) you were abus d with divers 
ftolne, and ſurreptitious Copies,maimed and deformed by the frauds 
and ſtealths of injurious Impoſtors, that expos d them : even thole, are 
now offer'd to your view cured,and perfect of their limbes ; andall the 
reſt abſolute in their numbers as he conceived them. Who, as he wasa 
happy imitator of Nature,was a moſt gentle expreſler of it. His minde 
and hand went together : And what hethought, heuttered with that 
ealineſſe,that we have ſcarce received from him a blot in his Papers. 
But it is not our Province,who onely gather his workes and give them 
you to praiſe him. Iris yours that reade him. And there we hope, to 
yourdivers capacities , you will finde enough, both to draw,and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lie hid, then it could beloſt. Reade him, 
therefore; and againe, and againe : Andif then you doenotlike him, 
ſurely you are in ſome manifeſt danger,not to underſtand him And fo 
weleaveyouto other of his Friends, who, if you need, can beyour 
guides: if youneede them nor, you can leadeyour ſelves, and others. 


Andiuch Readers we wiſh him. = 
A4q tohn Heminge. Henry Condell. 


Vp ON 4 Effgi g1Cs nol my th 


þ + the — Maſter VV illian 
Sh akeſpeare,and his V Vorkes, 


Ga Peftaror, this Lifes Shaddow i is. Toſee 
T2522} 1 he truer image and a livelier he 
> Turne Zeader. But,obſerve his Comicke vaine, 
Laugh and proceed next to a Tragicke ſtraine, 
T hen weepe ; $'o When thou find ſt two contraries, 
Two different paſSions fiomthyrapt ſoule riſe, 
Say, ( who alone effeft ſuch wonders could) 
Rare Shake-ſpeare to the life thou doſt behold, 


An Epitaph onche admirable Dramaticke 


Poet, VV.SHakESPEARE. 


| Thelabour of an Age ju piled ſtones 

Or that bus ballow* F Reli i fhould be hid 
Vader aſtarre-ypointing Pyramid ? 
Deare Sonne of Memory, great Heire of Fame, 
What needſt thou ſuch dull witneſſe of thy Name * 
Thog in our wonder and aſtoniſhment + 
Haſt built thy ſelfe a lafting Monument : 
For whil'ﬆ to th ſhame of "ſlow-endevouring art 
Thy eafie numbers flow,and that each part, 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Booke, 
Thoſe Delphicke Lines with deepe Impreſsion tooke 
Then thou our fancy of her ſelfe bereaviug, 
Doſt make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
And ſo Sepulcher din fuch pompe doſt lie 
That Kings for ſuch a Tombe would wiſh to dic. 


Ny E Hat neede my Sh akeſpeare for his honour d bones, 


&{E > il 
No V2 S . /*D = - y , (EA 


TO M 


of the deceaſed Author, Maſter 


VY.SHAKESPEARE. 


EEE Hake-lpearc,al length thy pious Fellowes give 
IJ The World thy Workes : thy Workes,by which,out-live 
PD T],y Tombe thy name muſt: when that flone 1s rent, 
And Time diſſolves thy Stratford Monument, 

Here we alive ſhall o1eW thee fill. This Booke, 

When Braſſe and Marble fade, ſhall make thee looke 
Freſh to all Ages : when Poſteritte 

Sball loath what's neW thinke all 15 prodigie 

That is not Shakeſpeares; ev ry Line,each Verſe 
Here ſhall -evive,redeeme thee from thy Herſe. 

Nor Fire,nor cankring Aze,as Naſo ſaid, 

Of his,thy wit- fraught Booke ſhall once invade. 

Nor ſhall 7 ere beleeve,07 thinke thee dead 

(Though miſt )untill our bankrout Stage be ſped 

( Tmpoſſible )with ſomeneW ſtraine tout-doe 

Paſsions of Iulier ,and ber Romeo ; 

Or till 1 beare a Scene more nobly take, _ | 

Than when thy halfe-ſword parlymng Yomans ſþake. 
Till theſe till any of thy Volumes reſt 

Shall with more fire,more feeling be expreſt, 

Be ſure our Shake-ſpeare,thou canſt never dye, 

But crown d with Lawrell {ive eternally, 


E Digges. 
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avec cupernr 


Tothe Memory of M.}.Shake-ſpeare- 
$22 5 wordred (Shake-lj peare)that thou went ſt ſo ſoone 


NA; 

N Wy Erom the Worlds-Stage,t0 the Graves-Tyring-reome. 

 REY®® 13, thoughr thee dead,but this thy Printed worth, 
Tels thy Speftators,that thou went ſt but forth 

Toenter with applauſe. An Attors Art, 72 

Can dye,and live,to act a ſecond Part. 

That's but an Exit of Mortality ; 


This,a Re-entrance to a Plaudite. 
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ſpeare,containingall his Comedies, Hiſto- 
ries,and Tragedies : Truly ſer forth, according 
totheir firſt Originall. 


The Names of the Principall Aﬀtors 
in alltheſe Playes. 


NN; liam Shakeſpeare. | Samuel Gilburne. 
PN Kjchard Burbadge. | | Robert Armin. 
b John Hemmings, William Oiler. 
Auguſtine Phillips. | | Nathan Field. 
William Kempt: John Vuderwood. 
T homas 'Poope. | Nicholas Tooley. 
George Bryan. William Eccleſtone. 
+ Henry (ondell. Foſeph Taylor. 
Willam Ste. obert Benfield. DEER 
Richard CoWly. Robert Gonughe. 
Fohn Lowine. Richard Robinſon. 
Samnell Croſſe. John Shancke. : 
Alexander Cooke. John Rice. — | 


ATT 


AND 


whathe hath left us. 


YEE O araw mo envy( Shakeſpeare) oz thy name, 
if Am 1 thizs ample to thy Booke, and Fame: 
SR While I confe/le thy writings tobe ſuch, 
As xcrther Man, no; Viuſe, can praiſe too much. 
Tis true, and all mens ſuffrage. But theſe wayes 
rwere not the paths I meant antothyprazfe : 
For ſeelieſt [2norance on theſe may light, 
Which, when it ſounds at beſt, but eccho*s-right , 
Or blinde Aﬀection, which doth ne re advayce 
The trnth, but grepes, and urgeth all by chance, 
Or crafty Malice, might pretend thus praiſe, 
AP thinke to ruine, where it ſeem d to raiſe. 
Theſe arc, as Jome infamous Baud, or Whore, 
Should praiſe a Matron, What could hurt her more © 
But the art proofe agatnjt them , and indeed 
Abeve th ill fortune of them, or the need. 
7 therefore will begin. Sorle of the Aze | 
The applauſe : delight ! the wonder of our Stage * 
My Shakeſpeare r/e ; 1 will not lodee thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenſer, or bid Beaumont /ye 
A little farther, to make thee a yoome : 
Th08 art a Monument, without a tombe, 
And art alive ſtill, while thy Booke doth live, 
Ana we have wits to read, and prayſe togive, 
That 7 not mixe thee ſo, my braine excuſes ; 
1 meane with great, but diſproportion'd Muſes : 
For , if 1 thought my judgement were of yeeres . 
I ſhenld commit thee ſurely with thy peeres, 
And tell, how farre thou didft our Lily out-ſhine, 
Or ſhorting Kid, or Marlowes mighty line. 
And though thoa hadſt ſmall Latine analeſſe Greeke, 
: From thence to honour thee, I would not ſecke 
For names ; but call forth thund ring X(chilus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 
Paccuvius, Accius, hi: of Cor6ova dead, 
To live agarne , to heare thy Buckin tread, 
Ana ſhake a Stage : Or, when thy Sockes were on, 
Leeve thee alone for the compariſon 


X 2 


bs 


Tothe memory of my beloved, 
The AVTHOR 


Mr, VVititiamM SHAKESPEARE 


Of all, that inſelent Greecc, or hawghty Rome 
(ent forth, or fince did from their aſhes come. 
Triumph, my Britaine, thou haſt one to ſhowe, 
To whom all Scenes of Europe homage owe. 
He was n0t of an age, but fer all time ! 
And all the Mules, tif were iu their prime, 
When like Apollo he came forth to warme 
Oar eaves, or like a Mercury to charme ! 
Nature hey ſelfe was proud of his defignes, 
And joy'd to weave the dreſoing of his lines ? 
Ilhich were fo richly ſpun, and woven ſo fit, 
As, fince, ſhe will vouchſafe wo other Wit, 
The merry Greeke, tart Ariſtophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not pleaſe ; 
But artiquated, and deſerted lye 
As they were 101 of Natures familys 
Tet muft 1 not give Nature all : Thy Art, 
Afy gentle Shakeſpeare, mmſt enjoy a part, 
For though the Pocts matier, Natare be, 
Hts art doth give the faſhion. And, that he, 
Who caſts to write aliving line, muſt ſweat, 
(ſuch as thine are) and firike the ſecond heat 
V pon the Mules awwile : turne the ſame, 
(And himſelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame ; 
Or for the lawrell, he may gaine a ſcorme, | 
For 4good Poet's made, as well a5 borne. 
Hna [ach wert thou. Looke how the fathers face 
Lives in hs iſſue, evenſo, the race 
Of Shakeſpeares minde, and manners brightly ſhines 
In bis well torned, and true filed lines : 
In each of which, he ſeemes to ſhake a Lance, 
As branaiſh't at the eyes of Ienorance. 
Sweet Swan of Avon ' what a fight it were 
To [ce thee in our water yet appeare, 
And make theſe flights npon the bankes of Thames, 
That Jo aid take Eliza, and oar lames ! 
But ftay, I ſee thee in the Hemiſphere 
AdVaric dana made a Conſlellation ther e! 
Shine forth. thou Starre of Poers, and with rage, 
Or influence, chiae,or cheere the arooping Stage ; 
Which, ſince thy flight from hence, hath mourn a bike night, 
And deſpaires day, but fer thy Volumes light, 


Bern. lonson, 
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Shake- 


ſpeare and his Poems. 


4 Mind refietizg ages paſt , whoſe cleere 


And equall ſurface can make things appeare 


Diſtant « Thouſand yeares, and repreſent 
Them in their lively coloars juſt extent. 
Toout run haſty time, retrive the fates, 
Rowle backe the heavens, blow ope the iron gates 
Of death and Lethe where(confuſed)lye 
Great heapes of reinous mortalitie. 
In that ieepe duskie dungeon to diſcerne 
A royal Gboſt from Churles, By art to learne 
The Phyſiognomie of ſhades, and give 
Them ſudaaine birth , wendring how oft they live. 
hat ſtory coldly tells, what Poets faine 
At ſecond hand, and piftare without braine 
Senſeleſſe and ſoulelefſe ſhowes . Togrve 8 Stage 
( Ample and true with life) voyce, aftion, age, 
As Plato's yrare and new Scene of the world 
Them unto us, or us to them had harld, 
To raiſe our aunctent Soveratenes from their herſe 
Make Kings his ſubjeds, by exchanging vere 
Enltve their pale irunkes, that the preſent age 
Toyes in their joy,and trembles at their rage: 
Tet j's to temper paſcion, that our eares 
Take pleaſure in their paine , And eyes in teaves 
Both weepe and ſmile; fearefnll at plots ſo ſad, 
Then laughing at our feare ; abus'd, and glad 
To be abus d affefted with that truth 
which we percerve & falſe, pleas d inthat ruth 
At which we flart ;, and by elaborate play 
Torthr d and tickled ;by a crablike way 
T-me paſt made paſtime and in ugly ſort 
Diſgorging up his rawvane for our ſport 
——vhle the Plebcian Impe from lofty throwe , 
Creates aud rules aworld, and workes upon 
: Mankind by ſecret enzines ; Now to move 
A chilling pity, thena rigorous love: 
To flrike up and ſtroake downe , both joy and ire; 
To ſteere thaffefticns;and by heavenly fire 
Mould us avew, Stolne from our ſelves - 


This and much more which cannot bee expreſs, 


But by hirſelfe, his tomgue and hu owne breſt. 


was Shakeſpeares freehold,which his cunning braine 


Improv aby favonr of the nine fold traine. 


The 
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The buskind Maſe, the Commicke Oueene, the graund 
And lowaer tene of Clio ; nimble hand, 

And nimbler foote of the melodions paire, 

The Silver voyced Laay, the moſt faire 
Calliope, whoſe peaking filence daunts. 

And ſhe whoſe prayſe the heavenly body chants. 

Theſe joyntly woo'd him, emvying one another 

(Obey'd by all a5 Spouſe, but lov'd as brother) 
And wrouzht a curious robe of ſable grave 

Freſh greene,and pleeſant yellow, red moſt brave, 
And conſtant blew, rich purple, gniltlefie white 
The lowly Ruſſes, and the Scarlet bright ; 
Branch't and embroydred hike the painted Spring 
Each leafe match't with a flower , and each ſtring 
Of golden wire, each line of ſilke ; there run 
Italian workes whoſe thred rhe Sifters ſpun ; 
And there did ſing, or ſeeme to ſing, the choyee 
Birdes of a forraine note ana various voyce, 
Here hangs a meſſey rocke ; there playes a faire 
But chiding fountaine purlied : Not the ayre 
Nor cleudes nor thunder, bat were living drawne 
Not out of corm:mon Tiffany or Lawne, 
But fine materialls, which the Muſes know 
And onely kxow the conntries wherethey grow. 

Now when they could no longer him enjoy 

Ta mortall garments pent , death may aeſtroy 
They jay hu body, but hs verſe ſhalllroe 
And more ther nature takes gur hands ſhall gzve. 
In a leſſe volume, but mere ſtrongly bound 


Shakeſpeare ſhall breath and (peake with Laurell crown'd 


Which never fades. Fed with Ambroſien meate 
in a well-lywed veſtnre rich and wcate, 


Se with thes role they cloath him, bid him weare it 


For time ſhallnever flaine,zor envy teare tt. 


The friendly admirer of his 
Endowments, 


1. MS. 


Vpon che Las and Lak of the 


Famous Scenicke Poet, Maſter 
UV Sn anai. 


Hoſe hands which you ſo clapt, goenow and wring 
= ok Britaines brave ; for done are Shake-ſpeares dayes : 
£2 His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playes, 
Whic made the Globe of Heav'n and Earth to ring. 
Dry dis that Peine,dry'd t the Theſpian Spring, | 
Turn'd all to teares,and Phocbus ( loudes bis Rayes : 
That Corpe s,that Coffin now beſticke thoſe Bayes, 
Which crown'd bim Poet firſt,then Poets Kings. 
Tf Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
All rhoſe he made would ſcarce make one to this : 
Where Fame,now that he gone is to the Grave, 
(Deaths publique Tyring-houſe )the Nuncius #, 
For though his Line of life went ſoone about, 
The Life yet of his Lines ſhall never out. 


Hugh Holland, 
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in this Booke. 


CASSY _4v 


ll og HeTempeſt. Verona, 
=o he two Gentlemen of 


The Merry Wives of Winiſor. 

eMeafurefor eſeaſure. 

T he Comedy of Errors, 

eMuch adoeabout Nothing. 

Loves Labour's beſt, 

 eMidſommers nights Dreame. 
The «Merchant of Venice, 

ets you likeit, 

T he taming of the Shrew, 

eAll's well that ends well, 

T welfe nic ht,or yyhat you vvill. 

TheWinters Tale. 


Hiſtories. 
T he hfe and death of R.lohn. 


| The hfe of King Henry the 5. 


T hefirft part of K ,Heny the 6. 
The 2 part of K .Henry the 6. 


T he 3 part of K.Heary the 6. 


- iThe 1 ragedie of Richard the . 


T he famous hiſtory of Henry 8. 


Tragedies. 
Troylus and Creſzida, 
T he Tragedy of Coriolanus. 
Titus Andronicus, 
Romeo and [uliet. 
Timon of Athens; 
The Tragedy of Iulins Czlar. 
T he Tragedy of Macbeth, 
The Tragedy of Hamlee. 
The T ragedy of King Lear. 


7 he hife i death of K Rthe2, The eMooreof Venice. 


The life and death of R. H. 4. 
 Theſecondpart of KR, H.the 4. 


Anthony and Cleopatra, 


The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 
THE 


| he hath no drowning marke upon him, his compiexion 


|, 


eA tus Primns. 


Scena Prima. 


A tempeſtnous noiſe of Thunder and Lightning heard : En 
ter a Ship-maſter,and a Boteſwame. | 


CMaſter. 

Ote-ſwaine. | 
I} Boteſ. Heere Maſter : What cheere ? 

Maſt. Good : Speake to th'Marincrs ; 
fall root, yarely, or we run our !C:ves 4 
ground,bcftirre, beitirre. Exits 

Eater Marr ers. 

Boteſ: Heigh my hearts,ch:tely, cheerly my Hearts : 
yare,yare : Take inthe topp-ſaic ; 5 E929 10 Ut {atters 
whiſtle : Bloyy til thou burit cy cvinde,, it roome E- 
nougn. 

Enter Alonſs, Sebaſtian, Anih.nw,Feramando, 
Gournlo,ard 9: hers. 

eA/on, Good Bote-ſwaine have caic.; wher's the Ma- 
ſter ? Play the men- 

Dot ef. J pray nov keepe below. 

enth.\Where is the Maſter, oſon ? 

Boteſ; Do you not heare him? you macrre our labour, 
Keepe your Cabins : you do ailut the ſtorme. 

Gonz. Nay,290d be patient. 

Botef: When the Sea 1s : hence,what cares theſe roa- 
rers far the name of King? to Cabine fiience : trouble 
us not. 

Gou, Good yet remember whom thou haſt aboord. 

Boteſ. None that I more love then my ſelife. Youare 


upon this howling : they are lowder then the weather, 
or our ouIce : yet againe ? What do you heere?Shall we 
give ore and drowne, have youa mindeto linke ? 
Sebaſ. Apoxe o'your throat, you bawling, blaſphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 
Boteſ. Worke youthen. 
Anh. Hang cur,hang, you whoreſon inſolent Noyſe- 
maker; we are icfle afraid to be drownde,then thou art. 
Gorz. Tle warrarit him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no ſtonger then a Nutt-ſhell, and as leaky as 
an unftanched wench. 
Bo'ef. Lay her a hold, a hold, {ct her two courſes off 
to Sca againe,lay her off. 


Enter /Acrizors wet. vs" 
Atari. All loſtto prayers to prayers all loft; .; : 
Lore. What mult our mouths be cold ? (- 
Gon. The King,and Prince,art p;ayers,let's aililt them, 

tor our caſe is 45 theirs. | 
Scbaſ. Vam ou: of patience. | 


e72.\V care mecrlychated of our lives by druakards, 
ang the wathizg of ten Tides. 

Goxz. Hce'l be hangd yet, © ..;: A {$35 
Though every drop of water {weare againſt it. qv | 
And gape at widlt ro glut him... e4confſed noyſe within, 
Mercy on us. | an ie et EE 3 
Weplit,we ſplit, Farewell my wife, and children, 


a Countellor, if you caty com nand theie Eleinents to ſi- 
lence, and worke the peace of the prefent,wee will not 
hand a rope more, uſe your authoritic : 'f you cannor; | 
gtvethankes you have iiv'd ſolong, and make your ſelfe | 
readie 1n your Cabine for the mi:chance of the hourxe, 
if-itſo hap. Cheerely good hearcs: out of our way I . 
ſay. Exit. 
Goz.T have great comfort from this fellow:methinkes 


wr 


is pertet Gallowes : ſtand taft good Fate to his han- 
ging, make the rope of his deſtiny our Cable, for our 
owne doth little advantage : If he be not borne to bee 
hang'd,our caſe is miſerable . Exit. 
Enter Boteſwaine, 
Boref, Downe with the rop-Maſlt : yarc, lower,lower, 
ring her to Try with Maine-courſe. A plague 
A cry within. Enter Sebaſtian, e Anthanto &- Gouzale, | 


Fareiveli brother : weſplit,we ſplit,we (plite:7 © 
eAnth. Lets all finke with' King., 34-6 | 
Seb. Let's take ave of him. :.,.-.; -. Kyle 
Gonſ. Now would Igivea thouſand furlongs of Sea; | 

for an Acre of barren ground : Long heath, Browne 


: = 


firrs,any thing ; the wills above, bedone,. but 1 would | 


fainedye a dry death, : 
Scxna Secu nda, 


Onter Proſpero aud Miranda Toh, 
Afira, If by your Art (my dceercit father} you have 
Put the wilde waters in this Rorealay them: . _. v4 ..-; 
The skye it ſeemes would powre downe ſtinking 
Bur that the Sea, mounting to th' welkins cheek + 
Dathesthe fire out, Oh! I have ſufte1ed S$5::1\ 
With thoſe that I ſaw Thffer : A brave veſſell | 
- 


IS — 


This wide-chopt-raſea'l, would thou mightlt lye.drow-! 
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The Tempeſt. 
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 (Whohad nodoubt ſome noble creature in her) 
Daſh'dalltopeeces: Othe cry did knocke _ 
Againſt my very heart : poore {oules, they periſh'd- 
HadT bin any God of power; I would 
Haveſuncke the Sea within the Eartb, orere 
It ſhould th2 good Ship ſo have twallow'd,and 
The fraughcing Soules within her. 
F rof, Be colleted, 
No more amazement: Tell yoiir pitteous heart , 
there's no harme done. 
Hi:a. O woe, the day- , 
Prof. No harme. | 
T havedone nothing, but in care of thee 
( Of thee my deereone ; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am : nor that I am more bette? 
Then Proſpers, Maſter of a full poore cell, 
And thy no greater Father. 
Aftra. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts- 
Prof. "Tistime 
I ſhould informe thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And plucke my Magick garment from me : 50, 
Lye there my Art : wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, 
The dicefiill ſpectacle of the wracke whichtouch'd 
The very vertue of compallion in thee : 
I have with ſuch compaſſion in mine Art 
SO ſafely ordered, that there is noſoule 
No not ſo much perdition as an hayre 
Betide toany creature ih the veſlcll . 
' Whichthou heardſt cry, which thou ſaw'ſt finke: Sit 
For tffou muſt now know farther- (downe, 
Ara. You have often 
Begun to tell me what I am, bur ſ{topt 
And left me to the booteleſſe Inquiſition, 
Concluding, ſtay : not yet. 
Prof. The houre's now come, 
The very minute byds thee ope thine eare, 
"Obey, and'be atrentive. Canſt rhou remember 
A time before we came unto this Cell? 
I doe not thinke thou canſt, for then thou was't not 
Out three yearcs old. | 
Mia, Certainely Sir, I can- 
Prof: . By what ? by any other houſe; or perſon? 
Of any thing the Image,tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 
Miva. *Tis farre off. 
And rather like a dreame, then an aſſurance 
Thar my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Fowre, or five women once, that tended me? 
Prof. Thou had® ;and more Miranda: But how is it | 
That this lives in thy mind ? W hat ſeeſt thou els 
| Inthe dark-backward and Abiſme of Time ? 
Yfthou remembreſt onght ere thou cam'ſt here, 
| How thou cam'ſt here thou mayſt. 
- Ara. But that Tdoe not. 
Prof: Twelve yere ſince ( Miranda) twelve yere lince, | 
Thy Father was the Duke of Xillaine, and | 
A Prince of power: 
Mira. Sir, arenot you my Father ? 
Proſ: Thy Mother was a pecce of vertue, and 
She ſayd thou waſt my daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of Millaine, and his onely heire: 
And Princefle ; no worſe Iſſued, 
' Mwa, Othe heavens, 
What fowle play had we, that we came from thence? 
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| Or bleſſed was't we did? 

Proſ. Both, both my Girle. 

By fowleplay (as thouſayeſt) were we heaved thence, 
But bleſſedly holpe hither. 

Mira, Omy heart bleedes 
To thinke oth' teene that I haveturnd you to, 
Whichis from my remembranceypleaſe yoy. farther; 

Prof. My brother and thy vncle, call'd e-4nthono: 
I pray thee marke me, that a brother ſhould 
Be ſo perfidious : he ,vhom next thy ſclfe 
Of all the world Ilovy'd, and to him put 
The mannage of my ſtate, as at that time 
Though all the ſignories it was the firlt, 

And Proſpero,the prime Duks; being fo reputed 
In dignity; and for the Libetall Artes, 

Without a paralcil ; thoſe being all my ſtudic, 
The Government I caſt upon my brother, 

And to my ſtate grew ſtranger, being tranſported 
And rapt in ſecret ſtudies, thy falſe vncle 

(Docſt thou attend me?) 

Mira, Sir, molt heedefully. 

Prof, Being once perfeted how to grant ſuites, 
How to deny them : whom t'aduauce,and whom 
To traſh for over-toppinng; new created 
The creatures that were mine, I ſay, or chang'd 'em, 
Or elſe new form'd 'em ; having both the key, | 
Of Oiticer, and oilice, ſet all hearts e th itate 
To what tune pleas'd his care, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunck, 
And ſuckt my verdure out on't : Thou attendRtnor? 

CMHira. O good Sir, Idoe. 

Prof: 1 pray thee marke me : 

I thus negle&ting worldly ends, all dedicated 

To cloſenes, and the bettering of my mind 

With that, which but by being retired = 
Ore-priz'd all popular rate : in my falſe brothe 
Awak'd an evill nature, and my truſt 
Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falſchood 1n it's contrary, as great 

As my truſt was, which had indeede no limit, 

A confidence fans bound. Hebeing thus Lorded, 
Not oenely with what my revenew yeelded, 

But what my power might elſe exat. Like one 

W ho having into truth, by telling of it, 

Made ſuch a ſynner of his memorie 

Tocredite his owne lie, he did beleeve 

He was indeed the Dake, out o'th* Subſtitution 
And executing th* outward face of Rojaltie 

With all prerogative : hence is Ambition growing: 
Do'ſt thou heare? 

Mira. Your tale, Sir, would care deafeneſle. 

Prof. To have no Schreene between this part he plaid 
And him heplaid it for, he needes will be | 
Abſolute Afillaine, Me ( poore man) my Librarie 
Was Dukedome large enough : of remporall roialties 
He thinkes nie now incapable. Confederates 
( Sodric he was for Sway) with King of Naples 
To give him anmuall tribute, doe him homage ' 
Subjet his Coronet, to his Crowne, and bend 
The Dukedome yet unbowed ( alas poore Alarre) 
To much ignoble Rooping. 

Ira. Oh the heavens : 


If this might be a brother, 
Ara. IT ſhould linne 


Tothinke but Noblic ofmy Grand-mother, 


Prof. Marke his condition, and th'event,then tell me 


Good | 


A——_———_— 
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Good wombes have borne bad ſonnes. 

Pre. Now the condition. 
This King of Naples being an Enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brothers ſuit, . 
Which was, That he in lieu o'th' premiſes, 
Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should prefently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dakedome, and confer faire Adliaine 
With all the honors, on my brother : Whereon 
A treacherous Armie levied, one mid-night 
Fated to th' purpoſe, did eAuthonio open 
The gates of Ailaine, and ith* dead of darkenefle 
The Miniſters for th* purpoſe hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying lelfe. | 

Air. Alack; for pitty : 
I not remembring how I cride out then 
Will cry it ore againe : 1t 1s a hint 
That wrings mine Eyes too t. 

Pre. Heare 4 little further, 
And then Tle bring thee to the preſent buſineſſe 
Which now's upon's : without the which, this ſtory 
1 Were moſt impertinent. 

Mir, Wherefore did they not 
That houre deſtroy us? 

Pre. Well demanded, wench : 


So deare the love rhy people bore me : nor ſet 
A marke ſoblatidy 0a the bufineſle; but 
| With colours fairer, painted their toule ends. 
In few, they hurried us a-boord a Barke, 
Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkaſle of a Butt, not rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, nor ſayle, nor maſt; the very rats 
{ Inſtintiuely have quir it : There they hoyſt us 
To cry to th' Sea, that roard to us; to figh 
To th' windes, whoſe pitty ſighing backe againe 
{ Did us but loving wrong. 
Afr. Alack, what trouble 
Was 1 then to you ? 
Pro. O, a Cherubin 
Thou was't that did preſerve me; Thou didft ſmile, 
Infuſed with a fortitude from heaven, 
WhenT have deck'd the ſea with drops full ſalt, 
Vnder wy burthen groau'd, which rais'd in me 
An undergoing ſtomacke, to beare up 
Againſt what ſhould enſue. 
| eHir. How came we aſhore ? 
Pro. By providence divine z 
Some food, we had, and ſome fieſh water, thar 
A noble X\ copolrtan Gonzalo 
Out of his Charity, (who being then appointed 
Maſter of this defigne) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linnens, {tuffs, and neceſlaries 
Which ſince have ſteeded much, ſo of his gentleneſſe 
Knowing I loy*d my bookes he furniſhd me 
From mine owne Library, with volumes, that 
I prizeabove my Dukedome. 
Afir. Would I might 
But ever ſee that man. 
_ Fro. Nowl ariſe, + "I 
Sit ſtill, and heare the laſt of our ſea-ſorrow: 
Heere in this Iland wearriu'd, and heere 
Have I, thy Schoolemaſter, made thee more profit 
Then other Princeſſe can, that have more time 
| For vainer howres; and Tutors, not io careful. 
Ar Heavensthankeyoufor't-And now I pray youSir, 


FOPESPES 
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My Tale provokes thar queſtion: Deare, they durſt not, 
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For ſtill 'tis beating in my mind ; your reaſon 
| For rayſing this Sea-ſtorme ? 
Pro. Know thus far forth, 

By accident moſt ſtrange, bountifull Fortune 
(Now my deere Lady) hath mine cnemies 
Brought to this ſhore : And by my prefcience 
E finde my Zenith doth depend upon 
A moſt auſpitious ſtarre, whoſe influence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droope : Heare ceaſe more queſtions, 
Thou art inclinde to ſleepe : 'tis a good dulneſſe, 
And give it way : Iknow thou canſt not chuſe ; 
Come away, Servant, come; I am ready now, | 
Approach my eHrie{. Come. Enter eAſriel. 

ers. All haile, great Maſter, grave Sir, haile I come 
Toanſwer thy beſt pleaſure ; be it to fly, 
To ſwim, to dive into the fire: to ride | 
On the curid clowdes : to thy ſtxong bidding; taske 
Ariel, and all his Qualitie, 

Pro. Haſtthou, Spirit, 

Performd to point, the Tempeſt that I badthee. 

eAr. Toevery Article. 
I boorded the Kings ſhip : now on the Beake; 
Now in the Waſte, the Decke, in every Cabyn, 
I flam'd amazement, tometimes F'1d divide 
And burne in many places ; on the top-maſt, 
The Yards and Bore- ſprit, would I flame diſtintly, 
Then meete, and joyne. /oves Lightning, the precurſers 
O'th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentarie 
And ſight out-running were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty N pr. 
Seeme to beſiege,and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dead Trident ſhake, 

Fro. My brave Spirit, 2597 
Who was ſo firme, ſo conſtant, that this cole 
Would not infe& his reaſon ? * 

Ar, Not a ſoule 
But felt a Feaver of the madde, and plaid 
Some trickes of ditperation; a!l but Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming bryne, and quit the veſſell; 
Then all a fire with me the Kings ſonne Ferdiuand 
With haire up-ſtaring (then like reeds, not haire) 
Was the firſt mai that leapt; cride hellis empty, 
Andall the Divells are hcere, - 

Fro. Why that's my ſpirit : 
But was not this nigh ſhore? 

e.Ar. Cloſe by, my Maltcr. 

Fro. But are they ( Ariel) tafe ? 

Ar. Not a haire periſhd: 
On their ſui{taining garments not a blemiſh, 


| Bur freſher then before : and as thou badit me; 


In troops I haye diſperid them *bout the Itle 5 
The Kings ſonne haveT landed by himſelfe, 
{ Whom Llcft cooling of the Ayre with ſighes, 
In an odde Angle of the Ile, and ſitting, 
Hisarmes 1n this ſad knot. 

Pro. Of the Kings ſhip, 
The Marriners, ſay how thou haſt diſpoſd,; 
Andall thereſt o'th' Fleete? 

Ar. Safely in harbour = 
Is the Kings ſhippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calldſt meup at midiight to fetch dewe 
From the ſtill-vext Bermoorhes, there ſhe's hid 
The Marriners all under hatches ftowed, 
W ho, witha Charme joynd to their ſuffered labour 
I have left aſleepe : and forthe reft o'rh* Fleet 

| _—_—_ Which 
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(Which I diſpers'd) they all have met againe, 
And areupon the AZediterranean Flote 
Bound fadly home for A ap/er, 
buppotog that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wrackt, 
And his great perton periſh- 
Pro. eArl, thy charge 
Exatly is perform'd; but there's more worke : 
W hat is the time o'th' day? 
Ar. Paſt che mid ſeaſon. 
Fro. Aticalt two Glaſſes : the time *twixt ſix 8& now 
Mult by us both be {ſpent moſt preciouſly. 
Ar. Is there more toyle?Since y dot give me panes, 
Let me remember thee what thou haſt promis'd, 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 
Pro. How now ? moodie ? 
Which is't thou canit demand ? 
 eAlr. My Libertie. 
Pro.. Before the time be out? no more : 
er, I preetheec, | 
Remember I have done thee worthy ſzrvice, 
Told thee no lyes , made rhee no miſtakings, ſerv'd_ 
Withour or grudge, or grumblings; thou did promiſe 
To bate me atull yeare. 
Pro. Do'ſt thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee? Þ4r. No. 
Pro,Thou do'ſt : & thinkelt it much to tread the O 0ze 
Of the ſalt deepe ; | 
To run upon the ſharpe winde of the North, 
To doe me bufineſle in the veines o'th' earth 
When it isbak*d with f:oſt. 
er. I doe not Sir- Ne 
Pro. Thou lieſt, malignant Thing : haſt thou forgot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Envy 
Was gowne into a huope? haſt thou forgot her? 
Ar. No Sir. | 
Pro, Thou haſt : where was ſhe born? ſpeak: tell me: 
Ar. Sir, in Argier. 
Pro, Oh, was the ſo: I muſt 
Once in a moneth recount what thou haſt bin, 
Woich thou torgetit. This damn'd Witch Sycorax 
For miſchiefes nianifo!d, aud forceries terrible 
Yoenter humane hearing, from eArgier | 
Thou know'it was bani{h'd : for one thing ſhe did 
They would not take her life: Is not this true? Ar.I Sir. 
| Pro. This blew ey'd hag, was hither brought with 
And here was left by th' Saylors ;thoumy ſlave, (child, 
As thou reportlt thy ſeife, was then her ſervant, , 
4 And for thou walt a Spirit too delicate 
lo Att her earthy, 65 abhord commands, 
| Refuſing her grand heſts, ſhe did confine thee 
By helpe of her more potent miniſters, 
And in her moſt unmittigable rage, 
Into a cloven Pyne; within which rift 
Impriſon'd, thou didſt painefully remaine 
A dozen yeares : within which ſpace ſhe drd, 
Andleft thee there: where thou didſt vent thy groanes 
As faſtas Mill-wheeles firike : Then was this Iſland 
- (Save for the Sunne that he didlittour heere, 
A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne ) not honour'd with 
A humane ſhape. 
Ar. Yes: Caliban her ſonne. 
Por. Dull thing, I ſay ſo : he, that Caliban 
Whom now I keepe 1n ſervice, thou beſt know'ſt 
What torment I did finde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolues howle, and penetrate the breſts 
Of ever-angry Beares; it was a torment 
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To lay upon thedatnn'd, which Sycorax 

| Tould not againe undoe : it was mine Art, 
When I arriu'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee outs 

e-7r. Ithanke thee Maſter. _ 

Pro, If thou more murmur'ſt, I will rend an Oake 
And peg-thee in his knotty entrailes,till 
Thou haſt howl'd away twelve winters. 
er. Pardon, Maſter. 
] will be correſpondent rocommand 
Anddoe my ſpryting, gently. 
Pro, Doe 10 : and atter two dayes 
I will diſcharge thee, b 
Ar. That's my noble maſter : | 
W hat ſhall 1 doe? fay what? what ſhall 1doe? 

Pro. Goe make thy ſelfe like ro a Nymph o'th' Sea, 
Be ſubje& to no ſight but thine, and mine : inviGble 
To every eye-ball elſe : goetake this ſhape 
And hither come in't : goe : hence 
With diligence, E xi. 

Pro. Awake, deere heart awake, thou haſt lept well, 
Awake. 

AMir.The itrangenes of your ſtory,pur 

*Heavinefle in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 

Weell viſit Calban, my {lave, who never, 
Yeelds us kinde an{were. 7 
«Mir. *Tis a vulaine Sir, I doe notlove to looke on. 

Fro, But as tis 
We cannot miſle him : he do's make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood,and ſerves Oitices 
That profit us : What hoa : ſlave : Caliban : 
Thou Earth thou : ſpeake. 
Cal. withm. There's wood enough within- | 
Pro.Come forth Iay,there's other buſineſle for thee: 
Come thou Tortoys, when? Enter Ariel like 4 water- 


wy 


Fine apparition : my quint 4rief, Nymph. - 
Hearke m thine care. 
er, My Lord, it ſhall be done, Exit. 


Pro, Thou poitonous ſlave, gotby the divell himſelfe 
Vpon thy wicked Dam; come torth- Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dewe, asete my mother bruſh'd | 
With Ravens feather from unwholeſome Fen, 
Drop on you both : A Southwelt blow on yee, 
And bliſter you all ore. | 

Pro.For this be ſure, to night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtitches, that ſhall pen thy breath up,Vrchins 
Shall for that vaſt of night, that they may worke 
All exerciſe on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thicke as hony-combe,cach pinch more ſtinging 
Then Bees that made 'em. 

Cal. I muſt cate my dinner : 
This Ifland's mine by Sycorax my niother, 
Which thoutak'ſt from me: when thou cam'ſt firſt 
Thou ſtroakſt me,& made much of me:wouldlt give me 
Water with berries in't : and teach me how | 
To name thebigger Light, and how the leſſe 


And ſhewed theeall the qualities o'th' Ile, 
The freſh Springs, Brine-pits; barren place and fertill, 
Curs'd be Ithat I did ſo: All the Charmes | 
Of Sycorax : Toades, Beetles, Batts light on you : | 
For I am all the Subjects that you have, 

W hich firſt was mine owne King : and here you ſty-me 
In this hard Rocke, whiles you doe keepe from me 

The reſt o'th' Iſland. 
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That burne by day, and night : and then I loved thee } 
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' Thou didft prevent me, 1 had 
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Pro, Thou molt lying flaye, © 1 |, Dota] 
Whom ſtripes may move, nor kindnes: I haye us'd thee 
( Filthasthouart) with hamane:cars, and lodg'd thee 
In mine-owne Cell, till thou did(t {cekeito violate 


} The honour of my childe.'' : 


(at. Oh ho, oh ho, would', had bene done : 
peopel'd elſe 

This Ifle with Calsbans. * 

«Mir.  Abhorzed Slave, 
Which any print of govdnefle will not take, 
Being capable of all ill-:.I pittyed thee, ; , OV 
Took paines to make thee ſpeake,taught thee each hourt 
One thing or other : when thou didit not (Sauage) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldft zabble, like 
Arthing moſt brutiſh, I.endow'd thy purpoſes | 
With words that made them knowne:Bur thy vild race 
(Tho thou did(t learn)had that in't,which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefoxewalt thou .  - 
Deſervedly confin'd into this Rocke, who hadſt 
Deſecu'd more thena priſon. _, :. As 

Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit.on't .. 
Is, I know how to curſe : the red-plaguerid you.- 
For learning me your language. | 

Pro. Hag-ſced hence : 3942 cans 
Fetchus in Fewell, and be quicke thau!it beſt, . + : 
To anſwer other bufineſſe: ſhrug ſtthou (Malice) 
If thou negl{Ftit, or doſt;unwillingly,, 7 >. 
What I command, Lle rackethee with old crampes, : 
Fillall thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, - 
That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy dyn. 

Cal. No, 'pray thee. 

I muſt obey, his Art is of ſuch pow'r, 


It would controll my Dams god Sereber, 
And make a vaſlaile.of him, - _ 


Pro. So ſlave, hence, 
Enter Ferdinand & Ariel, inviſible p, 117-0 (nging« 
eAriel Song. ( ome unto theſe yellow ſands, j | ” 


and then take hands : 
Cartfied when you have, and kiſt 
the wilde waves whiſt-: 
Foote it feathy heere, and there, and ſweete Sprights bears 
: the burthen, Burthen diſperſedly, 
Harke, harke, bowgh wawgh: the watch-Dogges barke, - 
RT. owgh-wawgh. \ 
Ar. Hark, bark, I heare the [iraine of, ſtirntting Chantielere 
| cry eockadidle-dowe. | 
Fer, Where ſhold this Muſicke be? I'th aire,or th'carth? 
It ſounds no morc:and ſure it waytes upon 
Some god*othiLland, fitting ona banke, 
Weeping againe the King my Fathers wracke. 
This Muſickecrept by me ugon the Waters, « 
1 Allaying both their fury, and my paſſion 
With it's ſweet ayre : thence I have follow'd it 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but*tis gone. 
No,it begin: againe. 
e4riell Song. Fall fadom five thy Father lies, 
; Of his bones are Corrall made: 
| T boſe arepearles that were his eyes, 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
Brat doth ſuffer a Sea-change 
Tato ſomethy» g rich, & range: 
Sea-N_imphs hexrly ring his knel, 
Burthen: ding dong. 
Hake now 1 heare them, ding-dong bell. WY 
Fer. The Ditty do's rememiber my drown'd father, : 


This is 20 mortall buſincs, nor no found. 


FEE 


— — —— 


E Cal. 


j Within two dayes for this. 


OY A 


That theearth/owes; :: I heare ir now- above me- 


Fro. The fringed Curtaines of thine eye advance; * ' 


| And fay what:thowſee'ſt yond: - : 


Lord,how it Jookes about : Beleeveme fir; 

It carries a brave forme. Burt 'tisa ſpirit. . 
Pre. No wench,iteats.and ſleepes;8 hathſuch 

AS We have; ſuch. This Galkantewhich thou ſeeſt-"/ + 

Was inthe wracke zand but hee's fomething ſtain'd- 

With griefe (that's beauties canktr):mightſt call him 


| Agoodly perſon :he hathlofſt hisfcſlowes, | i: > 


And itrayes about to finde'em:. .. 
Arr. I might call him RI 
A thing divine, for nothing naturall: 
I ever taw ſo Noble: 5 01, 
Pro. It goes. on Fee: 1 2 0: 7 $Htb-r7 2: 
As my ſowle promptsit: Spirit, fine ſpirit,le Freethee 


Fer. Molt ſure the goddeſſe- - | --» 7 dS 
On whom theſe ayres attend ;'Vouthiſafe my pray'r 
May know if you remaine upon this ]ſland, - -* 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction give :':! 
How I may beare me heere:: my prime requeſt © 
(Which Ido laſt pronounce) is (O'you wonder): 

If you be Mayd,or no? UTE 15 169 EDO 
Mir, No wonder fir, | 
But'certainely a Mayd, rs 22 
Fer, My Language? Heavens : Ae, 
I am the beſt of them that ſpeake this ſpeech, 
Were I but where tis ſpoken. 

Pro. How * the beſt ? 5 ; | 
W hat wer't thou if the King of \-optes heard thee? 

Fer. A fingle thing,as I am now,that wonders 
To heare thee ſpeake of N 4ples: he do's heare ine, 
And that he do's, I weepe :-tmy ſelfe am Naples, 
Who,with mine eyes (never ſince at ebbe)bekeld 
The King my Father wrack't. - + 

Cir, Alacke,for mercy. | 

Fer. Yes faith,and all his Lords, the Dake of Milam 
And his brave ſonne,being twaine. 

Pro. The Dake of Millaine © 
And his more braverdanghter,could control!l thee + - 
If now 'twere fit to do*c :-At the firſt ſight 
They have chang'd eyes : Delicate Ariel, 


| Ile ſet thee free for this. A word good Sir, 


1 feare you haye done your ſelfe ſome wrong : A word. 

Afr. Why ſpeakes my father ſourgently ? This 
Is thethird man that ere 1 ſaw : thefirit 
That ere I ſigh'd for : pitty move my father 
To beenclin'd my way. 

Fer. O,if a Virgin, 

AndyouraffeRion not gone forth, Ile make you 
The Queene of A spies. * 

Pro. Soft Sir,one word more. | 
They are both in eythers pow'rs :-But this ſwift buſines 
I muſt uneaſie make,leaſt toolightwinning: +. © 
Make the prizelight. One word more : I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do'ſt heere uſurpe 
The name thou ow'ſt not,and haſt put thy {cite 
Vpon'this Iland,as a fpy,to win it 
From megthe Lord on't 

Fer. No,as Iam aman. 

Mir. Ther's nothing ill,candwell in ſuch a Temple, 
If the ill-ſpirit have ſo faire a houſe; 
Good things wilt ſtrive to dwell with't. 

Pro. Follow me. 
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le thy necke and feere rogether :  * 
Sea water ſhalt thou drinke : thyFaed ſhall be  . 
\| The freſh-brooke Muſſels, wither'd roots, and haskes 
- } WhereintheAcorne cradled. Follow. | 
Fer. No, 
{| 3-w#l eefiftſuchentertainement, till | 
Mine-enemy ha's more pow'r- | 

... _ Hegraves, dis charmed from mevinge 
\. Aire O deere Father, ht 
Make not too raſh a triall of him, for 
Hee's gentle, and not fearefull. 


Prof. What I ſay, mim Jv 
My foote my Tutor? Pur thy ſwordup Traytor,” 


% * 


Is poſſeſt with guilt: Come from thy; w 
For I can heere difarme thee with this ſticke; 
And make thy weapon drop. | P; 
Air. Bcieech you Father. lags 
Fre. Hence: hang not on my garments. 
e1:r. Sir have pity, - #5 
Ile be his ſurety. 
Pro. Silence; One word more | 
S hall make me chidethee, if not hate thee: What, 
An advocate for an Impoitor? Huſh : 
Thou think there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 
| ( Having ſeene but him and (a/hen:) Fooliſh weneh, 
Toth! moſt of men, this is a {alibav, | 
And they to himare Angels. 
Afir. My affetions _- 
Are then moſt humble: I have no ambition 
To ſec aggodlicr man, 
 . Pre. Comeon, ubey: 
Thy Nerves are in their infancy 
And have no vigour in them. 
| Fer. Sotheyare:. 
My ſpirits, as1n adreame, are all bound up : 
My Fathers loſle, the weakneſſe which I feele, 
The wracke of all my friends, nor this mans threats, 
To wheme I am ſubdude: are bur light tome, 
-4 Might I but through my priton once a day 
Behold this Mayd:all corners cl{e o'th' Earth 
Let liberty make uſe of : ſpace enough 
Have I in ſuch a priſon» 
Pre. It workes : Come on. 
Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel: follow me. 
Harke what thou elſe ſhalt do me+ 
Air. Beof comfort, 
My Father's of a better nature(Sir) 
Then he appearesby ſpeech :this is unwonted 
Which now came from him. 
Pro. Thou fhalt be as free 
As mountaine wiades , but then exaQly do 
All points of my command. | 
Ar. To th'ſyllable. 
Pro. Come follow : ſpeake not for him. 


againe. 


Exennt. 


Attus S, | ENT'AY Scana Prima : : 
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Entar Alonſo,Schaftian, eAnthonio, Gonzalo, eAarian, 
Franciſco, and others. 
| Gon, Beſcech youSir, be merry: y0u have cauſe, 
(So have we all) of joy; for our eſcape 


Who makes a ſhew, but dart not —_ conſcience : 


Prof. Speake notyou fas hic ::hee'sa Traitor: come, | 


| 


j 
} 


| 


| That's offer'd comes to th' eritertainer. ; 

Seb. A dollor. <2 2 | 

Gar. Dolour comes to him indeed, you haye ſpoken | 
truer then yoa purpog'd, | | 


Is much beyond our loſſe; our-hinit of woe - 
Is common; every day, ſome Saylors-wife, © 
The Maſters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juſt our Theame of woe: But for the miracle; 
(I meane our preſervation) few inmillions -- 
Can fpeakelike us: then wiſely ( good Sir) weigh 
Our ſorrow, with our comfort. - 

eAlſon. Prethee peace: "#08 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge. - 

e-1t. The Viſitor will not give him oreſo. 

Seb, Looke, hee's winding upthe watch of his wit, 
By and by ic will irike. | 
Gov. Sir. 


Seb. On: Tell. | | 
Gon. When every greefe is entertaind, | 


Seb. You have 
ſhould. : 
Gon. Therefore my Lord. | 
e-Ler. Fic, what a ſpend-thrift is he of his tengue. 
Alton. | pre-thee ſpare. 
Gon. Well, T have done : But yet 
Seb. He will be talking. | 
Aut. Which, of he, or Adrian, for « gdMM wager, | 
Firſt beginsto crow ? 
Seb. The old Cocke. | 
ent. The Cockrell. 
Seb. Done : The wager? 
Am. A laughter. 
Seb, A match. 

Adr. Though this Iſland feeme to be deſert. 
_ "Seb. Hahaha. 

eAwt. So: you't paid. 
eAar. Vninhabitable, and 

Seb. Yet. 

Aar. Yet- 

ent, He could not miſſe't. 

Adv, It muft needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate ' 
temperance. | £4 

eAvt. Temperance was a delicate wench, 

Seb. I, anda ſubtle, as he molt learnedly deliver'd. 

Adr. The ayre breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly, 

Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 

e M3. Or, as 'twere perfum'd by a Fen. 

Gov, Heere isevery thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. True, {ave meanes to live. 

Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 

Gon, How luſh and luſty the grafſc lookes ? 

How greene? | : 
e-£t. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. With an eye of greene ir'it. 

Ant. He miſſes not much. 

Seb. No: heddth but miſtake thetruth torally. + | 

Gon. But the rarity of it is, which is indeed almoſt 
beyond credit. 

Seb. As many voucht rarieties are, 

Goy. Thatour Garments being(as they were)drenche | 
inthe Sea, hold notwithſtanding their. freſhneſſe and 
gloſſes, being rather new dy'de then ſtain'd-with falte 
Watere: 

Ant, If but one of his pockets could ſpeake, would | 
it nor ſay he lyes? 

Seb. I, ar very falſely podket up his report, 


a 


taken ie wiſelier then 1 meant you 


almoſt inacceſſible. 
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Gow Me thinkes' our garments arenow as freſhas 
when wee put them on firlt in Aﬀeicke, at the marriage 
ofthe kings fairedaughter Claribet tothe king of T ws. 
Seb. *Twas a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well in 
our returne,. + ; : 

Adri. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Pa- 


ragon to their Qyeene. 


Gon. Not ſince widdow Dxdvs time. 


in? Widdow Dido! *' ' =» 
Seb. What if he had'fayd Widdower e/E£neas too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it ? 


of that : She was of Carthage, not of 7mnis. 

Gon, This T #18 $ if was Carthage. - 

Adri. Carthage? \ ©'''* Gow, Lafſure you (Carthage. 
"Amt.\Ais word is more then the miraculous Harpe. 
Seb, He hath rais'dthe wall, and houſes too. 

Ant, What impoſſible matter will he make eaſy next? 

Seb. Ithinke hee will carry this Iſland home in his 


{ pocket, and give it his ſonne for an Apple. 


Ant. And ſowing the kernels of it 1nthe' Sea, bring 
forth more Iſlands. + * _ . 

Gon. I. PP 1 Why in good trme- . 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments feeme 
now as freſh as when we were at Twns at the marriage 


{] of your daughter, who its now Queene.- - 


. 
_— 


———— 


ent. And the rareſt that ere came there. 
Seb. Bate ( I beſeech you) widdaw Diae. 
Ant. O widdow Dido ? I, Widdow Dias. 


wore it ?I meane in a fort. 
Ant. That ſort was well fiſh'd for. nh 
Gox. When I wore itat your daughters marriage- 
Alen. You cram theſe words into mine carcs, againſt 
the ſtomacke of my ſenſe : would I had never 


{| Married my daughter there : For comming thence 


My ſonne is loſt,and ( in my rate} ſhe too, 
Who isfo farre from /taly removed, , 

I ne're againe ſhall ſee her : O thou mine heire 
Of N per and of Millaine, what ſtrange fiſh 
Hath made his meale on thee ? 

| Fran. Sirhe may live, 

I ſaw him beate the ſargesnnder him, 

And ride tipon their backes; he trod the water 


| Whoſe enmity he flang afide : and brefted | 


The ſurge moſt [wolne that met him : his bold head 
'Bove the contentions waves he kept and oared 
Himſelfe with his good armes in lufty ſtroke 
Toth'thore ; that ore his wave-worne baſts bowed 
As ſtooping to releeve him : I not donbt 

He came alive to Land, 

Aten. No, no, hee's gone. 

Seb. Sir you may thanke your ſelfe for this great loſle, 
That would not blefſe our Eyrope with your daughrer, 
But rather loſe her to an Aﬀe1can. 

Where ſhe at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, 
Who hath cauſe to wet the greefe on't. 
eAlon. Pre-thee peace. | 

Seb. You were kneel'd too, & importun'd otherwiſe 
By all ofus: and: the faire ſoule her Fits 
Waigh'd betweene loathneffe, and obedience, at 
Which end o'th'beame ſhould bow : we have lolt your 
I feare forever : Mibaine and Naples have (lon, 
Mo widdowes in them of this buſineſſe making, 

Then we bring men to comfort them : | 


<a ned. emo. 


Ant.Widow?A pox 'othat: how came that Widdow 
Adri. Widdow Didoſaid you? You make me ſtudy 


| Execute all things : For no kinde of Traticke 


Gon. Is nat my doublet Sir as freſh as the firſt day/I 


 —_ 


Alon,” So is the deer'ſt oth'lofſſe; 
Gon. My Lord Sebaftion, | 
The truth you ſpeake doth lacke ſome gentleneſle, 
And timeto ſpeake it ini : you rubthe fore, - | 
When you ſhould bring the plaitter, 
Seb.Very wal. ent. And moſt Chirurgeonly, | 
Gov. It is foule weather in us all, good Sir, 
W hen you arecloudy. Et 
Seb. Fowle weather ? Ant. Very foule, 
Go», Had I plantation of this Iſle my Lord. 
Ant. Hee'd {wt with Nettlc-feed. | 
Seb. Or Dockes, 01 Mallowes. 
Gon. And werethe King on't, what would I do? 
Seb. Scape being drunke, for want of Wine: 
Gon. I'tl* Commonwealth I would (by contraries) | 


The fault's your owne. 


Would I admit: No name of Magiſtrate : 
Letters ſhould not be knowne : Riches , poverty, 
And uſc of ſervice, none: Contra, Succeſſion, | 
Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none : | 
No uſe of Metrall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle : 
No occupation, all men idle, all : | 
And women too, but innocent and pure : 1 
No Soveraignty, 
Seb, Yethe wonld be King on t. 
Ant. The latter end of his Common-wealth forgets | 
the beginning. | 
Gon. All rhings in common Nature ſhould produce 
Without ſweat or endeuour : Treaſon, fcllony, 
Sword, Pike, Knife Gun, or ncede of any Engine 
Would I not have: but Nature ſhould bring forth 
Ofiit owne kinde, all foyzon, ali abundance 
To feed my innocent people. 
Seb. No marrying *mong his ſubjes ? 
Ant. None ( man) all idle; Whores and Knanes, 
Gon. I would with ſuch perfe&tiongoverne Sir: - 
T' Excell the Golden Age. | | 
Seb* *Save his Majeſty. Ant.Long live Gonzalo. 
Gon. And do you marke me, Sir ? me 
Alon. Pre-theeno more: thon doſt talke nothing to 
Gon. I do well belceve your Highneſſe, and did it ro 
miniſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch | 
ſenſible and nimble Lungs, that they alwayes uſe to laugh 
at nothing. | 
Ant. *Twas you welaugh'd at. | 
Gox. Who,inthis kinde of merry fooling am nothi 
to you : ſo you may continue,” and laugh at nothing Nil] B 
Ant. Whata blow was there given? | 
Seb. And it hadnot fallen flat-long. 3 
Gon. Youare Gentlemen of brave mettal : you would 
lift the Moone out of her ſpheare,if ſhe would continne 
in it five wegekes without changing. 
Enter Ariel playing ſolemne 1Mnlicke. | 
Seb. We would fo, and then goa Bat-fowling, 
Ant. Nay good my Lord, be not angry. 
! Gon. NoT warrant you, I will notadventuremy'dif- 
| cretion ſo weakly : Will you laugh me afleepe, for I am | 
very heavie. | | 
Ant. Go ſleepe and heare ns. 
eAlon. What all ſoſoone afleepe? I wiſh mine eyes 


Would (with themſelves) ſhut up my thoughts, I 

I finde they are inclin'drodo ſo, | 
Seb. Pleaſe you Sir, 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 


It fildome vifits ſorrow, when it doth,it is a Cone 
| Ss to 
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«Ant. We two my Lord, will guard your perſon, 
While you take your reſt, and watch your ſafety. 
Alon. Thanke you ; Wondrous heavy. HB 
Seb, What a ſtrange dowlſineſſe poſſeſſes them? 
Ant, It 1s the quality o'th' Clymatee . 
Seb, Why. 
Doth it not then our eye-lids ſinke ? I finde 
Not my fclfe diſpos'd to fleepe : 
Azxt. NorT, my ſpirits are nimble :. 
They fell together all, as by conſent ot. 
They'dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke : what might 
Worthy Sebaſtian?,O, what might ? nomore : 
And yet, me thinkesI ſee it inthy face, [2 
What thou ſhould'ſt be : th' occafion ſpeakes thee,and 
My ſtrong imagination ſee's a Crowne 
Dropping upon thy head. 
Seb, What? art thou waking? 
Ant. Do you not heare me ſpeake? . 
Seb. I do, and ſurely 
It is a ſleepy Language ; and thou ſpeak'ſt 
Our of thy ile epe : W hat is it thou didſt ſay? 
This is aſtrange repoſe, to be afleepe 


Witheyes wide vpen: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving: 


And yet o faſt a fleepe. 
Ant. Noble Sebaſtian, _ 

Thou ler'ſt thy fortune fleepe : die rather : wink'ft 
Whiles thou art waking 

Seb. Thou do'ſt ſnore diſtinly, 
There's meaning in thy ſnores. | ; 

Ant, T am more ſerious then my cuſtome : you . , : 
Muſt beſo too, if heed me : which to do, 


| Trebbles thee o're. 


Seb. Well : I am ſtanding water. 
ent. Ile teach you how to flow. 
Seb. Doo : to ebbe, 
Hereditary Sloth in{truts me. 

Ant. O! 
If you but knew hory youthe purpoſe cherith 
W hiles thus you mocke it : how 1n ſtripping it 
You more inveſt it : ebbing men, indeed | 
(Moſt often) doo neerethe bottome run 
By their owne fezre, or ſloth, 

Seb. *Pre-thee ſay on, - 
The ſetting of thine eye, and cheeke proclaime * 
A matter from thce; and a birth, indeed, 
Whichthrowes thee much to yeeld. 

eHit, Thus Sir : | £ 
Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who ſhall be of as little memory 
When he is carth'd, hath here almoſt perſwaded - 
(For hee's a Spirit of perſwaſion, onely 
Profeſſes to perſwade) the King his ſonne's alive, 
"Tis as impoſſible that hee's undrown'd, 
As he that fleepes heere, ſwims. 

Seb. 1 have no hope, 


{ That hee's undrown'd. 


Ant. O, out of that no hope, 
What great hope have you? No hope that way: Is 
Another Way fo high a hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
But doubt diſcovery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdmand is drown'd? 
Seb. Hee's gone. 
Ant. Then tell me who's the 
Seb. Clarabell. | | | 
eAvst. She that is Queene of Tx» : ſhe that dwels 


next heire of Naples ? 


{ Ten leagues beyond mans life : ſhe that from Naples: 


an have no note, unlefle the Sunwere poſt: _ -; - 

The Mani'th Moone's too ſlow, till new-borne chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom . - . 
Weall were ſea-ſwallow'd, though ſome caſt againe, 
(And by that deſtiny to performe an act, - FR 
Whereof, what's patt in prologue; what tocome 

In yours, and my diſcharge. DI Ys 

Seb. What ſtuffe is this ? How ſay you? 
'Tis true,my brothers daughter's Queene of Tunis, 
SO is the heyre of Naples,” twixt which Regions 
There is ſome ſpace. SONY 5 Ok 
Ant. A ſpace, whoſe ey'ry cubit 

SEemes tO cry,out, how ſhall that Claribet 
Meaſure us backe by NN aples? Keepe in Twris.. i 
And let Sebaftian wake. Say,. this were death. | 
That now hath ſeiz'd them, why they were no:warſe 
Then now they are: There be that can-rule Naples 

As well as he that ſleepes : Lords, that: can;prate 
As,amply, and unneceflarily _ ;\.... - glayb 1 

As this Gonz.alo.: I my ſelfe could make 


| A Choughofag deepe chat :. O, that you bore 


The minde that Ido; what aſlecpe were this 
For your advancement ?Do you underſtand me > 
Seb. Me thinkes I do, + I 
 e-At. And how do's your content 
Tender your owne aan fortune, e 
Seb. I remember 1 | 
You did ſupplant your Brother Proſpero. + _ 
| Fn. True: 5 Bip (00 $8 (3 
 'Andlooke how well my Garments fit upon me, 
Much feater then before : My. Brothers ſervants 
Were then my telowes, now they are my men. 
Seb. But for your conſcience. 
eA#t. I Sir: wherelies that? If 'twere a kybe 
*'T would put me to my ſlipper : But I feele ner 
This Deity in my boſome : *Twentie conſciences 
That ſtand *twixt me,and CHilaive, candicd be they, 
And meltere they molleſt : Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lyes upon, 
If he were that which now hee's like (that's dead) 
Whoml with this obedient ſteele ( three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus, 
To the perpetuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morſell : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe: for all the reft | 
They'l take ſuggeſtion, as a Cat laps milke, | 
They'l tell the clocke, to any buſineſle thac 
We ſay befits the houre, 
Seb, Thy caſe, deere Friend 


| Shall be my preſident : As thou gort 2ſilaine, 


Ilecome by Naples : Draw thy ſword, one {troke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paicſt, 


} Andlthe King ſhall lovethee.  , 


Ant, Draw together : | 
And when I reace my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonzato. 


| Seb. O, but one word, | 7 


Enter eAviell with Mwuſiche and Song. 
Ariel, My Maſter through. his Art foreſees the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and ſends me forth 
(Forelſe his projet dies) to keepe them living. 


| Sing in Gonzales eart, 
While you here do ſnoaring lie, ; 
Open-ey'd Conſpiracie | 
Hts time doth take : 


F| 


1 For he is ſure i'th Iſland. 


—— 


{ For my poore ſonne, 


So (King) go fafely on to {eeke thy Son. 


— "a 
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If of Life you keepea care, 
Sake off, fanber and beware. 
Awake, awake. + ; 

Ant. Then let us both be ſodaine. 

Ger. Now, good Angels preſerve the King. | 

Ale. Why how now boajawake?why are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 

Gon, What's the matter ? + 

Seb, Whiles we ſtood here ſecuring your repole, 
(Even now) we heard a hollow burtt of bellowing 
Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did't not wake you? 
It ſtrooke mime care molt terribly , 

Abe. T heard nothing. 

4nt, O, *twas 2 din to fright a Monſters eare; 
To makean earthquake : ſure it was the roare 
Of a whole heard of Lyons. 

Ale. Heard you this Gouz.4/0? | 

on. Vpon mine honour, Sir, I hearda humming, 

(And that a ſtrange one too) which did awake me: 


 — 


I ſhak'd youSir, and cride : asmine eyes opend, 

I faw their weapous drawne : there was a noyle, 

That's verily : *tis beſt we ſtand upon our guard; 

Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons- 
eAio.Lead off this ground and let's make further ſearch | 


Gon. Heayens keepe him from theſe Beats : 


eo. Lead away- (done. 
Ariell, Proſpero my Lord, ſhall know what I have 
Exennt. 


—_— 


= — 


Scana Secunds. 


—— 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of Wood (a nojſe of 
Thunder heard, ) 

Cat. All the infetions that the Sunne ſuckes up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him 
By ynch-meale a diſcaſe : his Spirits heare me, 

And yet I needes muſt curſe. Butthey'll nor pinch, 
Fright me with Vrchyn-ſhewes, pitch me i'thmire, 
Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke | 
Out of my way, unlefſe he bid'em; but 
For every trifle, are they ſet upon me, 
Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 
Lye tumbling in my barefoote way, and mount 

heir pricks at my foote-fall : ſometime am I 
All wound with Adders who with cloventongues 
Doe hiſſe me into madneſſe : Lo, now Lo, Enter 
Here comes a Spirit of bis, and to torment me, Trincalo, 
For bringing wood in flowly: Ile fall flat, 
Perchance he will not minde me, 

Trs. dere'sneither buſh, nor ſhrub to beare off any 
weather atall : and another ſtorme brewing , I heare it 
ſing *ith winde : yond fame blacke clond, yond huge 
one, lookes like a foule bumbard that would ſhed his 
licquor :if it ſhould thunder, as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head : yond ſame cloud cannot 
chuſe but fall by paile-fuls. What have we here, a man, 
orafiſh? dead or alive ? a fiſh, he ſmels like a fiſh : a 
very ancient and fiſh-like ſmell : a kinde of , not of the 


——- 


neweſt poore-Iohn : a ſtrange fiſh : were I in England 


now (as once I was) and had but his fiſh painted; not 
a holyday-foole there but would givea pecce of filver : 
there, would this monſter , make a nian : any ſtrange 
beaſt there, makes aman : when they will not give a 
doitto relieve a lame Begger,they will lay out teh to ſee 
a dead Indian ; Leg'd like. aman; and his Finnes like 
Armes; warme 0 my troth : 1 doe now lect looſe my o- 
pinion ; hold it no longer ; this is no fiſh, but an Iflan- 
der, that hath lately ſuffered by a Thundebolt: Alas, 
the ſtorme is come againe : my beſt way is to creepe un- 
der his Gaberdine : - thereis no other ſhelter herea- 
bout : Miſery acquaints a man with ſtrange bedfel- 
"_ : I will here throwd till the dregges of the ſtorme 
e paſt. 


Enter Stephano ſinging. 
Ste. I ſoall no moretoſeato ſea, bere ſhall I dye aſvort. 

This is a very ſcurvy tune to ſing at a mans 
Funerall ; well, here's my comfort. Drinkes. 

Sings. The Maſter, the Swabber the Boate-(waine & I; 
The Gunner, aud his Mate | 
Lox'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian, and Margerie, 
But nore of us card for Kate. 
For (he bad a tongue with atayg, 
Would cry to a Sajler gee hang : 
She lov'd not the [avenr of Tar nor of Pitch, 
Tet a Terlor might ſcratch her where ere fhe did itch, 
Then to Sea Bojes, andlet her goe hang. 
This is aſcucvy tune too : 
But here's my comfort. drinkes. 

Cat. Doe not torment me: oh, 

Ste. What's the matter ? 
Have wedivels here ? 
Doe you put trickes upon's with Salvages, and Men of 
Inde? ha? I have hot ſcap'd drowning , to bee afeard 
now of your foure legges : for it bath bin {aid ; as pro- 
pera man as ever went on foure leges, cannot make him 
Siveground : and it ſhall be fayd ſoagaine, while Sre- 
phano breathes at noſtrils. 

Cal. The Spirit torments me : oh» 


Ste.Thisis ſome monſter of the Iſle , with fourelegs; | 


who , hath got (as I take it) an ague : where the divell 
ſhonfd he learne our language? I will give him ſome re- 
liefe ifit be bur for that: 1f I can recover him,and keepe 
him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a Pre- 


ſent for any Emperour that ever rrod on Neates-lea- 


ther. 
| (at. Doe not torment me *prethee : Ie bring my 
wood home faſter. 

Ste. He's in his fitnow ; and doe's not talke after the 
wiſeſtz hee ſhall taſte of my Bottle : if hee have never | 
drunke wine afore, it will gee neere to remove his Fit: 
if I canr&over him, and keepe him tame,I will not take 


roo much for him; he ſhall pay for him that hath him, } . 


and that ſoundly. | 
Cal. Thou do'ſt me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt a- 


non, I know it by thy trembling : Now Proſper workes | 


upon thee. io: | By 
Ste. Come on your wayes : open your mouth: here 
is that which will give language to you Cat; open your 
mouth; this will ſhake your ſhaking,] can tell you,and 
that ſoundly : you cannot tell who's your friend ; open 
your Chaps againe. | 
Tri. T ſhould know that voyce : 


ould be, cnmmamoms 
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But he is dround ; and theſe are divels; O defend 
me. | 

Ste. Foure legges and two voyces ; a moſt delicate 
Monfter : his forward voyce now is to ſpeake of his 
friend; his backward voyce, is to utter foule ſpeeches, 
andto detract : if all the wine in my bottle: will recover 
him, 1 will helpe his Ague: Come : Amen, I will poure 
ſome in thy other mouth. 

Tri. Stephano. 


This is a Divelland no Monſter : I will leave him,T have 
no long Spoone. 

' Tri. Stephano : if thou beeſt Stephano, touch me, and 
ſpeake tome: for I am Trincwls; be not afeard, thy good 
friend T renculo. 

Ste. If thou beeſt Trinclo: come forth : I'le pullthee 
by the leſſer legges : iF any be Trinenlo's legges theſe are 
they : Thou art very Trmcwlo indeede : how cam'it thou 
to be the ſicge of this Moone-calte ? Can hee vent 7rin- 
culs*s ? 

Tr4. I tooke him to be kild witha thunder-ſtroke;but 
art thou not dround Stephaxo : 1 hope now thou art not 
dround : Is the ſtorme over-blowne? Lhid me under 
the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine , for feare of the 
Storme : Andart thou living Stephano? O Stephane, two 
N capoluanes (cap'd ? | 

Ste. *Prethee doe not turne mee about, my ſtomacke 
15 not conitant, ; 

Cal. Theſe be fine things, and ifthey be not ſprights: 
that's a brave god, and beares Celeſtiall liquor ; I will 
kneele to him. 

Ste. How did'it thou ſcape ? 


| Howcam'ſt thou hither? 


Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam'ſt hither: I eſcap'd 
upon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaved ore- 
boord, by this Bottle which I made of the barke of 


ſhor Co | 

Cal. T'le ſweare upon that Bottle, to bethy true ſub- 
Jet, for the liquor 45 notearthly : 

Ste. Hecre : ſivearethen how thou eſcap'dft. 

Tri. Swom aſhore (man)like a Ducke;l can ſwim like 
a Ducke1le be ſworne. 

Ste. Here, kifle the booke. 


life a Gooſe, 
Tri. O Seephano, ha'ſt any more of this ? | 
, Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar 15 in a 


th'ſea-fide, where my wineis hid: 


rocke by 


| How now Moone-Calfe, how do's thine Ague ? 


Cal. Ha'ſt thou not dropt from heaven? 
Sre, Out o*th Moone T doe afſure thee. I was the Man 


ith' Moone when time was. 


Cal. I have ſeene thee in her : and Idoe adore thee : 


My Miſtris ſhew'd me thee,and thy Dog,and thy Buſh. 


Ste. Coine ſweare to that : kifſe the Booke : 1 will 
furniſh it anon with the new contents : Sweare. 

Trs. By this good light, this is a very ſhaliow Mon- 
ſter : Tafeard of him? a very ſhallow Monſter: 
The Man ith' Moone? | 
A moſt poore credulous Monfter : 
Well drawne Monſter, in good ſooth. | 

Cal. Tle ſhew thee every fertill ynch*oth Ifle : and 

I will kifſe thy foote: I prethee be ary god. 

Tri. By this light, a moſt perfidious, and drunken 


Monſter, when's god's afleepe tell rob his Bottle. 


Though thou canſt ſim like aDucke , thouart made | 


1 


a Tree, with mine owne hands, fince I was caſt a'- | 


| 


Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy, mercy : | 


| 


- Cat. Ile kiſle thy foot. Ile ſweare my ſelfe thy SubjeR. 

Ste, Come on then: downeand iweare. - 

T4. I thall laugh my ſelfe to death at this puppi-hea- 
ded Monſter : a moſt {curvie monſter: I could finde in 
my heart to beate him. 

Ste. Come, kifſe. ; 

Tri. But that the poore Monſter's in drinke : 

An abhominable Monſter. * 

Cel. Tle ſhew thee the beſt Springs: Ile plucke thee 
Berries : Plefiſh for thee;- and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ſerve; 

Pe beare him no more Stickes, but follow thee , thou 
wondrons man. 


Tri. A moſt ridiculous Monſter, to make a wonder of | 


a proore drunkard. 

Cal. I prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow; 
and I with my long nayles will digge thee pig-nuts ; 
ſhow theea Iayes neſt, and inſtru& thee how to ſnare 
the nimble Marmazet : Ire bring thee to cluſtringPhil- 
birts, and ſometimes IVPeget thee young Scamels from 
the Rocke : Wilt thou goe with me ? 

Cal, Ipre'thee now lead the way without any more 
talking. Trmcato, the King, and all our company elſe 
being dround, wee will inherithere : Hers; beare my 
Bottle : Felow Trincnlo ; we'll fill him by and by a- 
gaUne: 

(olihan Sings drunkenty. 
Farewell Maſter; farewell, farewell. 
Tri. A howling Monſter : a drunken Monſter. 
Cal. No more dans I'le make for fiſh, 
Nor fetch in firing, at requiring, 
Nor ſcrape trenchering, nor waſh diſh, 
Bar' ban',Cacalybar 
Has a new Maſter, get a new IMan. 
Freedome,high-day,high-day freedome,freedome high- 
day freedome. | 


Ste, O brave Monſter; lead the way. Exeant, 
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Emter Ferdinand (bearing 4 Log. ) 


Fer. There be ſome ſportsare paintull; and their labour | 


Delight in them ſet off: Some kigds of baſenefle _ 

Are nodly undergon ; and moſt poore matters 

Point ro rich ends: this my meane Taske 

W ould be as heavie to me, as oadijous, but 

The miſtris which I ſerue, quickens what's dead, 

And makes my labours pleaſures : O ſhe 1s 

Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbed; 

And-he's compos'd of harſhneſſe. T muſt remove 

Some thowiands of thzeſe Logs; and pile them up, 

Vpon a [ore injunction; my ſweet Miltris | 

Weepes when ſhe ſees me worke,and ſayes,fuch baſenes 

Had neverlike Execurtor: I forget : - | 

But theſe ſweete thoughts,doe even refreſh my labours, 

Moſt bufie leaſt, when I doe it. ': Enter Miranda 
Mir, Alas, now pray you and Proſpero, 

Worke not fo hard : I would the py had”. 

Burnt up thoſe Logs that thou art enjoyned to pile: 

Pray ſet it doywne, and reſt you : when this burnes + 

*Twill weepe for having wearicd you : my Father 

Is bardat ſtudy, pray now reſt your ſelfe, 


> 


He's 


PEE 


| 
| 
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Hee's ſafe for theſe three houres, 
Fer. O moſt deers miltris, 
The Sun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 
WhatI mult ſtrive todo, | 
Aer, If you'l fit downe 
He beare your Logges the while : pray give me that, 
He carry it tothe pile. 
For, No precious Creature, 
I had rather cracke my finewes, breake my backe, 
Then you ſhould ſach diſhonor undergoc, | 
While I fit lazy by. 
Air. It would become me 
As well as it do's you; and I ſhould doit 
With ttiuch more eaſe : for my good will is tO it, 
And yours it 15 againſt, 
Pro. Poore worme thou art infected, 
This viſitation ſhewes it. 
Mir. You looke wearily. 
Fer, No, noble Miſtris, *tis freſh morning with me 
| When you are by atnight : I do beſeech you 
Cheefely, that I might ſet it in my prayers, 
W hat 1s your name ? 
CAMir. Hirandas, O my Father, 
I bave broke your heſt to ſay ſo, 
Fer. Admir'd Aftrands, 
Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What's deerelſt to the world : full many a Lady 
I havecy'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Th'harmony of their tongues, hath int bondage - 
Brought my too diligent eace ; for ſeverall vertues. 
Have 1 like'd ſeverall women, never any 
With ſofull ſoule, but ſome defect in her 
Did quarrell with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put itto the foyle. But you, Oyou, 
| SoperfeR, and ſo peerleſſe, are created 
Of everie Creatures belt. 
fr. Ido not know 
One of my ſexe ; no womans face remember, 
Save from my glaſſe, mine owne: Nor have 1 ſecne 
More that I may call men, then you good friend, 
And my deere Father : how features are abroad 
I am skilleſſe of; but by my modeſtie 
(The jewell in my dower) I would not wiſh 
Any Companion 1n the world but you: 
Nor can imagination forme a ſhape 
Beſides your ſelfe, to like of : but I prattle 
Someting too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget, 
Fer. Tam, in my condition 
A Prince ( Atrranda) I do thinke a King 
(I would not ſo) and would no more endure 
This woudden laverie,then to ſuffer 
The fleſh-flic blow my mouth : heare my foule ſpeake. 
The veric inſtant that I ſaw you did 
My heart flie to your ſervice, there reſides 
To make me ſlave to it, and for your ſake 
Am I this patient Logge-man. 
Or. Doyoulove me? 
Far.O heaven; O carth,beare witneſſe to this ſound, 
And crowne what I profeſſe with kinde event 
If I ſpeake true : if hollowly, invert 
W hat beſt is boaded me, to miſchiefe : I, 
Beyondall limit of what elſe i'th world 
Dolove, prize, honor you. 
Afr. I ama foole 
To weepe at what am glad of, 


Ry 


| 


, TheTempeſt. 


y- 


— 


. Pro. Faireencounter | ; 
Of'two moſt rare affe&ions : heavens raine grate 


| Onthat which breeds betweeneem. 


For. Wherefore weepe you? | 
Cir. At mine unworthyneſſe that dare not offer 
W hat I deſire to give; and much kfſe take 
What I ſhall die to want : Bur this. is trifling, 
And all the more ir ſeekes to hide it ſelfe, DY 
The bigger bulke it ſhewes. Hence baſhfull cunnung, 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 
Iam your wife, if you will marrie me; 
IF not, Iledie your maid : to be your fellow 
You may denie me; but Ile be your ſervant 
Whether you will or no. 
Fer, My Miſtris ( deereft ) 
And I thus humble ever. 
Mir. My husband then ? 
Fer. I, with a heart ſo willing 


| As bondageere of freedome : heere's my hand, 


Air.And mine, with my heart in't; and now farewell 

Till halfe an houre hence. 

Fer, A thouſand, thouſand. 

Pre. So glad of thisas they I cannot be, 
W hoare ſurpriz'd withall; but my rejoying 
At nothing can be more: Ile to my beoke, 
For yetere ſupper time, mult I performe 
Much buſieſt: appertaimng. 


Excnnt. 


E xn, 


Scena Secunda. 


| —_—_ 


Enter ( altban, S tephano, and Trinczle. 


Ste, Tell not mc, when the But is out we will drinke 
water, nota drop,bcfote; therefore beare up,and boord 
em' Servant Monlter, drinke to me: _ 

Trin. Servant Monſter 2 the folly of this Iland , they 
ſay there's but five uponthis Ile; we are three of them, 
if th' other two be brain'd like us; the State torters- 

S$te. Drinke ſervant Monſter when 1bid thee, thy 
cyes arealmoſt ſet in thy heart. 

Trim. Where ſhould they bee {ct elſe ? hee were a 
brave Monſter indeede if they were ct in his taile, 

Ste, My man-Monſter hath drown'd his tongue in 
Sacke : for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, ] ſwam 
ereI could recover the ſhore, five and thirtie Leagues 
off and on, by this light thon ſhalt bee my Lieutenant 
Monſter, or my Standard. | 

Trin, Your Lieutenant if you liſt, hee's no ſtandard, 

Ste, Wee'l not run Monſieoer Monſter. | 

Trin. Nor go neither: but you't lie like dogs, and yet 
fay nothing neither. | 

$te. Moone-calfe,ſpeake once in thy life, if thou beeſt 
a good Moone-calfe. | 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me licke thy ſhove: 
le not ſerve him, he is not valiant. 

Trim, Thou licſt moſt ignorant Monſter, I am incaſc 
to juitle a Conſtable : why, thou deboth'd Fiſh thou, 
was there ever mana Coward, that hath drunk fo much 
Sacke as I today? wilt thou tell me a monſtrous lic,being 
but halfe a Fiſh andhalfe a Monſter 2 : 

(al. Lee; how he mockes me, wilt thou lct him my 
Lord ? BE 
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Tin. Lord,quoth he ? that a monſter ſhould be ſuch 
a Naturall? 
(at. Loe, loz againe: bite him todeath I prethee- 
Ste. Trinc#lo, keepe a good tongue in your head : 1 
youprove a mutineere, thenext Tree: the poore Mon- 
ſter's my {ubje, and he ſhall nor ſuffer indignity. | 
(#'. 1 thanke my noble Lord. Witt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againe to the ſuite I made to thee ? 
. Ste. Marry will I:kneele and repeate it, 
I will ftand, and ſo ſhall Tranculo. 


Enter Ariel inviſible. Fg 
Cal. As I told thee before, I am ſubze& toa Tirant, 
A Sorcerer,that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the iſland. 
Ariel. Thou lycſt. 
Cat. Thou lyctt, thou jeſting Monkey thou : 
I wouid my valiznt Maſter would deſtroy thee- 
] do not lye. : 
Ste. Trincus,if you trouble him any more in's tale, 
By this hand, 1 will ſupplant ſome of your tecth. 
Trim. Why, T{aid nothing. 
Ste. Mum then, and no more : proceed. 
( 2/. 1 ay by Sorcery he got this Uſe 
From me, he got it. It thy Greatneſle will 
Revengeit on him, ( for I know thou dar'ſt) 
Brvt tins thing dare not. 
Ste. That's mcſt certaine. 
Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, andIle ſerve thee. 
$ze, How now ſhall this be compalt? 
Canſt thou bring meto the party? 
(a. Yea, yea my Lord, lie yecld him thee aſleepe, 
W herethou maiit knock e a naileinto his head. 
eriel. Thou licſt,thou canſt nat. 
Ca/. Whata py'de Ninnie's this?Thou fcurvie patch: 
I do beſtech thy Greatneſle give him viowes, 
And take his bettle from him : W hen thar's gone, 
He ſhell drinke nought but brine, for lle not ſhew him 
Where the quicke Freſhes ares 
Ste. T78-culo, ran imo noturther danger: 
Interrupt th? Monſter one word further, and by this 
hand, He turne my me: cie out o'doores , and make a 
Stocktith of thee. 
Trin, Why, what did I? Ididnothing : 
Le goe no further off. 
Ste. Didſt thonnot fay he lyed ? 
eAviel. Thouliclt, 
. Sre. Dol fo? Take thou that, 
As you like this, giveme the lye another time. 
Trw. Ididnotgive thelie : Out o'your wittes, and 
hearing too? 
A pox o'your bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo : 
A murren on your Moaſter, and the divell take your 
fingers. 
Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 
Sre. Now forward with your Tale : pretheg ſtand 
further off. 
Cal. Beatchim enough : after a littlerimg 
He beate him too. 
Ste. Stand further : Come proceede. | 
Cal. Why, as I told thee, *tisa cultome with him 
I'th afternoone to ſleepe : there thou mayſt 5raine him, 
Having firft ſeiz'd his bookes : Or with a iogge 
Batrer his $kull, or paunch him with a ſtake, 
Or cuthis wezand with thy knife. Remember 
Firſt to poſſeſie his Bookes; for without them 


—"— 


"— 


; OneSpirit to command: any 


Hee's buta Sot, as Fam ; nor hathnot 
all do hate him 
Asrootedly as I. Burne but his Bookes, 

He ha's brave Vtenſils ( for ſo he calles them) 
W hich when he ha's a houſe, hee'l decke withall. 
And that moſt deepely to conſider, is 

The beaurie of his daughter : he himſelfe 
Cals hera non-pareill : I never fav a woman 
Burt onely Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe; 

But ſhe as farre ſurpalleth Sycorax, 

As great'{t do's leaſt. 

Ste. Is it ſobrave a Laſle? 

Cal. I Lord, ſhe will become thy bed,I warrant, 
And bring thce forth brave brood. | 

Ste. Monſter, I will kill this man : his daughter and 
T will be King and Queene, fave our Graces : arid Tra 
culo and thy ſeife ſhail be Vice-royes: 

Doſt thou iike the piot Trwcwlo ? 

Trm. Excellent. 

Ste. Give me thy hand, I am ſorry Ibeate thee : 

But while thou liv'ft keepea good tongue in thy head, 

Ca/. Within this haite houre will he be aſleepe, 

Wiit thou deſtroy him then ? 
Ste, Ton mine honour. 

Arielt. This will I tell my Maſter. 

Cal, Thou maK'it me merry : 1 am full of pleaſure, 
Let us be jocond. Will you troule the Catch 
You taught me but whileare ? 

Ste. Atthy requeſt Monſter, I will do reaſon, 

And reaſon : Come 0n Trincalo, let us ſing, 
S995. 
Flout em, and cont'em : and chowt'em, and flont'em, 
Thought ts free, 
Cat. That's not thetune, | 
| Ariel plates the tune on 4 T abor and Tipe. 

Ste. What is this fame ? 

Tri. This is the tune of our Catch, plaid by the pic- 
ture of Nc-body. | 

Ste. if rhou beeſta man,ſhew thy {+lfe in thy 
If thou beeſt a divel, take't as thou liſt. 

Tri, © forgive me my ſinncs, 

Ste, Hethat dycs payesall debts :1 defie thee; - 
Mercy upon us. by; 

Cal. Art thou affcard ? 

Ste, No Monſter, not I. 

Cal. Be not affeard, the Ifle is full of noyſes, 
Sounds, :nd ſweet aires, that givedelightand hurt not: 
Sometimes a thouſand twangling Inſtruments -- | 
Wi.l hum about mine eares; and ſometimes voyces, 
That if I then had wak'd after long ſleepe. 

Wiil make me ſlcepe againe; and then jndreaming, 
The cloudes me thought would open, and ſheyy riches 
Ready to drop upon me,that when I wak'd | 
I cride to dreame againe. | 

Ste, This will provea brave kingdome to me, 
W here 1 ſhali have my muſ:cke for nothing, 

Cal, When Preſperois deſiroy'd. 

Stz. That ſhall be by and by: 
I remember rhe ſtory. 

Tris. The ſound 1s going away. 
Lets follow ic,and after do our worke; 

| Ste. Leade Monlter, 

Wee't foliow : I would I could ſee this Taborer, 


likenes : 


He layes it on. | 6 
Trina. Wilt come e | 
Tie follow Stephano. Exenmt | 


Scend 


4, 4 . 
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The Tempeſt. 


3h | 


ScaenaTertia. 


Gonzalo, 


p_ 


Emer Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Authonio, 
_ Aarian, Frantiſco,&c. 
Gon. By'r lakin, I can goe no further,Sir, 
My old bonesake :-here's a maze trod indeed 
Through forth righrsand Meanders : by your patience, 
I needs mult reſt me. 
eAlo. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 
Who, am my ſelfe attach'd with wearineſlſe 
Toth'dulling of my ſpirits : fit downe, and reſt : 


] Even here I willput of my hope, and keepe it 


No longer for my flatterers : he is dround 
Whom thus we {tray to find, and the Sea mockes 
Our fruſtrate ſearch on land : well : let him goe. 
Ant.” I am right glad, that he's ſo out of hope : 
Doenot for one repulſe forgot the purpoſe 
That youreſoly'd t'effeR, 
Seb. The next advantage will we take throughly. 
e An. Letit beto might, 
For now they are oppreſl'd with travaile, they 
Will not, nor cannot uſe ſuch viligance 
As when they are feeſh. Ta 
Solenme and ftrange Muſicke : and Proſper on the top (invi- 
ſible.) Enter ſeveral! ſtrange ſhapes, bringing in a Banket; 
and dance abont it with gentle attions of ſalutarions, and mn- 
viting the King,&*c. to eate, they depart. 
Seb, Ifayto night :no more. 
Al. What harmony is this # my good friends, harke. 
Gon. Marvellousſweet Mulicke. 
Ale. Give us kind keepers, heavens:what were theſe? 
$eb, Aliving Drolery : now I will beleeve 


} Thar there are Vnicornes : that in Arabia 


There is one Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Phoenix 
At this houre reigning there. 
Ant. Ile beleeve both : 
" And what do's elle want credit, come to me 
And Ile be ſworne 'cistrue : Travellers nece did lye, 
Though fooles at heme condemne 'em. 
Gon. It in I\ ples 
| I ſhould report this now, wouldthey belceve me ? 
| 1f I ſhould fay I faw ſuch Iflanders. 
(For certes, thele are people of the Iſland) 
Who though they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 
Their manners are more gentle, kind then of 
Our humane generation you ſhall tind 
Many, nay almolt any. 
| Pro. Honeſt lord; 
Thou haſt ſaid well : for ſome of youthere pretent, 
Are worſe then divels. 

Alo, I cannot too mach mule 
Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound expreſſing 
(Although they want the uſe of tongue) a kind 
Ofexcellent dumbe diſcourſe. 

Pro. Praiſe in departing. 

Fre, They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 

Seb. No matter, ſince (mackes» 
They have left their Viands behind ; for we have ſto- 
Wilt pleaſe you taſte of what is here ? 

Alo. NotT. | (Boyes 

Gon. Faith Sir, you need not feare * when we were + 
Who would beleeve thatthere were Mountayneecres, 
Dew-lapt, like Buls, whoſe throats had hanging at'em 


| Wallets of fleſh ? or that there were ſuch men 


{ Yong Ferdinand (whom they ſuppoſe is droun'd) 


Whhoſc heads ftood ia their breſts? which now we find 
Each putter out of five for one, will bring us | 
Good warrant of. 

4b, I will ftand to, and feede, 
Although my laſt, no matter, ſince I feele 


Thebelt is paſt : brother : my lord, the Duke, | 


_ ris. oy doe as WE- 

Thun lightning. Emer Ariell (ike a Harpey) claps 
his wings upon the T able and with a quei:t device the Ban- 
quet 


anſhes. 

Ar. Youare three men of finne, whom deſtiny 
That hath to inſtrument this lower world, | 
And what is it : the never ſurfeited Sea, 

Hath caus'd tobelchup you z and on this Iſland, 

Where man doth not.inhabit, you 'mongſt men, 

Being moſt unfitto live: I have made you mad ; 

Andeven with ſuch like valour, men hang, and drowhe 

Their proper ſelves ; you fooles, I and my fellowes 

Are minilters of Fate,the Elements 

Of whom your ſwords are temper'd, may as well 

Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabg 

Kill the ſtill cloſing waters, asdiminiſh 

One dowle that's in my plumbe : My fellow miniſters 

Are like-invulnerable : if you could hurt, 

Your ſwordsare now too malic for your ſtrengths, 

And willnot beuplifted : but remember 

(For that's my bufinefle to you) that you three 

From Ailaine did ſupplant good Profpers, 

Expos'd untothe Sea (which hath requir it) 

Him, and his innocent child : for which foule deed, 

The Powers, delaying (not forgetting) have 

Incensdthe Seas, and Shores ; yea, all the Creatures 

Againſt your peace : Thee of thy Sonne, 4lonſ#, 

They have bereft ; and doepronounce by me 

Lingring perdition ( worſe then any death 

Can be ar once) ſhall (tep,by ſtepattend 

You, and your wayes, whole wraths to guard you from, 

Which here, in this molt deſolate Ifle, eife fais 

Vpon your heads, is norhing but hearts-ſorrow, 

Anda cleare life enſuing. 

He vaniſhes in Thunder : then (to ſoft Mnſicke.) Enter the 
ſhapes againe and daunce {with meckes and mowes) and car- 
rying ont the Table. 

Pro, Bravely the figure of this Harpy, haſt thou 
Perform'd( my Arie/) a grace it had deuouring : 
Of my Inſtruction, hattthou nothing bated 
In what thou had'ſtto fay : ſo with good life 
And obſervation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters 
Their ſeverall kinds have done:my high charmes worke 
And theſe (mine encmies)are all knit up 
In their diſtractions : they now are in my pore ; 

And in theſe fits, I leave them, while I viſit 


And his, and mine lo'yd darling. 

Gon. I'thname of ſomething holy, Sir, why ſtand you 
Inthis ſtrange ſtare ? 
Als. O, it is monſtrous : monſtrous : | 
Me thoughtthe billowes ſpoke, and told me of it, 
The windesdid ſing it to me z and the Thunder 
(That deepe and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd 
The name of Proſper ; it did baſe my T reſpaſle, 
Therefore my Sonne 1th Ooze isbedded ; and 
Ile ſceke him deeper thenere plummet founded, 
And with him therelye mudded, Exit. 
 $#5. But one feend ata time, | 


—__—_— 


Ile fighttheir Legions ore. $0 
ent. | 


the 


"> 


Y 


| Now ginstobitetheſpirits ; I doe beſecch you 

{ (Thar are of ſuppler joynts) follow them ſwittly, 
1 And hinder them from what this extaſic 
{ Maynow provoke them tvs 

Ad, Follow, Ipray you. 


The Tempeſt. | 


——C__—_— 


—_—J.. 


ene. Tebe thy ſecond. : 7 
Goxt. Ail three of themare deſperate : their great guilt 
| (Like poyfon givento worke a great time after 


. Exennt omnes 


—— —__—_ —_— 


eAtn; Quartus. Scana Prima: 


Enter Proſper, Ferdinand, and Miranda, 
Fro, If I have too auſtercly puniſh'd you, 
Your compenſation makesamends, for I 
Have given you here,athird of mine owne life, 
Oc that for which. live : who, once againe 


| 1tenderro thy hand : All thy vexations 


Were but my trials of thy loue, and thon 


| Haſt ſtrangely ſtood the reſt : here, afore heaven 


I ratific this my rich gift : O Ferdinand, 

Doe not ſmile ar me, that I boaſt her off, | _ 

For thou ſhalt find ſhe will our-ſtripall praitc 

And make it halt, behind her. 
Fer. Idoe belceve 1t 

Againſtan Oracle. "=o 
Fro. Then, as my gueſt, and thine owne acquiſition” 

Wor: hily parchal'd, take my daughter : 


{ If thou do'ſt breake her Virgin-kno:, before 


Allfanctimonious ceremonies may 


| Withfall and holy right,be miniſtred; 
Noſiwvect aſperſion ſhall the heavensler fall 
| Tomake this contra& grow ; but barraine hate, 


Sow er-cy'd diſdaine, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew 
{ The union of your bed, with weeds fo loathly 
] hat you ſhall hate ir both : Therefore take heed, 
As Hymens Lampes thall light you. 

Fer. AST hope 
For quietdayes, faire Iſſue, and long lite, 
With ſuch love, as*tis now the murkielt den, 
The moſt opportune place, the ſtrongſt ſuggeſtion, 
Our worſer Geri can, ſhall never melt 
Mine honor into luit, te takeaway 
] Theedge of that daycs celebration, | 
| When I ſhall thinke, or Phxdws ſteeds arc tounderd, 
] Or Night kept chain'd below. | 

Pro. Fairely ſpoke ; 
Sit then, and talke with her, ſhe is thine owne ; 
What Ariel; my induſtrious ſervant Aricl. Enter Ariel, 
 eAri, What would my potent maſter ? here Iam. 

Pro. Thou,and thy meaner fellowes, your laſt ſervice 
Did wor:hily pertorme : and I muſt uſe you 
In ſuch anothcr tricke : goe bring the rabble 
(Ore whom I givethee powre) here, to this place : 
Incite them to quicke motion, for I muſt 
Beſtow upon the eyes of this yong couple 
Some vanity of mine Art : it is my promiſe, 
And they expeQirfrom me. 

eArs. Preſently ? 

Pro. I: witha twincke, 

Ari. Before you can ſay come and goe, 

And breathe twice; and cry, 1ſo,ſo : 
Eachone tripping on his Toe, 
Will be here with mop, and mowe. 
Doe you love me Maſter ? no? 


don 


—_—— 


 Exeunt. | 


| No tongue : all eyes : be filent. - 


i 


— 
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Re 


_ Till thou do'ſt heareme call. 


| Of Wheate, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oarcs, and Peaſe; 


To make cold Nimphes chaſt crow nes ; and thy broomes- ; 


Do'ſt diſobey the wite of 1xpirer : 


} My bosky acres, and my unſhrubd downe, 


CITI 


Pro, Dearely, my delicate e4riel!; doe not approach 
efri, Well : I conceive | Exits | 
Pro. Looke thou be true : doe not give dalliance 
Too much the raigne : the ſtrongeſt oathes, are ſtraw 
To th'fireith* blood ; be more abſtemious, a 
Or elle good night your vow. | 
Fer. I warrant you, Sir, ow 
The white cold virgin Snow, upon wy heart - | 
Abates the ardour of my Liver. IEC En 
Pro, Well. Sr7 
Now come my Ariell, bring a Corolary, + +; 
Ratherthen wanta ſpirit;appeare,and pertly.Soft muſic}, | 
Enter Irn. 
Ir, Ceres, moſt bounteous Lady, the rich Leas 


Thy Turphy.Mountaines, where live nibling Sheepe, 
And flat Medes thetchd with Stover, them to keepe : 
Thy bankes with pioned, and twilled brims, 
Which ſpungy Apri4, at thy heſt betrims ; 


W hoſe ſhadow the ditmifled Batchelor loyes, (groves; | 

Being laſſe-lorne : thy pole-clipt vineyard: 

And thy Sea-marge ttcrile, and rocke) «hard, 

Where thou thy lelfc do'tt ayte;the Queene o'th Skie, 

W hoſe watry Arch, and meſlenger, am 1, 

Bids thee leave theſe, and with her foveraigne grace, Inns | 

Here on this grafle-pior, in this very place ={dejcends. 

To come, and ſport : here Peacockes flyeamaine : | 

Approach, rich (eres, her to enrertaine, Enter Ceres. 
Cer, Haile, many coloured Meſſenger, that nere | 

W ho, withthy i1affron wings, upon my flowres 

Diffuſeſt hony drops, refreſhing ſhowres, 

And with each end of thy blew bowe do'ſtcrowne 


Rich ſcarph to my proud earth : why haththy Queene 
Summond me hither, to this ſhort gral'd Greene? 
tr. AcontraQt oof true Love, to celcbrate, 
And ſomedonation freely to eſtate 
On the bleſs'd Lovers. 
(er. Tell me heavenly Bowe, 
It Venw or her ſonne, asthoudo'ſt know, 
Doe now attend the Queene ? ſince they did plot 
The meanes, that dusk.y Ds, my daughter got: 
Her, and her blind-Boyes icandald company, 
LI have forſworne. 
Ir. Ot her ſociety 
Be notafraid : I met her deity 
Cuttingthe cloudstowards Paphes : and her ſon 
Dove-drawne with her : herethought they to have don 
Some wanton charme, upon this man and maide, | 
W hoſe vowesare,thatno bed-right ſhall be paid 
Till Hymens Torchbe lighted : but wn vaine, - 
Aarſrs hot Minion 1s returnd againe, 
Her waſpiſh headed ſonne, has broke hisarrowes, 
Swears he will ſhootno more, butplay with Sparrowes, | 
And bea boy rightout. | 
Cer. Higheſt Queene of State, 
Great Juno comes, I know her by her gate. | 
Is. Howdo's my bountcous fifter ? goe with me © 
Toblefſe thistwaine, that they may proſperous be, j 
And hono#d in thetr iſſue, * They Sing. 
In. Honoy, riches, marriage, bleſſing, | 
Long continuance, and encreafing , | 
Hourely joyes, be ill upon you, 
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' Inno ſmgt her bleſſings on you. 

Earths mcreaſe, and foyzon plenty, 

Barnes , and Garners, never empty. 

Vines, with cluitring bunches growing, 

Plants, with goodly burthen bowing : 

Spring come to you at the fartheſt, 
| Inthe very endof Harveſt. 

Scarcity and want (hall ſpun you, 
| Ceres bleſſing ſo 1s 63 you. 

Fer. Thisis a moſt majeſticke viſion, and 

Harmonious charmingly ; may I be bold 
t&o thinke theſe ſpirits? : 
#8 Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 

Thave fromall their confines cail'd to enact 
My preſent fancies. | | 

Fer.Let me live here ever, 
| So rare a wondred father, and a wile, 
Makes this place Paradiſe. 

Pro. Sweet now, ſilence : | 
Iunoand (res whiſper ſeriouſly, 
There's ſomething elſe to doe 3 huſh, and be mute: 
Or eiſe our ſpell is mar'd. : 
Iuns and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Ir14 on employment. 


—— 


Leave your cri{pe channels, and on this greene-land 
Anſwer your ſummons, /#»o do's command 
Come temperate Nimphes, and helpe to celebrate 
A Comradt of true Love: be not too late. 
Enter certaines Nimphes. 
You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen of Auguit weary, 
Come hether from the furrow, and be merry, 
Make holly day : your Rye-ſ{traw hats put on, 
And theſe freſh Nimphes encounter every one 
In Country footing, ; 
Enter certaine Reapers (properly habited :) they joyne with 
the N imphes, ina gracefull dance, towards the end where- 
of, Proſpero ſtarts ſodainly and ſp: :kes, after which to 4 
Flrange hollow and confuſed noyſe, they heavily vamſh. 
Pro. I had forgot that Foule conſpiracy 
Of the beaſt Callban,and his confederates 
Apainit my lite : the minute of their plot 
Is almoſt come : Well done, avoyd : no moree 
Fer. This1s ſtrange : your father's in ſome paſſion 
/That workes him ſtrongly. 
Mir, Never till this day 
Saw T bim tcuch'd with anger, ſodiſtemper'd. 
Pro. You doclooke (my ſon) in a mov'd ſort, 
Asif you were diſmaid : be cheerefull Sir, 
' Our Revelsnow areended : Theſe our actors, 
(As TIforetold yon) were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, þ 
And like the baſeleſle fabricke of their viſion' 
The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces,' 
The ſolemne Temples, the great Globe it ſelfe, 
{ Yea, all which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve, 
And like this inſubſtantiall Pageant faded 
Leave nota racke behind : we are ſuch ſtuffe 
As dreames aremade on ; and our little life 
Is rounded with a ſleepe : Sir, I am vext, 
Beare with my Weakeneſle, my old braine is tronbied : 
Benot diſturb'd with my infirmity, 
If you de pleaſ*d, retire into my Cell, 
And there repoſe, a turneor two, Ile walke 
| To ſtill my beating mind. 
Fer. Mir. We wiſh your peace. 


_—_ 


pI 


Iris. You Numphscald Nayades of the windring brooks 
With your ſedg'd crownes, and ever-harmeleſſe lookes, | 


" TheTempeſ. 


| 


{ 


.| Ithought to have to!d thee of it, but I fear'd 


Thy ſhape ioviGble retaine thou (till : 


| Pro. Come witha thought; I thanke thee Ariel:corhe. 
$2: Ent er Arze [/ 
es, Thy thoughts I cleave to, what'sthy pleaſure 2 
. Pro. Spirit » we mult prepare to meet with Cahbay, 
eAri. I my Commander, whenlI preſented Ceres 


Leaſt I might anger thee. E Cleded 
Pro. Say againe, where didſt thou leave theſe varlots ? 
| . er. Itoldyou Sir, they were red-hot with drinking, 
| SO full of valour, that they ſmote the ayre 
For breathing in their faces:beate the ground 
For kiſſing of their feete ; yet alwayes bending 
Towards their projed : then I beate my Tabor, 
At which like unback't colts they prickt their cares, 
Advanc'd their eyelids, lifred up their noſes 
As they ſmelt muſicke, fo 1 charm'd their cares 
That Calte-like, they my lowing follow'd, through 
Tooth'd briars,ſharpe firzes, pricking goſle,and thornes, 
Which entred their traile ſhins : ar laſt Ileft them 
I'th* filthy mantled poole beyond you Cel], 
Theredancing up to th'chins, thatthe foyle Lake 
Ore-ſtunck their feet. | 
Pro, This was well done (my bird) 


The trumpery in my houſe, goe bring ithither 

| For ſtale to catch theſe theeves. Arie/ I goe, I goe-Exit, 
Pro. A devill, a borne-devill, on whole nature 

Nurture can never ſticke ; on whom my paines 

Humancly taken, all, all loſt, quite jolt, 

And, as with age, his body uglier growes, 

So his minde cankers : I will piague them all, 

Even to roaring : Come, hang on them this line; 
Enter Ariel, loaden wu b glittering apparell, &c. Enter 

Caliban, $tephano, and Trinculo, all wet. 

(at. Pray you tread ſofcly, that the blind Mole may 
not hearea foot fall ; we pow are neere his Cell. (Fairy, 
Ste, Monſter, your Fai y, which you fay 13a harmles 

Has done little better then plaid the Tacke with us. 

Trin. Monlter, I doe ſmell all horſe-piſle, at which 

My noſe 1s in great indignation. 
Ste. So is imine. Doe you heare Monſter : If I ſhould 
Take a diſpleaſure againit you : Looke you. 
Trin. Thou wert but a loſt Monſter. 
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour ſtill, 
Be patient, for the prizc lie bring thee to 
Shall hadwinke this miſchance : therefore ſpeake ſoftly, 
All's huſht as midnight yet. 
Trin. 1, buttolote our bottles in the Poole. 
Ste. There is not onely diſgrace and diſhonor in that 
(Monſter) but an infinite lofle. 
Tin. That's more tomethen my wetting : 
Yer thisis your harmelefſe Fairy, Monſter, 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, | 
Though I be o're earesfor my labour. 

(al. Prethee (my King) be quiet. Seeſt thou heere 
This isthe mouth o*ch Cell : no noiſe, and enter ; 
Doe that good miſchiefe, which may make this 1fland 
Thine owne for ever, and I thy Ca/sbarn 
For ayethy foot-licker. 


| 
| 


; Exit. | frippery, O King Stephens. 


Ste, Give me thy hand, 
I dee begin to havebloody thoughts. SEEDS 
Trin. O King Stephano, O Peere : O worthy Stephan, 
Looke whata wardrobe heere is for thee. | b.4 
(41. Letitalone thou foole, itis but traſh, | 
Tri, Oh, ho, Monſter : we knoiy what belongs t6 a 


\ 


B2 


"_ _ 


ry yur 


Ste, Put } 


_ —_ 


——— — -—. an... 


16 


The Tempeſt | | 


See. Par off that gowne (Trincato) by this hand Ile 
havethat gowne. | 
Tri. Thy grace ſhall have 1t. (meane 
Cal.The dropſie drowne this foole, what doe you 
Todoate thus on ſuch luggage ? let's alone 
And doe the murther firſt ; if heawake, _ 
From too to crowne hee! fill our skins with pinches, 
Make us ſtrange ſtaffe, 3 RO RP : 
Ste, Be you quiet (Monſter) Miſtris line, is not this 
my Ierkin? now is the Ierkinunder the line : now Ier- 
kin youare like to loſe your haire,and prove a bald lerkin. 
Trin. Doe, doe ; we ſtcale by Iyneand levell, and't 
like your grace. : 
Ste, 1 thaoke thee for that jeſt ; heer's a garment fot't : 
Wir {hali not goe un-rewarded while I am King of this 
Country : Steale by line and levell, is an excellent paſſe of 
pate : there's another garment for't. 
| T7. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your fingers, 
and away with the reſt. | 2 
{al. I will have done ont - we ſhall loſe our time, 
And all be turn'd to Barnacles, or to Apes 
With foreheads villanous low. : 
Ste. Monſter, layto your fingers : helpe to bearethis 
away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Ile turne you 
out of my kingdome : goe to,Carry thise 
Tri. And this. 
Ste. I, and this. LY 
A noyſe of Hunters heard. Enter divers ſpirits tn ſhape 
of Dogs,and Hornds, hunting them about : Profpere 
ard Ariel ſetting them on. 
Pro. Hey Mountaine, hey. 
Ari. Silver ; there it goes, Silver. | 
Pro. Fury, Fury : there Tyrant, there : harke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that thou grinde their joynts 
. With dry Convultions, ſhorten up their ſinewes 
With aged Cramps, and more pinch-ſpotted makethem, 
Then Pard, or Cat o' Mountaine. | 
Ari. Harke, they rore, 
Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly : Atthis houre 
Liesat my mercy all mine encmies :". 
Shortly ſhall all my }abours end, and thou 
Shalt have the ayre ar freedome : for a little 


Follow, and doe me ſervice. Exennt. 


| —— 


Aus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Preſpero (in his CMagicke robes) and Aricl. 
Pro. Now do's my Project gather to a head : 
My charmes cracke not : my ſpirits obey, and time 
Goesupright with his carriage : how's the day ? 
Ar. On thefixt houre,at which time, my lord 
Youſaid our worke ſhould ceaſe. 
Pro. Idid fay fo, 
When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt : ſay my ſpirit, 
How fares the King, and's foliowers? 
Av, Confur'd together 
In the ſame faſhion, as you gavein charge, 
Iuſt as youleft them, all priſoners Sir 
Inthe Lixe-grove which weather-fends your Cell, 
They cannot boudge till your releaſe : The King, 
Hisbrother, and yours, abide ail three diſtracted, 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim fall of ſorrow, and diſmay : but chicfcly 


— 


_'Y ———— F'Y 


| 


Hmm that you term'd Sir, the good old lord Gonzalo, 
His teares run downe his beard like winters drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charme ſo ſtrongly works'em 
Thatif you now beheld them, your affeRions 
Would become tender, 
Pro, Doſt thou thinke ſo, ſpirit? 
Ar. Mine would, Sir, were I humane. 
Pro. And mine ſhall. . 
Haſt thou (which art but ayre)a touch, a feeling 
Of their aftliRions, and ſhall not my ſelife, = 
One of their kind, that rclliſh all as ſharpely, 
Pailion as they, be kindlicr mou'd then thou art? 
Though with their high wrongs I am ſtrook to wrquicP} 
Yet, with my nobler reaſon, gainft my fury 
Doe I take part : the rarer Action is 5 
In vertue , then in vengeance : they, being penitent, ' 
The ſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend 
Nota frowne further : Goe, releaſe them Ariel, 
My Charmes Ile breake, their ſences Ile reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelves. 
Ar. Ile fetch them, Sir. Es Ext. 
Pro. YeElves of hils, brookes, ſtanding lakes and 
And ye, that on the ſands with printlefſe toote (groves, 
Doe chaſcthe ebbing-A\ eprune, aud doe fiye him 
When he comes backe : you demy-Puppets, that 
By Moone-ſhine doe the greene ſowre Ringlets make, 
Whereof the Ewe not bites : and you, whole paſtime 
Is to make midnight-Mufhrumps, that rejoyce 
To heare the ſolemne Curfewe, by whoſe ayde 
(Weake Maſters though ye bc) I have bedymn'd 
The Noone-tide Sun,call'd forth the mutenous winds, 
And twixt the greene Seca, and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring warre : To the dread ratling Thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted /oves ſtout Oke 
With his owne Bolt : The ſtrong bafſ'd promontory 
Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 
The Pyne,and Cedar. Graves at my command 
Have wak'd their ſleepers, op'd, and let'em forth 
By my ſoporent Art. Butthis rough Magicke 
[ heereabjure : and when I have requir'd 
Some heavenly Muſicke (which even now 1 doe) 
To worke mine end upon their ſences, thar 
This Ayry-charmeis for, Ile breake my ſtaffe, 
Bury it certaine fadomes in the earth, 
Anddeeper then did ever Plummet found 
He drownemy booke. | Selemne muſicke. 


Heere enters Ariel before : Then Alonſowith a franicke ge- 
ſtare, attendedby Gonzalo. Sebaſtian and _Anthonio in 
hike manner attended by «Adrian and Franciſco: They all 
enter the circle which Profpero had made, and there Hland 
charm'd : which Proſpers obſerving, ſpeakes. 


A ſolemne Ayre, andthe beſt comforter, 

Toan unfetled fancy, Cure thy braines 

(Now uſelefle) boile within thy skull : there ſtand 
For youare Spell-ſtopt. 

Holy Gonzalo, Honorable man, 

Mine eyes ev*n ſociable tothe ſhew of thine 

Fall fellowly drops : The charme diſſolves apace, 
And asthe morning ſtcalesuponthemight 
(Melting the darkeneſlc) fo their riſing ſences 
Beginte chace the ignorant famesthat mantle 
Their cleerer reaſon. O good Gonzalo 

My true preſerver, and a loyall Sir, 

To himthou follow'ſt ; 1 will pay thy graces 
Home both in word, and deed ; Moſtcruclly 


Didi | 
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Did thou «AMlorſo, uſe me, and my daughter : 
Thy brother was a furtherer in the AQ, 


Begins toſwell, and the approaching tide 
Will hortly fill the reaſonable ſhore 


Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell, 
I will diſcaſe me, and my ſelfe preſent 
As I was ſometime 4fiUlazne : quickly ſpirit, 
Thou ſhalt ere long be free. 


Where the Bee ſucks, thereſuck 1, 
Ina ( owſlips bell, 1 the, | 
There 1 cowch when Owles dee cry, 
On the Batts back el oe flye 

after Sommer merrily. | 
Merrily, merrily, ſpall I live now, 


But yet thou ſhalt have freedome 3: fo, ſo, ſo. 
To the Kings ſhip, inviſible as thou art, 
There ſhalt thou find the Marriners aſleepe 


Beingawake, enforce them to this place z 
And preſently, I prethee. 


Or ere your pulſc twice beate. 


Out of this fearefull Country. 

Pro. Behold Sir King 
The wronged Duke of 41#laine, Profpero : 
For more aſſurance that a iiving Prince 
Do's now ſpeake tothee, I embracethy body, 
Andto thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty welcome, 

Alo. Where thou bee'ſt he or no, 
Or ſome inchanted trifle to abuſe me, 
(Aslate I have beene) I not know : thy Pulſe 


Tlraflition of my mind amends, with which 
I feare a madnefle held me : this muſt crave 
(And ifthis be at all) a moſt ſtrange ſtory. 
Thy Dukedome I reſfigne, and doeentreat 


| Beliving, and be heere ? 
Pro. Firſt, noble friend, 
Let me embrace thine age , whoſe honor cannot 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd. 
Gon, Whether this be, 
Or be nor, Ile not ſweare. 
Pro, Yon doe yet taſte 
Some ſubtleties o'th'/ſle, that will nor let you 


Bur youg7> brace of lords, were 1 ſo minded 


And juſtifie you Traitors : at this time 
I will tell no tales. 
Seb. The divell ſpeakes in him : 
Pro. No. 


LO Cy 


as 


— 


Thou art pinch'd for'tnow Sehaftiav, Fleſh, and bloud, 
You, brother mine, that entertain'd ambition, 
Expell'd remorſe, and nature, whom, with Sebaſtien 
(Whoſe inward pinches therefore are moſt ſtrong) 
Would heere have kill'd your King :I doe forgive thee, 
Vnnaturall though thou art : their underſtanding 


That now ly.foule, and muddy ; not one of them _ 
\ | That yet lookes on me, or would know me 3 Ariel, , 


Ariell ſings ,and helps to attire him, 


—_——— 


Under the bloſſem that hangs on the Bow. 
Pro. Why that's my dainty Arie : I ſhall miſſe thee, 


Vnder the Hatches: the Maſter and the Boat-ſwaine 


Ari. 1drinke the ayre before me, and returne 


Gon, All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabirsheere : ſome heavenly power guide us 


— 


— 


Beats as of fleſh, and blood : and fince I ſaw thee, 


Thoupardon me my wrongs : but how ſhould Proſpero 


Beleeveſthingscertaine ; Wellcome, my friends all, 


I heere could pluck his highneſſe frowne upon you 


tn... AM 


For you (moſt wicked Sir) whom tocall brother 
Wouldeven infe& my mouth, I doe forgive 
Thy rankeſt fault ;all of them : and require 
My Dukedome of thre, which, perforce I know 
Thou muſt reſtore. 
ef s, If thou beeſt Proper, | 
Give us particulars of thy preſervation, | 
How thou haſt met us heere, who three howres ſince 
Were wrackt upon thisſhore ? where I haveloſt 
(How ſharpe the point of this remembrance is) 
My deere —_ Ferdinand, 
Pro, I am woe for't, Sir. 
Als, Irreparable is the loſſe, and patience 
Sayes, it is paſt hercure. 
Pro, I rather thinke | 
You have not ſought her helpe, of whoſe ſoft grace 
For the like lofſe, I have ber foveraigne ayd, 
And reſt my ſelfe content. 
Flo. Youthe like loſle ? | Wo 
Pro. As great to me, as Jate, and ſupportable 
To make the deereloſſe, have I meanes much weaker 
Then you may call ro comfort you ; for I 
Have loſt my daughter, 
eAlo, A daughter ? 
Oh heavens, that they were living both in Naples 
The King and Qyeene there, thac they were, I wiſh 
My ſelfe were mudded in that 00-zy bed - 
Where my ſonne lies: whendid you loſe your daughter? 
Pro. Inthislaſt Tempeſt, I perceive theſe lords, 
At this encounter doe {o much admire, 
Thatthey deyoure their reaſon, and fcarethinke 
Their eiedoe offices of truth : their words 
Are naturall breath : but howtoevere you have 
Beene juſtled from your ſcnces, know tor certaine 
That Iam Profpero ,and that very Duke 
Which was thruit terth of 4:4aine, who moſt ſtrahgely 
Vpon this ſhore (where you were wrackt) was landed 
' Tobethe Lord on't : nomore yet of this, 
For tis a Chronicle of day by gay, 
Not a relation for a break-faſt, nor | 
Befitting this firſt meeting : Welcome, Sir; 
This Cell's my Court : hcere have I few attendants, 
And SubjeRts none abroad : pray you looke 1n ; 
My Dukedome fince you have given me againe, 
I will requite you with as good a thing, 
At leaſt bring fortha wonder, to content ye 
As much, as me my Dukedome. 
Here Proſpero diſcovers Ferdinand and Miranda, play- 
mg at Cheſſe. 
UMir. Sweet lord, you play me falſe. 
Fer. No my deareſt Jove, 
I would not for the world. (wrangle; 
ir. Yes, fora (core of Kingaomes, you ſhould 
And I woud call it faire play, £ 
Ale. Ifthis prove 
A vifion of the Iſland, one decre Sonne 
Shall I twice looſe... 
Seb: &A moſt high miracle. | | 
Fer. Though thc Seas threaten they are mertifull, 
I have cur{'d chem withour cauic, 
Als. Now all the bleflings 
Of a glad father, compaſſe thee about ; 
Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam'tt heere. 
Mir, O wonder ! | 
How many goodly creatures are there heere ?_. 
How beautcousmakind 1s 2 O brave new world 
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That has ſuch people in't. 
Pro. "Tis newtothee. 
eo. What is this Maid, with whom thou waS't at; 
Your eld'f acquaintance cannot be three houres : 
Is ſhe the goddeſſe that hath ſever'd us, 
And brought us thus together ? 
Fer. Sir, ſhe is morrtall ; 
But by immortall providence, ſhe's mine z 
I choſe her when I could not aske my Father 
For his adviſe ; nor thought 1 had one : She 
Is daughter to this famons Duke of Xillame, 
Of whom, ſo often I have heard renowne, 
But never ſaw before : of whom 1 have 
Receiv'd a ſecond life ; and ſecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me. 
eo. 1 am hers. 
But O, how odly will it ſound, that I 
Muſt aske my child forgivenefle ? 
Pro. There Sir ſtop, 
Let us not burthen our remembrances, with 


| A heavineſſe that's gone. 


Gon. 1 have1nly wept, 
O: ſhould have ſpoke ere this: looke downe you gods 
And on this couple drop a bleed crow.ne ; 
For it is you, that have chalk'd torch the way 
Which brought ns hither. 
lo. I fay Amen, Gonzalo, 
Gon, Was Millaine thruſt from Aellasne,that his iſſue 
Should become Kings of Naples? O rejoyce 
Beyond a common joy, and ſet it downe 
With goid on laſting Pillers : In one voyage 
Did Claribell her husband find at Tun, 
And Ferdinand her brother, found a wife, 
Where he himſeife was loſt ; Proſpero, his Dukedome 
In a poore {ſte : and all of us, our ſeives, 
When no man was his ov.ne. 
Als. Give me your hands : 
Let griefe and ſorrow ftill embrace his heart, 


} That cothnot wiſh you joy. 


Gon. Beit ſo, Amen. ; 
Enter eArzell, with the 71:fier and Boatſwaine, 
armazed!y following. 

O looke Sir, looke Sir, here 15 more of us : 

I propheſid, if a Gallowes were on Land 
This f:!low could not drowne : Now blaſphery, 

That ſivear*ſt grace ore-boore, not at: oath on ſhore, 
Haſtthou no mouth by land ? 

Whar1s the newes ? 

2t.. The beſt newes 1s, that we have ſafely found 
Our King and company : The next : our Ship, 
W hich bur three glaſies (ince, we gave out ſplit, 
Is tyte,and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when 
We fir{tiput out to Sea. 
Ar. Sir, all this ſervice 
lave I done ſince I went. 
Pro. My trickicy ſpirit, 
«lo. Thelc are not naturailevents, they ſtrengthen 
From ſtrange, to ſtranger : ſay, how came you hithe ? 
Bot. If i didrhinke, Sir, 1 were weli awake, 
I'ld trive to teil you : we were dead of fleepe, - 

And (how we know not) al: clapt under hatches, 
Where, but even now, with Grange, and ſcverall noyſes 
Of roring, ſhrecking, howling, gi:g!1ng chaines, 

And mo diverſity of ioands, all horrible 
We were awak'd : {treight way, atliberty ; 


Where we, ia ail our trim, treſhiy beheid 


I 


[ 
(play ? | 


| 


"ID 


| 


— 


| 


7 But fortune : (orag5s Bully-Monſter (oragro. 


Our royall, good, and gallant Ship : our Maſtcr 
Capring to eye her ; ona trice, ſo pleaſe you, 
Even 1n adreame, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moaping hither. 

eAr. Was't well done ? 

Pro. Bravely (my diligence) thou ſhaltbe tree, 


Ar. This is as ſtrange a Maze, as ere men trod, | |} 


And there is in this buſinefle, more than nature 
Was ever condudt of : ſome Oracle 


Muſt reaifie our knowledge. | | 


Pro. Sir ,my Leige, | , 
Doe not infeſt your mind, with beating on 
The ſtrangeneſle of this bufineſle, at picket ſeiſure 
(Which ſhall be ſhortly ſingle) Ile reſolve you, 
(Which to you ſhall ſeeme probable) of every 
Theſe happend accidents : till when, be cheerefull 
And thinke ofeach thing well : Come hither ſpirit, 
Set Caliban, and his companions tree : 
Vntye the Spell : How fares my gracious Sir ? 
There are yet miſſing of your Company 
Some few odde Lads, that you remember not, | 

Emer Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and 
Trinculo in their ſtolne eApparell, 

Ste. Every man ſhift for all the reli, and let 

No man take care for himſcltfe ; for all is 


Tri. Iftheſe be true ſpics which I wearein my head, 
Here'sa goodly ſight. 
Cal. O Setebos,thele be brave ſpirits indeed : 


How fine my Maſter is ? Iam afraid | 


He will chaitiſe me. 

Sb. Ha, ha . } 
What things are theſe my lord Anthone ? 

Wull money buy em ? 

ent. Verylike : one of them 
Is a plaine Fiſh, and no doubt marketable, 

Pro, Marke but the badges of theſe men, my lords,' 
Then fay if they be true : 1 his miſhapen knauc z 
His Mother wasa Witch, and one ſo ftrong | 
That could controle the Moone ; make Bowes, and ebs, 
And deale in her command, without her power : | 
Theſe three have robd me, and this demy-divell ; 
(For he's a baſtard one)had plotted with then 
To take my life : two of theſe Fellowes, you 
Muſt know, and owne, this Thing of darkcneſſey[ 
Acknowledge mine. 

Cal. I ſhall be pincht todeath. j 

Alo, Is not this Stephano, my drunken Burtlcr ? | 

Seb. He isdrunke now ; 
W here had he wine ? ! 

Alo, And Trixcalo is reeling ripe : where ſhould they 
Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded *em ? 
How cam'ſt thou in this pickle ? 

Trs, I have beene in ſuch apickle ſince I ſaw youlaſt, | 
That I feare me will never out of my bones : 
I ſhailnot feare flye-blowing. 

_ Seb. Why how now Stepharo? 

Ste. Otouch me not, I am not Srephano, but a Cramp. 

Pro. Yould be King o'the {ſte,Sirha ? | 

Ste, I ſhould have beene a fore one then, | 

Ale. This 1s a ſtrange thing asereT look'd on. 

Pro, He isasdiſproportion'd in his atanners 
As in his ſhape : Goe Sirhba, to my Cell, 

Take with you your Companions : as you looke 
To have my pardon, trun it handſomely. 
Cal. Ithat L will : and Ile be wiſe hereafter, 


Andl 


——— 
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and ſecke for grace : what a thrice double Aﬀe 

Was I co take thisdrunkard tor a god ? 

And worſhip this dull foole ? 
Pre. Goe to,away. (found it. 
Alto, Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you 
Seb. Or ftolett rather. ; 

Pro. Sir, invite your Highneſle and your traine, 

Tomy poore Cell : where you ſhall take your reſt 

For this onz night, which part of it, Ile walte _ 

With {ach diſcourſe, as Inot doubt,ſhall make it 

Goe quickeaway : The ſtory of my life, 

And the particular accidents,gone by 

Since I came to this Iſle ;: And in the morne 

tc bring you to your ſhip,and foto Naples, 


Where I have hope toſce the Nuprials 


Of theſe our deare-beiov'd,folemniz:d 


3 


And thence retire me to my Aillaine,where 
Every third thought ſhall be my grave, 


eAlo, I long 


To heare the ſtory of your life ; which muſt 


Take theeare ſtrangely. 

Pro. Iledeliver all, 
And promiſe you calme Seas,auſpicious gales, 
And faile,ſo expeditious, that ſhall carch 
Your Royall fleet farre off: My «-+7#e/(Chicke) 
Thar ts thy charge : then to the Elements 
Be frec,and fare thou well : pleaſe you draw neare. 


E xexnt omnes, 


ta 


— — 


_ EPILOGVE 
ſpoken by Proſpero, = 


Ow my Chaymes are alfore-throwne, 

N 1ndwhat ſtrength 1 have's minethrownt, 
which is moſt farnt : now 115 true 
1 maſt be heere confinde by yos, 
Or /ext to Naples: Let me not 
Since I have my Dukeaome get, 
Fad pardon'd the decerver ,awell 
In this bare Iſland, by your Spell, 
But releaſe me from my band's 
ith the helpe of your good hanas : 
Gentle breath of yours my Sailes 
Auſt fill or eiſe my project failes, 
hich was to pleaſe : Now 1 want 
Spirits to enforce : Art i0 enchant, 
Azud my enarms t deſpaire, 
Vnleſſe 1 be reliev'd by prayer 
Which pierces [0 that it aſſaults 
Mercy it felfe, and frees all faults, 

As you from crimes would pardon'd be, 


Let your Indulgence ſet me free. Exit, 
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The Scene,an un-inhabitedHſhand, 


Names of the eA ors. 
AT King of Naples, 


Sebaſtian bus brother. 
Proſpero the right Duke of Millaine. 


Anthonio bs Brother, the aſurping Duke of Millaine, 


Ferdinand,Som 0 the King of Naples. 
Gonzalo,an honeft old Counſcilor. 
Adrian,and Franciſco, Lords. 
Caliban, Salvage and reformed Slave, 
Tr #nculo.a leſter. 

Stephano,a drunken Butler, 

Maſter of a Ship. 

Boat-Swaine. 

MAaryimers, 

Miranda daughter to Proſþ:r0, 


Ariell,an ayerie Spirit, 


Try, 

Ceres. / 

Tano, Sprrits. 
Ny mphes. ( 


Reapers, 
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eAtlus Primus, Scena Prima. 


Valentine, Prothens and Speed. 


Falentine. 
x Eaſe to perſivade my loving Prothew; 


{+ Homc-keeping youth,have ever homely wits, 
& Wert not affection chaines thy tender dayes, 
To the ſweet glancesof thy honuur'd Love, 

I rather would entreat thy company, 

To ſee the wonders of the world abroad, 

Then (living dully ſluggardiz'd at home) 

Weare out thy youth with ſhapeleſſe idlenefle. 

But ſince thou lov'|t ; love ftill and thrive therein, 
Evenas I would,whenT to love begin. 

Pro, Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentineadicu, 
Thinke on thy Prothens,when thou (baply )ſcelt 
Some rare note-worthy objeR inthy travalle. 

Wiſh me partaker inthy happineſle, : 
When thou do'ſt meet good hap ; and in thy danger, 
(Ifever danger doe environ thee) 
'Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For I will bethy Beadeſ-man, Vatenrime. 
Val. And on a Love-booke pray for thy ſucceſle ? 
Pro. Vpon ſome booke I love,lle pray for thee. 

Val. Thats on ſome ſhallow Story of deepe love, 
How yong Leander croſt the Heliefpont. 

Pre. T hats adcepe Story of a deeper love, 

For he was more than over-ſhooes 1n love. 

Pal. Tis true; for youare over-bootes1n love, 
And vet you never ſwom the Helleſpont, 

Pro. Over the Boots? nay give me not the Boot Se 

Yal. No,I will not ; for it 2oots thee not. 

Pro. What? 

V2t.To be in love,whereſcorne is bought with grones: 
Coy lookes, with heart-ſore ſighes: one fading moments 
With twenty watchfull,weary,tedious nights ; (muth, 
If haply won, perhaps a hapleſſe gaine : 

If loſt, why then a grievous labour won ; 
How ever,bur a folly bought with wit, 
Or elſe a wit,by foily vanquiſhed, 
Pre. So, by your circumſtance,you call me foole. 
Val. So,by your circumſtance,l feare youl prove. 
Pro, Tis Love you cavill at, I am not Love. 
Val. Love is your maſter,for he maſters you ; 
And hethat is ſo yoked by a foole, 
Me thinkes ſhould not be Chronicled for wiſe. 
Pro. Yet Writers ſayzas in the ſweeteſt Bud, 
Theeating Canker dwels; ſocating Love 
Inhabits inthe fineſt wits of all. ; 
Yal. And Writers ſay ; asthe moſt forward Bud 
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Is eaten by the Canker ere it blow, 
Even ſo by Love,the yong and tender wit 
Is turn'd to folly ,blaiting in the Bud, 
Loſing his verdure,even in the prime, 
Andall the faireceffeRts of future hopes. 
But wherefore waſte I time to counſaile thee 
That art a Votary to fond defire ? 
Once more adieu-: my Father atthe Roade 
Expedts my comming,there to ſce me ſhipp'd. 
Pre, And thither will I bring thee Valentine. 
Pal. Sweet Prothems,no ; Now letustake our leave: 
At Ailiainelet me heare from thee by Letters 
Of thy ſucceſle in love ; and what newes elſe 
Betideth here inabſence of thy Friend : 
And Ilikewiſe will viſite thee with mine. 
Pro. All happinefle bechance to thee in Xihaive, 
- Val. As much to you at home : and ſo farewell. g Ex#, 
Pre. Heafter honour hunts,I after Love ; 
He leaves his friends todignifie them more g 
love my ſelfe,my friends,and all for love ; 
Thou 1#/a,thou haſt metamorphos'd me :; 
Made me negle& my Studies,loſe my time ; 
Warre with good counſaile ; ſet the world at nought ; 
Made wit with muſing,weake;heart ſicke with thought. 
_ Sp. Sit Prothews : "fave you : ſaw yon my Maſter ? 
Pro, But now heparted hence toembarke for 4://aint. 
$p. Twenty to one then, he is ſhipp'd already, 
And I haveplaid the ſheepein lofing him, 
Pro, Indeed aſheepe doth very often ſtray, 
And if the Shepheard beawhile away. 
Sp. You conclude that my Maſter is a Shepheard then, 


{ and1a iheepe ? 


Pre. I doe. 

Sp. Why then my hornes are his hornes, whether I 
wake or lcepe. h 

Pro. A filly anſwer,and fitting well a ſheepe. 

Sp. This proves me {till a (heepe. 

Pro. True ;and thy Maſter a ſhepheard. 

Sp. Nay,that I can deny by a circumſtance. 

Pro. It ſhall goe bard but 1le prove it by another. 

Sp. The Shepheard ſeckes the ſheepe ; and not the 
Shcepe the Shepheard ; butT ſecke my Maſter , and my 
Maſter ſeckes not me : therefore I am no ſheepe. 

Pre. The Sheepe for Fodder follow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for food followes not the Sheepe: thou 
for wages followeſt thy Maſter, thy Maſter for wages 
followes not theg: therefore thou art a ſheepe. 

Sp. Such another proofe will make me cry baa. 


Pro. But doſt thou heare : gav'it thou. my Letter to 


Talia ? 
Sp- I 
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The two Gentlemen of Verona, "" 


$p- I Sir : I (a lot-Mutton) gave your Letter to her 
(a lac'd Mutton, ) and ſhe (a lac'd Mutton) gave me (a 
loſt-Mutcon)nothing for my labour, | 
Pro. Heres too ſmalla Paſture for ſuch ſtore of Mut- 
tons. :/ : 
Sp. If the grount! be over-charg'd, you were beſt ſtick 


her. 


Ott. 

Sp. Nay fir,lefle then a pound ſhallſerve me for carry 
ing your letter. ; 

Pro, You miſtake ; I meane the Pound,a Pinfold, 

Sp. Froma pound to a pin? fold it over and over, 
Tis threefold roolittle for carrying a letter to your Lover, 

Pro. Bat what ſaid ſhe ? | 

Sp. Io | | 

Pro. Nod-J,why thats Noddy. 

SÞ. You miſtooke fir, ſaid ſhe did nod : 
And youaske me if ſhe did nod,and I faid I. 
Pro, And that ſet together,is noddy. 

Sp. Now you havetaken the paines to ſet it together, 
take it for your paines. 

Pro. Nogno,you ſhall have it for bearing the Letter. 

i Sp- Well perceive I muſt be faineto beare with you. 
} Fro. Why lir,how doc you beare with me ? 

| Sp. Marry ſir,the Letter very orderly, 

| Having nothing but the word noddy for my paines. 

| { Pro, Befhrew me, but you have a quicke wit. 
4 © Sp. Andyet it cannot overtake your ſlow purſe, 
| ©Pro, Come,come , openthe matter in briefe ; what 
4 ſaid ſhe. | 

Sp. Open your purſe, that the money and the matter 
, may be both delivered. | 
| Pro, Wellſir: here isfor your paines : what ſaid ſhe? 
| . Sp, Truely fir,[ thinke youle hardly win her. 
| Pro. Why?coaldſt thou perceive fo much from her ? 
| &p. Sir,I couldperceive nothing at all from her ; 
No,notſo much as a Ducket for dclivering your letter ; 
And being ſo hard to me,that brought your minde ; 

I feare thee prove ashard to you intelling her minde. 
Give her no token bur ſtones, for ſhe'sas hard as ſicele. 

Pro. Whartfaid ſhe,nothing ? 

Sp. No,not ſomuchas takethis for thy paines : (me; 
To teſtifie your bounty, I thanke you, you have Teſtern'd 
Inrequitall whereof , hencefore carry your letter your 

ſelfe ; And ſo (ir,Ile commend youto my Maſter. 
| Pre. Go,g0,be gone,to ſave your ſhipfrom wracke, 
Which cannot periſh having thee aboard, 

} Being deſtin'd to adryer death on ſhore : 

I muſt goe ſend ſome better Meſſenger, 

I feare my [xlia would not deigne my lines, 

Receiving them from ſucha worthleſle poſts Exit, 


=” 


| Scana Secunda, 


Ee es ere ey ey +. ee — m—— 


Enter Iulia and Lacetta. 


Iul. But ſay Lucetta(now are we alone) 
Wouldſt thou then counſaile me to fall inlove ? 
Zxc. I Madam,ſo you ſtumblenot unheedfully. 
Iut. Of allthe taire reſort of Gentlemen, 
That every day with par'le encounter me, 


Pro, Nay, in that you are aſtray : twere beſt pound | 


In thy opinion which is worthieſtlove ? 
Lac, Pleaſe you repeat their names, llc ſhew my mind, 
According to my ſhallow ſimple kill. | 
4#. Whatthinkſtthou of the faire Sir Eglamonre? 
Zx, As of a Knight, well-ſpoken,neat,and fine ; 
But were I you, he never ſhould be mine. 
1. What think(ſt thou of the rich CMercatio ? 
Lu, Wellef his wealth; but of himſclfe,ſo,ſo. 
1s. Whatthiokſt thou of the gentle Protheiu ? 
Ls. Lord,Lord : to ſee whatfolly raignesin us. 
1«, How now? what meanes this paſſion at his name? 
Zs. Pardon deare Madam,rtisa paſſing ſhame, 
That I (unworthy body as I am) 
Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 
1s, Why not on Prothere,as ofallthe reſt ? 
Lu. Then thus : of many good,I thinke him beſt, 
 1#, Yourreaſon ? 
L. I have no other but a womans reaſon. 
I thinke him ſo,becauſe I thinke him ſo. 

Is. And wouldſt thou have me caſt my loveon him? * 

Lu. Tc: if youthought your love not caſt away. 

1s. Why he ofall the reſt, hath never mov'd me. 

Ln. Yet he,of allthe reſt, I thinke beſt loves ye. 

1s, Hislittle peaking ſhewes his love but ſmall, - 

Ln. Fire thatscloſeſt kept,burnes moſt of all. - 

In. They doendct love, thar doe ror ſhew their love. 

Ls. Oh\,they iove leaſt, that let men know their love, 

1«. T1. would I knew his minde, | 

Lu.Peruſe this Paper Madam. 

In. To [xlia : {:y,frem whom ? 

Ls. Thatthe Contents will ſhew, 

Je. Say fay : who gave itthee ? 

Lu.Sir Valentines Page:and ſent I think from Prothers, 
He would have given it yon,but I being in the way, 
Didin your name receive it : pardon the fault I pray. 

1#. Now(by my modeſty )a gooily Broker : 
Dare you preſume to harbour wanton Lines? 
To whiſper and confpireagainſt my youth ? 
Now truſt me,tis an oitice of great worth, 
And you an officer fit for the piace : 
There : take the Paper : fee it be return'd, 
Or elſe returne no more into my fight. 

Lu, To pleade forlove,deſerves more fee then hate, 

In. Will ye be gone? | 

Es. That you may ruminate. .,- Exit. 

Is. And yet I would | had ore-look'd the Letter 
It were a ſhame to call her backe againe, 

And pray her toafaulr,for which 1 chid her. 
What 'foole is ſhe,tharknowes Iam a Maid, | 
And would not force the letter ro my view 2 
Since Maides in modefty, ſay noto that, 
Whichthey would have the profferer conſtrue,T. 
Fiegfie ; how way-ward is this fooliſh love ; 
That (like ateſty Babe) will ſcratch the Nurfe, 
And preſently,all humbled, kifſe the Rod ? 
How churliſhly I chid Lucerea hence, 
When willingly I would have bad her here? 
How angerly 1 taught my brow to frowne, 
Wheninward joy enforc'd my heart to ſmile ? 
My pennance is,tocall Lxcerta backe, 
And aske remiſſion for my folly paſt. 
What hoe : Lacetta. 24 
Ly. What would your Ladiſhip ? 
In, 1Is'tneere dinner time ? LES 
Ls. T would it were, 200 
Thas yuu might kill your ſtomacke on your meat, 
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And not upon your Maid, | 
_ 1s. What is't that you 
Tooke up {@ gingerly ? 
Ls. Nothing. 
Is. Why an thou Roope then ? 
Lu. Totakea Paper up,that I &t fall. 
In. Andis that Paper nothing ? 
Ls. Nothing concerning me. 
I«. Then let 1t lye,for thoſe that it concernes- 
Ls. Madam,it will not lye where it concernes, 
Vnlefle it have a falſe interpreter. 
Ts. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rume- 
Ls, ThatI might ſing it (Madam) to a tune: 
Give me a note,your Ladiſhip can ſet» 
. Ir. Aslittle by ſuchtoyes,as may be poſſible : 
Beſt fing it tothetune of Light O, Love, 
Ln. ltis too heavy for ſolighta tune. 
14. Heavy ? belike it bath ſome burden then ? 
Lx. I : and melodious were it, would you ſing it. 
* In. And why not you ? 
Lu. 1 cannot reach ſo high. 
Is. Lets {ce your ſong : 
How now Muion ? 
Ls. Keepe tunethere ſtill,ſo you will ſing it out : 
And yet me thinkes I doe not like this tune. 
In. You doc not? 
Ln. No (Madam) tis too ſharpe. 
Tn. You( Minion ) are too ſawcie. 
Ls. Nay now you are too flat ; 
And marre the concord,with too harſh a deſcant : 
There wanteth but a Meane to fill your Song. 
Is, The Meane is drown'd with your urruly baſe. 
L#u, Indeed I bid the baſe for Prothers. 
| Js. Thisbabble ſhall not henceforth rrouble me; 
Here is a coile with proteſtation ; | 
Goe,get you gone : andlet the Papers lye : 
. You would be fingring them roanger me. 
La. She makes it {trange,but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
To be {o angred with another Letter. Exit. 
1z. Nay,would I were fo angred withthe ſame : 
On harefull hands;to teare ſuch loving words ; 
Injurious Waſpes,to feed on ſuch ſiveet honey, 


1 And kill the Bees thar yeeld it, with your ſtings; 


He kifſe cach ſeverall Paper for amends : 
Looke,here is writ, kinde I#/a: unkinde [nita, 
As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

Ithrow thy name againſtthe bruzing ſtones, 
Trampling contemptuouſly on thy diſdaine. 
And here is writ, Loveewounged Protheus. 
Poore wounded name : my boſome,asa bed, 


{ Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal 'd ; 


And thus I ſearch it with a ſoveraigne kiſle. 
But twice,or thrice,was Pretheres written downe : 
Becalme(good winde)blow nota word away, 

Till I have foundeach letter in the Letter, 

Except:mine owne name: That ſome whirle-wind beare 
Vntoa ragged, fearefull, hanging Rocke, 

And throw 1t thence into the raging Sea. 

Loe,here inone line is his name twice writ : 

Poore forlorne Protheus paſſionate Prothens : 


| | To the ſweet Talia: that le teare away ; 


And yetI will not,fith ſo pretily 

He couples it,to his naked 2s Ws, names z 

Thus will I fold them,oneupon another ; 

Now kifſe,embrace,contend doe what you will. &ter. 


Zu. Madam ; dinner is ready,and your father ſtayes. 


_ 


Is. Well,letus goe. 6s 
Ls. What,ſhall theſe Papers lie,like tell-tales here ? 
Is. If you reſpe& them; belt rorakethem up. 
Lu. Nay,I was taken up,for laying them downe. 
Yet here they ſhall notlie for catching cold. 
Is. I ſee you have a monthes minde tothem. 
1s, T (Madam) you may fay what ſights youſce; 
I ſee things to,although you judge winke. 


Is. Come,come,wilt pleaſe you goe? Excunt, 


Scana T ertia, 


Enter Antonio and Panthino, Prothense- 


ent, Tell me Panthins,what fad talke was that, 
Wherewith my brother held you inthe Cloyſter ? 

Pan. "Twas of his Nephew Prothes,your ſonne. 

ent, Why? whatof him? | 

Pay. He wondred that your Lordfhip 
Wonld ſuffer him to ſpend his youth at home, 

While ether menof ſlender reputation 

Put forth their Sonnes,to ſecke preferment out. 
Some to the warres,to try their fortune there ; 
Some to diſcover Iſlands farre away : 

Some,to the ſtudious Vniverſitics ; 

For any,or for all theſe exerciſes, 

He faid,that Prothers,your ſonne, was meet ; 
And did requeſt tneto importune you 

Tolet him ſpend his time no more at home; 
W hich would be great impeachment to hisage, 
In having knowne no travaile in his yeuth. 

e Fmt. Nor need'{t thou much importune me to that 
Whereon ,this month 1 have been hammering. 
I have conſider'd well, his loſſe of time, 

And how he cannot be a perfe&t man, 

Nat being rried,nor tutor'd in the world : 
Experiences by induſtry atchiev'd, 

And perfe&ed by the ſwift courſe of time : 
Then tell me, whither were I beſt to ſend him ? 

Pan. Ithinke your Lordſhip 1snot1gnorant 
How his companion,youthfull Valentine, 
Attendsthe Emperour inhis Royali Court. 

eAnt, I know it well, (thither, 

Pan. *Twere good, I thinke, your Lordſhip ſent him 
There ſhall he practiſe Tiltsand Turnaments ; 
Heare ſweet diſcourſe,converſe with Noblemen, 
And be in eye of every exerciſe 
Worthy his youth and noblenefſe of birth. 
Ant, Ilike thy counſaile : well haſt thou advis'd : 


And that rhou maiſt perceive how well I like it, 


The execution of it ſhall make knowne ; 
Even with the ſpeedieſt expedition, 
I will diſpatch himto the Emperours Court, 
Pan, Tomorrowgmay it pleaſe you, Don eAlphonſo, 
With other Gentlemcn of good eſteeme 
Are journeying to ſalute the Emperour, 
And to commend their ſervice to his will. 
eAnt, Good company : withthem ſhall Prothers goe: 


Andin good time,now will we breake with higz. Enter | 


Pro, Sweet Love,{weetlines,ſweet life, (Pre, 
Hereis her hand,the agent of her heart , 


Here is her oath for love, her honours payne ; 
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And daily graced by the Emperour ; 


{ Iam reſ@lv'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome time 
{ With Yalentino in the Emperours Court : 


| Come on Pazthino ; you thall be imploy'd, 


And by and by a cloud takes all away. Emer, 
Pan. Six Protheus,your Father call's for you, 
He isin haſte,therefore T pray you goe. 
| Pro, Whyrthisitis: my heart accords thereto, 
And yeta thouſand times it anſwer's no, 
Exennt, Fun. 
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O that our Fathers would appland our Loves 
Toſeale our happineſſe with their conſents, 
Oh heavenly [uta. 
eAnt. How now? What Letter are you reading there ? 
Pro. May 'tpleaſe your Lordſhip, tisa word or two 
Of commendations ſent from Falentine ; 
Deliver'd by a friend,that came frm him. 
Azt. Lend methe Letter : Let me ſee what newes; 
Pro, There is no newes (my Lord )but that he write 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd, | 


Wiſhing me with him,partner of his fortune. 
Ant, And how ſtand you affeted to his wiſh? 
Pro. As one relying on your Lordſhips will, 
And not depending on his triendly wiſh. 
eAnt. My will is ſomething ſorted with his with : 
Muſe not that Ithus ſuddenly proceed ; 
For what I will,I will,and therean end : 


What maintenance he from bis friends receives, 
Like exhibition thou ſhalt have from me, 
To morrow bein readineſſe to goe, 
Excuſe it not : for Iam peremptory. . 
Pro, My Lord I cannot be ſo ſoone provided, 
Pleaſe you deliberate a day or two. 
Ant. Looke what thou wantſt ſhallbe ſent after thee : 
No more of ſtay : to morrew thou muſt goe z 


To haften on his expedition, 


And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd. 
I fear 'd to ſhew my father [nlis's Letter, 

Leaft he ſhould take exceptions to my Love, 

And with the vantage of mine owne excuſe 

Hath hecexcepted moſt againft my Love, 

Oh, how thisſpring of love reſemblerh 

The uncertaine glory of an Aprill day, 

Which now ſhewesallthe beauty of the Sunne, 
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Entor Valentine, Speed, Silvia. 


Speed. Sir,your Glove. 

Vales, Not mine: my Gloves are on. | 
Sp. Why thcnthis may be yours : for this is but one. 
Val. Ha? Letmeſce : I, pive it me,it's mine : 

Sweet Ornament,that decks a thing divine, 
Ah Silvie, Silvia, 

Specd, Madam Silvis: Madam Silvia; 

Val. How now Sirrha? 

Speed, Shee is not within hearing Sir. 

Val. Why fir,who bad you call her ? 

Sp. Your worſhip fir,or clſc I miſtooke,; 

Ua!, Well : you'll ſtill be too forward. 


| learw'd (like fir Prothews ) to wreathe your armeslike a 
| Male-content : to reliſh a Love-ſong, likea Robin-red- 


| toſigh like a Schoole-boy that had loft his 4.3. C. to 
1 weepe like a yopg Wench that had loſt her Grandam: to 
| faſtlike onetharrakesdyet : to watch like ene that feares 
| robbing : to ſpeake puling like a Beggar at Hallowmaſle: 
| You were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cocke: 


Pro. Thus have I ſhunn'd the fire for feare of burning, - 


Sp. Shee that your worſhip loves? _ 
Val. Why,how know you that 1 am inlove ? | 
Sp. Marry by theſe ſpeciall markes: firſt, you have 


breaft : towalke alone like one that-had the Peſtilence : 


when you walk'd,to walke like one of the Lions: when 


ſadly,it was for want of money : And-now youare Meta- 
morphos'd with a Miſtreſſe,that when I looke on you , 1 
can hardly thinke you my Maſter, 

Vat. Areall theſe things perceiv'd in me ? 

Sp. They are all percetv'd without ye. 

Val. Withour'me ? they cannot. 

Sp. Without you ? nay, that's certaine : for without 
you were ſo ſimpie, none elſe would : but you are ſo 
without theſe follies,thar'theſe tolliesare within you,and 
ſhine through you like the water in an Vrinall: that not 
an eye tharſeces you, but isa Phyſitian to Comment on 
your Malady. | 

Fal. But tell me : doſtthou know my Lady Silvia? 

Sp. Shee that you gaze on ſo,as ſhe ſits at Supper ? 

Val. Haſt thou obſery'd that? even ſhe I meane. 
Sp. Why ſir, I know her not. 

Vat. Dot thou know her by my gazing on her, and yet 
know'ſt her not ? | 

Sp. Is ſhe not hard favour'd fir ? 

Val. Nor ſo faire (Boy)as weli tavour'd. 

Sp. Sir, I know that well enough. 

Val. Whatdoſt thou know ? 

Sp. That ſhee 1s not ſo faire, as (of you) well fa- 
vour'd ? | 

Val. 1 mcane that her beauty 1sexquiſite, 
But her fanour infinite. 

Sp. That's becauſe the one 1s painted,and the other ont 
of all count. 
Val. How painted ? and how ont of count ? 


counts of her beauty. 

Val. Howeſteem'ſt thou me?T account of her beauty, 
Sp. Younever ſaw her ſince ſhe was deform'd, 

Val. How long hath ſhe been deform'd ? 

Sp. Ever fince youlov'd her, 

Val, I havelov'd herever ſince I faw her, 

And {till T ſee her beautifull, 

Sp. 1fyou love her,youcannot ſee her. 

Val. Why? ..- es 
Sp. BecauſeLove is blinde: O that you had mine 

eyes,or your owne eyes had the lights they were went 

to have, when you chid at Sir Prothews , for going un- 
arter'd. 

: Val. What ſhould I ſee then ? 

Sp. Yeur owne preſent folly , and her paſſing defor- . 

mity ; for he being in love, could not ſee to garter his 

Hoſe; and you, being in love, cannot ſee toput on your 

Hole. 

Ual. Belike(Boy)then you are inlone,for laſt morning 

You could not ſee to wipe my ſhooes. 

Sp. Trae fir: I was in love with my bed , I thanke 


you fafted,it was preſently after dinner : when you looke | 


Sp. Marry ſir,ſo painted to make her faire,that no man | 


| Pal. Goetofir,tellme:doe you know Madam Silzza ? | .. 


af dint, 


| 


PR" ——_— 


PST 


$ 


Sp. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too ſlow. 


you, you ſwing'd me for my love, which makes me the 
x | | bolder 


PS . 
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bolder to chide you for yours. | 
UVal. In conclufion, I ſtand affeRed to her; | 
Sp. 1 would you were ſet , ſo your affeion would | 
Ccalts | 

Tat. Laſt night ſhe enjoynd me, 
To writc tome lines ioone ſhe loves. 

Sp. And have you. 

Val T have. 

Sp. Are they not lamely writ ? 

Fal. No (Boy) out as well asI can doe them : | 
Peacc,herc ſhe comes. 

$p. Oh exceilent Motien ; Oh exceeding Puppet : 

Now will he interpret to her. 

Ual., Madam and Miſtris, a thouſand good morrowes. 

Sp. Oh; give ye-good-ev'n ; here's a million of man- 
NETS. 

Sil. Sir Valentine,and ſervant,to you two thouſand. 


{ 


S:4. He ſhould give her intereſt : and ſhe gives it him. | 


Val. As you injoyn'd me ; I have writ your Letter 
Vnto the ſecret,namelefic friend of yours : 
WhichI was much unwilling toproceed in, 
Bur for my duty to your Lacithip. | | 
Sil Ithanke you(gentle ſervant)'tis very Clerkly done, 
Fal. Now truſt me(Madam)it came hardly off: 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 
I writ at randon very donbtfully. 


S#, Perchince you thinke too much of ſo much paines? | 


Val. No(Madam),ſo it fteed you] will write 
(Plcale yon command a thouſand times as much : 
And yet 

S1/,- Apretty period : well: I gheflethe ſequell ; 

And yet I will not name 1t : and yetI carenot. 
And yet,take this againe : and yet I thanke you :; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Sp. And yet you will : and yet,another yer, 

Fat. W hat mcanes your Ladiſhip? 

Doeyounotlike it? 

{ S#. Yesyes : thelines are very quaintly writ, 
But (fince un; 1llingly ; take rhem againe, 
Nay,take them. 
. -Pal. Madam,they are for you. 
$4. 1,I : you writthem Sirat my requeſt, 
Bur I will none of them : they are for you : 
I would have had them writ more movingly : 
Val. Pleaſe you,lle wrice your Ladiſhip another. 
Sil. And when its writ : for my ſake reade it over, 
And if it pleaſe you,ſo : ifnot,why ſo. 

Val, If it pleaſe me(Madam? )what then ? 

$44. Why if it pleaſe you,take it for your labour ; 
And ſo good morrow lervaat. Exit, 

Sp. Ohleſt unſeene : infcrurible,inviſible, 

Asa noſe ona mans face,or a Wethercocke on a Steeple : 
My Maſter ſues to her : and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupill,to become her Tutor. 
Ohexcellent deviſe, was therc ever hearda better ? 
That my Maſter being Scribe, 
To himſclfe Chould write the Letter ? 
Val. How nou (ir ? 
What are you reaſoning with your ſelfe ? 
- $p.. Nay,I wasriming : tis you that have thereaſon. 
$p. Tobe a ſpokeſ-man from Madam Sifvia. 

"Val. Towhom? 

Sp. To you ſelfe : why, ſhe woes you by a figure, 

" Fat. What'figure? 

Sp. By alLectter,l ſhould ſay. 


Tal. Why ſhe hath not writ to me ? 

Sp. Whatneed ſhe, | 
When ihe hath made you write to your ſelfe ? 
"'W hy,doe you not perceive the jeſt? 

Val. No,beleeve me. 

$p. Nobelceving yawindeed Sir : 
But did you perceive her carneſt ? 

Val. Shegave me none,except an angry word. 

Sp. Why ſhe hath given you aLetter. 

Yal. Thats the Letter I writ to her friend. _ 

Sp. And y Letter hath ſhe deliver'd,and there'sati end. 
' ULal. I wouldit were no worle. 

Sp. Ie warrant you tis as well : 

For often have you writ to her : and ſhe in modeſty, 
Orelfe tor want of idle time,could not againe reply, 
Or fearing els ſome meſseger,y might her mind diſcover 
Her felfc hath taught her Love himſclfeto write unto her 
All this I ſpeake 1n Print, for win Print I found it. (Lover 
Why mule you fir,tis dinner time. 

Vat. I have durd, | | 

Sp. 1,bur.hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can 
feed on the ayre,] am one thatam nowiſh'd by my vi- 
uals; and wouid fajne havemeat :; oh be not like your 
Miſtreſſe,be moved,be moveds Exemnt. 


— 
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Scena Secunda, 


— 


Enter Prothens [ulia,Panthion. 


Pre. Haue patience,gentle /xlia. 
1ul. 1 muſt where is no remedy. 
Pro. When poſhbly 1 cay,I will returne. 
{ul. It you turne not : you will returne the ſooner : 
Keepe this remembrance for thy 1#/4a's ſakcs 
Pro, Why then wee'll make exchange ; 
Here,take you this. 
1ul. And ieale the bargaine with a holy kiſle. 
Pro, Here is my hand,tor my true conſtancie : 
And when that houre ore-ſlips me in theday, 
W hcrein I ſfighnot ( 14a ) for thy ſake, 
Thenextenſuing houre,ſome foule miſchance 
Torment me for my Loves forgetfulneſſc ; 
My father flayes my comming : anſwer not : 
The Tide is now ; nay ,not thy tide of teares, 
That tide will ſtay me longer then I ſhould, 
Tuhia farewell : what,gone without a word? 
I, ſo true love ſhould doe : it cannot ſpeake, 
For trutk hath better deeds than wordsto gracc it. 
Pax. Sir Prothens,you are ſtaidfor. 
Pro; Goe,l come,1T come : 
Alas,this parting ſtrikes poore Lovers dumbe. 
Exennt. 


Scena T ertia, 


Enter Lannce,Panthion, 
Launce. Nay , 'twill bee this houre ere I havedone 
weeping : all the kinde of the Lavzces havethis very 


faulc : 1 have receiv'd my proportion, like the prodigious 
: ſonne, 


— 
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Sonne, and am going with Sir Prothersto the Imperialls 
Court : Ithinke (746 my dog , be the ſowreſt natured 
dogge that lives: My: Mother weeping ; my Father 
wayling: my Sitter crying ; our Maid. howling : our 
Catte wringing her hands, and gl oug, houſe 1na great 
perplexirie,yct did not this ,cryſf{-hedeted Curre ſhedde 
one teare : he is a ſtone, a've#y* pibble ſtone,and has no 
more pitty in him then a.dogge: a Iew would have wept 
to have ſcene our partingys why my Grandam- having 
no eyes, looke you, wepf her ſelfe blind-ax my parting : 
nay, Ile ſhow you the manner of it, This ſhooe 1s.my ta- 
ther : no, this left ſhooe is my father ; no, no, this left 
ſhooe is my mother : nay, thar cannot bee ſo neyther : 
yes; itis 10, itis ſo; ithath the worſerſole: this ſhooe 
with the hole init,is my mother : and this my father : 
a veng'ance on't, there *tis : Nov fir, this ſtaffe is my ft- 
iter : for looke you, -ſheis as white as alilly , and as 
ſmall asa wand: this hat 1s N.9» our maid : Iamthe 
dogge : no, the dogge is himſelfe , and I am thedogge: 
oh, the dogge is me, and 1am my {clfe : I; ſo, ſo: now 
come I to my Father ; Father , your bleſling : now 
ſhould not the ſhove ſpeake a word for weeping : 
now ſhould I kiſſe my Father ; well, hee weepes on : 


now, like a would-woman : well, I kiſſe her : why 
there *tis ; heere's: my mothers breath up and downe : 
Now come I tomy ſiſter ; marke the moane ſhe makes : 
now the dogge all this while ſheds not a teare : nor 
ſpeakes a word: but ſee how TI lay the duſt with my 
tcares. 


ſhip'd, and thou art to poſt after with oares ; what's the 
matter? why; weep'ſt hs man? away aflſe, you'l looſe 
the Tide, if you tarry any longer. 
Le». It is no mater if the tide were loſt, for it is the 
unkindeſt Tide, thatever any man tyde. 
Panth. What's the unkingdelſt tide? 
Lax. Why, hethat's tide here, Crab my dog. 
| Pant. Tut man : I meane thou'lt looſe the Hood, and 
in looſing the fload, looſe thy voyage, and in looſing thy 
voyage, looſe thy Maiſter, andin looſing thy Mailſter, 
looſe thy ſervice, and in looſing thy ſervice : ——why 
doſt thou ſtop my moath ? | 
Lan. For teare thou ſhould(t looſe thy tongue, 
Panth. Where ſhoule TI looſe my tongue ? 
Laun. In thy Tale. 
Paxth, In thy Taile. 
| Lawn, Looſe the Tyde, and the voyage, and the Mai- 
ſter, and the Service, and the tide: why man if the River 
were drie,I am able to fill it with my teares:if the winde 
were downe, I could drive the boare with my ſighes. 
Our Come : come away man, I was ſentrocall 
TNEECs 
Lax. Sir : call me what thou dar'ſt. 
Pan. Wilt thou goe. 
Lan. Well, I will goe. 


Exennt., 


S cana Quarta. 


Eater Valentine, Siluia, T hario, Speed Duke, Prothens. 


QC 


Sil. Servant. 


Val. Miſtris. 


A— 


Now come to my Mother : Oh that ſhe could ſpeake . 


Panth. Lawnce, away, away : a Boord : thy Maiſteris | 


— 
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| 


Spee. Maiſter, Sir Thxrio frownes on yous 
Val. I Boy it's for love. 

_ Spe. Notof you. 
Ual. Of my Miltreſſe then. | 
Spe. *'T were good you knockt him; 
Sl. Servant, you are (ad. 
Ual. Indeed, Madam, 1 ſeeme ſo. 
T hs. Seeme you that you are not? 
Val. Hap'ly 1 doe. 
7 hs. So doe Counterfeyts. 
Vat. So doe you.: | 
Tix, What eceme I that I am not? % 
Val. Wiſe. : 
Thu. What inſtance of the contrary ? 
UVas. Yourfolly. 
Tha. And how quoat you my folly ? 
Tat. Iquoat it in your lerken. 
T hx. My lerkin is a doublet, 
Val. Well then, Ile double your folly. 
Thi. How? 
Silt. What, angry, Sir Thwrio, do you cl 
U4a.Give him leave, Madamyzhe is a kind of Camelion. 


Thu. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, | 


then live in your ayre, 

UVat. You have ſayd Sir. 

T hn. 1 Sir, and done too for this time, ? 

Yal. I know it well fir,youalwayes end ere you begin. 

SiL.A fine volly of words,gentlem&,& quickly tio off. 

UVatl, *Tis indeed, Madam, wethanke the giver. 

Si/. Whois that Servant? 

Ual.; Your ſelfe ({weet Lady) for you gave the fire, 
Sir Thario borrows his wit from your Ladiſhips lookes, - 
And ſpends what he borrowes kindly in your company. 

The. Sir, if you ſpend word for word with me,I ſhall 
make your wit bankrupt. (words, 

Ual. I know it well fic: you have an Exchequer of 
And I think<e, no other treaſure to give your tollowers; 

For it appeares by their bare Liveries 

That they live by your bare words, 
$:i/. No more, gentlemen, no more : 

Here comes my father. | | 
D#ke.Now, daughter Silxia, you are hard beſet, 

Sir Valentine, your father 15 in good health, 

What ſay you to a Letter from your friends 

Of much good newes ? 

Ua. My Lord I will be thankefull, 

To any meſſenger from thence. «a4 HM 
Dake. Know you Don eAntonio, your Countriman?' 
Va. I, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 

To be of worth, and worthy eſtimation, 30 

And not withourt deſert ſo well reputed. 

D *k, Hath he not a Sonne ? 

Ua. I my good Lord, a Son; that well deſerves 
The honour, and regard of ſuch a father. 

D#k, You know him well ? 

Ya. I knew him as my ſelfe : for from our Infancie 
We have converſt, and ſpent our houres together, 
And though my ſelfe haye beene an idle Trewant, 
Omitting the ſwet benefit of time 
To cloathe mine age with Angel-like perfetion: 
Yet hath Sir Prothezs (for that's his name ) 

Made uſe, and faire advantage of his dayes ; 

His yeares bur yong, bur his experience old : 

His head unm:llowed, but his Ludgement ripe ;- 

And in a woxd( for far behinde his worth 

Comes all the praiſes that I _— beſtow.) 
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Heis compleat in feature, and in minde; 
With all good grace, tograce a Gentleman. 
Dok. Beſhrew me fir, but if he make this good 
He is as worthy for an Empreſle love, 
As meet to bean Emperors Councellor : 
Well, Sir: this gentleman is come to me 
With Commendation from great Petentates, 
And here he meanes to ſpend his time a while, 
I thinke tis no welcome newesto you. 
Yal. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had beene he, 
D#k. Welcome him then according to his worth: 
$:ilvia, I ſpeaketo you, and you Sir Thario, 
For Vatentine, I need not cue him to it, 
I will ſend him hither toyou preſently. | 
UVa. This is the Gentleman I told your Ladiſhip 
Hadcome along with me, but that his Miſtreſſe 
Did hold his cyes, lockt in her Criſtall lookes. 
Sil. Be-like that now ſhe hath cnfranchis'd them 
Vpon ſome other pawne for fealty. 


Va. Nay ſure, I thinke ſhe holds them priſoners ſkill. 


Sil. Nay then he ſhould be blind, and being blind 

How could he ſee his way to ſeeke out you? 

Va, W hy Lady, Love hath twenty pare of eyes. 
Thx. They ſay that love hath not an eye at all. 
Va, Toſee ſuch Lovers, Thuri, as your ſelfe, 

Vpon a homely objett love can winke., Enter. 
Sit. Have done, have done:here comes the gentleman. 
Va. Welcome, deere Prothess : Miſtris, I beſeech you 

Confirme this welcome, with ſome ſpeciall favour, 

Ss. Ais worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 

Ifthis be he you oft have wiſh'd to heare from,” 
Vat. Miſtris, it is : ſweet Lady, entertaine him 

To be my fellow-ſervant to your Ladiſhip. 

Sit. Too low a Miſtris for ſo high a ſervant. 
Pre. Not ſo,ſweet Lady,but too,meanc a ſervant, 

To have a looke of ſucha worthy Miftris. 

. Va. Leave off diſcourſe of dilabilitie ; 

Sywect Lady,entertaine him for your ſervant. 

Pro, My dutie will } boalt of, nothing elſe. 
Sil. And dutic never yet did want his meed. 

Servant, you are welcome to a worthleſlſe Miftris. 

Pro. Ile dye on him that ſaies fo but your ſelfe. 

$1. That you are welcome ? 
Pro. That you are worthleſle. (you. 
Ther.Madam,my Lord your father would ſpeak with 
Ss, T wait upon his pleaſure : Come Sir Thrrio, 

Goe witft me : once more, new ſervant welcome; 

He leave you to conter of home affaires, 

When you have done, we looke to heare from you. 
Pro. Wee'l bothattend upon your Ladiſhip. 

Yal. Now tell me how do al trom whence you came? 
Pro, Your frends are wel, & have thE much comended. 
UVa. And how doe yours ? 
Pro. Tleft them all in health. - 
UVa. How does your Lady? & how thrives your love? 
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you, 
I know you joy not in a Love-diſcourſe. 
Ual. I Prothexs,but that life is alter*d now, 

I have done pennancefor coutemning Love, 

Whoſe high emperious thoughts have puniſh'd me 

With bitter faſts, with penitentiall grones, 

With nightly teares, and daily heart-fore fighes, 

For in revenge of my contempt of love, 

| Lovehathchac'd leepe from my enthralled eyes, 

And made them watchers of mine owne heartsſorrow- 

| O gentle Prothens, Love's a mightie Lord, | 


A — 


And hath ſo humbled me, as I confeſſe 
There is no woe to his correCtion, 
Nor to his ſervice, noſuch joy. on carth: 
Now, no diſcourfe,except it be of love : 
Now can I breake m faſt, dine, ſup, and fleepe, 
Vpon the very naked name of love. * 
Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye: 
Was this the Idoll, that you worſhip fo ? 
Ya. Even She; and is ſhe nota heavenly Saint? 
Pro. No; But ſhe is an carthly Paragon. 
UVa. Call her divine. 
Pro, I will not flatter her. 
Ya. O fatter me : for Love delights ur praiſe. 
Pro. WhenT was fieke, you gave me bitter pils, 
And I muſt miniſter the like to you. 
Tal: Then ſpeake the truth by her,if not divine, 
Yet let her be a principalitie, 
Soveraigne toallthe Creatures on the earth, 
Pro. Except my Miſtreſle, 
Val. Sweet : except not uny, | 
Except thou wilt except againſt my Lovye, 
Pro, Have I not reaſon to prefer mine owne? 
UVa. AndI will helpe thee to prefer her to; 
Shee ſhall be dignified with this high honour, 
To beare my Ladies traine, leaſt the baſe earth 
Should from her veſture chance ro ſtealea kiſle, 
And of fo great a favor growing proud, 
Diſdaine to roote the Sommer-{welling flowre, 
And make rough Winter everlaſtingly. 
Pro, Why Ualextine, what Bragadiſine is this ? 
UVa. Pardon me (Prothens) all I can is nothing, 
To her,whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing; 
Shee is alone. 
Pro. Then let her alone. . - 
Va. Not for the world : why man, ſhe is mine owne, 
And Ias rich in having ſuchalewell 
As twenty Seas, if all their ſand were peacrle, 
The water, Nectar and the Rocke pure gold. 
Forgive me, that I doe not dreame on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſecſt me doate upon my love : 
My fooliſh Rivall that her father likes 
(Onely for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge) 
Is gone with her along, and I muſt after, 
For Love (thou know'ſt) is full of jealouſie. 
P70, But ſhe loves you? (howre, 
UVa, I, and weare betroathd : nay more, our mariage | 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin'd of : how I mult climbe her window, * 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted, and greed on for my happineſle. 
Good Fyothens goe with me to my chamber, 
In theſe affaires to aid me with thy counſaile. 
Pro. Goc on before : I ſhall enquire you forth; 
I muſt unto the Road, to dif-embarque 
Soine neceſſaries; that I needs mult uſe, 
And then lle preſently attend you, 
Va. Will you make haſte? 
Pro. I will. 
Even as one heate, another heate expcls, 
Or as one nayle by ſtrength drives out another : 
So the remembrance of my former Love 


| Is by a newer objec quite forgotten, 


Is it mine then, or Yalentineans praiſe? 

Her true perfe&ion, or my falſe tranſgreſlion ; 
That makes me reaſonleſſs to reaſon thus? 
Shee is faire : and {0 1s /xlia that I love, 
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(That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd, 
Which like a waxen Image 'gainſt a fire 
Beares noimpreilion of the thing it was.) 
Me thinkes my zcale to Valentine is cold, 
And that I love him not as I was wont : 

©, but I love his Lady too-too much, 

And that's the rea{on I love him fo little. 

' How ſhall I doate on her with more aduice, 
Thatthus without advice begin to love her ? 
'Tis but her pitureT have yet bebeld, 

And that hath dazePd ſo my reaſons light: 
But when I looke on her perfe&ions, 

| There isno reaſon, but I ſhall be blinde, 

If icanchecke myerring love, I will, 

IF not,ro campalle her Ile uſe my skill. 


, 


Ext; 
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Scena (Quarta, 


Enter Speed and Lawnce. 


Speed. Launce,by mine honeſty welcome to Padue: 

Lax. Forfweare not thy ſelfe, ſweet youth, for Iam 
not welcome. I reckon this alwaies, that a man is neyer 
undon till he be hang'd, nor never welcome toa place, 
tiliſome certaine thot be paid,and the Hoſtefle ſay wel- 
come. 

Speed. Come-o0n you mad-cap : Ile to the Ale-houſe 
with you preſently ; where, for one ſhort of five pence, 
thou thalt have five chouſand welcomes: Bur ſirha,how 
did thy Malter part with Madam /xla? 

' Las. Marry afcer they cloas'd in carneſt, they parted 
very fairely in jeſt. 

Spee. But ſhall ſhe marry him ? 

Las. No. 

Spce. How then ? ſhall he marry her? 

Las. No, neyther- 

Sp:e. What,are they broken? . 
| Lat. No; they are both as whole as a fiſh. 
| Spee.. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them? 

Las. Marry thus, when itſtands well with him, it 
{tands well with her. 

Spee. What an afle art thon, I underſtand thee not. 

Lat. W hat a blocke art thou, that thou can{t not? 
My (taffe underſtands me. 
| pee. What thou ſaylt? 

Lax. I,and what1 do too : Ilooke thee, Ile but leane, 
and my ſtaffe underſtands me. 

It ſtands under thee indeed. 

Las. Why, ſtand-under : and underſtand is all one. 

Spee. Bur tell me true, wil't be a match ? 

Las. Aske my dogge, if he ſay I, it will : if hee ſay 
_= it will : if he ſhake his taile and fay nothing , it 
will. 

Spee. The concluſion is then, that it will. 

Las. Thou ſhalt never get ſucha ſecret from me,but by 
a parable. | 

Spee. *Tis well that I getit ſo : but Lawnce, how ſail 
thou that my maſter is become a notable Lover? 

Lau, Inever knew him otherwiſe. 

Spee. Then how? 
| S. 29s A notabie Lubver : as thou reporteſt him to 
| DECs ; 


4. 


As thou haſt lent me wit to plot his drift. 


Spee. Why, thou whorſon Aﬀe, thou miſtak"ſt me: 
Lax. Why Foole, I meant not thee, I meant thy 


: Maſter * 


Spee, Itell thee, my maſter,is become a hot Lover. 
Lav. Why, I tell thiee,I care not, though hee burne 
himſclfe in Love. If thou wilt goe with me to the Alc- 
houſe,{o,if not,thouart an Hebrew,a lew,and not worth 
the name of a Chriſtian. 
Spee. Why? | 
Lax. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo much charity ih thee as |. 
to goe tothe Ale with a Chriſtian : Wilt thou goe? 
Spee. At thy ſervice. hh ns 


Scena Sexta: 


———— 


Enter Prothems ſolus. 


Fre. Toleavemy Ilia ; ſhall Ibe forſworne? - 
Tolove faire Sitvia; ſhall I be forſworne ? 
To wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworne: 
And ev'tthar Powre which gave me firſt my oath 
Proyokes-me to this three-fold perjuric. 
Love bad me ſweare, and Love bids me for-ſiveate ;* 
O ſweet-ſuggeſting Love, if thou haſt ſinn'd, 3 
Teach me {thy tempted tubjeR) to excuſe it. 
Ar firſt 1 did adore a twinkling Starre, 
But now F worſhip a czleſtiall Sunne : 
Vn-heedfull yowes may heedfully be broken, 
And he wants wit, that wants reſolved will, 
To learne his wit, texchange the bad for betrer ; 
Fie, fic, unreverend tongue, to call her bad, 
W hole ſoveraignty ſo oft thou haſt preferd, 
With twenty thouſand foule-confirming oathes. 
I cannot leave to love, and yer I doe : » | 
But there I leave to love, where I ſhould love. 
[uta I looſe,and Valentine I looſe, - 
If 1 keepe them, I needs muſt looſe my ſelfe : 
If I looſe them, thus finde I but their loſle, 
For Valentine, my (ele : for [nhe, Silvia. 
I to my ſelteam deerer thena friend, 
For Love is ſtill moſt precious in ir ſelfe, 
And Silvia (witneſſe heaven that made her faire) 
Shewes [z/za but a ſwarthy Ethiope, 
I will forgetthat ulta is alive, 
Remembring that my love to her is dead. . 
And Valentine Ile hold an Enemie, 
Ayming at Silvia asa ſweeter friend. 
I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelfe, 
Without ſome trechery us'd to Valentine. 
Thisnight he meaneth with a Corded-ladder 
To climbe celeſtiall Sz/via's chamber window, 
Myfelfe in counfaile his competitor. 
Now preſently Ile give her father notice 
Of their difguiſing and pretended flight ; 
Who (allinrag'd ) will baniſh Valence ; 
For Tb#rio he intends fhall wed his daughter, 
But Valentine being gone, Ie quickly crofſe 
By ſomeſlic tricke, blunt 7hxrio's dull proceeding. 
Levelend me wings,to make my _ ſwift, 
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Scenafſeptima. 


Enter Intia and Lucetts. _. 
Inl, Tounſaile, Lacerta, gentle girle aſſiſt me, 
\ Andev'n in kinde love, I doe conjure thee, 
Who art the Table wherein all my thoughts 
Are viſibly CharaRer'd, and engrav d, 
Tolcflon me, and tell me ſome good meane 
How with my honour I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Frothews. 
Inc. Alas, the way is weariſome and long. 
Inl. A truc-deyoted Pilgrime is not weary 
To mcaſure Kingdoms with his feeble ſteps, _ 
Mauch lefle ſhall ſhe that hath Loves wings to flic; 
And whenthe flight is made to one ſo deere, 
Of ſuch divine perfe&ion as Sir Prothens. 
Ixc. Better forbeare ,till Prothews make returne. 
Isl. Oh,know'ſt } not, his looks are my ſoules food? 
Pitty the dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that food ſo longatime. 
Didſt thou but know the inly touch of Love, 
Thou wouldſt as ſoone goc kindle fire with ſnow - 
As ſecke to quench the fire of Love with words. 
Ia. I doenot ſeeke to quench your Loves hot fire, 
But qualifie the fires extreame rage, - -  - | 
Leaſt it ſhould burne abovethe bounds of reaſon. 
Int. The more thou dam'ſt it up,the more it burnes: 
The Current that with gentle murmure glides 
(Thou know'ſt) being itop'd, ny es doth rage : 
But when his faire courſe is not hindered, 
He makes ſweet muſicke with trenameld ſtones, 
Giving a gentle kiſſe to every ſedge | 
He over-takcth in his pilgrimage. 
And ſo by many winding nookes he ſtrates 
With willing ſport to the wilde Oceans 
Then let me goe, and hinder not my courſe : 
Ile be as patient as a gentle ſtreame, 
And make a paſtime of cach weary ſtep, 
Till the laft {tep have brought me to my Love, 
And there ile reſt, as after much turmouie 
A bleſſed ſoule doth in Ehzinm. 
Lac. But in what babit will you goe along ? 
Tel. Notlike a woman, for I would prevent 
Thelooſe encounters of laſcivious men : 
Gentle Lucerta, fit me with ſuch weedes 
As may beſeeme ſome well reputed Page. SE 
-* Lnc. Why then your Ladiſhip muſt cut your haire. 
Izl. No girle, ile knit it up in ſilken ſtrings, 
With twentie 0d-conceited true-love knots : 
To be fantantaſtique, may become a youth 
Ofegreatec time then I ſhall ſhew to be. (ches? 
Lace What faſhion (Madam) ſhall I make your bree- 
Iul. That fits as well,as tell me(goud my Lord) 
What compaſſe will you weare your Farthingale ? 
Whyev'n what faſhion thou beſt likes (Lxcerea.) 
Luc. You mult needs have them with a popnceſhe- 
Ts. Out, out, (Lacerta) that wilbeillfavord. (dam 
Luc. Around hoſe (Madam) now's not worth a pin 
Vuleſſe you have a cod-peece to ſtick pins on. 
Tul. Lacetta, as thou lov it melet me haye 
Whatthou think#ſt meet, and is moſt mannerly, 
But tellme(wench) how will the world repute me 
For undertaking ſo unſtaida journey? 


_ 


| 


- 
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| Ifeareme it will make me ſeandaliz'd: 
Ini. Nay, that I will not- 1 
Lxc. 1 hen never dreame on Infamy, but go: 

IF Prothens like your journey when you come, 

No matter who's diſpleas'd when youare gone: 

I feare me he will icarce be pleas'ad withall. 

ul. That is the leaſt (Lacerta) of my feare : 

A thouſand oathes, an Occan ot his teares - 

And inſtances as infinite of Love, 

Warrant me welcome to my #Prothens; 

Luc. All theſe are ſervants to deceitfull men. 
Inl. Bale men, that uſe them to ſobale effe& ; 

But truer ſtarres did governe Prothess birth, 

His words arc bonds, his oathes are oxacles, 

His love ſincere, his thoughts immaculate, 

His teares, pure meſſengers, ſent from his heart, 

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from carth. 
Lxc.pray heav'nhe prove 1o when you come to him. 
Iul. Now, as thou loy'{t me,do him nor that wrong, 

To beare a hard opinion of thus truth : 

Onely deſerve my love, by loving him, 

And preſently goe with metomy chamber 

To take a note of what Iitand in need of, 

To furniſh me upon my longing journey : 

All that is mineI leave atthy diipoſe, 

My goods,my Lands, my reputation, 

Onely in licuthereof, diſpatch me hence : 

Come; anſweare not : bur toir preſently, 


I am impatient of my tarriance. 


Exenmt. 
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Enter Duke, T hwrio, Protheas, Valentine, 
Lannce, Speed. 


Dwk. Sir Thwrio, give us leave ( I pray) a while 
We have ſome fo to confer \ Sg Fy ; 
_ tell me Protheys, what's your will with me? 

ro 
The Law of friendſhip bids me to conceale, 

But whenI callto minde your gracious fayours 
Done to me (undeſerving asas I am) 

My dutie pricks me on to utter that 

Which elſe no worldly good ſhould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 

This night intendsto ſteale away your daughter : 
My ſelfe am one made priuy tothe plot. 

I know you havedetermin'd to bettow her 

On Tharie, whom your gentle daughter hates; 

And ſhould ſhe thus be ſtolne away from you, 

It would be auch vexation to your age. 

Thus (for my duties fake) I rather choſe 

To croſlemy friend in his intended drift, 

Then (by concealing it) heap on your head 

A pack of ſorrowes, which would preſſeyou downe 
(Being unprevented) to your timeleſſe grave. 

Dk. Prothens, I thanke thee for.thine haneſt care, 
Which to requite, command me while I live. | 
This love oftheirs, my ſelfe have oftenſeene, 

Haply when they have iudg'd me faſt aſkepe, 


And oftentimes have purpog'd to forbid 


Atus T ertins, ScenaPrima. _ 


Zxc. It you thinke 10,then ſtay at ome and go not, | 


My gracious Lord, that which I would diſcover, | 


| 


—— 
Las 
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Sir Valentine her company, and my Court. 
But tearing leſt my jealous ayme mighterre, 
Ando (unworthily) diſgrace the man 
(Araſhneſſe that I ever yet have ſhub'd) 
Igave him gentlelookes, thereby to finde 
T hat which thy ſelfe haſt now ditclos'd to me. 
And thoumailt perceive my feare of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is ſoone ſuggeſted, 
I nightly lodge her in an upper Towre, 
The key whereof, my {elfc have ever kept : 
Andthence ſhe cannot be convay'd away. 
Pro, Know (noble Lord) they have devis'd a meane 
How he her chamber-window will aicend, 
And with a Corded-ladder fetch her downe: 
For which, the youthfull Lover now 1s gone, _ _ 
And this way comes he with it preſently. _ 
W here(if it pleaſe you) you may intercept him. - 
But (good my Lord) doe itſo cunningly 
That my diſcovery be notaimed at; 
For, love of you, not hateunto my friend, 
Hath made me publiſher of thispretence. 
D#ke. :Vpon mine honour, he ſhall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 
Pre. Adiew, my Lord,Sir Yalimtineis comming. ©nter. 
Dk. Sir Valentine, whither away ſo fait ? 
Va. Pleaſe it your Grace, there isa Meſſenger 
That ſtayes to beare my Letters to my friends, 
And 1 am going to deliver them. 
Duk. Be they of much import ? Ef 
Ta, The tenure of them doth bur ſignitic 
My health, and happy being at your Court. | 
Dk. Nay then no matter: ſtay with mea while, 
I am to breake with thee of ſome affaires 
That touch me neere: wherein thou muſt be ſecret. 


| *Tisnotunknowne to thee, that I have ſought 


To match my friend Sir Thwrze, to my caughter. 

Val, 1 know it well (my Lord( and ſure the Match 
Were rich and honourable : beſides, thc gentleman 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities 
Beſceming ſuch a Woite, as your faire daughter : 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancic him ? 

D#k. No, truſt me, She is peeviſh,ſullen,froward, 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborne, lacking duty, 
Neyther regarding that ſhe 1s my childe, 

Nor fearing me, as if 1 were her father : 

And may 1 ay to thee, this pride of hers 

(Vpon advice) hath drawne my love from her, 
And where I thought the remnant of mineage 
Should have beene cheriſh'd by her child-like dutie, 
I now am full refolv'd to take a wife, 

And turne her out to who will take her in : 

Then let her beautie be her wedding dowre : 

For me, and my poſſellions ſhe eſteemesnot. 

Vat. What would your Grace have me to do inthis? 

Dwke. Thereis a Lady in Verona heere 
Whom T affect : but ſhe is nice, and coy, 

And nought eſteemes my aged eloquence. 
Now therefore would I have thee te my Tutor 
(For long agone I have forgot to court, 
Beſides the faſhion of the time is chang'd) 
How, and which way I may beſtow my {clfe 
To be regarded in her ſun-bright eye. 
Va. Win her with gifts, if ſhereſpe&t not words, 
DumbeTewelsoften in their ſilent kinde 


More then quicke words, doe move 2 womans minde. 


Dk, Burt ſhe did ſcornea preſent that Iſent her, 


fl 


_ | Ifſhedoe chide, 'its notto have you gone, 


| What's here ? Silvia, this night I will ixfranchiſe thee. 


Wilt thou reach ftars, becauſe they ſhine on-thee? 


YEW" < 1 


Vat. A woman ſometime ſcorns what beſt cotents her. 
Send her another : never give her ore, 
For ſcorneat firſt makes after-love the more: 
If ſhe doe frowne, 'tis not in hate of you, 
Butrather to beger more love in you. 


For why, the fooles are mad, if lcftalone- 
Take nv repulſe, what ever ſhe doth fay, -* 
For, get you gon, ſhe doth not meanc away. 
Flatter,and prayſe, commend, extoll their graces : 
Though nere ſo blacke, ſay they have Angels faces, 
That man that hath a rongue, I fay isnoman, 
If this his tongue he cannot win a woman. 
Dak. But ſhe I meane, is promis'd by Mer friends. 
Vnto a youthfull gentlewan of worth, 
And kept ſeverely from reſort of men, ns 
That no man hath acceſle by day to her. ] 
Fat. Why then I would reſort to her by nighr. 
Dak, TI, but the doores be lockt, and keyes kept ſafe, 
That no man hath recourſe to her by night. 
Fat. What lets but one may enter at her window? 
Dsk. Her chamber is aloft, far fron the ground, 
And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climbe ir 
Without apparant hazard of his bfe. 
Val. Why then a Ladder quaintly made ofCords 
Tocaſt up, with a paire of anchoring hookes, 
Would ſerve to ſcale another Hero'stoywre, 
So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Dsk, Now as thouart a gentleman of blood 
adviſe me, where I may have ſuch a Ladder. 
Val. When would you uſe it? pray fir, tell me thar, 
Dwsk. This very night; for Love is like a childe 
Thar longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Val. By ſeaven a clock, ile get you ſuch a Ladder. 
Dk. But harke thee : I will goe to her alone, 
How ſhall I belt convey the Ladder thither? 
—Ual. It will be light (my Lord) that you may beare it | 
Vader a clocke, that is of any length. | 
Dwk, Acloake as long as thine will ſervethe turne? | 
Vat. 1 my good Lord, 
Dk. Thenlet me ſee thy cloake, 
Ie get me oae of ſuch another length. | 
Jal. Why any cloake will ſerve the turn (my Lord) 
Dauk. How thallT faſhion me to weare a cloake ? 
I pray thee let me feele thy cloake apon me. 
W hat Letter is this ſame? what's here? to Silvia? 
And heere an Engine fit for my p:ocecding, 
Le be ſobold to breake the iealc for once. 


CMy thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nighth, 
And ſlaves they are 10 me, that ſend them flying. 
Oh, conld their Mafter come, and goe as lightty, 
Himſelfe would lodge, where (ſenceles ) they ave hying, 
My Herald Thoughts, in thy pure boſome reft-r:em, 
While I ( their King) that thithey them importrone 
Doe curſe the grace that with ſuch gracs hath bleſ ther, 
Becauſe my ſelfe doe want my ſervas1is fortune, 

1 curſe my ſelfe, for they are ſen: by me, 

That they ſhould harbexer where their Lord wonld be. 


'Tis ſo : and heere's the Ladder fot the purpoſe. 
W hy Phaeton (for thou art erops ſonne) 

Wit thou aſpire to guide the heavenly Car? 
And with thy daring folly burne the world? 


— 
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Goe baſe Intruder, over-weening Slave, 
Beftow thy fawning ſmiles on equall mates, 
And thinke my patience, (more then thy deſert) 
Is priviledge for thy departure hence. | 
Thanke me for this, more then for all the favors 
Which (all too-much) I have beſtowed on thee» 
But ifthou linger in my Territories 
Longer then ſwifteſt expedition 
Will give thee time to leave our royall Court, 
By heaven, my wrath ſhall farre exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter, or thy ſelfe. 
Be gone, I will not heare thy vaine excuſe, 
But as thou loy'ſt thy life, make ſpecd from hence. Exv. 
Val, And why notdeath, rather then living torment? 
Todie,is to be baniſht from my ſelfe, 
And Si/via is my (elfe : baniſh'd from her 
Is ſelfe from ſelfe. A deadly baniſhment : 
Wi hat light, is light, if Siva be not ſeenc ? 
What joy is joy, if S#/vie be not by ? 
Vnleſle it be to thinke that ſhe is by - 
And feed upon the ſhaddoyy of perfe&ion- 
{ ExceptTI be by Siviain the night, 
There is no muſike in the nightingale. 
VnleſſeI looke on Sivie in the day, 
Thereis no day for me to looke 11pon- 
She is my eſſence, and I leave tobe ; 
If I be not by her faire influence : 
Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive- 
T flie not death, to flie his deadly doome, 
TarrylI heere, I but attend on death, 
'{ Butflie I hence, I flic away from life.£vter Pro.and Lane: 
Pro. Run (boy) run,run,and ſecke him out. 
Lav. Soa-hough, Soa hongh—— 
Pro, W hat ſeelt thou ? 
Las. Him we goe to finde, | 
There's not a haire on's hcad; but tisa Vetentive. 
Pro. Valentine ? 
UVa. No. | 
Pro. Whothen ? his Spiri? 
Va. Neither, 
Pro. W hat then? 
Va. nothing. 
Las. Can nothing ſpeake? Maſter, ſhall I ſtrike? 
Pro, W hom wouldit thou ſtrike ? 
Lax. Nothing. - 
Pro, Villaine, forbeare. 
Las. Why Sir, Ile ſtrike nothing : I pray you. 
Pro. Sirha,lI ſay forbeare? friend Yalentine, a words 


So much of bad already hath poſleſt them, 
Pro: Thenin dumbe filence will I bury mine; 
For they are harſh, un-tuneable, and bad. 
Va. Is Silvia dead? 
Pro. No, Valentine, 
| Pa. No Falentmeindeed, for {acred Silvia, 
Hath ſhe forſworne me ? 
Pro. No,Valentive. 
Va. No Yatentine, if Silvia have for{worne me. 
What is yournewes ? YEP | 
Lax.Sir,there is a proclamation,that you are vaniſhed. 
Pro. That thou art baniſh'd : ohthar's the newes, 
From hence, from S:1via, and from me thy friend. 
Va. Oh, I have fed upon this woe already, 
And now exceſſe of it will make meſurfer- 
Doth Silvia know that 1 am baniſh'd ? 
Pro. I,I : and ſhe hath offered tothe doome 


p—_— 
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Ua. My cares are ſtopt,8& cannot heare good neiyes, 4 


( Which un-reverſt ſtands in effeuall force) 
ASea of melting pearle, which ſome call teares: 
Thole at her fathers churliſh feete ſhe tenderd, 
With them upon her knees, her humble ſelfe, 
Wringing her hands,whoſe whiteneſle ſo became them, 
AS if but now they waxcd pale for woe : | 
But neither bended knees, pure hands heldup, 
Sad fighes, deepe grones, nor filver-ſhedding teares 
Could penetrate her uncompaſlionate Sire ; 
But Ya/entine, if he be tane, muſt dic. , 
Beſides, her interceſſion chat*d him ſo, 
W hen ſhe for thy repcale was ſuppliant, 
That to cloſe prifon he commaunded her, 
With many bitter threates of biding there. 
Va. No more : unles the next word that thou ſpeak'ſt 
Have ſ6me maligant power upon my lite ; 
If fo : 1 pray thee breathe it in mine care, 
As ending Antheme of my endleſle dolor: 

Pro. Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not helpe, 
And ſtudy helpe for that which thou lament'tt, 
Time is the Nurſe, and breeder of all good; 

Here, if thou ſtay, thou canſt not ſee thy loye ; 
Beſides,thy ſtaying will abridge thy life : 

Hope 1s a lovers ſlatfe, walke hence with that 
And mannage it, againſt deſpairing thoughts : 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver'd 
Even in the milke-white boſome of thy love. 
The time now ſerves net toexpoltulate, 

Come, Ile convey thee through the City-gate. 
And ere Ipart with thec,conter atlarge 

Of all that may concernethy love affaires : 


| As thou lov'ſt Silvia ( though not for thy ſclfe) 


Regard thy danger, and along with me. 
Va. I pray thee Lawnce, and if thou ſecſt my Boy 
Bid him make haſte, and meet meat the North-gare. 
Pro. Goe ſirha, finde him out : Come Valentine. 
Va. Oh my deere Silvia; hapleſſe YValentme, EP xennt. 
Launce. Iam but a foole, looke you , and yet I have 
the wit tothinke my Maſteris a kinde of a knave : but 
that's all one, if he be but one knave: He lives not now 


that knowes meto be in love, yetI amin love, buta | 


Teeme of horſe ſhall not pluckethat from me: nor who 
ts 1 love : and yet *tis a woman ; but what woman, I 
will not tell my ſelfe : and yet 'tis a Milkemaid : yert 'tis 
not a maid : for ſhe hath had Goſſips : yet tis amaid , 
for ſheis her Maſters maid, and ſerves for wages. Shee 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spaniell, which is 
much in a bare Chriftian : Heere is the Cate-log ofher 
Condition, 1nprime, Shee can fetch and carry : why 
a horſe can doe no more ; nay, a horſe cannot fetch, bur 
onely carry, therefore is ſhe better then alade, rem. 
She can milke, looke you, a ſweet vertue ina maid with 
cleane hands. Emer Speed. 

Speed. How now Signior Lame? what newes with 
your Maſterſhip ? 

La. With my Maſterſhip? why, it is at Sea : 

Sp. Well,your old vice ſtill: miſtake the word 8 what 
newesthen in your paper ? | 

Za. The black'it newes that ever thou heard'(ſt 

Sp. Why man? how blacke? 

Za. Why, as blacke as Inke. 

Sp. Letmeread them ? 

a. Fie on thee Iolt-head, thou canſt not read. 
Sp. Thoulyeſt : 1 can, 


La. I willtry thee : tell me this : who begot thee? | 


_ Sp. Marry, 


>. _— 
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Sp, Marry, the ſon of my Grand-father. 
Le. Oh illiterate loyterer ; it was the ſonne ofthy 
Grand-mother : this proves that thou canft not read. 
Sp. Come foole, come:try me in thy pens 
La. There : and S» N.scotas be thy ſpeed. 
$p. Inprimis ſhe can milke. 
La, I that ſhe can. 
Sp. Item, ſhe brewes good Ale. LED 
La. And thereof comes the proverbe : ( Flſſmg of 
your heart, you brew good Ale.) 
$p, Item, ſhe can ſowe. 
Ls. That'sas much as to ſay ({an ſhe ſo) 
Sp. Item ſhe can knit. 
La. What neede a man care for a ſtock witha wench, 


| When ſhe can knit kim a ſtocke ? 


Sp. Item,ſhe can waſhand ſcoure- 

La. A ſpeciall vertue : for then he neede not to be 
waſh'dand ſcowr'd. | 

Sp. Item, the can ſpiug'! 

Le. Then may I ſet theworld on wheeles, when ſhe 


can ſpin for her living. 


Sp. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſle vertues, 


La. That's as much asto ſay Baſtard-vertnes : that | 
| indeede know not their tathers , and therefore have no 


names. 

Sp. Here followes her vices. 

La. Cloſe at the heeles of her vertues: 
: _ Item, ſhe is not to bee faſting in reſpe& of her 

reath. 

La. Well,that fault may be mended with a breakfaſt: 
read Ons | | 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath a ſweet mouth. 

La. That makes amends for her ſowrebreath. 

| $p. Item, ſhe doth talke in her ſleepe. 

| _e It's no matter for that ; ſo ſhe ſleepe not in her 
talke. 

Fp. Item, ſhe is (low in words» 

Za. Oh villanie, thatſet downe among her vices; 
To be ſlow in words is a womans onely-vertue : 
I pray thee out with't, and placcit for her chicfe vertuec, 

Sp. Item, ſhe 1s proud. 

La. Out with that too: | 
It wag Eveslegacie, and cannot betane from her, 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath no tecth, 

La. I care not for that neither,becauſeT love cruſts. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is curſt. | 

Le. Well : the beſt is ſhe hath no teeth to bite. 

Sp. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her liquor. 

Za. If her liquor be good; ſhe ſhall : if ſhe will not, 1 
will; for good things ſhould be prayſed, 

Sp. Item, ſhe 1s too liberalis 

Za. Of her tongue ſhe cannot ; for that's writ downe 
ſhe is ſlow of: of her pnrſe, ſhe ſhall nor, for that ile 
keepe ſhut: Now, of another thing ſhe may, and thar 
cannot I helpe. Well, proccede. | 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haires then wit, and more 


faults then haires, and more xyealth then faults. 


Za. Stop there : Ile have her : ſhe was mine,andnot | 
minetwice, or thrice in that Article : rehearſe that once 
more- | 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haire then wit. 

£4. More haire then wit : it may be ile prove it : The 
cover of the ſalt, hides the ſalt ,and therefore it is more 
then the falt ; the haire that covers the wit, is more 
then the wit : for the greater hides thelefle : What's 
next 


| Sp. And morefaults then haires: 


(For thou halt ſhowne ſome ſigne of good deſert) 
| Makes me the better to confer with thee. | 


— —— 


La. That's monftrous : oh thatthat were out: - 

Sp. And more wealth then faults, 

Le, Why that word makes the faults gracious : 
Well, ile have her : andifit be a match, as nothing is | 
lmpoſlible, 

Sp. What then? | 

Za. Why then, will I tell thee, that thy 
for thee at the North-gate. 

Sp. For me? | 

La. For thee? I, who art thouhe hath ſaid for a bet- | 
ter man then thee. 

Sp. And muſt I goeto him? 

£8. Thou mutt run to him;for thou haſt ſtaid fo long 
that going will ſcarce ſerve the turne. 4 

Sp. Why didlt not tell me ſooner? *pox of your love 
Letters. 
| La. Now will he beſwing'd for reading my Letter; - 
Anunmannerly ſlave , that zyill thruſt himſelfe into ſe- 
crets:lle after,ro rejoyce in the boyes correftiou. Exemne. 
| ; 


Maſter ſtayes 


—_— 


— —___p_»—— 
| 


Scana Secunda. 


- Enter Dw#ke, T hurio, Prathens. | 


Ds. Sir T huyio, feare not, but that ſhe will love you 
Now Falentine is baniſhdtrom hec ſight. 

Th. Since his exile ſhe hath deſpis'd me moſt, 
Forſworne my company, and rail'd atme, 

T hat I am. detperate of obtaining her. 

Du, This weakeimprcſle of love, is asa figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 
Diſſolvestowater,and do:hlooſe his forme. 

A :tilc time will melt her frozen thoughts, ' 
And worthleſſe Palestine ſhall be forgot. 

How now Sir Prothers, 1s your countriman 

( According to our Proclamation) gon? 

Pro. Gon, my good Lord. 

D#. My daughter takes his going heavily ? 

Pro. A litttic rime (my Lord ) will killthatgriefe. 

Ds. So I beleeve : but Thuriothinkes not ſo : 
Prothess, the good conceitT hold of thee, 


ru n9 to he ew 


Pro. Longer then I _ royall to your Grace; | 
Let me not live, to looke upon you Grace. E 
Ds. Thou know'ſt how willingly, I would effeRt 
The match betweene fir Thwrio, and my daughter ? | 

Pro, I doe my Lord. | | 

Dx. And alſo Idoe thinke, thou art riot ignorant 1 
How ſhe oppoſes her againſt my will? 
Pro. She did my Lord, when Valentine was heres 
Ds. I, and perverſly, ſhe perſevers ſo : 
What might we doe to make the girle forget 
The Love of Valentene, and love fir Thurzo? 

Pro. The beſt way is to ſlander Valentine; | 
With falſchood, cowardize, and poore deſcent: | 
Three things, that women highly hold in hate. | 

Ds. I, bat ſhe'll thinke, that it ts ſpoke iu liate, 

Pro. 1, it his enemie deliver 1t. | 
Therefore it muſt with circumſtance beſpoken , 
By one, whom ſhe eſteemes as his friend; 

Du. Then you muſt undertaketo ſlander him. 


| Pro, | 
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Pro, And that (my Lord) I ſhall be loath to doe. 
= an ill oxfice vs a _— | 
-| Eſpecially againit his very friend. : 
Da. Where your good word cannot advantage him , 
Your ſlander never can endamage him; 
Therefore the oxice 1s indiffcrent, 
| Being intreared to it by your friend. : 
Por. You haue prevail d(my Lord) if I can doe t 
By ought that I can ſpeake in hisdiſpraile, 
She ſhall nor long continue love to hum. 
But ſay this weede her love from Valeurmne, 
It followes not that ſhe will love ſir Thur. 
| Th. Thereforeas you tinwinde her love from him; - 
Leaſt it ſhould ravell, and be good to none, 
You muſt provide to bottome it on me : 
Which muſt be done, by prayſing me as much 
As you, in worth diſprayte, fir Valentine. 

D#. And Prathens, we dare truſt you in this kinde, 
Becauſe we know (on Yalemines report) 
Youarealready loves firme votary, ; 

And cannot ſoone revolt, and change your mindee 
Vpon this warrant, ſhall you have accelle, 
Where you, with Silvia may conferre at largce 
For ſhe 1s lumpiſh, heavy ,melancholly, 
And (for your friends ſake) will be glad of you ; 
Where you may temper her, by your perſwatfion, 
| To hateyong Valentive, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as I can doe, I will effec : 
But you fir 7 hwris, are not ſharpe enough: 
You muſt lay Lime, to tangle her dcfires 
By wailefull Sonnets, whole compoſed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable vowes. 
Ds. I, much is the force of heaven-bredPocfic. 
Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You ſacrifice your teares, your ſighes,your heart : 
Write till your inke be dry ; and with your tcares 
Moiſt it againe : and frame ſome feeling line, 
T hat may diſcover ſuch integrity : . 
For Orphers Lnte, was {trung with Poets finewes, 
Whoſe golden touch could ſoften ſteele and Rones; 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathans 
Forſake unſounded deepes, and dance on Sands, 
After your dire-lamenting Elegies, 
Viſit by night your Ladics chamber-window 
With fome ſweet Conſort; To their Inſtruments 
Tunea deploring dumpe : the nights dead filence 
Will well became ſuch ſweet complaining grievance: 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 
Ds. This diſcipline, ſhowes thou haſt bin in love. 
Th. And thy advice, this night, ile put in practiſe: 
Therefore, ſweet Protheus, my direRion-giver, 
Let us into the City preſently 
To ſort ſome gentlemen, well skil'd in Muſique, 
I havea Sonnet, that will ſerve the turne 
To give the on-ſet to thy good advice, 
Ds. About itGentlemen. 

Pre. Well waitupon your Grace, till after Supper, 

Andafterward determine our procecdings, 


Ds. Evennow aboutit, I will pardon you. Exemne. 


Atlus Quartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Valentine, Speed, and cextaine Out-lawes. 
I, Out-h Fellowes, ſtand faſt: I ſee apaſſenger. 


Fa 


| 


| If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 


2. Out. If therebe ten,ſhrinkd not,but downwith'em. 

3- Oat.Stand fir,and throw us that you have about'ye. |. 
If not : we'll make you fir, andrifle you: @— | 

Sp. Sir weare undone; theſe are the Vilaines 
That all the Travailers doe feare ſo much. *. 


Tal. My friends. ; 
I. Ont. That's not ſo, ſir; weare your enemies. 
2. Ont Peace : we'll heare him. e 


3-Oxr.1. by my beard will we : for he is a proper man. 
Vat. Then know that I have little to loſe ; 
A man I am, croſs d with adverfitie:: 
My riches, are theſe poore habiliments, 
Of which, if you ſhould here disfurniſh me, 
You take the ſum andſubſtance that I have. 
2. Out, Whither travell you ? 
Val. To Verona. 
1.Oze. Whence came you? 
Fat. From CMilaine, | 
| 3- Ont. Have youlong ſojourn'd there ? (ſaid, | 
Val. Some ſixtcene moneths, and longer might have 


I. Out, What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
UVa. I was. 
2. Out. For what offence ? 


| : : 
Va. For that which now torments me to rehearſe; 


I kil'd a man, whoſe death I much repent, 
But yet I flew him manfully in fight, 
Without falſe vantage, or baſe treachery. 
I. Out, Why nere repent it, if it weredoneo ; 
| But were you baniſht for ſo ſmall a fault ? 
Va. I was,and held me glad of ſuch a doome. 

2. Ont, Have you the Tongues? 

Va. My youthfull travaile, therein made mehappy, 
Or cl{eI often had beene miſcrablc. 

3+ O4. By the bare ſcalpe of Robin hoods fat Fryer, 
Thjs fellow werea King, for our wilde faction. 

1-Oxt, We'll have him : Sirs, a word. 

Sp. Maſter, be one of them :© 
It's an honerable kinde of theevery. 

Ya. Peace villaine, 

2. Ont, Tell us this: have you any things totake to? 

Ya. Nothing but my fortune. 

3. Ot, Know then,that ſome of us are Gentlemen, 
Such as the furic of ungovern'd youth 
Thruſt from the company of awfull men. 

My ſelfe was from Yerenabaniſhed, 
For praRtiſing to ſteale away a Lady, 
And heire and Neece,allide unto the Puke. 
2. Our. And I from Hanna, for a gentleman, 
Who, in my moode, I ſtab'd unto the heart. 

I. Ot. And1I, for ſuch like petty crimes 2s theſe. 

But to the purpole : for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excus'd our lawleſſe lives; 
And partly ſeeing youare beautifide 

With goodly ſhape ;and by your owne report, 
A Linguiſt, and a man of ſuch perfe&ion, 
As wedoe inour quality much want. 

2. Oxt. Indeede becauſe you are a baniſh'd man, 
Therefore, above the reſt, we parley to you : | 
Are you content to be'our Generall? 

To make a vertue of neceſſttie, 
Andlive as we doe in the wilderneſle ? 
3. Ont. What ſaiſt thou? wiltthoube of our conſort? 
"Say I,and be the captaine of us all : 
We'lldoe thee homage, and be rul'd by thee, 
Love theeas our Commander ,and our King. 


PE PEO RRRr R, Fs I. On. | 


=_—_ 
V% 


Xx” i! : 
——_———.. 2X ASS 


1 Thorne Gendamenef Verons = 


——_—— 


—_—C 
' < Ears. 


r- 'O#t, Butif thou ſcotne'our curteſie, thou dyeſt. | And being ne 4 d, inhabits there. 
.2. Out. Thou ſhaltnot live, to brag what we haveof- Then to Silvia, let us (ing, 
Fal. I take your offer, and will live with you, (fer'd- That Silvia is excellng ; _ 
- Provided that you do nooutrages ' - She excelicach mortal thing | 
' On filly women, or poore paſlen gers: ; Upon the dull earth dwelling: | 
3: Ont. No, we detelt tuch vile baſe praftiſes. » To her let us Garlands | FOR 
Corhe, goe with us, we'll bring thee to our Crewes , | 2, fo 
And ſhew thee all the Treaſure we have got; Ho. How now? are you fadder then you were before; 


Which, with our ſelves, all reſt at thy diſpoſe. Exewnt. | How doe you, mai? the Muſicke likes you not. 
| | 1s. You miltake : the Muſician likes re nor. 
Ho. Why, my pretty youth ? | 


Ne dn ponams 6 He = H ” plates _ (father. ) ; 
| # How, out of tune on the ſtrinzs | 
Scena Secunda. | 1z. Not fo: butyer T | | | , 
| Bay Sq falſe that he grievesmy very heart-lrings.. __ 
| | | Ho, You have aquicke eare. (hearts | 
Enter Prothens, Thurio, Inlia, Hoſt, Mſitian, Silvia. 1s, I, Iwould I were deafe: it makes me have a flow | 
| Hoe. I perceive you delight not in Muſicke. 
| Pro. Already haveI binfalſe to Valemine, 14. Nota whit, when itjars ſo. 
| And now I mult beas unjuft ro Thurio, Ho. Harke what fine change is in the Muficke; | 
Vader the colour of commending him; Iz. I: that change is the ſpight. 2 -1 
Thaveacceſſe my owne loveto prefer: He. You would have them alwaies play but one thing. 
' But Silvia is too faire, too truegtoo holy, 1. I wouldalwayes have one play but one thing. 
 Tobe corrupted with my worthleſſe guifts ; Bur Hoſt, doth this Sir Prothexs, that yye talke on, 
When TI proteſt true loyalty to her, Ofren reſort untothis Gentlewoman ? | 
| She twits me with my falſchood to my friend ; \ | - Ho. Itell you what Lawnce his mantold me; 
| When to her beauty I commend my yowes, He lov'd her out of all nicke. | | 
She bids me thinke how I have bin forſworne In. Where is Lawnce ? | ET. 
Inbreaking faith with I#(5a, whom I lov'd; Hoe. Gone to ſecke his dog, which to morrow, by his 
| And notwithſtandiug all her ſodaine quips, Maſters command , hee mult carry for a preſent to his 
| The lealt whereof would quell alovers hope : Lady. | = | 
| Yer (Spanic-like) the more ſhe ſpurnesmy love, | 4x. Peace, ftandafide, the company parts. 


The more it growes, and fawneth on her {till ; i Pro. Sir Thwro, feare not I will ſopleade, 
' But here comes Tb#rio; now mult we to her window, | That you ſhall ſay, my cunning drift excels. | 
And give ſomeevening Muſique to her.cares _ Th. Where meete we? 

Th. How now, ſir Prothems, are you crept before us? Pre. At Saint Gregories well: 


Pro. 


er wh | - 


Pre. I gentle Thwrio, for you know that love Th, Farewell. _ PL 
Will creepe in ſervice, where 1t cannot goe+ Pro. Madam : good ev'h to yohr Ladiſhip. 
Thx. 1, but I hope, Sir, that you love not here. S:4. I thanke you for your Mulicke (Gentlemen) 
Pro. Sir, but [ doe : or cl{e I would be hence. Whois that that ſpake? | 
Thx. Whom, Silvia? Pro. One( Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
Pro. I, Silvia, for your ſake. You would quickly learne*to know him by his voice. 
Tbs. 1thanke you fpr your owne: Now Gentlemen Sil. Sir Prothers, as 1 take it. 
Let's turne : and too it luſtily a while. Pro. Sir Protbexs (gentle Lady) and your Servant, 
He.Now, my young guelt;me thinks you'r allycholly; $i. What's your will? 
I pray you what is it? | Pro. That I may compaſſe yours. 
_ 1s. Marry (mine Hoff) becauſe I cannot be mercy. Sil. You have your wiſh: my will is ever this, 
Ho. Come,wce'll have you merry:ile bring you where | That preſently you hie you home to bed : 
you ſhall heare Muſique, and fee the Gentleman that | Thou ſubtile, perjur'd, falſe, difloyall man : 
you ask'd for. Think'it thou I am ſo ſhallow, ſo conccitleſle, 
Is. But ſhall I heare him ſpeake. ' | To be ſeducedby thy flattery; | | 
He. I that you ſhall. That has't deceiv'd fo many with thy yvowes? 
Is. That will be Muſique. - Returne, returne, and make thy love amends : 
He. Harke, harke. | For me(by this pale queene of night 1 ſweare) 
Is. Is heamong theſe? I am ſofarre from granting'thy requeſt, 
Ho. I: but peace, let's heare*m- That I deſpiſe thee, for thy wrongfull ſnite; 
| | hs | And by andby intend to chide miy ſelfe, 
Song. Who is Silvia? what'ss (be? Eyen for this time I ſpend in talking to thee. 
That all our Swaines commend ber? Pro. I grant (ſweet love) that I did Iovea Lady, 
Holy, faire, and wiſe t ſhe, But the is dead. 
The heaven ſuch grace did lend her, In. *Twere falſe, if I ſhould ſpeake it ; 
that ſhe might admwedbe, For I am ſure ſhe 1s notburied. | 
_ Ts (be hinde as ſhe js faire? Sil. Say that ſhe be : yer Valentine thy friend 
For beautic lives with kindneſs; Survives ; towhom (thy ſelfc art witneſſe) 
Love doth to her eyes repaire, I am betroth'd; arid art thou not aſham'd 
To wrong him, withthy importunacy ? 


Tobelpe hims of his blindneſſe : 
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Pre. Ilikewiſe heare that Yalentine isdead. 
Sil. Ando ſappole amI ; for in his grave 
Aſſure thy ſeife, my love is buried. 
Pro. Sweet Lady, letmerake it from theearth. 
Sil. Goe to thy Ladies grave aud call hers thence, 
Orat the leaſt,in hers, ſepulcher thine. 
1vl. He heard not that. 
- Pro. Madam: if your heart be ſo obdurate : 
Vouchſafe me yet your Pifure for my love, 
ThePiRurethat is hanging in your chamber: 
To that Ile ſpeake,tothat Ue ſigh and weepe: 
For ſince the ſubſtance of your perfett ſelte 
Is elſe devoted, Iam but a ſhadow; ' 
And to your ſhadow, will I make true love. _ 
Jul. If 'twere aſubſtance you would ſure deceive It, 
And make it but a ſhadow , asI am. © 
Si. 1 am very loath to be your 1doll Sir 
But, ſince your falſchood ſhall become you well | 
To worſhip ſhadowes, and adore falſe ſhapes, 
Send to me inthe morning, and ile ſend it : 
Ando, good reſt. 
- Pro. As wretches have ore-night 
That wait for execution in the morne. 
Iul. Hoſt, witlgyou goe? | 
Ho. By my hallidome, I was faſt aſleepe. 
Inh, Pray you where lies Sir Prothemws? 
Ho. Marry, at my houſe : 
Truſt me, Ithinke 'tis almoſt day. So” 
Int. Not o : but it hath bin the longeſt nigh; 


That ere I watch'd,and the molt heavieſt. 
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Exennt. 


SexnaT ertia. 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia. 


Eg. This is the houre that Madam Silvia 

Entrcated me to call, and know her minds : 

| Ther's ſome great matter ſhe'1demploy me in- 

Madam, Madam- 
Sit. Whocals ? 
Ez. Your ſervant, and your friend; 

One that attends your Ladiſhips command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thouiand times good morrow- 
Er-As many (worthy Lady) to your ſclfe : 

According to your Ladiſhips impoſe, 

Lam thus early come,to know what ſervice 

It 1s your pleaſure to command me in. 

S#/. Oh Erlamore, thou art a Gentleman : 
Thinke notI flatter(for 1 fweare I doe not) 
Valiant, wiſe, remorſe-full, well accomplith'd. 
Thou art not ignorant what deere good will 
I beare unto the baniſh'd Vatentene : 

Nor how my father would enferce me marry 

Vaine Thwrio( whom my very ſoule abhor'd) 

Thy ſelfe ha lov, and I have heard thee ſay 

No griefe did come ſo neere thy heart, 

1 As when thy Lady, and thy true-love di'de, 

Vpon whoſe Grave thou yow'dſt pure chaſtitic: 

j Sir Eplamore : I would to Valentine 

j To Manes, whereT heare, he makes aboad; 

j And for the wayes are dangerous to paſle, 

| Tdoe deſire thy worthy company, 


Vpon whoſe faith and honor,]1 repoſe. 
Vrge not my fathers anger (Eglamore) 


' But thinke upon my griefe (a Ladies griefe) 


And on the juſtice of my flying hence, 
To keepe me from a moſt unholy match, 


Which heaven and fortune {till rewards with plagues. 


I doe defire thee, even from a heart 

As full of ſorrowes; as the Sea of ſands, 
To beare me company and goe with me : 
If not, to hide what I have ſayd to thee, 
That I may venture to departalone. 

Ep. Madam,I pitty much your grievances, 
Which, finceI know they vertuoutly areplac'd, 
T give conſent to gos along with you, 
Wreaking aslittle what betideth me, 

As much, I wiſh all good befortuge you. 
When will you goe ? 

Sil, This evening comming. 

Eg. Where ſhall I meete you? 

Ss. At Frier Parrickgs Cell, 

Where I intend holy confeſſion. 

Ep. I will not faile your Ladiſhip:; 
Good morrow (gentle Lady.) 5 

Sit. Good morrow, kinde Sir Eg/amore. =—Excunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


_ 
Rm 


Enter Launce , Prothens, [ulia, Silvia, 


Lax. When a mans ſervant ſhall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) 1t-goes hard : one that 1 broughtup of 
a puppy:one that 1 fav'd from drowning,when three or 
foure ofhis blinde brothers and ſiſters went to it:I have 


| taught him ( even as one would (ſay precitely, thus I 
would teach adog) I was ſent to deliver him , asa pre- |' 
{ent to Miltris Ss/vis, from my Maſter ; and I cameno | 


ſooner 1nto the dyning-chamber, bur he ſteps me to her 


Trencher, and ftcals ker Capons-leg: O, 'tis a foule | 


thing, when a Cur cannot keepe himiclfe in all compa- 
nies:1 would have (as one ſhould ſay )one that takes up- 


. on him tobe a dog indeede, to be,as it were, a dog atall 


things. 1f I had not had more wit then he,to take a fault 


upon me that he did, I thinke verily he had bin hang'd | 
fort: ſure &$ I live he had ſuffer'd for't: you ſhall judge: |. 
He thruſts me himſelfe into the company of three or | 
foure gentleman-like-doggs, under the Dukes table : he | 


had not bin there (blefle the marke) a piſſing while, bur 
all the chamber ſmelt him: out with hs 


quainted with theſmell before, knew it was Crab; and 


goes me to the fellow that whips the dogges : friznd| 


(quoth1) you meaneto whip the dog: | marry doe 1 


(quoth he )you doe him the more wrong(quoth I)'twas| 


I did the thing you wot of: he makes me no moreadoe, 
bur whips me out of the chamber; how many Maſters 
would doe this for his ſervant2nay,ile be ſiyorne I have 


fat in the ſtockes for puddings he bath ſtolne,etherwiſe | 
he had bin executed : I have ſtood on the Pillorie for | 


Geeſe he hath kil'd,otherwiſe he had ſufferd for't:thou 
think'ſt not of this now: nay, I remember thetricke you 


| ſerv'd me, when I rooke my leave of Madam Silvia: did | 
| nor | 


| dog (ſaics one) | 
what curis that (faics another) whip him out (faiesthe | 
third) hang him up (faies the Duke.) I having bin ac: | 


P—_ 
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[ > wn pd] oY ey I a 


| 


T he two Gentlemen of Verona. 


——— 


not I bid thee ſtill marke me;and doe as I dozwhen did'ſt | 
thou ſee me heave up my leg, and make water againlt a 
Gentlewomans farthingale? did't thou ever ſee me doe 
ſuch atricke ? ; 
Pro. Sebaſtian is thy name :.I like thee well, 

And will imploy thee in ſome ſervice preſently. 

Is. In what you pleaſe, ile doe Sir what cane 

Pro. T hope thou wilt. 
How now you whor-fon pezant, 
Where have you bin thele two dayes loytering ? 


| ad Ds SB SD , *S SE PET ;*,' 8B 


{ Witneſſe good bringing up, fortune, and 


| La. Mary Sir, I carried Miſtris Si/viethe dogge you | 
bade me. | 

Pro. And what ſayes ſheto my little Iewell? 

La. Marry (he fates your dog was a cur,and tells you 
currifh thankes is gaod enoaghfor ſuch a pretent. 

Pro, But ſhe receiv'd my dog? 

La. No indeede did ſhe not :; 
Here have I brought him backe againe. 

Pro. What, did(t thou offzr her this from me ? 

La. I Sir,the other Squirrill was ſtolne from me 
By the hangmans boy in rhe market place, 
And then I offer'd her mine owne, who is a dog 
As big as ten of yours,& therefore the gift the greater. 

Pro. Goe, get thee hence, and finde my dog againe, 
Oc nere returne againe into my ſight, | 
Away, I ſay : ſtayeſt thou to vexe me here z 
A flave, that {till an end, turnes me to ſhame. 
Sebaſtian, I have entertained thee, 


Exit. 


| Partly that I have need of ſuch a youth; 


Thatcan with ſome diſcretion do my buſinefle : 
For 'tis no truſting to yond fooliſh Lowt ; 
But chicfely, for thy face, and thy behaviour, 
Which (if my Augury deceive me not ) 
truth ; 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertaine hee« 
Go preſently and take this Ring with thee, 
Deliver it to Madam Silt y 75-51 3 mens Fiefra 
She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me. 
Iul. It ſeemes you lov'd not her, to leave her token? 
She is deadbelike & | 
Pro. Not ſo: I thinke ſhe lives. 
Il. Alas. | 
Pro. Why dot thou cry alas? 
Iul. I cannot chooſe but pitty her. 
Pro, Wherefore ſhould'ſt thou pitty her? 
Int. Becauſe, me thinkes tharſhe lov'd you as well 
As you doe love your Lady Si#viz : 
She dreames-on him, that has forgot her love; 
You doate on her, that cares not for your love. 
"Tis pitty Love ſhould be ſo contrary : 
And thinking on it, makes me cry alas. 
Pro. Well : give her that Ring,and therewithall 
This Letter ; that's her chamber : Tell my Lady, 
I claimethe promiſe for her heavenly PiRure : 
Your meſſage done, hye home unto my chamber, 
Where thou ſhalt finde me {ad, and ſolitarie Exit. 
Il. How many women would doe ſuch a meſſage? 
Alas poore Protbexs, thou haſt entertain'd 
A Foxe, tobe the Shepheard of thy Lambs; 
Alas, poore foole ,why doe I pitty. him - 
That with his very heart deſpiſeth.me ? 
Becauſe be loves her, he deſpiſeth me, | 
Becauſe I love him, | muſt pitty him. 
This Ring I gave him, when he parted from me, 
To binde him to remember m good will; 
And now am TI (unhappy Meſſenger) | 


A—— 


[ 


———_— 
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To plead for that, which I would not obtaine; 
To carry that, which I would have refus'd; 
Topraile his faith which I would have diſprais'd. 
I am my Maiſters true confirmed love, 
But cannot be'true ſervant to ny Maiſter, 
VnleſſeI prove falſe traitor to my ſelfe. 
Yetwill I wooe for him, bat yet ſo coldly, Enter | 
As(heaven it knows) I would tot have him ſpeed, Silvia, 
Gentlewoman, good day : I pray you be my meane 
Tobring me where to ſpeake with Madain Si/vra. 
Si. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe? 
Tul. If you be ſhe, 1 doe intreat your patience 
To heare me ſpeake the meſlage I am ſent on. 
Sil, From whom ? 
Inl. From my Maſter, Sir Prothews, Madam. 
Sil. Oh: he ſends you for a Picture ? 
Iul. I, Madam; 
Sit. V:/ula, bring my Pifturethere; | 
Goe, giveyour Maſter this: tell him from me, 
One Ini, that his changing thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his Chamber, then this Shadow. 
1u. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter; 
Pardon me (Madam) I have unadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a paper that I ſhould not ; 
This is the Letter to your Ladiſhip. 
Sit. I pray theelet melooke on that againe; 
Iv. Itmay not be : good Madam pardon me- 
Ss1. There, hold ; 
I will not looke upon your Maſters lines : 
I know they are {tuft with proteſtations, 
And full ofnew-found oathes, which he will breake 
As eafie as I do teare his paper. | 
Is. Madam, he ſends your Ladiſhip this Ring. 
$i, The more ſhame for him, that he ſends it me ; 
For I have heard him fay a thouſand times, 
His /uta gave it him, at his departure: 
Though his falſe finger have prophar'd the Ring, 
Minc {hall not doe his /zlia ſo much wrong, 
Ts. She thankes you. 
Si, Whar ſarſtthou ? 
Is, Ithanke you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Maſter wrongs her much. 
Si. Do'ſtchou know her? 
Is. Almoſt as well as I doe knorv my felfe. 
To thinke upon her woes, I do protelt 
That I have wept a hundred ſeverall times. 
Ss, Belike ſhethinks that Prothers hath forſook her? 
Is. I thinke ſhe doth: and that's her cauſe of ſorrows | 
$3. Is ſhenot paſſing faire ? 
1«. She hath bin fairer (Madam) then ſhe is, | 
When ſhe did thinke my Maſter lov'd her well; 
She, in my judgement, was as faire as you. 
But ſince ſhe did negle& her looking; glaſle, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maſque away, 
Theayre hath ſtarv*d the roſes in her cheekes; 
And pinch'd the lilly-tinure of her face, 
Thatnow ſhe is become asblacke as 1. 
$i& How tall was ſhe? | 
Is. About my ftature : for at Pentecoſt, 
When alluur Pageants of delight were plaid, | 
Our youth got me toplay the wonians part, x 
AndI wastrim'd in Madam /#/as gowne, | 
Which ſerved me as fit, by all mens judgements; 
As ifthe garment had bin made for me : 
Therefore I know ſhe is about my height; 


3s | 


| 


Andat that time I made her weepeagood, 
...-—— eg} 
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For I did play alamentable part. 
(Madam) 'twas eAriaae, pailioning 
For Theſe periury, and unjuſt flight; 
Which I ſo lively atcd with my teares : 
That my poore Miſtris moved therewithall, 
Wept bitterly : and would I might be dead, 
If I inthought felt not her very ſorrow. 
Ei, Sheis beholding to thee (gentle youth) 
Alas, (poore Lady) deſolate, and left ; 
I weepe my {clic tothinke upon thy words: 
Here youth: there is a purſe; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet Miſtris ſake, becauſethou loy'ſt her. 
Farewell. Exit. 
Ial. And ſhe ſhall thanke you for't, if ere you know 
A vertuous gentlewoman, milde, and beautifull. 
I hope my Maiſters ſuit will be bat cold, 
Since ſhe reſpets my Miſtrisloveſo much. 
Alas, how love can trifle with it ſelfe: 
Here 1s her Picture; let me ſee, I thinke 
If { had ſach a Tyre, this face of mine 
| Were full as lovely as is this of hers ; 
And yet the Painter flatter'd her a little, 
Vanleſſe I flatter with my ſelfe too much. 
Her haire is eAbzrne, mine is perfect Yellow; 
If that be all the diff:rence in his love, 
Ile get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig : 
Her eyes are grey as grafle, and ſoare mine : 
I, but her fore-head's low, and mine's as high : 
W hat ſhould it be that he reſpects in her, 
But Ican makere{peRiue 1n my {elfe, 
If this fond love, were not a blinded god ? 
Come ſhadow, come, and take this ſhadow up, 
For 'tis thy rivall : Q thou ſencelefle forme. 
Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kifs'd, lov'd, and ador'd; 
And were there ſence in his Idolatry, 
My ſubſtance ſhonld be ſtatue in thy tead. 
le uſe thee kindly, for thy miſtris take 
That us'd me fo : or <lſe by love, I vow, 
I ſhould have ſcratch'd out your unſceing eyes, 


To make my Maiſter oat of love with thec. Exit. 


— 


Attus Qutntus, Scena Prima. 


— 


Enter Eg lamonre, Slvia. 

Exl. The Sun begins to guild the weſterne skie, 
And now it is about the very houre 
That $:{via, at Fryer Parrickes Call ſhould meet me, 
She will not faile ; for Lovers breake not houres, 
Vnleſle it be tocome before their time, 
So much they ſpur their expedition. 
See where the comes: Lady a happy evening. 

Sil. Amen, Amen : goe on ( good Eglamonre) 
Out at the Poſterne by the Abbey wall ; 
I feare Iam attended by ſome Spies. 

Eel. Feare not: the Forreſt is not three leagues off, 
If we recover that, we are ſure enough. Exennts 


_———  — = — 


Scena Secunda, 


4 


—_——— 


 EmerThurio, Protheus, Ilia, Dake. 
Th. Sir Protheus, what ſayes Silviato my ſuit? 


mn —_—_— non. 


(her. 


And yet ſhe takesexceptions ar your perſon- 


Blacke men are Pearles, in beauteous Ladyes eyes. 
1: Tis true, ſuch Pearles aspur out Ladies eyes. - 
For I had rather winke, then looke on them. 


W hich of you ſay ſaw Sir Eg/amonre of late? 


She's fled unto the perzant, Valentine ; 

And Eglamonre is in her companie: 

"Tis true : for Frier Lawrence met them both 

AS he, in pennance wander'd through the Forreſt : 
Him he knew well: and gueſd that it was ſhe, 

But being mask'd, he was not ſure of it. 

Beſides ſhe did intend Confeſſion 

Ar Zatricks Cell this even,and there ſhe was not. 
Theſe likelihoods confirme her flight from hence; 
Therefore I pray you ſtand not to diſcourſe, 

Bur mount you preſently, and meere with me 
Vpon the riſing of the Mountainefoote 

That leads toward Mamma, whither they are fled: 
Diſpatch (ſweet Gentlemen)and follow me. 


That flies her fortune where it followes her : 
Ile after; more to be reyepg'd on Eglamonre, 
Then for the love of reck-leſle Silvia. 

Then hate of Eg/amonre that goes with her. 


Then hate for Si/vza, that is gone for love. 


Pre. Oh Sir, I finde her milder then ſhe was, 


Thu. What? that my leg is too long ? 

Pro. No, that it is too little, | (der. 
Tha. Ile weare a Boote, to make it ſomewhat roun. 
Pro, But love will not be ſpurd to what it loarhes, 
Thu. Whatſayes ſheto my face? | 

Pro. She ſaies 1t is a faire one: | 
Thi. Nay then the wantonlyes: my face is blacke. 
Fro. ButPearles are faire; and the old ſaying 18, 


Thx. How likes ſhe my diſcourſe? 

Fro. Ill, when you talke of war. 

T bs. But well, when I diſcourſe of loye and peace. 
Tut. But better indeed, whenyou hold you peace. 
Thn. W hat ſayes the to mywalour ? | 
Pro. Oh Sir, ſhe makes no doubt of that. 

Iul. She needes not, when ſhe knowes it cowardize. 
Thu. What ſayes ſhe to my birth ? 

Pro. Thatyou are well deriv'd. 

Iu. True : from a Gentleman to a foole. 

Thu. Conſiders ſhe my poſkeſlions ? 

Pro. Oh : and pitties them. 

Thi. Wherefore? | 

Js. That ſuch an Aﬀe ſhould owe them. 

Pro. That they are out by Leaſc. 

In. Here comes the Duke, 

Dx. How now fir Protheus; how now Thario? 


The.NotlT. 

Pro. Norl. 

Ds. Saw you my daughter ? 
Pro. Neyther. 

Ds. Why then 


Thx. Why thisitis, to beaypeeviſh Girle, 


Pro. And Iwiil follow, more for $5/ns4s love 


[a. And I will follow, more to crofſe thatlove _ 
Excunt. 
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Sexna TT ertia. 


Silrva, Out-lawes. 
I. Oxt. Come, come be patient ; 


\ em. 
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e muſt bring you to our Captaine, _ 
Wo A tht more miſchances then this one 
Have learn'd me how to brooke this patiently. 

2 Out. Come,bring her away. _ 

1 Que. Where is the Gentleman that was with her. 

Ont. Being nimble footed,he hath out-run ns. 

But Lopes and Valerins follow him : | 
Goe thou with her to the Weſt end of the Wood, 
There is our Captaine : wee'll follow him thats fled, 
The thicket is beſct,he cannot ſcape. : 
' 1 Ont. Come,1Imult bring you to our Captaines Cave, 
| Fearenot : he beares an honourable mind, 
And will not vſe a woman lawleſly. 


Sil. O Uatentine ; this I endure for thee . 
| Exennt. 


—_—. 


Scena (Quarta. 


———————_—_—_——E—RSITETIST ee re ——_ 


Enter Valentine, Prothews,Silvia, Inlia,Duke,Thario, 
Ont-lawes. : 

Val. How uſe doth breed a habite in a man ? 

| This ſhadowy Delart,unfrequented woods, 

Tbetter brooke then flouriſhing peopled rownes : 


{ HerecanT fit alone,un-ſeene of any, 


Andtothe Nightingales complaining Notes ; 
Tune my diſtrefles,and record my woes. 

O thou thar doſt inhabitin my breſt, * 

| Leave not the Mantion ſo long Tenantlefſe, 
Leſt growing ruinous,the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was, 
Repaire me with rhy preſence,Silvia : 


| Thou Gentle Nymphycheriſh thy torlorne Swaine, 


What hallowing,and what itirre isthis to day ? 
Theſc are my mates,that make their wils their Law, 
| Have ſome unhappy paſſenger1n chace z 
They love me well,yet [ have much to doe 
To keepe them from uncivill outrages, 
Withdraw thee Valentine ; who'sthis comes here ? 
Pro. Madam this ſervice I have done for you, 
(Though you reſpect not ought yourſervant doth) 
To hazzard life,and reskew you from him, 
| That would have forc'd your honour and your love, 
Vouchſate me for my meed,but one faire looke : 
(4 ſmaller boone than this,I cannotbeg, | 
And lefſe than this;I'am ſure you cannot give. ) 
Val. How likE#Wreame is this ? I ſee and heare ; 
{ Love,lend me patience to forbeare a while, 
Si, O miſcrable,thappy thatI am. 
Pro. Vnhappy were you (Madam)ere 1 came : 
But by my comming, I have made you happy. 
Sil. By thy approach thou mak*ſt me moſt unhappy. 
Jn. And me,when he approcherhro your preſence. 
Sil. Had I beene ſeazed by a hungry Lion, 
I would have beenea breakfaft to the Beaft, 
Rather than have falſe Prothews reskew me ; 
O heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 
Whoſelife'sastender ro meas my ſoule, 
And full as much ( for more there cannot be) 
I doe deteſt falſe perjur'd Prothens : 
Therefore be gone.,ſolicit me nomore. 
Po, What dangerous ation ſtood it next to deatli, 
Would Inotundergoefor one calme looke : 
Oh,tis the curſe in Love,and ill approv'd, 


4. 
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When womencannot love, where they re belov'd. 


S:1. When Prothems cannotlove, where he's belov'd; 


Reade over {xli«'s hcart,(thy firſt beſt Love) 
For whoſe deare ſake thou didft then rend thy faith 
Into athouſand oathes ; and all thoſe oarhes, 
Deſcended into perjury to deceive me; _ 
Thou haſt no faith left now,unlefſe theu'dſi ewo, 
And that's farre worſe than none : better have none 
Then plurall faith, which is too much by one: 
Thou counterfert to thy true friend. 
Pro. Inlove, 
Who reſpedts friend? 
Si Ail men but Protheus, | 
Pro, Nay,if the gentle ſpirit of moving word 
Can no way change you toa milder forme ; 
Iie move you likea Souldier,at armesend, 
Andlove you *gainſt the nature af love: force ye. 
Sil, Oh heaven. 
Pro, Ile force thee yeeld tomy defire. 
UVatl. Ruthan,let goe that rude uncivill touch, 
Thou friend of an ill faſhion. 
Pro, Valentine! | 
Yal.Thou common friend,that's without faith or love; 
For ſuch is a friend now ; Thou treacherous man, 
Thou haſt begail'd my hopes;noughr but mine eye 
Could have perſwaded me : now 1 dare not fay 
} have onefriend alive ; thou would diſprove me x 
Who ſhould be truſted now,when ones right hand 
Is perjured to the boſome? Prothers 
I am ſorry I muſt never truſt thee more, 
But count the world a ſtranger tor thy ſake ; 
The private wound is deepeſt : oh time,moſt accurſt ; 
'Mongſt all foes,that a friend ſhould be the worſt? 
Pro. My ſhameandguilt confounds me : | 
Forgive me /alentine : if hearty ſorrow 
Be a ſinficient Ranſome for offence, 
I tender*t heere : I docas truely ſuffer, 
AscreI did commit. 
Yal. Then I am paid : 
And once againe,I doe receivethee honeſt ; 
Who by Repentance is not ſatisfied, 
Is not of heaven,nor earth ; for theſe are pleag'd : 
By Penitence th'Eternals wrath's appeas'd - 
And that my love may appeare plaine and free, 
All that was mine,in Si/v4a,T give thee. | 
Tu, Oh me unhappy: 
Pro. Looke tothe Boy. 
Ual. Why,Boy ? 


Why Wag:how now?what's the matter?looke ups ſpeak. 


[.O good ſir,my Maſier charg'd me to deiiver a Ring 


to Madam S4lvie : which (out of my negle) was never | - 
( dones 


Pro, Where isthat Ring ? Boy ? 
Ts. Heere*tis :this is it. 
Pro, How? let me ſee. = 
Why this is the Ring 1 gave to 1#tia, 
Is. Oh,cry you mercy ſir,I have miſtooke ; 
This is the Ring you ſent to Si/vz. 
Pro. But how cam'ſt thou by this Ring ? at my depart 
I gavethisynto {ule 0 | E 
Te. And Iahz« her ſelfe did give it me, 
And [lia her ſelfe bath brought it hither. 
Pro, How? Inha? 
Is. Behold her that gave ayme to allthy oathes, 
And entertaiti'd *em deepely in her heart. 
How oft haſt thou with perjury cleft the roote ? 
Oh Prothers,let this habit makethee bluſh. 


=_—  - 
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Bethouaſham'd that I have tooke upon me, | Now,by the honourof my Anceſtry, 
Sach an immodeſt rayment ; if ſhamelive I doe applaud thy ſpirit, Vatextine, 
Ina diſpuiſe of love? i And thinke thee worthy oof an Empreſſe love : 
It is the leſſer blot modeſty findes, . Know then, I here forget all former gricfes, 
Womento change their ſhapes,than men their mindes. | Cancellallgrudge,repeale thee home againe, 
Pro. Than men their minds? tis true, oh heauen, were | Pleada new ſtate inthy arrival'd merit, 
Man but conſtant, he were perfe&t ; that one errour ' | Towhich Ithus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 
Fils him with faults: makes himrun through all th'fins; | Thouart a Gentleman,and well deriv'd, | 
Inconltancy fals off ere it begins: Take thou thy S:/v4a,for thou haſt deſerv'd her. 
What is in Si/via's face,but I may ſpic Val, Ithanke your Grace,the gift hath made me hap. | 
More freſh in 1#l54's,with a conſtant eye ? I now beſcech you(tor your Daughters ſake) (py: 
Val. Come,come : a hand from either : Togrant one Boonethar I ſhall aske of you. | 
Let me ove bleſt to make this happy cloſe : : - Deke. Igrant it (forthine owne)whaterc ic be, 
Twere pitty two ſuch friends ſhould belong foes: Val Theſe baniſh'd men,that I have kept withall, 
Pro, Beare witneſfle (heaven) I have my wiſh for ever. | Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Il, And I mine. Forgive them what they have committed here 
Out-l, Aprize,aprize,a prize. And let them be recall'd from their exile : 
Ual.Forbeare,forbeare I ſay : It is my Lord the Dake: | They are reform'd ,civill,full of good, 
Your Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd, And fit for great imployment (worthy Lord.) 
Baniſhed Valemine. ; | Duke, Thou haſt prevai'ld;I pardonthem and thee : 
Dake. Sir Valentine ? | .| Diſpoſe ofthem, as thou knowſt their deſerts. 
The. Yonder is Silvia : and Ssvia's mine. Come,let us goe,we will include all jarres, 
Val. Thariogive backez orelſe imbrace thy death : Wuh Trinmphes, Mirth,and all ſolewniry. 
Come not within the mcaſure of my wrath : Pal. Andas we walkealong,I dare be bold. 
Doe not name Si/via thine : if once againe, j Withour diſcourſe,to make your Gracetoſinile. 
Uerons ſhall not hold thee $ here ſhe ttands, ; { What thinke youof this Page(my Lord ? ) 
Take bur- poſſeſſion of ker,with a Touch : { Dike. Ithinke the Boy hath grace in him, he bluſhes, 
I dare thee,bur to breathe vpon my Love. - Val. 1 warrant you (my Lord)more grace then Boy. 
Thar. Sir Valentine, T carenot for her,l : i Duke. What meane you by that ſaying ? | 
[ hold him but a foole that will endanger Val. Pleaſe you,Ile tell yon as we paſſe along, 
His body,for a Girke that loves him not : --0 j That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
| Iclaimeheraot;and therefore ſhe isthine, *- Come Prothere,tis your pennance but to heare 
| Dake, ' The more degenerateand baſeart thow *: - The ſtory of your Lovesdiſcovered. 
| To make ſuch meanes for her as thou haſt done, ! . | That done,our day of marriage ſhall be yours, 
And leave her en ſuch flight conditions. +47 ** | One feaſt,one houſe,one muruall happineſſes Exrmnt. 
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£1 Folamonre, Agent for Silvia in her eſcape. 
£6. :25þ | Hoſt where Intia lodges. 

No mes of the oA Hors, _ O:nt-laweswith Valentine, 
; - ia 'P? Speeda clowniſh ſervant to alentine. 
Launce,the like to Protheus. 
x $2" at ED Panthijon, ſervant to Antopio, 
Cthe two Gentlemen. - | | Talia, beloved of Prothems. 

| | Silvia beloved of Valentine. 

Lucetta waiting-woman to Inlia. - 


Duke : Father to Silvia. ' ' 
Valentine. | 
Prothems. 
Anthonio : father to Prothecs..  . 
Thar a fooliſh rivs Ul ro Valentine. 
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eAtus Primus, Scena Prima. 
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__ 


| 
Emer Inftice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Hafter 
Page Falftaſſe, Bardolph, Nym, Piftoll, Anne Page, 11t- 
frefſe Ford, Maſtre(ſe Page, Simple. | 
; ; Shallow, IS 

S22=awvlr Hugh,perſwade me not : T will make a Star- 
"Þ Chamber matter of ir , if hee were twenty Sir 

Tohz Falftaffes,he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shallow, 

Eſquire. | _ (Coram. 

Str. Inthe County of GloceFer, Tuſtice of Peace and 

Shal, 1I(Coſen Slender)and (ſt-alorum. 

S$len. I,and Rato-lorum too ; and a Gentleman borne 
(Maiter Parſon) who writes bimſeife e-:rmigers, inany 
Bill, Warratit, Quittance,or Obligation, e-frmegers, _ 

Shal. I that I doe,and have done any time theſe three 
hundred yeeres. . 

Shen. Ali his ſucceſſors ( gone before him)hath.don't : 
and all his Anccftors ( that come after him) may: they 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat. 

$»al. Iris an oid Coat, ; | 

Evans. The dozen white Lowſes doe become an old 
Coat weil: it agrees well paſſanc; Ir isa familiar beaſt to 
man,and figmfics Love. 

Shal. The Luce is the freſh-fiſh, the falt-fiſh, is an old 
Coat. * 

Sln, 1 may quarter(Coz.) 

Shal. You may,by marrying. 

Evans. It is marrying indeed ,if he quarterit. 

Shel. Nota whit. 

Fvans. Yes per-lady : if he hasa quarter of your Coat, ' 
there is butthree skirts for your ſclfc , in my ſimple con- 

jecares ; but that is all one: 1f Sir lohn FaiStaffe have 
committed diſparagements unto you,T am of the Church 
and will be glad to doe my benevolence, to make attone- 
| mentsand compremilſes betweene yous 
Shal, The Councell ſhall heare it,it is Riot. | 

Evan.It isnot meet the Councell heare of a Ryot:there 
1sno feare of Got in a Ryot : The Councell ( looke you ) 
ſhall deſire to heare the feare of Got , and not to heare a 

Riot : take you viza-ments in that. 

Shat. Ha ;o my life, if I were yong againe, the ſword 
ſhould end it. | 

Evans, Iris petter that friends is the ſword,and end it: 
| and there isalſo another device in my praine, which per- 
| adventure ppings good diſcretions with ir. There is 

«anne-Page, which 1s daughter to Maſter T bomas Paye, 
which is pretty virginity, = 

$lexn. Miſtris «ue Page ? ſhe has browne haire, and 
| ſpeakeslike a woman. ag IIs 


—_— 


Evans. Tt isthat ferry perſon for allthe orld, as juſt as 
you will defire,and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, and 
gold,& filver,is her Grand-fire upon hisdeaths-bed,(Got 
delivertoa joytull ReſucreAions)give,when ſhe isableto- 
overtake ſeventeene yeeres old. It were a good motion, if | 
we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and deſire a marriage 
betweene Maſter eAbraham,and Miſtris Anne Page, 
Sin. Did her Grane-fire leave: her ſeven hundred 
pound ? | 

Evans, T,and her father ismake her a petter penny. . | 

_ I know the yong Gentlewoman , ſhee has good | 
gifts. 

-_u Seven hundred pounds, and poſſibilitie is goot 
gifts. LO 

Sha!, Well,letus ſee honeſt M*, Pag-:is Faltaffe there? 

Evas. Shall I tell you alye? Idoe Tcipiſen Iyer , asT 
doe deſpiſe one thar js falſe,or as I deſpiſe one that is not 
true: the Knight Sir /oh» is there, ard I beſeech you bee 
ruled by your well-willers : I will peatthe doore for M*. 
Page. What hoa ? Gor blefle your houſe lfere. 

AM" Page. Who'sthere ? 

Evans. Here is got's plcſſing and your friend, and Tu- 
ſtice Shalow,and here's yong Maſter Slendtr : that perad- 
ventures ſhall tell you another tale , it matters grow to 
your likings, 

Aſc. Page. Tam glad to ſee your Worſhips well: I 


thanke you for my Veniſon, Maſter Shallow. 


Sbal, Matter Page, Lam glad to ſce you : much good | 
doe it your good heart : I wiſh'd your Veniſon betrer, it 
was 1l] kill'd;how doth good miſtrefſe Page ?and I thank | 
you alwayes with my heart,la : with my heart. 

A1.Page. Sir,l thanke yon. 

Shal. Sir,l thanke you : by yea and no I doe. _. 

AM.Page. Tam glzd to ſee you good Maſler Slendey, | 

Sx. How do's your fa:ilow Greyhound, Sir, I heard : 
fay he was out-run on Corſale, Ty 

4.Pa. It could not be judg'd fir. 

Shen, You'll not confeſle,yuull not confeſſe. © 

Sha/. Thar he will not, 'tis your fault,'cis your faule! | 
"tis a good dogge. s 
AM1.Page. A Cur fir. "N cet 
Shal. Sir,hee's a good Dog, and a faire Dog, can there | 
be more ſaid 2 he is good, and faire. Is Sir Joby Faſftaſfe | 
here ? | WS 4 
24. Page. Sir,he is within : and I would I could: doe a | 

good o:33ce betweene you.” | ; 

Evan. Ttis ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeake. : | 

$447 He hath wrong'd me(Maſter Page.) | 

A4.Page. Sir,he doth in ſome ſort confeſſe it, ; | 


i. 
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Shal. If it be confeſſed, it 15 not redreſſed - 1s not that 


ſo (M.Page?) he hath wrong'd me, indeed he hath, at a 


> 4 word hehath: belceve me,Robore Shallow Eſquire , faith 
hes wrong'd. 


A14.Pa. Here comes Sir lobn. I 

Fal. Now ,Malſter Shallow,you'll complaine of mee to 
the King ? 

' S$hal. Knight, you haye beaten my men, kill'd my 
Deecre,and bruke open my Lodge. 

Fal. Bnt not kiſs'd your Keepers Daughter 

Skal. Tutapin : this ſhall be anſ{wer'd. 

Fal. I will anſwer it ſtrait, I havedone all this : 

That is now anſwer'd. 

Shal. The Councell ſhall know this. 

Fal. *Twere better for you if it were knowne in coun- 
cell ; you'll belaugh'd ar. ; 

Evans. Pauca verba; (Sir Tohn)good worts, 
| Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge ; Slender, I broke 
your head : what matter haveyou againſt me ? 

Sen. Marry fir, I have matter inmy head againſt you, 
and againſt your Cony-catching Raſcals, Bardolph, Nym, 
and P:foll. 

Bar. You Banbury Cheeſe. 

S$len. I,itis no matter. 

Fiſt. How now, Mephoophilus ? 

Slen. T,it 15 no matter, 

he: Slice,l ſay;parca,paxca : Slice, that's my bumor. 

Slen. Where's Simple my man? can youtell, Coſen? 

Evans. Peace T pray you : now let usunderſtand ;there 
is three Vmpires in this matter, as I underſtand;that is, 
Maſter Pege ( tidelicer Maſter Page)and there is my ſelfe, 
(fidelicer my {elte)and the three patty is ( laſtly , and fi- 
na{ly)mine Hoſt of the Gater. . 

M.Pa. Wethree to heareit, andend it between them. 

Evgn. Ferry goo't, I will make a priefe of it in-my 
Note-booke,and we wiilafterwardsorke upon the cauſe, 
_ with as great diſcrectly as we Can, 

Fal. #3ſtoll. 

Piſt. He heares with cares. * 

Evan, The Tevilland his Tam , what phraſe is this, 
ke heares with care ? why it 1s affeRations. | 

Fal. Piftol,did you picke M.Slenderspurſe ? 

Slen. I,by theſe glovesdid hee,or I woul I might ne- 
ver come 11 mine owne great chamber againe elle, of 
ſeaven groates in Mull-ſixpences,and two Edward Shovel- 
boords,that coſt me two ſhilling and twopence a peece, 
of Nead Miller : by theſe gloues. 

Fal. 1s this true Poll ? 

Evan. No,it is falſe, if it isa pickepurſe. 

Pit. Ha, thou Mountaine Forreiner : Sir Johx, and 
Maſter mine., I combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 
word of denyall in thy /abras here; word of deniall froth, 
and ſcum thoulyeſt. 

Sen. By theſe gloves,then *rwas he. 

Nym, Be avis'd (ir, and paſſe good humours : I will 
fay marry trap with you,it yourunnethe nut-hookes hu- 
mour on me,that is the very note of it. 

Sn. By this Hat, then he1n the red face had it : for 
though I cannot remember whar I did when you made 
me drunke, yet I am nat altogether an Aﬀe; - 

Fal. What ſay you Scarlet and Toby? 

Bar. Why ſir ( for my part) Ifay the Gentleman had 
drunke himſclfe out of his fiveſentences, 

Evans. It is bis five ſenſes : fie,wharthe ignorance is. 

' Bar. And being fap,ſir,was(asthey ſay) caſhcer'd : and 
ſo concluſions paſt the Car-cires. 


| | a 


be druvke with thoſe that have the feare of God, and not | 


| Will you(vpon good dowry) marry her? 


Slen. I, you ſpake in Latine thento : but"ris no mat«|. 
ter; Ile nere be drunke whil{t1 liveagaine bur in honeſt, | 
civil, godly company for this tricke : if Lbe drunke, Ute | 
with drunken knaves. 

Evan, So got-udge megthat is a'vertuous mind, 

Fat, You heare all theſe matters deny'd , Gentlemen 
you heare it. -- | 
M1", Page. Nay daughter , carry the Wine in, wee'll | 
drinke within. -: .. 

Sku, Oh heaven : This is Miftris Aune Page. 
A".Page, Hbw now Miſtris Ford ? | 
Fal. Miſtris Ford,by my troth you are very well met: | 

by your leayegood Miſtris. _ - 

AL". Page, Wite,bid theſe Gentlemen welcome:come, | 
we havea hot Veniſon Paſty to. dinner ; Come gentle. 
men,[ hope we ſhall drinke gowne all unkindnefſe. 

Sen. T hadd rather then foriy ſhillings I had my booke 
of Songs and Sonnets here ;: How now Sinpple , where 
have you beene ? I muſt waite on my ſelfe, muſt I? you | 
have not the booke of Riddles about you, have you ? 

Sim. Booke of Riddles , why did you got lend it to | 
Alice Short-cake upon Aihallowmas laſt,a fortnight afore 

Michaelmas. | OE. 

Shal, Come Coz,come,Coz,we ſtay for you's a word 
with you Coz : marry this,Coz : there is as twere aten- 
der,a kinde of tender, made a farre off by Sir Hwgh here ; | 
doe you underſtand me ? Stn 

Sex, I Sir,you ſhall finde me reafcnable; if it be ſo, 
I ſhall doe that that is reaſon, * 

| Shal. Nay,but underſtand me. 

Stex. So I doe Sir, bs Fo 

Evan, Giveeare to his motions ; (M Slender) I will 
deſcriptionthe matter to you,if you be capacity ofir. 

Sl. Nay,I will doe as my Colen Sha/low fayes ; I 
pray you parden meghe's a Juſtice of Peace in his Coun- 
try,fimplc though I ſtand here. | 

Evan, But that is not the queſtion : the queſtion is 
Ccncerning your marriage. |. 

Shal. 1,there's the pcint Sir. 

Evan, Marry is it: the very point of it,to M.e-2.P age. | 

Sen, Why if itbe ſo; I will marry berupon any rea- 
ſ{onable demands. N 

Eva, But can you affection the 'o0-man,letus command | 
to know that of your mouth,or of your lips : for divers | 
Philoſophers hold,thar the lipsis parcell of the mouth ; | 
__ preciſely,can you marry your good will to the || 
maid ? 7 | 

Shal.Coſen Abraham Slender,can youlove her ? _ 

Slen. T hope fir, I will doe as it ſhall become one that | 
would doe reaſon. | 

Evan.Nay,got's Lords and his Ladies, you muſt ſpeak | 
poſſitable,if you can carry-her your deſires towards her. | 

Shat. That you mutt : 


She, 1 will doea greater thing thenthat,upon your re- | 
queſt(Coſen)in any reaſon. 
| Shal.Nay,conceive me,conceive me,({weet Coz:)what || 
Idoe is topleaſure you(Coz)can you love the Maide®? || 

Slev.' ] will marry her (Sir) at your requeſt; bur if | 
there be no great love inthe beginning , yet Heaven may || 
decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we are mar-. | 
ryed, and baye more occaſion to know one another : I 
hope upon familiarity will grow more content : bur if} 
you ſay  marry-her', 1 will marry her, thatI am freely 4: 
diffolved,and diſlolutely. | | 
| Evan. It ; 
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Eves. Tt isa ferry diſcretion anſwer : ſave the fallisin 
the 'ord,diffolutely: the ort is(according to our meaning) 
reſolutely : his meaning is good, 

$h, 1,f thinke my Coſen meant well. | , 

SI. I,or elſe I would I might be hang'(l1.) s 

$h. Here comes faire Miltris Anze;z would I were 
yong for your fake,Miſtris £nne, > 

es. The dinner is on the Table, my Father deſires 
your Worſhips company. @ | 

$h, 1 will waite on him,(faire Miftris Anne.) (Grace. 

Evan, Od'splefled will : I will not be abſcncear the 

es. Wiltpleaſe your Worſhip to come in, Sir ? 

$1. No, I thanke you forſooch, heartily; am very well. 

An. The dinner attends you ir. 

SL. I am not a-hungry, I thanke you, forſooth : goc 
Sirrha,for all youare my man , goe wait upon my Colen 
Shallow : aTuitice of Peace ſometime may be bchoiding 
to his friend fora man z I keepe bur three men and a Roy 
yet,tili my Mother be dead : but what though, yet I live 
a poore Gentleman borne. OE 

An. I may not goe in without your Worſhip ; they 
will not fittiil-you come. 

$1. Pfaith, lie cate nothing : I thanke youas much as 
though I did. 

An. I pray you fir walke in. 

$1. I had rather walke here ( I thanke you ) I bruiz'd 
my ſhin th'orher day, with playingat Sword and Dagger 
witha Maſter of Fence (three veneys for a diſh of fiew'd 
Prunes)and by my troth, I cannot abide the imell of hot 
meate ſince. Why doe your dogs barke ſo? be there 
Beares ut” Towne ? | 

An. [I thinke there are,Sir,I heard them talk'd of. 

$1.1 love the ſport well,buc I ſhal as ſoon quarrellat it, 
| as any man in £1gland: you are atraidif you {ce the Beare 
 looſe,are you not ? 

eAn. Iindecd Sir. 

S/. That's meat and drinke to me now ; I have ſeene 
Sackerſon looſe twenty times,and have taken him by the 
Chaine : but (1 warrant you) che women have ſo cride 
and ſhrekt at it, that it paſt : But women indeed cannot 
abide 'em, they are very ill-favour'd rough things. 

AMa.Pa.Come gentle M. Slender,come: we (tay for you. 

SI. Ile eat nothing. T thanke you fir. 

Ae. Pa. By cocke and pye you ſhall not chooſe Sir : 
Come,come. 

Sl, Nay,pray you lead the way. 

A1a.Pa. Come onSir. 

$1, Miſtris Azne,your ſcife ſhall goe firſt. 

An, Not I Sir,pray you keepe on. 

SI. Truely I willnot goe firſt : trucly-la: I wall not 
doc youthat wrong. | 

An. I pray you Sir. 

$1, He'rather be unmannerly then troubleſome : you 
doe your ſelfe wrong indeed-la. Exeunt. 


— 
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Scena Secunds. 


Emer Evans and Semple. 

EvasnGocyour wayes andaske of Doctor {ins honſe, 
which is the way ;' and there dwels one Miſtris Queck!y, 
whichis in the manner of his Nurſe;or his dry-Nurſe;or 
his Cooke;or his Laundry;his Wather,and his Ringer. 


pe EN IEEE 


| wife: I ſpic entertainment in her : thee. diſcourſes: ſhe | 


: Evans.Nay,itispetter yet: give her this letter ;forit is | 
a oman that altogethers acquaintance with Miſtris e-Lune } 
Page ; andthe Letteris to deſire, and require ber toſoli- F 
Cite your Maſters deſires, toMiftris ewe Page : I pray: | 
you be gone : I will make an endof wy dinner ; there's | 
Pippinsand Cheeſe to come. Enema 


 Scena Tertia, 


Enter Falitaffe, Hoſt, Bardelfe, N'yne,Piſtoll,P age. 

Fal., Mine Holt ut the Garter ? 

Ho. W hat ſayes my Bully Rooke ? ſpeake Schollerly, 
and wiſcly. | | 

Fal, Tively mine Hoſt ; I muſt turne away ſome of | 
my followers. 

He, Dilcard, (Bully Herewler)caſheere;let them wag ; | 
trot,trot. 

Fal, I ſitat ten poundsa wecke. 

Ho. Thou'rt an Empereur ({ear,Keifar and Pheazer) 
I will entertaine Bardoffe : he will draw, he will tap , ſaid 
I we'l( Bully He&or?) 

Fa. Doe ſo(good mine Hef.) 

Ho. 1 have ſpoke,ler him follow : let me ſeethee froth, | 
and [ive : Iam ata word : foliow, 

Fa. Bardoffe follow him,a T apfter is a good trade : an | 
old Cloake makes a new Ierkin 3 a wither'd Servingman, 
a freſh T apter,goe,adicu. 

Ba. Iris a lite thatI havedeſir'd : I will thrive, 

Psft. O bale hungarian wight : wilt F the Spigot weild. 

Ni.He was gotten in drink:1s not the humor coccited. 

Fa. lam giad lam ſo acquit of this Tinderbox : his 
Thefts were roo open : his filching was like an unskilfull 
Singer,he kept not time, 

Ns. The good humour is to ſteale at a minutes reſts 

Piſt. Convey,the wile ic call ; Steale? foh: a fico for 
the phraſe. 

Fa, Well ſirs,I am almoſt out at heeles. 

Pei. Why then let Kibes enſue. 

Fal. There is no remedy:I muſt conicatch,l mult ſhift. 

Pit. Yong Ravens mult have food. | 

Fal. Which of you know Ferdof this Towne? 

Ps. 1 ken the Wight, he is of ſubſtance good, 

Fal. My honeſt Lads,I willteil you what I am abour, 

Pt. Two yards and more. 

Fal. Noquips now Piftel: (Indeed I am in theWaſte 
two yards about : butI am now about no waſte : 1am 
about thrift )briefely : I doe meane to make love ro Fords 


carves : ſhe gives the lecre of invitation ; I canconſtrue 
the ation obhes familiar tile,and the hardeſt vaice of her 
behavior(to beengliſhd rightly )is, / a» fir [obn Falſt afs. 

" He hath fludied bor will;andtranſlated her will ; 
out of honeſty into Engliſh. | | | 
Ni. The kg isdeepe : willthat humour paſſe? .. 
Fal, Now, the report goes,ſhe basall the rule af ;her 
husbands Purſe : he hatha legend of Angels, _ 
Pf. As many divelsentertaine : and to her Boy lay. 
Ni. The humor riſes ; it is good; humor me the angels. 

'. Fal, I have writ me here a letter to her:and hereano- 
ther to Pages wite, who even now gave me goad eyes | | 
tqo; examind my parts with moſt judicious Juads: ſame- | - 
times the beanie of her view, guided my tout : ſome- | 
times my portly belly. NE Es | 

: D3_ Pift 
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'P3ſt. Then did the Sun on dung-hill ſhine. 
Ni. Ithanke thee for that humour. 
Fal. O ſhe did ſo courſe o're my exteriors with ſuch 
a greedy intention,that the appetite of her;#ye,did ſeeme 
to ſcorch meup like a burning-glaſſe;?*He&#'s anvuther 
letterto her : She beares the Purle too:t''She'isa Region 
in Guiana: all gold and bounty : I will bee Cheators to 
them both, and they ſhall be Exchequers to mee : they 
ſhall be my Eaft and Welſt Indies , and I will trade to 
them both : Goe,beare thou thisletter to Miſtris Page ; 
and thou thisto Miſtris Ford: wee will thrive(Lads)wee 
will thrive. 
Pit. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my ſide weare Stcele? then Lmcifer take all. 
- As. I will runno baſe humour : here take the humour- 
Letter ; 1 will keepe the haviour of reputation. 
Fal. Hold Sirrha,beare you theſe Letters rightly, 
Saile like my Pinnaſſe ro theſe golden ſhores. 
Rogues, hence,avaunt,vaniſh like haile-ſtones ; goe, 
Trudge ; plod away ot hoofe,ſecke ſhelter,packe ; 
Falftaffe will learne the honour of the age, 
French-thrift,you Rogues, my ſelfc,and skirted Page. 
Pf. Let Vultures gripe thy guts ; for gourd , and 
Fuliam holds:& high and low beguiles therich & poore, 
Teſter Iic have in Pouch whenthou ſhaltlacke, 
Baſe Phrygian Tarke. 
Ni. I kave operations, 
W bich be hamours of revenge. 
Pi, Wilt thou revenge ? 
Nt. By Welkin, and ber Starres 
Tiſt, With wit,or ſtcele ? 
Ni. With both the humours,I ; 
I will diſcufle the humour of this Love to Ford. 
Pi#. And Ito Page ſhall cke unfold 
How Falſtaffe (Varlet vile) 
His Dove will prove ; his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. 
Ni. My humour ſhall not coole : I will incenſe Ford 
todeale with poyfon : I will poſſefſe him with yellow- 
neſſe,for the revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true 


humour. 
P5#. Thou art the 2ars of Male-contents: T ſecond 


thee : troope on. Exennt. 


Scana Quarta. 


Emer Miftris Quickly Simple, Tobu Rugby, Doftor 
Cam, Fenton, 

Qs. What, [obn Rugby, I pray thee goe to the Caſe- 
ment, and ſee if you can ſee my Maſter , Maſter Docor 
(«3s comming : if he doe ( T'faith Jand finde any body in 
the houſe ; here will be an old abufing of Gods patience, 
and the Kings Engliſh. 

Rs. Ile goc watch. 


Qs. Goe,and we'll have a Poſſet for't ſoone at night, 


(in faith) at the latter end of a Sea-coale-fire ; An honeſt, | 


willing, kinde fellow,asever ſervant ſhall come in houſe 
withall : and I warrant you, notell-tale , nor no breed- 
bate : his worſt faultis, that he is given toprayer ; heis 
ſomething peeviſh that way : but no body but has his 
fault : but let that paſſe. Peter Simple, you fay your 
Name 1S, o- | 


I aa. i. a > 


1 


_ $8. I,for fault of a better. 
Qs. And Maſter S/ewder's your Maſter ?, . 
Ss. I forſooth. 2 
#. Doe's he not weare a great round Beatd, like a/| 
Gloverspairing-knife ? 
$5. No forſooth : he hath but a little wee-face 
a little yellow Beard : a Gaine-colour'd Beard: 
Qs. A foftly-ſprighted man,is he not ? 
$5, I forſooth : buthe is as tall a man of his hands, as 
any is betweehe this and his head ; he hath fought with a 
Warrener. 
x. How ſay you : eh,I fhould remember him :doe's 
he not hold up his head(as it were? Jand ſtrut in his gate? 
$i. Yes indeed doe's he. PEE 
Qs. Well,heaven ſend Amve Pag? no. worſe fortune: 
Tell Maſter Parſon Evays,I will doe what I can for your 
Maſter : H7ne isa good girle,and I wiſho—— 
Ru, Outalas: here comes my Maſter. | 
Qs. We ſhallall be ſhent: Run in here , good yong 


; With 


| man: gocinto this Clofſet : he will not ſtay long : what 


obs Rugby? Tohn : what John1 ſay > goe John, goe cn- 
quire for my Maſter , I doubt he be not well , that hee 
comes not home : («za downe,downe,adonne'a,tfc.) 

{. Vat is you ſing? I doe not like des-toyes : pray | 
you goe and vetchme in my Clofſet, unboyreene. verd ; 
a Box,a greene-a-Box 3 do intend vat I ſpeake ? a greene- 
a-BOxe 

Qs. Iforſooth ile fetch it you : 


| Iam glad he went not in himſclfe : if he had found the | | 


yong man,he would have beene horne mad. Dy 

Ca. Fofe,fe,fe,moi for jt fait for ehando , Ie man v0i ale 
Conrt lagrand affaires. 

9s. ls it this Sir? 

Ca. Ony,mette le an mon pocket de-peech quickly : 

Vere tsdat knave Rugby ? 

Qs. What John Rughy,Jobn ? 

Rs. Here ſir, 

Ca. You are John Rugby, and you are Tacke Rugby : 
__— a-your Rapier,and come after my heclc to the 

ourt., 

Rs. "Tis ready fir,here in the Porch. 

(4. By my trot I tarry too long : od's-me : que ay ie 
onblic : dere is ſome Simples inmy Cloflet, dat 1 will not 
forthe varld I ſhall leave behind. 

Qz. Ay-me, he'll find the yong man there,and be mad, 

(4. O Diable,Diable : vat is 1n my Cloflet? 
Villanie,La-roone : Rugby,my Rapicr, 

Qzxz. Good Maſter be content, 

Ca, Wherefore ſhould I be content-a ? 

Qsz. The yong man is an honeſt man, 

(4- What ſhall de honeſt man doin my Clofſet : dere 
1s no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſler, 

Qs. Pbeſeech you be not ſo flegmaticke : heare the 
_ of it. He came of an errand to mee from Parſon 
Hitgh. | 

MN Vell. 

Si. I forſooth,to deſire her to——— ' 

Qs, Peace,I pray you. 

Ca. Peace-a-your-tongue : ſpeake-a-your Tale, 

Si, To deſirethis honeſt Gentlewornan { your Maid) 
to ſpeakea good word to Miſtris Ame Page, for my Ma- 
ſterinthe way of marriage, td 

© Qs. This 1s all indeed-la: bur ile nere put my 
inthe fire,and need not, | 

Ca. Sir Hugh (end-a-you? Ragby , ballow mee ſome | 
Paper ? tarry youa littell-a-while, j. wn? 
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| Randing,(to tell you in your care,I would have no words 


| by garitisa ſhallenge ; I-will cut his troat in de Parke, 


\ ſor knowes more of Aus mind then I doe, nor can doe 


he 
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#i, Iam glad he 
ly _ you ſhould have heard him ſo loud;and ſo me- 
lancholly : but notwithſtanding man , Ile doe for your 
Maſter what good I can :andthe very yea, andtheno 15, 
the Erench Door my Maſter, (I may call him my Ma- 
ſter, looke you, for I keepe his houſe; and I waſh, ring, 
brew, bake,{cowre,drefle meatand drinke,make the beds, 
and doe all my ſclfe.) 

Sim, 'Tis a great charge to come 
hand. | : 
Qxi. Are you a-vis'd o'that? you ſhall find it a great 
charge : and ro be up early,and downe late: but notwith- | 


under one bodies 


of it) my Maſter himſelte is in love with Miſtris e-Fme 
Page: but notwithſtanding that I know Avs mind,that s 
neither heere nor there. | 

Cai. You, IackNape : givie-athis Letter to Sir Hugh, 


and L will teach a ſcurvy Iack-a-nape Prieſt ro meddle,or 
make ; —you may be gon ; it 15 ot good you tarry here; 
by garT will cat all his two ſtones: by gar , hee ſhall 
not have a ſtone totrow at his dogge. 

xs. Alas ; he ſpeakesbut for his friend. 

Caz. It is no matter'a ver dat : doe not you tell-a-me 
dat I ſhall. have e4nne Page for my ſclfe ? by gar, Ivill 
killde Iack-Prieſt : and I have appointed mince Hoſt of 
de [arteer to meaſure our weapon; by gar,T will my ſelfe 
have Anne Pages 

94. Sir, the maid loves you, andall ſhall be well: We 
muſt give folkes leave to prate : what the good-jers 

Cai. Rugby, come to the Court with me : by gar, if 
I have not Ave Page, I ſhall turne your head out of my 
dore : follow my heeles hougy 

24. You ſhall have e4*-fooles head of your owne : 
No,l know Ars mind for that : never a woman in #/1d- 


morethen Idoe with her, Ithanke heaven. 

Fenton. W ho's within there, hoa ? 

Lai. Who'sthere, Itroa > Come neere the 
pray you. 

Fen, How now (good woman) how doft thou ? 

2%. The better that it pleaſes your good Workhip | 
toaske ? | 

Fen. What newes ? how do's pretty Miſtris Anne ? 

9x, In truth Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, and 
gentle, and one thar is your friend,I can tell you that by 
the way, I praiſe heaven for it, 
| ae Shall I do any good rhinkſt thow?ſhall T not looſe 

my ſuit? 

0, Troth Sir, all is in his hands above: but not- 
withſtanding (Maiter Fenton) Ile be ſworne -0n a booke 
ſhee loves you : have not your Worſhip a wart above 
your eye ? | 

Fen. Yes marry have I, what of that? 

Q#i. Well, thereby harps a tale : good faith, it is ſuch. 
another Ne; (but (I deteſt) an honeſt maid as ever 
broke bread : we had an houres talke of that wart; I 
ſhall never laugh but in that maids company : but (in- 
deed) ſhe is given too much to Allicholy and mufing, 
but for you ——well— OC tO =—r— | 

Fen: Well : I ſhall ſce her to day: hold, there's mo- 
ney for thee : Let me have thy voyce in my behalfe ; if 
thou ſeeft her before me, commend me. 

2i. Will 1? faith that we will: And 1 will tell 
your Worſhip more of the Wart, the next' time we have 
confidence, and of other woocrs. | 


houſe I 


"_ Thiwking Wi rves of, Windſor. 


is ſoquiet : ifhe had been through- | 


| 


' worſe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make diffe. 


_y 


Fen, Well, farewell, I am in great bafte now. 

Qs, Farewell to your Worſhip : truely an honeſt Gen- 
tleman : but e-Lv»e loves him not : for I know «tvs 
minde as wellas another do's : out upon't : whathave 1 
forgot? 

©xir. 


—_— 


eA tus ſecundus : Scena Prima, 


— 


Enter Miftris Page, Miſtric Ford, Mafter Page, Maſter 
Ford, t iitoll, Nim, Quickly, Ho#t, Shallow. | 


| holly-day-time of my beauty, and am I now aſubje for 
them ? let me ſee ? 


eAke nie 0 reaſon why T love you, for though loue uſe rea- 
ſon for his preciſian, he admits him not for his (ounſailonr : 
Jou are wt youg, no moream T1: goe tothe, there's fimpathy : 
Jos are merry, ſogm | : ha, ha, then there's more ſimpathy : 
Jou love Sacke,and ſo doe I: would your deſire better ſimpathy ? 
Sonldzer can ſuffice, that I love thee ; I will not ſay 
Tis not 4 Souldier-like phraſe ; but 1 ſay, love me : 

By me, thine owne true Knight, by day or night : 

Or any kind of light, with all bis might, 

For thee to fight. lohn Falſtaffe, 


prity me; 


What a Herodof [xry is this? O wicked, wicked world: 
One that is well-nye worne to peeces with age 

To ſhow himſelfe a yong Gallant ? What an unwayed | 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard picket (with 
The devills name)out of my converſation, that he dares 
In this manner afſay me ? why, be hath not beene thrice 
Inmy Company : what ſhould | fay to hin ? I was then 
Frugall of my mirth ; (heaven forgive me: ) why Ile 
Exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe 


will be? as ſureas hisguts are made of puddings. 
k w_ Ford, Miftri Page,truſt me, 1 was goingto your 
ouſe. h 
Mg. Page. And truſt me, I was comming to youtyou 
looke very ill. | 
CHMiſ. Ford, Nay, Ilenere beleeye that; I haveto ſhew 
to the contrary, ? 
Hi. Page. *Faith but you doe in my mind. 


you to the contrary : O Miltris Page, give me ſome coun» 
faile. 7 

CI, Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Aſc Ford. O woman: if it were not for one trifling re« 
ſpeR, I could cometo ſuch honor. \ [4h 
AMiſ. Page. Hang the trifle (woman) takethe honor ; 
what is it ?diſpence withtrifles : what is it? | 
Aiſ. Ford. 1f 1 would but goc to hell, for an eternal} 
moment, or ſo: I could be knighted. -- 1 
Hoſe Page. What thoulieſt ? Sir eAlice Ford? theſe 
Knights will hacke, and ſo thou ſhouldſt nor alter the ar- 
ticle of thy Gentry. | Ti 
if. Ford, We burne day-light , heere, read, read : 
perceive how I might be knighted, I ſhall thinke the 


© ” 


rence of mens liking ;and yet hee would not ſweate : 


CAME. Page. What, haveI ſcap'd Love-letters in the | 


Let it ſuffice thee (Miftris Page) at the leaſt if the Love of 


of men : how ſhall I be reveng'd on him ? for reveng'd I | 


CMsſ. Ford, Well ; I doe then : yer I fay,1 could ſhew 


ne CI 
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The merry Wives of Windſor. 


praiſe womens modeſty : and gave ſuch orderly and wel- 
behaved reproofe to all uncomelineſſe, that I would have 
ſworuc his diſpoſition would have gone to the truth of 
bis words : but they doe no more adhere and keepe place 
together,then the hundred Plalmes to the tune cf Green- 
flcenes : Whattempeſt (Itroa) threw this Whale,(with 
ſo many Tuns of oylein his belly) a'ſhoare at F/dſer ? 
How ſhall I be revenged on him ? I thinkethe beſt way 
wereto cntertaine him with hope, till the wicked fire of 
luſt have melted him in his owne greace : Did you ever 
heare the like ? 


Page and Fordditfers;tothy great comfortinthis myſtery 


] of11 opionions, heer's the twyn-brother of thy Letter : 


| but let thine inherit firtt, for i proteſt mine never ſhall : 
I warrant he hath a thouſand of theſe Letters, writ with 
blancke-1pacefor different names ( ſue more :) andtheſe 
are ofthe ſecond edirion:he will print them out of doubt: 
for be cares not whar he puts into the prefle, when he 
would put us two :1 had rather be a Giantcfle, and)ye 
under Mount Felios ; Well , I will find youtwenty laſct- 
vious Turtles ere one chalice man. 
Mif. Ford. Why this isthe very ſame: the very hand: 
the very words : whatdoih he thinke of us ? | 
CMiſ. Page. Nay I know not : ir makes me almolt rea- 
dy to wrangle with mine owne honeſty : Ile entertaine 
my ſelfe likeone that Iam not acquainted withall : for 
ſore unleſſe he know ſome ſtraine 1n me, that I know 
- my ſeife, he would never have boorded me in this 
ury. 
Mif. Ford. Boording, call you it? Ile beſureto keepe 
him aboue decke. 

Mofe Page. So willI : if he come under my hatches, 
| Te never to Sea againe : Les be reveng'd on him , It's 
zppoint him a meeting : give him a ſhow of comfort in 
his Suit, and lead his: on wirha fine baired delay, til he 
hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Afi. Ford. Nay, I will conſent to a& any vilany a- 
gainſt bim, - that may notſully the charinefſe of our ho- 
neſty : oh thar my husbaud ſaw this Letter : ic would give 
eternall tood to his jealouſie, | 

Miſe #age; Why looke where he comes ; and my good 
manto» : hee's as farre from jealouſic, asI am from g1- 
ving him cauſe, and that (i hope) is an unmeaſurable di- 
ſtance. 

Mi. Ford, You are the happier woman, _ 

 Mif. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greafie 
Knight : Come bither. 

Ford. Well-T hope, it be notfo. 

Fift. Hope is a curtall-dog in ſome affaires : 

Sur lobnaffeAs thy wife. | 

Ford. Why ſir, my wife 1s not yong- | 

Pit.He woos both high and low,both rich and poor, 
both yong and old, one with anether ( Fora) he loves thy 
Gally-mawfry (Ford) perpend. 

Ford. Love my wite? 

Pit. With liver, burning hot : prevent : 

Or goe thoulike Sir Afeonhe, with 
Ring-woodatthy hecles : O, odiousis the name, 

Ford, What name Sir? | 

2:8. The horne I fay : Farewell : 

Take heed, have open eye, for theeyes doe foot by night. 
Take heed,ere fommer comes, or Cuckoo-bixdsdoe fing. 
Away fir Corporall Nim : - 

Beleeve it (Page) he ſpeakes ſence, 


—_ 


—_— 


Ford. I will be patient z I will find out this; 


Miſ. Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name of : 


| 


— 


 lye on my head. 


New. And this 18true-: Tlike not the humor ot lying: 
be hath wronged me in ſoaxe humors: I ſhould have 
borne the humour'd Letter to her : but1haveaſword: 
and it ſhall bite upon my neceſſity : he loves your wie ; 
There's the ſhort, and the long : My name is Corporall 
Now : I ſpeake, and I avouch; 'tis true: my name is Nam: 
and Fa/ſtaffe loves your wife : adieu, I love not the hu- 
mour cf bread and cheeeſe : adieu. 

Fage. The humour of it (quoth'a? ) heer'sa fellow 
frights Eng:iſh out of his wits. 

Ferd, I will ſceke out Falſtaffe. | 

Page. I never heard ſucha drawling affeing rogue. 

Ford. If Idoe find it : well, 

Page. I will not belceve ſuch a Cataian, though the 
Prie{t o'th* Tow ne commended him for a true man. 

Ford. 'T wasa good ſenſible fellow : well. 

Page. How now Meg? 

Cf. Page. Whither goe you (George ?) harke you. 

Af. Ford. How now (tweet Franke) whyart thou me- | 
lancholy ? | | 

Ford, I melancholy? I am not melancholy : 
Get you home, goe. 

Cf. Ford.Faith,thou haſt ſome crochets in thy head, 
Now : will you goe, Mifiru Page? 

ef. Page. Have with you : you'll come to dinner 
George? Looke who comes yonder : ſhe ſhall be our 
Mcſſenger to this pa!try Knight. 

Aff. Ford. Truſt me, Ithought on her : ſhee'll fit it. | 

sf. Page. Youare come taice my daughter «4 nne ? 

Qi. I torſooth: and Ipray how do's good Miſtreſle | 
eAnne? 

Msſ. Page. Goc in with us and ſee: we have an houres 
talke with yOUs 

Page. How now Maſter Ford. 
Ford, You heard what this knave told me,did you not? | 
Page. Yes, and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford. Doe you thinke there is truth in them ? | 

Page. Hang 'cm ſlaves: I doe not thioke the Knight 
would offer it, But theſe that accuſe him in his intent to- 
wards our wives, area ycake of his diſcarded men : ve- 
ry rogues, now they be ourcf ſervice. 

Ford. Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry were they, _ 

Ford. Ilike tt never the better for thar, 

Do's he lyeat the Garter 2 
Page. I marry do's he : if hee ſhould intend this vey- | 
age toward my wife, I would turne her looſe to him; | 
and what he gets more of her, then ſharpe words, letic | 


Ford, I doe not miſdoubt my wife: but I would bee | 
loath to turnetbem together : a man may be too confi- | 
dent : I would have nothing lye on my head : I cannot | 
be thus ſatisfied. | 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoſt of the Garter 
comes: there 1s either liquor in his pate, or mony in his 
purſe, when he lookes ſo merrily : How now mine'| 


Ferd. Good|' i 


—_— 
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Hef. How now Bully-Rooke : thcu'rt a Gentleman|| 
Caveleiro Iuſtice, I ſay. 4 c 
Shal. 1 follow , (mine Hoſt) I follow: Good-even;} n 
and twenty(good Maſter Page.)Maſter Page, will you go | t 
withus? we have fportin hand. aÞ b 
Hef?. Tell hin+ Cavelciro-Iuſtice :; tell him Bully«| h 
| Rooke. hints MY a 
 Shal. Sir, there is a fray tobe fought , betweene Sir| T. 
| Hygh the Welch Prieſt, and {aim the French Doctor. bo 


We Themerry Wi iver of Windfor. . 
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ford. Good mine Hoſt o'rh*Garter : a word with you. 

Hef. What failt thou, my Bully-Rooke > 
Shal, Will you goe wich usto behold ir? My merry 
Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their weapons zand (L 
thinke) hath appointed them contrary places: for(beleeve 
me) | heare the Parſo2 is no leſter ; harke, I wil tell you 
what our ſport ſhall be. ; : | 
Hof. Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight ? my 
>avalcire ? | | 
i Shal. None, I proteſt:but Ile give youa pottle of-burn'd 
Sacke, to give me recourſe to him,and tell him my name 
is Broome : onely for a jclt. "£2 ny 
Hoſt. My hand, (Bully :) thou ſhalt have egreſſe-ahd 
regrefle, ( ſaid I well? ) and thy name ſhall be Zroome, It 
is a merry Knight : will you goe An-heires ? | 

Shal. Havewith you mine Holt. , ap 

Page. I have heard the French-man hath good $kall in 
In theſe 


his Rapier. 
S$hal., Tatfir 3 I could have told you more : 
times you ſtand on diſtance z your Paſſes, Stoccado's, and 
I know not what : *tis the heart ( Maſter Page )'cis here, 
is heere : I have ſeene the time, with my long-lword, 
I would have made you' foure tall felloweg Ship like 
attESs bk. | 
Wo Heere boyes, heere, heere : ſhall we ? 
Page. Have with you I had rather heare them ſcold, 
then tight. of IA LL TRE | 
Ford, Though Pagebe a ſecure foole, and ſtands'\ſo 
firmely on his wives frailty ; yet, I cannot put-off-my o» 
pinion ſo cafily : (he wasin his company at Pages houſe: 
and what they madethere,I know not. Well, I wil looke 
further into't, and I have a diſguiſe, to ſound Falſtaffe;if 
I find her honeſt, I loſe not my tabour :; if ſhe be orher- 
wiſe, 'tis labour well beſtowed. | 


gueſt- 


Exetint. 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Falftaffe, Piſtoll, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 
Ford. 


Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 
Pi. Why then the world's mine Oyſter, which I, 
with ſword will open. 2 OO 
Fat, Not a penny : I have beene content (Sir) you 
ſhould lay my countenance to pawne : Thave grated up- 
on my good friends for three Repreeves for you, and 
- your Coach: fellow Nis; or elſe you had look'd through 
thegrate, like a Geminy of Baboones : I am damn'd in 
hell, for ſwearing to Gentlemen my friends, you were 
good Souldiers, and tall-fellowes. And when Miſtrefſe 
Briget loſt the handle of her Fan, I took*t upon mine ho- 
nour thou had it nor, 


Pi. Did(t not thou ſhare ? hadſt thou not fifteene 
pence? 


Fat. Reaſon, you roague, reaſon : thinkſt thou le en- | 


anger my {oule, grazs ? ata word, hang no more about 
mee, I am no gibbet for you: goe, a ſhort knife, and a 
throng, to your Mannor of Pickz-hatch: goe, you'll not 
beare a Letter for me you roague ? you ſtand upon your 

onor : why, (thou unconfinable baſeneſle) it is as much 
as I candoeto keepetheterme of my honor preciſe; T, 
I, I my ſelfe ſometimes, leaving the feare of heaven on 


De CIT 


_— 


a 


the left land, and hidivg mine honor in my-neceſſity, am 
faineto ſhuffle : to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 


Rogue, willen-{conce your raggs ; your Cat-a-Moun- 


taine-lookes, your red-latrice phraſes, and your bold- 
beating-ozthes, under the ſhetter of your honor ? you will 
notdoeit? you ? | | 
Ps, I doe relent:; what would thou more of man ? 
Rob. Sir, here's awoman would ſpeake with you. 
Fat. Lether approach. ': 
25. Give your worſhip good morroy:; 
Fal. Good-morrow, good-wite, 
£#t. Not ſo and pteaſe your worſhip, 
Fal. Good maid then. _ + 
2. Ile be \worne, ----- + 
As my magher'was the-firſt houre I was borne. 
Fa. I doe beleeve the {wearer ; what with me 2 
:2*z. Shall I vouchſafe your worſhip a word, or 
ewo? - | ; 
Fal. Two thoufand(faire woman)andile vouchſafe thee 
the hearing. | | 
Lui, There is one Miſlrefle Ford, (Sir) I pray comea 
little necrer this wayes : I my ſelfe dyell with M.Doctor 
Faj. Well, on; Miſtrefſe Ford, you ſay. 
L2gi. Your worſhip ſayes very true; I 
ſhip come alittle neerer this wayes. 
Fal. 1 warrant thee, no body heares : mine owne peo- 
ple, mine owne people» | - SCE TM 
Qx4.' Are they ſo? heaven bleſſe them, and make them 
his {ervants:: 7 | 
| Fal. Well ; Miftreſſe Ford, what of her ? 


244, Why, Sir z ſhee's a good creature; lotd, lord, 
your Worſhip'sa wanton : well, heayen forgive you,and- 


all of us, I pray= 

Fal. Milireſſe Ford ; come, Miſtreſſe Ford, 

2s, Marry this is the ſhort, and the long of it : you 
have brought her 1nto ſach a Canaries, as *tis wonder- 
full : the beſt Courtier of them all (when the Court lay 
at /in#for) could never have brought her to ſich a Ca- 
nary : yetthere has beene Knights, and Lords, and Gen- 
tlemen, with their Coaches ; I warrant you Coachafter 
Caach,letter after letter,gitc after gifc,ſinelling ſo Feet- 
ly ; all Muske, and ſo ruſhling, I warrant you, in filke 
and gold, and 1n ſuch alligant termes, and in ſuch wine 
and ſuger of the beſt, and the faireſt, that would have 
wonne any womans heart : and 1 warrant you, they could 
never getan eye- winke of her: 1had my felfe twenty 
Angels'gwen me this morning, bur I dekie all Angels (in 
any ſuchſort;as they ſay) but in the way of honeſty; and 


I warrantyou, they could never get her ſo much as fippe |} 


ON a cup with the prowdeſt of them all, and yerthere has 
beene Earles : nay, (which is more) Pentioners, bur 1 
warrant you allis one with ber. 

Fal. But whit fayes ſheto ine ? bebriefe my good ſhee- 
Aercary, 

Qxs. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your Letter: for the 
which ſhethankes you a thouſand times ;and ſhe gives 
you to notifie, that her husband will be abſence from his 
houſe, betweene ten and eleven. 

Fal. Ten, andeleven. ” 

Ds. 1, forſooth : and theii you niay come and ſeethe 
picure (the ſayes) that you wot of: Maſter Ford her kuf= 
band will befrom home : alas, rhe ſ{weer woman leades 
anill life with him : hee's a very jealouGe-man; ſhe leads 
a very frawpold life with him, (go0d hart. ), 

Ful. Ten, and eleven. | 


VWoman 


pray your wor= 


| 


———— —— 


to. Aero ad 


#6 


: ThemenyWives of Windſor. 


Woman, commend me to her, I will not faile her. 
Dus. Why, you ſay well : But I have another meſſen- 
ger to your worſhip: Miſtrefſe Fage hath her hearty com- 
mendations to youroo : and let me tell you in your care, 
_ſhee's as fartuous acivill modeſt wifc,and one (l[ tell you) 
' that willnot mifle you morning nor evening prayer, as 
any is in F#/#dſor, who ere bethe other : and the bade me 
tell your worſhip , that her husband is ſeldome from 
home;but ſhe hopes there will comea time. I never knew 
a woman ſo doate upona man ; ſarelyI thinke you have 
charmes, la : yes intruth. 
Fal. Not 1, I aſſure thee ; ſetting the attraſtion of my 
good parts aſide, I have no other charmes. 


2s. Bleſſing on your heart for't. "Ho 
has Fordsgwvife, and 


Fal. But I pray thee tell me this :. 

Pages wife acquainted each other, how they love mc? 

Oxi. That werea jeſt indeed: they have not fo hittle 
grace I hope, that were a tricke indeed:But Miſtris Page 
would detire you to ſend her your little Page of all loves : 
her husband has a marvellous infeRion to the little Page ; 
and truely Maſter Pape isan boneſt man : never a wife in 
tFird/er leadesa bettcr life then ſhe do's : doe what ſhe 
will, ſay what ſhewill, takeall, pay all, goe to bed when 
ſheliit, riſe when ſhe liſt, all is as ſhe will : anderuely ſhe 
deſerves it; for if there be a kind woman in Windſor, ſhe 
is one: yot muſt ſend her your Page, noremedie, 

Fal..\Why, I will. | 

Qs. Nay, but doe ſo then, and looke you, he may 
come and gue betweene you both zand in any caſe have 
a nay-word, that you may know oneanothers mind, and 
the Boy neverneed tounderſtand any thing ; for ,'tis not 

ood that children ſhould know any wickednefſe.: old 
Flkes you know, have diſcretion, as they ſay, and know 
the world. A 

Fal.Fare thee-well,cor:mend me tothem bork: there's 
wy purſe, I am yet thy debter : Boy,gocalong withthis | 
woman, thisrewesdGiſtrats me. | 

Pi. This Puncke 1s one of Cxpids Carriers, . | 
Clap on more ſailes, purtue : up with your fights : 


| better plight for a Lender, then you are :the which hath 
ſomethingemboldned me to this unſeaſon'd intruſion : 
forthey ſay, if money goe before, all wayes doe lye o- | 

Ne 
Fat: Money is a good Souldier (Sir) and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag ot money heere troy- 
bles me : if you will helpeto bcarc it (Sir Thr) take ail, 
of halfe, for caſing me ot the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may d 
Porter. | 

_ Ford, I will tellyou fir, if you will give mee the hea« 
ring. | 
#. Fal, Speake (good Maſter Broome) I ſhall beglad to be 
your-ſervant. 

Ford. Sir, I heare you are a Scholler : (I will be briete 
with you) and you have beenea man long knowne to me, 
though 1 had never ſo good meanesas delire,to make my 
{cife acquainted with you. I ſhall diſcover a thing to you, 
wherein I muſt very much lay open mine owne 1mperfe- | 
ion : but (good Sir 1b») as you have oneeye upon my 
fallies, as you heare them unfolded, tucne another into 
the Regiſter of your owne, that I: may paſſe with a re- | 
proote the eafier, {ith you your ſelfe know how calic ir 
15to be ſuch an offender. ; | 

Fat. Very well Sir, proceed. | 'B 

Ford. There is a Gentlewoman in this Towre, her | 
husbands name is Ford. — 

Fal. Well Sir. | 

Ford. I have longlov'd her, and I proteſt-to you, be- | 
ſtowed much on her : followed her with a doating ob« 
ſervance: Ingroſs'd opportnnitiesto mecte her : fce'd © | 
very light occafion that could but nigardly give mee | 
fight of her ; not onely bought many preſents to give her, 
but have given largely to many , to know what ſhee 
would have given: briefely, 1 have purſu'd her, as Love 
hath purſued me, which hath beene on the wing of all 
occalions: but whatſoever | have merited, either in my 
mind, or in my mcanes, mecde I am ſure I have received 
nonc, unkſle Experience bea lewell, that I have purchas | 


elerve to be your | 


| 


Give fire : ſhe is my prizc, or Ocean whelme chem all. 
Fal.. Saift thon ſo (old ack: ) goc thy wayes : Ilemake 
moreefthy old body then I have done: will they yer 


- money, be now a gainer ? good body, Ithanke thee : let 
them ſay *tis groficly doae, ſo it be fairely done, no mat- 
ter. 


faine ipeoke with you, and be acquainted with yon; and 
hath ſent you worſhip a mornings draught of Sacks. | 

Fal, Broome 1s hisname? © 

 Ba#t. ISir. 

Fal. Ca!lhim in : ſuch Breomes are welceme to me, 
that ore” floyes ſuch liquor : ah, ha, Miſtreſſe Ford and 
Miſtreſſe Page, have Iencompaſled you ? goe to, via, 

Ford. *Blefſe you lire 

Fal. And you fir : would you ſpeake with me? 

Ford. I make bold, to preſſe, with ſolitcle preparation 
| upon you. 

Fal. You'r welcome, whats 
Drawcre 

Ford. Sir, I ama Gentleman that have ſpent much,my 
name 1s Broome. 

Par Good Maſter Broome, I deſire more acquaintance 
of you. 

Ford. GoodSir obs, 1 ſue for yours: not to charge 


your will ? give us leave | 


lookeafter thee ? wilt thou after the expence of ſo much | 


Bar. Sir Tohn, there's one Maſter Broome below would | 


| ſed atan infinite rate,and that hath taught me to ſay this, | 


* Love like a ſhadow flies, when ſabſtance Love purſues, 
&« Purſuing that that flies, and flying what purſues. 


you receiv'd no promiſe of ſatisfaRtion at | 


Fal. Have 
her hands? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importur'd het» ſucha purpoſe ? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your [ove then ? | 

Ford. Likea faire houſe, built on another mans ground, | | 
ſo that I have loſt my edifice, by miſtaking the place, | | 
whereIeredtcd it. | 

Fat. To whatpurpoſe have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ferd. WhenT have toid youthar, 1 have told you all: | 
Some ſay, that though ſheappeare honeſtto me, yet in| 
other places: ſhe enlargeth her mirth ſo farre, thar there | 
15 ſhrewd conſtruRion made of her. Now (Sir John) here: 
is the heart of my purpoſe: youare a Gentleman of ex« | 
cellent breeding , admirable diſcourſe, of great admit» 
tance, authenticke in your place and perſon, generally] 
allow'd for your many war-like, court-like, and learned} 
preparations. os 

Fat OSir. 2 

Ford, Beleeve it, for you know it-: there-is moneys] 
ſpend it, ſpend it, ſpend more ; ſpend all I have, onely|/ 


you, for I mult let you underſtand, i thinke my ſelfe 1n 


giv } 


She 


a woafWals. 
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an amiable ſiege tothe honefty of this Fords wife : aſe 
your Art of woolng 3 win her to conſent to you : if any 
man may, you may as ſoone as any. 

Fal, Would icapply well to the vehemency of your 
aFeion that I ſhould win what you would enjoy.? Me- 
thinkes you-preſcribe to your ſelfe very prepolterouſly. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift ; ſhe dwels ſo ſecurely 
on the excellency of her honor, that the folly of my ſoule 
| daresnot preſent it ſclfe : ſhe is too bright to be look'd 
againſt» Now, could Icome to her with any detection 
in my hand ; my defires had inſtance and argument to 
commend themſelves, I could drive her then from the 
ward of her purity, hcr reputation, her marriage-vow, 
and a thouſand other ber defences, which now are too- 
roo ſtrohgely embattailcd againit me: what ſay you too, 
Sir /ohn, | | 

Fal. Maſter Broome, I will firſt make bold with your 
money : next,give me your hand :and laſt,asT ama Gen- 
tleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Fords witc. 

Ford, O good Sir. 

Fal. 1 fay you ſhall. 

Ford, Want no money (Sir [oh you ſhall want none. 

Fal. Want no 14:ſfrefſe Ford( Mafter Broome) you ſhall 
want none : Iſhall be with her (I may tell you) by her 
- owne appointment, evenas youcame in to me, her aſli- 
ſtant, or goe-betweene, parted from me : I fay I ſhall be 
| with her betweene ten and eleven:for at that time the jea- 
lious-raſcally-knave her husband will be forth: come you 
| to me at night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 
| Ford. lam blelt in your acquaintance ; doe you know 

Ford Sir? | 
Fal. Hang him (poore Cuckoldly knave) I know him 
| not; yet I wrong him to call him poore: They ſay rhe 
j jealous wittelly-knave hath maſſes of money, for the 
which his wife ſcemes tome well-favourd. I willuſt her 
| as the key of the Cuckold-rogues Coffer, and there's my 
harveſt-homc. | 

Ford, I would you knew Fera,(ir,that you might avoid 
him, it you ſaw him. 

Fal, Hang bim, mechanicall-falt-butter rogue ; I will 


{ gell : ir ſhall hang likea Meteor orethe Cuckolds hornes: 
Maliter Broome, thou ihalt know, I will predominate o- 
ver the pezant, and thou ſhalt lye with his wife. Come 
] to me ſooncat nighr : Ford'sa knave, and I will aggra- 
vxe his ſtile : thou ( Maſter Broome) ſhalt know him for 
{ knave, and Cuckold. Come to me ſoone ar night. Erie, 
Ford, What a damn'd Epicurian-Raſcall 1s this? my 
heart is ready tocracke with impatience : who ſayes this 
1s1mprovident jealoufic ? my wife hath ſentto him, the 
howreis fixt, the match is made ; would any man have 
| thought this ? {ee the hell of having a falſe woman : my 
bed ſhall beabus'd, my Coffers ranſackd, my reputati- 
on gnawne at, and I ſhall not onely receive this villanous 
wrong, but ſtand under rhe adoption of abhominable 
termes, and by him that does me this wrong : Termes, 
names: eAmainn iounds well ; Lacifer, well: Barbaſon, 
well : yet they are Divels additions, the names of hiends : 
But Cuckold, Wirtoll, Cuckold ? the Divcll himſelfe 
hath notſacha name. Page isan Aſle, a ſecure Aſſe; he 
will truſt his wife, he will not be jealous ; I'will rather 
truſt a F/:mzing with my butter, Parſon Hugh che #elſh- 
man with my Cheeſe, an 1riſh-man with my Aqua-vitz- 
bottle, or a Theefe ro walke my ambling -gelding,, than 
| my wife with her ſelfe. Then ſhe plots; then ſhe rumi- 


pe EEE 


give meſo muchof your time in exchange of it, asto lay | 


ſtare him out of his wits « 1 will awe-him with my cud- * 


nates, then ſhe deviſes: and what they thinke in their 
hearts they may effec ; they will breaketheir hearts but 
they willcffe&. Heaven be prais'd for my jealouſic: ele- 
ven o'clockethe howre, I willprevent this, dete&t 

wife, be revengd on Fa/#teffe, and laugh at Page. I will 
abour it, betterthiree hourcstoo ſoone, then a mynute too 
late : he, fie, fie : Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckeld. 

Exit. 


—_—. 
> 


Scana Tertia, 


—— 


Enter Cains, Rugby, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt. 
(7314. Tacke rr : - 
Rag. Sir. | 
Cain. Vatis the clocke, Tacke. 
Reg. "Tis paſtthe houre (Sir) chat Sir Z#gh promis'd 
to meet, » 'S Y 
(4. By gar, be has ſave his ſoule,dat he is no-come ; 
he has pray his Pible well, dat be is no-come : by gar 
(lackg Rigby) he isdead already, if he become. | 
Rug, Helis wiſe Sir ; he knew your worſhip would 
kill him if he came. 
Cas. By gar, de herting is no dead,ſo as I vill kill him: 
_ your Rapier, (/acke) I vill tell you how I vill kill 
1m. 
Reg. Alasſir, I cannot fence, 
Cas. Villany, take your Rapier, 
Rng. Forbcare'; her's company, 
Hoſ#. 'Bleſſe thee, bully-DoRtor, 
Shal. 'Save you M*. Door (aims, 
Page. Now good MF, Doctor. 
Slen, *Give you good-morrow, fir. 
Cairs. Vat bealt you one,twogtree, fowre, come for? 
Hoſt. To ſec thee fight, to ſee thee foigne, to ſee thee 
traverſe, roſee thee hcere, toſee thee there, ro ſee thee | 
paſſe thy punRo, thy ſtocke, thy reverſe, thy diſtance,thy 
montanr : Is he dead,my Ethiopian?ls he dead,my Fran- 
ciſco? ha Bully ? what ſayes my Eſculapirs?my Gatiemmy 
heart of Elder ? ha ? is he dead bally-Stale ? is hedead ? 
Cai, By gar,he is de Coward-lacke-Pricſt of de vorld: 
he is not ſhow his face. 2 
Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion-king-Vrinall : He&or of | 
Greece (my Boy ) | | 
Cai. I pray you beare witnefſe, thit me have. ſtay, | 
fixe or ſeven, two tree howres for him, and he is no- 
COIDE, | 
Shal. He is the wiſer man (Mr. Doctor) he isa curer cf 
ſoules, and you curer of bodies : if you ſhould fight, you | 
goe againſt the haire of your profeſſions : is it not true, 
Maſter Page? Sh | 
Pag. Maſter Shafow; you have yourſclfe bcenea great | 


' fighter, though now a man of peace. 


Shal. Body-kins MF, Page, though I now be old, and 
of peace; if i ſee a ſword out, my finger itches ro make 
one: though we are Inſtices, and Doctors, and Church- 
mea (MF, Page) we have ſomeſaltof our youth inus, we 
are the ſons of women (MF. Page. ) 

Page» 'Tis true, MF, Shallow. 

Shal. It willbe found ſo, (M*. Page) M*. Door (at 
z, I am cometo fetch you home: 1 am ſworne of the |} 
peace: you have ſhew'd your felfeawile Phyſician, and 
fir H#oh hath ſhown himſelfe a wiſe and patient Church- 
man : you muſt goe with me, MF. Doctor. 

| Poſt. 


a 


( 


” 
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Heft. Pardon, Gueſt-Tuſtice; a Mounſeur Mockewa- 
tcr. «$5 

Cai. Mocke-water? vat isdvat ? ; 

Hof, Mocke-water, in our Engliſh tongue; is Valour 
Bully.) | : 

Cai By gar, thenT have as much Mocke-vater as de 
Engliſhman ; {curuy-Iack-dog-Prieft : by gar,me villcut 
his cares. | 

Hoſt. He will Clapper-claw thee tightly(Bully.) 

(at Clipper liocne ? vat is dat? 

Hof. Thar is, he will make thee amends. 

(ar. By gar, me do looke he ſhall clapper-de-ciaw me, 
tor by-gar, me vill have it. 

Hoſt. And I will provoke him to'r, or let him wag. 

Cas. Metanck you for dat, 

Hof. And moreover, (Bully)but firſt, M*. Ghueft, 
and MF. Page, and ecke Cayaleiro Slender,go youthrough 
thc Towne to __—_ . 

Page. Sir Hugh isthere, is he? 


* Bo#. He isthere, ſee what hamor he isin - and I will 


bring rhe Doftor about by the Fields : will itdo well ? 
Shal We will doe1t. 
eMll. Adicu,good MF. Doftor. 7 No 
Cai. By gar, me vill kill de Prieft, for he ſpeake for a 
Iacke-an-Apeto Anne Page. : 

Hoſt. Let him dye : ſheath thy impatience:throw cd1d 
water on thy Choller : goe about the fields with me 
throngh Frogmore,T will bring thee where Miſtris «Fare 
Pepe is, ata Farme-houſe a Feaſting : and thou ſhalt woe 


| her : Cride-game, ſaid I well? 


Cai. By-gar, mee dancke you vor dat : by gar I love 
you : and [ ſhail procure 'a you de good Guekt : de Earle, 
de Knight, de lords; de Gentlemen, my patients. = 

Hoſt. For the which, 1 will be thy adverſary toward 
ene Page : {aid I well ? 

(ai. By-gar, tis good : vell faide 

Ho#F. Let us wag then. 

Cai, Come at my hecles, lacke Rngby. 

Exennt. 


_—_— 


Aus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt,Cavns, 
Rugby. 


Evans. I pray you now, good Maſter Slenders ſerving- 


| mai, and friend Simple by your name; which way have 
{ 4 look'd for Maſter Caizy, that calls himfelfe Door 
{ ot Phiiicke, 


Sm, Marry Sir, the pitty-wary, the Parke-ward ; e- 


very way : old Finaſor way, and every way but the, 
Towne WAY « 


Evan. I moſt fchemently defire you, you will alſo 


| looke that way. 


Sim. I will ſir, 

Evan. *Plefſe my ſoule: how full of Chollors I am,and 
rrempling of mind : I ſhall be glad it he have deceived 
me : how melancholies I am ? I will knog his Vrinalls a- 
bout his knaves coftard, when I have good opportunities 
for the orke : *Pleſſe my ſoule : ,To ſhallow Revers to whoſe 
falls : melodious Birds ſings Madrigalt: There will we make 
our Peds of Roſes : and « thouſand fragrant Poſier. To ſhal- 
low. *Mercy on me, I have a great diſpoſitiontocry. 


Welch, Soule-Curerzand Body-Curer. 
| 


CHelodrons birds fog Madrigalt : == When ar ſat in Pa- 
bilon : and a thouſand vagram Poſies. To(ballow,&c. 

Sm. Yonder he iscomming; this way, Sir Hagh. | 
. Evan, Hee's welcome : To ſhallow Rivers, to whoſe fals: | ' 
Heaven profperthe right ; what weaponsis he? 

$im, No weapons, Str : there comes my Maſter, M', 
Shakow; and another Gentleman ; from Frogworez over 
the ſtile, this way. | _ ; 

Evan. Pray you give me my gOoWne, Or elſe keepe it in 
Your arme $. Enter eAll. 

Shal, How now Maſter Parſon? good morrow good 
Sir Hugh: keepea Gameſter from the dice, and a good 
Studient from his booke, and it is wonderfull, 

Sien. Ahſucet e4ne Page. 

Page. *Save you, good Sir Hugh, 

Evan. 'Plefſe you trom his mcrcy-ſake, all of you- 

Shal. What ? the Sword, andthe word ? 

Doe you ſtudy them both, M*. Parſon? | 
- . Page. And youthful ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, 
this raw-rumaticke day ? 

Evan. There 1s reaſons, and cauſes for it. 

Page. Weare come to your to doe a good office; Mr, 
Parſon. 

Evan, Fery-well : what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a molt reverend Gentleman ; who (be 
like) having received wrong by ſome perſon, is at moſt 
=_ with his owne gravity and patience, that ever you 
aws | 

Shal. T have lived foureſcore yeeres, and upward : I 


| never heard a man of his place, gravity, andlearning, fo | 


wide of his owne reſpeR. 

Evan, Whatis he ? | 

Page. Ithinke you know him :$ M', Doftor Caim the 
renowned French Phyſitian. 

Evan, Got's-will, and his paſſion of my heart : I had. 
aslief you would te!l me of a mefſe of porredge- 

Page. Why? 

Evan, He has no more knowledge in H#bocrates and 
Galen, and he isa knaue beſides ; a cowardly knave, as 
you would defiie to be acquainted withall. | 

Page. 1 warrant you, hce'sthe man ſhoald fight with 


| him, 


Slex. O ſweet Anne Page; Enter C ain. 
Shal. Itappeares ſoby his weapons: keepe them a- 
ſander : here comes Dotor Caine, | 
Page. Nay good M-. Parſon, keepe in your weapon. 
Shal. So doe you, good Mr, Decor. 
Hoſt. Diſarme them, and let them queſtion : let them 
keepe their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh, 
(45. I pray you let-a-mce ſpeake a word with your 
eare ; vherefore vill you not meer-a tne 2 
Even. Pray you uſe your patienccin good time. 
Cai, By-gar, youare de Coward : de Iacke dog : Iohn 
Ape, | | 
Even. Pray you let us not be laughmg-ſtockes to other, 
mens hamors : Idefire you in friendſhip, and 1 will one! 
way or other make youamends: I wili knog yeur Y rinall 


' about your knaves Cogs-combe- 


Cai. Diable, Iacke Rugby, mine Hoſt de Tarteer, haveT. 
not ſtay for him, to kill kim? have Inot at de place I did 
appoint ? | | 

| Evan. AsT ama Chriſtians-loule, new looke you:|| 
this isthe place appointed, Ile be judgeinett by mine} 
Hoft of the Garter. 4 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay, Gallia, 'and Ganle, French, and | 


Ca 


a o-% " A ew 


5.. 1.dat is very 200d, exceliants | 
eo Es I = heare mine. Hoſt of the Garter, 
Aml politicke? Am1 ſubtle? Aml 4 Machivell? - 
Shall looſe my. Doctor ? No, he gives me. the Potions 
and the Motions. Shall I looſe my Parſon?my Prieſt ? my 
Sir Hugh? No, he gives me the Proverbes, andthe No- 
verbes. Give me thy hand (Celeſtiall) ſo : Boyesof Art, 
I have deceiv'd youboth: I have direted you to Wrong 
places : your hearts are mighty,your Skins are whole,and 
ter burn'd Sacke bethe iſſue : come, lay their ſwords to 
awne : Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,folow ,follow. 
Shel. Truſt mega mad Holt:follow Gentlemen, foilow. 
Slen. O {weet eA nne Page. | 
Cas. Ha'do I perceive dat ? Have you make-a-de-ſot 
of us, ha,ba ? E's 
Evan. This is well, he has made us his ylowting-ſtog : 
I deſire you that we may be friends : and letus knog our 
praines together to be revenge on this ſame ſcall ſ(curvy- 
cogging-companion the Holt of the Garter. 
Cai. By gar, with all my heart : he promiſe to bring- 


| me where is ene Page: by gar he deccive me to0. 


Evan, Well, I will ſite his noddles:pray you follow. 


————_— 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


—_—_ 


| —— 


Miſt. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, $ hallow, Sl:nder, Hoſt. 
Evans, Cams. 

Miſt. Page. Nay keepe your way (tittle Gallant) you 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a Leader : 
whether had you rather lead mine eyes, oreye your mae» 
ſters heeles ? 

Reb. | hadrather (forſooth) goe before you like a man, 
then follow him like a dwarfc. (Courrtier. 

Mif. Pa. O youare a flattering boy,now T ſee you'l be a 

Ford, Well met Miſtris Page, whither goe yous 

Miſ. Page. Truly Sirgto ſce your wife,is ſhe at home? 

Ford.1,and as idie as ſhe may hang together for want 
of company : Ithinke if your busbauds were dead , you 
two would marry. 

if. Page. Beſure of that, two other husbands, 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cocke ? 

A. Pa. cannot tel what (tne dickens) hisname is my 
husband had him of,what do you cal your Knights name 

Rob. Sir lohn Falſt affe. (irrah? 
_ Ford, Sir John Fal#affe. 

M.Pa. He, he, I cannever hiton's name; there is ſuch 
a league betweene my goodman,and he: is your Wife at 
Ford. Indeed ſhe is, (home indeed ? 
M.Pa. By your leave fir, I am ficketul I fee her. 
Ford Has Page any braines? Hath he any etes? Hath he 


| any thinking ? Stare they fleepe, he hathno uſe of them ; 


why this boy will carry a letter twenty mile as eaſie, as 
a Canon will ſhoot point-blanke twelve ſcorce: hepee- 
ces out his wives inclination z he gives her folly motion 
and advantage : and now ſhe's goivg to my wifc,and Fal- 
Raſfes boy with her : A man may heare this ſhowre ſin 

in the wind ; and Fa/taffes boy with her : good plots, 
they are laid, and our revolted wives ſhare damnation 
togerher. Well, I wilitake him, then torture my wife, 
plucke the borrowed vaile of modeſty from rhe fo ſec- 
ming Mitt. Page, divulge Page himſclfe for a {ecure and 
wilfull Aeon, and to theſe violent proce:dings ali my 
neighbours ſhall cry ayme. The clocke gives me my Qu, 


ARIES 


[ 


— —— 


and my aſſurance bids-me ſearch; there 1 ſhall find Fe!- 
F# affe : 1 ſhall be rather praiſed for this,then mock'd, for 
it1s 25 poſlitive, as the earth is firme, that Fallfafe is 
there: I willgoe, .. 7 72 
Shal. Page,&c. Well thet.M*. Ford. _ * EK 
Ford, Truſtme, a good knot :I have good cheere at 
heme, and I pray you all 


oe with me. 
Shai. 1 muſtexcuſe my fel M-. Ford. 


Slen. And ſo muſt I Sir, 
We haveappointed to dine with Miſtris £»ne, 
And I would not breake with here for more mony 
Then Ne ſpeake of. 7, 
- Shal, We havelinger'd about a match betweene Anne 
Page,and my cozcn Slender, and this day wee ſhall have 
our an{ivyer. | 

Sie. I hopeT have your good will father Page. 

Page. You have MF. Slender, I ſtand wholly tor you, 
Bur my wife (MF, Dodtor) is for you altogether. | 

Cas. I be-gar, and de Maid is love -a-me z my nurſh- 
a-Q:icklytell meſo muſh. hy 

Heff. What fay you toyong M. Fenton? He capers, 
hedances, he has cyes of zouth: he writes verſes, bee 
ſpcakes holliday, he !mels Aprilland May,he will carry'c 
he willcarry'r, *is in his buttons, he wilicarry't, © 

Page. Net by my conſent TI promiſe you. The Gentle- 
man1s of no having, he kept company .with the wilde 
Prince, and Pointz: he is of roo high a Region, he knows 
too mach : no, he ſhall nor knir a knot in his fortunes; 
with the fingerof my ſubſtance : if he take her, let him 
take her ſimply : the wealth I have waits on my conſent, 
and my conſent goesnot thit way, 

Ford, I beſecch you heartily, ſome of you goc home 
with me to dinner : beſides your cheere you {hall have 
ſport, 1will ſhew youa monſter : MF. DoRor,you ſhall 
goe, 10 ſhall you MF, Page, and you Sir Hugh. 

Sbat, Well, tare you well : 

We ſhall have the freer weoing at MF. Pager. 

(45. Goe home John Rugby, I come anon. 

Heft. Farewell my hearts, I will to my honeſt Knight 
Falſtaffe, and drinke Canary with him. ; 

Ford. I thinke I ſhall drinke ja Pipe-wine firſt with 
him, Ile make him dance. Will you goe, Sentles? 

All. HavCwith you, to ſee this Montiew =—Exeunt, 


— — 


OO — 


— ——— 


Scena T ertia, 


——_—_——_— 


Enter Miſtris Ford, Miftru Page, Servants, Robin, Falſtafſe, 
Ford, Page, Cats, E9ans. 
if. Ford, W hat Jehn, what Robert. 
Mi. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is rhe Buck-basket— 
Ms. Ford, T warrant, W hat Reb I lay, 
Af. Page, Come,come, Come« 
Ms[. Ford, HAcerc, {ct it downe. 


Ms{.Pa.Give your men the charge,we muſt be briefe. | 


2. Ford. Marry as1 told you betore (Johnand Robert) 
be ready here hard-by in the Brew-houte,and when I ſo- 
dainely call you, come forth, and (without ary pauſe,or 
ſtaggering ) take this basket on your ſhoviders: that 
done, trudge with it in all haſt, and carry it among, the 
Whitfters in Dorcher Mcad, and there 'empty it in the 
muddy itch, cioſe by rhe T hames fide, + AE 

M. Page. You will doe 11? | (direQtion, 

2. Ford. I hatold them over and over, they lacke ” 

E _————- 
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Be gone, and come when you arecall'd. 
if. Page. Here comes little Robin. (with you ? 
 Mif. Ford, How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 
Reb. My M- Sir Jebn is come in at your backe doore 
(Miſt. Ford.) and requeſts your company. EE 
Miſ. Pa.Y ou little Iack-a-lent, have you bin true to us ? 


' Reb, T, Tle be ſworne : my Maſter knowesnot of your | 


being heere : and hath threatened to put me ipto cverla- 
ſing liberty, ifI tell you of it : for he {weares hee'l turne 
me away. . 

Ali. Page. Thou'rt a good boy ; this ſecrecy of thine 
ſhall bea Tailor to thee, and ſhall make theea new dou- 
blet and hoſe. Ile goe hide me. : 

Mif. Ford. Doe ſo:goe tell thy Maſter, I am alonetMi- 
ſtris Page, remember you your Qu. | ; 

Mi. Page. I warrantthee,if I doe not aft it,hifle me. 

Hi: Ford. Goeteo then : weluſe this unwholſome 
humidity, this grofſe-watry Pumpion z we'll teach him 
to know Turtles from Iayes. __ Enter Fal. 
+ Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly Tewell > Why 
now let me dye, for I have liv'd long enough : Thisisthe 
period of my ambition : O this blefled houre. | 
 CHif. Ford, O ſweet Sir Joby. ' 

Fal. Miſtris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate(Miſtris 
Ford) now ſhall I finin my wiſh; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile ſpeake it before the beſt lord, I would 
make thee my Lady. 

Mi. Ford. I your Lady Sir Joby ! Alas, 1 ſhould bea 
pitrifull Lady, | 

| Fal., Tetthe Court of Erance ſhew me ſuch another : 
I ſee how thine eye would emul ate the Diamond : Thou 
haſt the right arched-beanty ofthe brow, that becomes 
the Ship-tyre, the Tyre>valiant,or any Tire of Venetian 
admittance, 

Af. Ford. A plaine Kerchiefe, Sir /ohn : 

My browes become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay fo ; thou wouldſt make 
an abſoluteCourtier, and the firme fixure.of thy foote, 
would give at excellent motion to thy gate, in a ſemi- 
circled Farthingale. I ſce what thou wert if Fortune thy 

we were not, Nature thy friend ; Come, thou canſt not 
hide it. 

if. Ford. Belecve me, there's no ſuch thing in me, 
© Fal, What made me love thee ? Let that perſwade 

thee. Ther's ſomething extraordinary in thee : Come, I 
cannot cog, and ſay thou art this and that, like a-many 
of theſe liſping-hauthorne buds, that come like women 
in mensapparell, and ſmell like Bucklers-berry in fim- 


| 


ple time : I cannot, but I love thee, none but thee ; and 


thou deſeru'ſt it. 
A43.F or.Do not betray me fir,I feare you love M.Page. 
Fal., Thou mightſt as well fay, Llovetowalke by the 
Counter-gate, which is as hatcfull to me, as the recke of 
aLime-kill. 
| XMif. Ford, Well, heaven knowes how I love you, 
And you ſhallone day find it. | 
1 Fa!. Keepeinthat mind, Ile deſerve it. 
Miſe. Ford. Nay, I mult teil you, ſo you doe ; 


Or el{eI could not be in that mind. Within, 


Rob, Miſtris Ford, Miſtris Ford: here's Miſtris Payeat 


the doore, ſwearing, and blowing, and looking wildely, 
and would needsſpeake with you preſently, 
Fal. She ſhall not ſee me, I will enſconce me behind 
the Arras, 
2M. Ford. Pray youdoe ſo,ſhe'sa very tatling woman, 
Whatsthe matter ? how now ? Emer My. Page. 


Aſif. Page. O miſtris Ford what have you done ? 
You'r ſham'd, y*are overthrowne, y*are undone forever. 

CH, Ford. What's the matter, good miſtris Page? 

CH, Page. Q weladay, miſtris Ford, wig an boneſt 
man to your hnsband,to give him ſuch cauſe of ſuſpition, | 

Miſe. Ford, What cauſe of ſuſpition ? x 

Alife Page. What cauſe of ſuſpition ? Out upon you ; 
Howam Imiſtooke in you 2? - 

CMif. Ford. Why (alas) what's the matter? 

CHiſ. Page.Y our husbands comming hither (woman) 
with all the Officers in Finder, toſearch for a Gentle. 
man, that he ſayes is heerenow in the houſe ; by your 
conſent to take an ill adyantage of his abſence : youare 
undone. -- 

Hef, Ford. Tisnot ſo, I hope: 

Aife Page. Pray heaven it be not ſo,that you have ſuch 
aman heere: but tis moſt certaine your husband's com- 
ming, with halfe 7/32d/or at his heeles, to ſerch for ſuch 
a one, I come before to tell you: If you know your ſelfe 
cleere,why Iam ghad of it : but if you havea friend here, 
convey, convey him. out. Be not amaz'd, call all your 
ſcnſesto you, defend your reputation, or bid farewell to 
your good life for ever. | 

Af. Pord. What ſhall I doe? There is aGentlemanm 
deere friend : and I feare not mine owne ſhame ſo much, 
as hisperill, I had rather then a thouſand pound he were 
out of the houſe. 

Miſe. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand (you had rather and |# 
you had rather:) your husband's beercar hand, bethinke | 
you of ſome conveyance : inthe houſe you cannot hide] 
him, Oh, how have you deceiv'd me ? Looke, heere is4| 
basket, if he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creepe| 
in hcere, and throw toulelinnen upon him, asit it wen| 
going to bucking: Or it is whiring time, ſend him by | 
your twomento Datcher-Meade. ['s 
iſ. Ford, He'sroo big to goe in there:what ſhall I doe? 

Fal. Let me ſke't, let me1ee't, O let me ſect ; 
Tle in, le in : Follow your friends counſell, Ile in. 

Aſiſc Page. What Sir lohn Falftaffe? Are theſe you 
Letters Knight ? | | 2 

Fal. T love thee, helpe me away : lt me creepe it 
heere : ile never | 

Mi. Page. Helpeto cover your maſter (boy : ) Call] 
your men (Miflris Ford) You diflembling Knight. | 

Miſe. Ford. What lobn, Robert, John; Goe, take up theſe 
cloathes heere, quickly : W her's the Cowle-taffc? Looke | 
how you drumble ? Carry them to the Landreſle in Dar 
chet-Mead ; quickly, come, _ 

Ford. *Pray you come nere : if I ſuſpe& without cauſe, | 
Why then make ſport at me, then let me be your jeſt, 

I deſerveit : How now ? Whither beare you this? 
Ser, To the Landreſſe forſooth ? 
Mif. Ford, Why, what have you to doe whither they 
beare it? You were beſt meddle with buck-waſhing. | 
Ford. Buck?l would I could waſh my f{clfe ofthe Buck; | 
bucke, bucke, bucke, I bucke : I warrant you Bucke, 
And of the ſeaſon too ; it ſhall appeare. 
Gentlemen, I have dream'd to night , lle tell you ny 
dreame : heere, heere, heere be my keyes, afcend my 
Chambers, ſearch, ſecke, find gut : Ile warrant weell 
unkennell the Fox. Let me ſtop this way firlt ; fo, now 
UnCaPe. ; 

Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented : 
You wrong your ſelfe too muck. : 

Ford, True (maſter Page) up Gentlemen. 
You ſhall ſee ſport anon : 
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Follow me Gentlemen.” ; 
Evan. This is fery fantaſticall humors and jealouſies. 
Cains. By gar, tis 0-the faſhion of France : 
It is not jealous 11 Fr aNCC 
Page. 


his ſearch, Ne a 
Mie Page. Tstherenota double excellency in this? 


Mif. Ford. I know not which pleaſes me better, 


Exennt. 


| That my husband is deceived, or Sir /ohy. 


Miſc Page. What a taking was he in, when your hus- 
band askt who was in the basket? _ 

if. Ford. Tam halfe affraid he will have need of wa- 
ſhing : ſo throwing him into the water, will doe him a 
benefit. 

Miſ. Page. Hang him diſhoneſt raſcall : I would all 


| ofthe ſame itraine, were in the fame diſtreſle. 


MY. Ford. Ithinke my husband hath ſome ſpeciall 
ſuſpition of Fa/ſteffes being heere ; I never ſaw him ſo 
groſſe in his jealoutie till now. : 

Miſ. Page, I will lay a plot to try that, and we will 
yet have more trickes with Falſtaffs : his diſlolute diſcale 
will ſcarſe obey this medicine. : ; 

Mif. Ford, Shall we ſend that fooliſh Carton, Miſt. 
Oxicklyto him, and excuſe his throwing intothe warcr, 
and give himanother hope, to betray him toanother pu- 
niſhment ? ; ; 

Aif. Page. We will doc it: let him be ſent for to mor- 
row by cight aclocke ro have amends. Emer eAll. 

Ford. I cannot find him : may bethe knave bragg'd of 
that he could not compaſle. 

Af. Page. Heard you that ? 

Mif. Ford, You ule me well, Miſt. Ford? doe you 2 

Ford. I, I doe ſo. 

AiſcPage.Heaven make you better then your thoughts 

Ford, Amen. 

Hi.Pa, Youdoe your le'fe mighty wrong (M. Ford) 

Ford, I,T: I muſt beare it. 

Ev.If there be any pody inthe houſe,and in the cham- 
bers, and in the coffers, and inthe preſſes : heaven for- 
give my ſinnes. 

(ins. Be gar, nor I too : there 15 no-bodies. 

Page.Fy,fy,M.Ford, are you not aſham'd? What fpirit, 
what divell ſuggeſts this.imagination ? I would not ha 
your diſtemper inthis kind,for the welth of Windſor caſtle, 
Ford, Tis my fault (M. Page) I ſuffer for it. 

Evan. You ſuffer fora pad conſcience : your wife is 
a$ honeſt a of mans, asI will defires among five thou- 
ſand, and five hundred too, 

Cas. By gar, I fee *tis an honeſt woman. 
| Ford, Well, Ipromiſd you adinner:come,come,walke 
In the Parke, I pray you pardon me: I will hereafter make 
knowne to you why I have done this- Come wife,come 
Mi. Pagel pray you pardon me. Pray hartly pardon me. 

Page. Let's goin Gentlemen,but (truſt me) we'l mocke 
him: I doe invite you to morrow morning to my houſe 
to brealtfaſt : after we'll a Birding together, I have a tine | 
Hawke for the buſh. Shall it be to : 

Ford. Anything. | 

E+. It there is one,1 ſhall make twoin the Company. 
Cas. Ifthere be one, or two, 1 ſhall make-a-theturd, 
Ferd. Pray you goe, M. Page. 

Evan, 1pray you now remembranceto morcow onthe 
lowſie knave, mine Hoſt. 

C4. Datis pood by gar,with all my heart. 


Nay fellow him (Gentlemen) ſee the yiſue of 


| 
Scena Quarta. 


Enter Fenton, Anne P age, Shallow, Slender, 
nickly, P age, iſe Page. 

Fer. Tee I cannot getthy fathers love, 
Therefore no moreturne me to him ({ivcet Nan.) 
| Anne. Alas, how then? 

Fen. Why thou muſt be thy {clfe. 
HedothobjeR, I am too grear of birth, 
And that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 
Iecke to heale it onely by his wealth. 
Befides theſe, other barres he layes before me, 
My Rtots paſt ,my wilde Societies, 
And tels me 'tisa thing impoſſible 
I ſhould love thee, bur asa property. 

e-LFine. May be he tells you true. 

Fen. No, heaven ſo ſpeed me in my time to come; 
AlbeitI will coafeſſe, thy fathers wealth 
Wasthe firſt motive that I woo'd thee ( Anne : ) 
Yet wooing thee, 1 found thee of more valew 
Then ſtampes in Gold, or ſummes in ſealed bagges; 
And tis the very riches of thy ſclfe, 

That now Iaymear, 

Hn. Gentle M. Fentos, 

Yet ſceke my fathers love, ſtill ſeeke it (ir, 

If opportunity and humbleſt ſuite 

| Cannot attaine it, why then harke you hither. 
Shal. Breake their talke Miſt is Quickly, 

My Kinſman ſhall ſpeake for himſeltc. 


S$ta!. Be not diſmaid. 
Slen. No, ſhe ſhallnot diſmay me : 
I care not for that, butthar 1 am affeard. 
Lui. Hark ye,M. Slender would ſpeake a word w ith you 
| en. I cometo him. Thisis my fathers choyce ; 
O what a world of vilde ill-favour'd faults 
Lookes handſome in three bundred pounds a yeere ? 
| - Q#. And how do's good Maſter Fenton? 
Pray youa word with you. 
Shat. Shee'scemming : to her Coz. 
O boy, theu hadſt a father. 


( Ing. 


4 


Evi. Alowiic knave, to bave his Sibes, and his moc- | 


kerics. Bans: 


S$len.T hada father (Je. As.)my uncle cantel you goed 
jeſts of him:pray you Vncle,teil Milt. ,4=»e the jeſt how 
my father ſtole two Geeſe out ofa Pen, good Ynckle. 

Shal. Miltris Anve, my Cozen loves you. 

S$ler. I that I doe, as wellas1 love any woman in Glo- 
ceſterſhire. 

Shal. He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman. 

Stern. 1 thatI will, come cut and long-taile, under the 
degree of a Squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
J2 ynture. 

Anne, Good Maſter Shallow let him wooe for him- 
ſelfe. 

Shal. Marry I thanke you for it : I thanke you for that 
good comfort : ſhe cals you (Coz) Ie leave you- 

Anne. Now Maſter Slener. | 

Slem. Now good Milſtris e-Tnne. 

Anne. Whar 1s your will ? . 

Shen. My will 2 Odd's-hart-lings , that's a pretty 
jelt indeed 3 I ne're made my Wall yer (I thanke Hea- 
ven:) Lam not ſuch a ſickely creature, I give Heaven 
praiſes 

E 2 


e Lnne. 


Slex. le make a {hafror a bolt on'c, ſlid, tis but ventu- | 


| 


Pf ak 


The merry Wives of Windſor. 


e Lene. T meane (M. Slender) what would you with me? 
Skr. Truely, for mune owne part, . I wouldlittle or no- 
thing with you : your father and my uncle hath made 
motions: if it be my lucke, Io : if not, happy man be his 
dole, they cantell you how things goe, better then I can: 
you may aske your father, heere he comes; 
Page. Now Maſter Slender ; Love him daughter Ame. 
Why how now 2 What does Maſter Fenton hearc? 
You wrong me Sir, thus ſtill to haunt my houſe. 
I told you Sir, my daughter is diſpoſd of. 
Fen. Nay Maſter Page, be not impatient» 
Miſ. Page. Good Matter Fenton, come not to my child. 
. Page. Sheisno match for you. 
Fen, Sir, will you heare me? 
Page. No, good Maſter Fenton. 
Come Maſter Shallow ; Come ſonne Slender, in ; 
Knowing my wind, you wrong me(Maſter Fenton. 
az. Speake to Milſtris Page. 
Fen, Good Miſtris Page, torthat I love your daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I doe, 
Perforce, againſt all checkes, rebukes, and manners, 
I muſt advance the colours of my love, 
And not retire. Let me have your good will. 
Arne. Good mother, doe not marry me to yond foole. 
4 At. Page. I meane itnot, Iſccke you a better huſ- 
and. : 
2. That's my Maſter, Maſter Door, 
eLnne, AlasT had rather be ſet quicke i'th earth, 
And bowl'd to death with Turnips. 
XMiſ.Page. Come, trouble not your ſelfe goad Maſter 
Fentox,, I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 
My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 
Andas I find her, ſo aml affected : 
Till then, farewell Sir, ſhe muſt needs goe in, 
Her father will be angry. | 
Fen, Farewell gentle Miſtris : farewell Nan. _ 
Oxi. Thisis my doing now ; Nay, faid I, will you 
caſt away your child ona Foole, and a Phyſitian : 
Looke on Maſter Fextoy, this is my doing. 
Fez. I thankethce : and I pray thee once tonight, 
Give my ſweet Na» this Ring:there's for thy pains. Ext- 
Dui. Now heaven ſend thee good fortune, a kind 
heart he hath: a woman would run through fire and wa- 
ter for ſuch a kind heart. Bur yet, I would my Maſter 
had Miſtris e£ze, or I would Maſter Slender had her :or 
(in ſooth) I would Maſter Fenton had her;I will do what 
I canfor them all three, for ſo I have promiſd, and Ile 
beasgood as my word,but ſpecioufly for Maſter Fenton. 
Well, I muſt of another errand to Sir John Falſtaffe from 
mytwo Miſtreſſes : whata beaſt am I to ſlacke ir. Ex. 


ee ESR 
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Scena Quinta. 


Enter Falflafſe, Bardolfe, Quickly, Ford. 

Fal. Bardolfs] "<4 4104207 868 

Bar, Heere Sir. 

Fal. Goe, fetch mea quart of Sacke, put atoſt in't. 
Havel liv'd tobe carryed in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Offall?and to be throwne in the Thames? Wel, 
if I be ferv'd ſuch another tricke, Ile have my braines 
'tane outand butter'd, and give them to a dogge for a 
New-yeares gift. The rogues flighted me into the river 
with as little remorſe, as they would have drown'de a 


| 


q 


| they convey'd meintoa bucke-basket} 


— 


blind bitches Puppies, fifteene i'th litter : and you may | 
know by my fize, that Thavea kind of alacrity in ſink- 
ing: if the bottome were as deepeas helt,] ſhould downe. 
I had beene drown'd, bur that the ſhore was ſhelvy and 
ſhallew : a death that I abhorre ; for the water ſwellesa 
man ; and what a thing ſhould I have beene, when 1 
had beene ſ\wel'd ? I ſhould have beenc a Monntaine of 
Mummy. | 
Bar, Here's Miſtris 9wicky, Sir to ſpeake with you. 
Fa. Come, letme poure in ſome Sacke tothe Thameg! 
water : for my belli's ascold asif I had ſwallow'd ſnow-: 
bals, for pilles rocoole the reines. Call her in. 
Bay. Comein woman. Emer Quichy. 
Lui. By your leave 2 I cry you mercy ? 
Give your worſhip good morrow. 
Fal. Take away theſe Challices: 
Goe, brew mca pottle of Sacke finely. 
Bard. With Egges, Sir? 
Fal. Simple of it ſelfe ; Ile no Pullct-Sperme in my 
brewage. How now ? 
Lai. Marry Sir,l cometo your worſhip from Mi.Ferd. 
Fal, Miſtris Ford? 1 have had Ford cnough : 1was 
throwne into the Ford ; I have my belly full of Ford. 
Li. Alasthe day (good-heart)that was nor her fault : 
ſhe do's ſotake on with her men zthey miſtooke their e- 
refion. (promile. 
Fal. So did I mine, to build upen a fooliſh Womans 
Lui. Well, ſhe laments fir for it,that it would yerne 
your heartto ſee it : her husband goes this morning a 
birding ; ſhe deſires you once more to come to her, be- 
eweene eight and nine : I muſt carry her word quickely, 
ſhe'll make you amends I warrant you. ES 
Fal. Well, I will viſit her, tell her ſo; and bid her 
thinke whata man is : Let her conſider his frailety, and 
then judge of my merit. 
2x. I will tell her, 
Fai. Doe ſo. Betweene nine and tendaiſt thou ? 
Qzs. Eightand nine Sir. 
Fal. Well, be gone : I will not mifle her. 
Qzxs. Peace be with youlir. Ext: 
Fat, ImarvaileI heare notof Maſter Broome : he ſent 
me word to ſtay within : I like his money well. 
Oh, heerebe comes. , Emer Ford, 
Ford. Bleſle you Sir. 
Fal. Now Mafter Broome, you come to know 
What hathpaſt betweene me, and Fords wife. 
Ford. That indced (Sir Jeb») is my bulineſle. 
Fal. Maſter Broomel will notlye to you, 
I wasat her houſe the houre ſhe appointed me. 
Ford. And ſped youSir ? 'Þ 
Fal. Very ill-favouredly Maſter Broome. | #2 
Ford. How ſo (ir, did ſhe change htr determination ? | # 
 Fal.No(M. Broome) but the peaking Cornuto her huſ- | Þ 
band (M. Zroowe) dwelling in a centinuall larum of jelou- | 
fie, comes mein the inſtantof our enccunter,after we had | 
embraſt,kiſt,proteſted,and(as it were){poke the prologue | | 
of our Comedy : and at his heeles, a rabble of his compa- 
nions, thither provoked and inſtigated by his diſtemper,. 
and (forſooth) to ſerch his houſe for his wives love. 
Ford, What? While youwere there ? 
Fat. While I wasthere. | 
Ford. And did he ſearch for you,and could not find you! 
Fal. You ſhall heare. As good lucke would have it, 
comes in one Miſtris Page, gives intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch : and in her invention,and Fords wives diſtraftion, 
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Ford. A Buck-basket ? 


Shirts and Smockes, Socks , foule Stockings , greaſic 
Napkins, that (Maſter Broome) there was the rankeſt 
compound of villanous ſmell, chat ever offcnded no- 


ul. 
Ford. And how long lay you there? 
Fal. Nay , you ſhall heare (Maſter Broome) what I 
have ſuffcred; to bring this woman to evill, for your 
: Being thus cram'd in the Basket,a couple of Fords 
I wewworks forth by their Miſtris, to 
carry me in the naine of foule Cloathes to Datchet-lant : 
they tooke me on their ſhoulders : met the jealous Rnave 
their Maſter in the doore ; whoask'd them once or twice 
whatthey had in their Basket ? I quak'd for feare leaſt 
the Lunatique Knave would have fearch'd it : but Fate 
(ordaining be ſhould be a Cuckold) held his hand : well, 
on went he, for a ſearch, and away went I for foule 
Cloathes: But marke the ſequell (Maſter Broome) I ſut- 
feredthe pangs of three ſeverall deaths : Eictt, an inol- 
lerable fright, to bedetected witha jealous rotten Bell- 
weather : Nextto becompaſs'dlike a good Bilbo in the 
circamference ofa Pecke, hilt to point, heele ro head. 
And then to be ſtopt in like a ſtrongdifliVarion with ſtink- 
ing Cloathes, that fretted in their owne ge : thinke 
after a man of my Kidney ; thinke of that that am as 
ſubjeRto heate as butter ; a man of continuall difloluti- 
on, and thaw : it was a miracle to ſcape ſuffocation. And 
inthe height of this Bath (when I was more then halfe 
ſtew'd is greaſe (like a Dutchdiſh) to be throwne 1nto 
the Thames, and coold, glowing hot, in thar ſerge like 
a Horſcſhooe ;thinke of that : hifling hot, thinke of that 
(Maſter Broome.) | 
Ford. In good ſadnefſeSir,I am ſorry,that for my fake 
you have ſufferd all this. | 
My ſuite then is deſperate : You'll undertake her no 


{ more? 


Fal. Maſter Broome : 1 will be throwne into Erna, as 
I have beene into Thames, ere I will leave her thus ; her 
husband iri this morning gonea birding : I have recei- 
ved from her another ambaſſie of meeting :'twixt cighr 


and nine is the houre (Maſter Broome. ) 


Ford. 'Tis paſt eight already Sir. 

Fad. Is it? 1 will then addretſe me to my appointment : 
Come to me at your convenient leifure,8& you ſhall know 
how I ſpeed : andthe concluſion ſhall be crowned with 
your enjoying her :adjew, you ſhall have her (Maſter 
Broome) Maſter Broome, you ſhallcuckold Ford. Exit, 

Fora, Hum: ha? is thisa viſien? is this a dreame? 
doe I fleepe ? Maſter Ford awake, awake Maſter Ford ; 
there's a hole made in your beſt coate ( Maſter Ford:;) this 
"tis tobe marricd ; this 'tis to have Lynnen, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, I will proclaime my ſeife what am : 1 
will now take the Leacher : hee is at my houſe : hce 
cannot ſcape wn bag impoſſj = he ſhould : hee can- 
not creepe into a halfe-penny purſe, nor into a Pepper- 
boxe ; Burleaſtthe Divell Fa guides bim, ſhould aide 
him, I will ſearch impoſlible places : though what Igm, 
I cannot avoide ; yetto be what I would nor, ſhall not 
make me tame : If have hornes, to make one mad, let 
the proverbe goe with me, Ile be hoznemad. 


E xcunt. 


' The menyWrves of Windſor. 


Fal. Yea: a Buck-basket: ram'd me in with foule 
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eAtins Quartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Miſtric Page, Quickly, Williew, Evans. 
Life Page, Is he at M. Fordralready think'ſt thou ? 
Qszs. Sure he is by this; or will be preſently ; but 
truely heis very couragious mad, about his throwing 
intothe water. Miftris Ford deſires youto come ſodaine- 


Ys 
Mif. Page. le be with her by and by : Ile but bring 
my yong-man here to Schoole ; looke where his Maſter 


Comes , 'tis a playing day I ſee: how now Sir Hagh, no | 


Schoole to day ? 

Eva. No: Maſter Slender is let the Boyes leave toplay. 

Q-i. Bleſſing of his heart. 

AMif. Page. Sir Hugb,my husband fayes my ſonne pro= 
fits nothing in the worldat his booke : I pray you aske 
him ſome queſtionsin his Accidence. 

Eva, Come hither #iltiam; hold up your head; come. 

Aif. Page. Come orfirha ; hold up your head ; an- 
{wer your Maſter, be nor afraid. 

Evan. William, how many Numbersis in Nownes? 

will. Two, 

Qz:#. Truely, 1 thought there had beene one Number 
more, becanſethey ſay od's-Nownes . 

Evan. Peace, your tatlings. W hat is (Faire) Filliew ? 

Will: P »icher » 

L Qszz. Poulcats? thereare fairerthings then Poulcats, 
ULC. +» 

Evan. You are a very ſimplicity o'man : I pray you 
peace. What is( Lapis Puliens. OY 

will, A ſtone. 

£van, And what is a ſtone (William *) 

Will, A Pceble. 


Evan. No it is Laps : I pray you remembet in your |” 


praine: 
Will. Laps. | | 
Evan, That isa good William: what is he (William )that 
do'slend Articles. | | 
wil. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune ; and be 
thus declined, Singulariter nominatino, hit, het, hoc. 
Eva. N ominaine big hag, hog : pray you marke :gens- 
tro hujus ; Well, what 1s youre Accuſatime-caſe. 
Wil. eAccuſativo hinc. 
Evas. I pray you have your remembrance (child) Ac- 
Cuſativo, hing haxg, hog, 
Q«ss. Hang-hog, islatten for Bacon, 1 warrant you. 
Eva, Leave your prables(o'man) W hat is the Foee- 
tive caſe (illlam?) 
Will. O, Vocativo, O. 
Evay. Remember i#/iliam, Foeative, is caret. 
Qsi. And that's a good roote, 
Evan, O'man, forbeare. 
Af. Page. Peace. 
Evan, What is your Genitive caſe plarall (William? ) 
Will. Genittve Caſe ? 
Evan, I. 
Will. Genitive horum, harum, horum, 
#i. *Vengeance of Ginyes caſe ; fic on her : never 
name her (child,) if ſhe be a whore. 
£va, For ſhameo' man. 


Qw#i. Youdoe illto teach the chiid ſuch words : hee 


teaches him to hic, and to hac ; which they'll doe faſt 


cnoughof themſclves, and to call borum ; he upon you. 
E3 Eva. 'O man 


———_—_—_ 
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deritandings for thy Caſes, and the nambers of.the Gen- 
ders ? Thouart as fooliſh Chriſtian creatures, as I would 
{ deſires. 4 I 14 

. Miſe. Page. Prethee hold thy peace. 
Ny 2 ad) Show me now (Wiliew) ſome declenſions of 
your Pronounes. | 

Will. Forſooth, I have forgot. : 

Eva, Itis Qi, que, quod; if'you forget your Quies, 
your Qzes, and your Qzods, you muſt be preeches: Goc 
| your waycs and play, g0. | 
A.Pag.He is a better ſchollerthen I thought he was. 
i Eva. He is good ſprag-memory : Farewell AL.Ps. 
| cM. Page. Adieu good Sir Hugh. 
{ Get you home boy, Come we ſtay too long. 


_—_ 


E xeunt. 


{ A IR 


 Sceana Secunda. 
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Dc 


Enter Falſtaffe, Mi. Ford. Miſc Page, Servants, Ford, 
| Page, (airs, Evans, Shallow. 


Fal. Miſtris Ferd, Your ſorrow hath eaten up my ſuf- 
ferance;I ſee you are obſequious in your love, and I pro- 
fefle requitall toa haires bredth, not onely Miſtris Ford, 
in the ſimple office of love, but in all the accouſtrement, 
complement, and ceremony of it: but are you ſurc of 
your husband now ? | 
| Afi. Ford, He's abirding (ſweet ſir John.) 

if. Page. What hoa, gollip Ford : what hoa. 

Af: Ford. Step into thichamber, Sir John, Enter, 

if. Page. How now ({weet heart ) who's at home 
beſides your ſelfe ? 

CHif, Ford, Why none but mine owne people. 

 CMif. Page, Indeed? . 

CH. Ford, No certainely : ſpeake louder. 

Cf. Page. Traly,I amo glad you haveno body herc, 

Ati. Ford, Why? 

CM. Page, Why vioman, your husband is in his old 
linesagaine : he ſotakes on yonder with my busband,'{o 
railes againſt all married mankind; fo curſes all &xes 
daughters, of what complexion ſoever ; and fo bufferts 
himſclfe on the for-head : crying peere-out, pecre our, 
thatany madneſſe I ever yer beheld, feem'd but tame- 
nefle, civility, and patience to this his diſtemper he 1s in 
now : Iamglad the fat Knight 15 not heere, 

' Aife. Ford. Why, do's he talke of him ? 

Af. Page. Of nonebut him,and ſweares he was ca- 
ried out rhe laſt time he ſearch'd for him, ina Basket: 
Proteſts to my husband he isnow here,and hath drawne 
him andthe reſt oftheir company from their ſport , to 
| make another experiment of his ſuſpition : But I am glad 
the Knight isnot here ; now he ſhall ſee his owner foole- 


—— —_ 


a 
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IYs 
if. Ford. How neere is he Miſtris Page *? 
Mif. Pag. Hard by,at treetsend; he will be hereanon. 
5. Ford. T am undone, the Knight is heere. 
 Miſ. Page. Why then youareutterly ſham'd,and he's 
but a dead man. Whata woman are you ? Away with 
him,away with him : Better ſhame, then murther. 
Aiſ. Ford. Which way ſhould he goe > How ſhould 
I beſtow him ? Shall I put him into the basker againe ? 
Fal. No, ile come rio more 1'th Basket : Enter, 
May I not goe out ere he come ? 


| Evan. O'man, a:tthou Lunatics? Haſt thou no un- | 


\ 


| Miſe Page. Alas : threeof Mafter Fords brothers watch 
the doore with Piſtols; that none ſhall ifſue--our : other. 
wiſe you might ſlip away ere he came : But what make 
you heere? : | 
Fal. What ſhall I doe?Ile creepe up into the chimney, 


Birding-peeces : creepe into the Kill-hole. 
Fal.'Whereigit? 
A5{. Ford. He will ſeeke there on my word : Neither 


an abſtra& for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes 
_ mby his Note: There is no ding you. in the 
oule. 
Fal. Ile goe out thens 
Af. Ford. If you goe out in your owne ſemblance; 
you dye Sir John, unlefſe you goe out diſguis'd. 1 
How might we diſguiſe him ? 
Af: Page. Alas the day 1 know not, there is no wo- 
mans gowne bigge enough for him : otherwiſe be might 


| put ona hat, a muffler, and a kercheife, and ſo eſcape. 


Fal. Good hearts, deviſe ſomething : any extremity, 
rather then a miſcheife. 
A45ſ: Ford, My Maids Aunt the fat woman of Brain- 
ford, hasa gowne above. | 
Mi. Page. On my word it will ſerve him : ſhe's as 
big as he is and there*s her thrum'd har, and her muffler 
too: run up Sir /ohn. 
Afife Ford. Goe, goes ſweet Sir John: Miſtris Page and 
Iwilllooke ſome linnen for your head. 
Atife Page. Quicke, quicke , we'll come dreſſe you 
ſtraight : put onthe gowne the while. Exit, 
Aff. Ford, I would my husband would meete him in 
this ſhape : he cannot abide the old woman of Prain- 
ford; he ſweares ſhe'sa witch, forbad her my honſe ,and 
hath threatned to beatc her. 
CHsfe. Fage, Heaven guide him to thy husbands cud- 
gel] ; and the divell guide his cudgell afterwards. 
Wi. Ford, But is my husband comming ? | 
Miſ. Page. 1 in good ſadneſſe is he, and telkes of the 
baskertoo, howſoever he hath had intelligence. | 
HMiſ. Ford, Welty that : for Ile appoint my mev to, 
carry the basketagaine, to meete him arthe doore with 
it, as they did laſt time. | 
Atiſ. Page. Nay, but heel be heere preſently : let's go 
drefſe him like the witch of Branford. 
Miſc Ford. lle firſt diret my men, what they ſhall doe 
with the basket: Goe up, ile bring linnen for him 
ſtraight. 


X25f. Page. Hang him diſhoneſt Varlet, 
We cannot miſuſe him enough : 
We'll leave aproofeby that which we will doo, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too : 
Wedoenot ad, thar often, jeſt, and laugh, 
"Tis old, butrrue, (till Swine cates all the draugh, 
Mi. Ford. Goe Sirs, take the basket againe on your 
ſhoulders : your Maſter is hard at doore : if he bid you 
fer it downe, obey him : quickly, diſparch. Enter Ser. 
x Ser. Come, come, take itup, | | 
2 Ser. Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight againe 
1 Ser, Ihope not,I had as leife beare {o much Lead- 
Ford. 1, but if it provetrue (Maiter Page) have you any 
way thento unfoole me againc? Set downe the basket 
villaine : ſome body callmy wife : Youth in a Basket: 
Oh you Panderly Raſcals, there's a knot : a ging, a packs 
a conſpiracie againſt me : Novw ſhall the diveli beaſham'd. 
What wife Itay : Come, come forth : behold what ho- 


] 


neſt: 


My _— 


Atiſe Ford, There they alwayesuſe to diſcharge their |. 


Preſſe, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunke, Well, Vault, but he hath | 
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nelt cloathes you ſend forth to bleaching. _ 

Page, Why,this paſſes M. Ford: you are not to goe 
looſe any longer,you mult be pinnton d. 
Evans, Why,this 1s Lunatickes : 


7 Indeed M. Ford,this is not well indeed. . : 
Ford. Soſay I too fir, come hither Miſtris Ford, Mt 
tris Ford,the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the vertu- 
ous creature,that hath the jealous fosle to her husband : 
I ſifpe& withour cauſe (Miſtris)doe I ? 


pet me in any diſhoneſty, 26 

Ford. Well faidbrazen-face , hold it out : Come forth 
firrah. - 

Page.-This paſſes. 

A. Ford. Are you notaſham'd,let the cloathes alone. 

Ford, I hall find you anon. PY 

Evans. *Tis unreaſonable;zwill you take up your wives 
cloathes? Come,away. | 

Ford. Empty the basket I ſay. 

AM. Ford. Why man,why ? 

Ford, Maſter Page,as Iama man, there was one con- 
vay'd out of my houte yeſterday in this basket : why may 
not he be there againe ? in my houſe I am ſure he is : my 
intelligence 1s truc,my jealoufie is reaſonable, plucke mee 
outall the linnen. 

A467, Ford. If you finde a man there , he ſhalldyea 
Fleas death, 

Page. Here's no may. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well M*. Ford : This 
wrongs you, ; 

Evan. M.Feord,you muſt pray, and not follow the ima- 
ginationsof your owne heart : this is jealouſtes, 

Ford, Weil, hee's nor here I ſccke for. 

Page. Nognor no where elſe but in your braine. 

Ford. Hepe to ſearch my houſe this one time: if T find 


| not what 1 ſeeke,ſhew no colour for my extremity : I,ct 


me for ever be your Table-{port : Letthem ſay of me as 
jealous as Ford , that fearcl'd a holiovs Walk-uut for his 
Wives Lemman. Satisfie me once more,once more ſearch 


| with me. 


AM, Ford, What hoa( Miftris Page) come you and 
the old Woman downe : my husband will come 1nto the 
Chamber. | 

Ford, Old woman? what old woman's that ? 

Miſt. Ford. Why 1tis my Maids Aunt of Brainford, 

Ford, A Witch,a Queane;, an old cozening Queanee : 
Haye I not forbid her my houſe? She comes of errands 
do's ſhe? We are ſimple men , we doe not know whar's 
brought to paſſe under the profeſſion of Fortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes,by Spels,by th'Figure ,and fuch 
dabry as this is, beyond our Element : wee know no- 
thing, Come downe you Witch, you Hagge you , come 
downe [ ſay. 

CHift. Ford. Nay,good ſweet husband , good Gentle- 
men,let him not ſtrike the old Woman. Enter Fal. 
: <2 Come Mother Prat , Come give me your 

and, 

Ford. Ile Prather : Out of my doore you Witch,you 
Rag,you Baggage, you Poulcat,you Runnion,out,out : Ile 
conjure you, ile Fortune-tell you. Exu Fal. 

A117. Page. Are youn0taſham'd ? 

Ithinke you have kil'd the poore woman. 

Mi.Ford. Nay he will doe 1t, 'tis a goodly credite 

I YOlt. 

Eord, Hang her Witch, 


| ET 


this is mad asa mad 


Ai. Ford. Heaven be my witnefle you doe, it youſal- 


| upon no traile;never truſt 


' 


.of him, iFfthe Divell have him not in fee-fimple, with fine + 


| 


— Evans. By yea,and no;I thinkethe o'man is a Witch 
indeed: like not when a o'man has a great peard;T fpie a,} 
great peard under his Muffler. PETE WP -9 
Ford, Will you follow Gentlemen, I beſeech youfol | 
low : ſeebut the iſſue of my jealoufic : if T gry out thus || 
when I open'againe. ** / 
Page. Let's obey his tumour alitcie further : 74. 1 
Come Getitlemen,  - ...; £2 © Oxenh. 
. Mit. Page. Truſt me hebeare him moſt pitifully. 
 M.Ford, Nay by th'Maiſe that hee did not': hee beate | 
him moſtunpirtifully,me thought, . 1 + 4 
| Miſt,Page.: Ie have the cudgell ballow'd , and hung |} 
ore the Altar,ithath done meritorious ſervice. 1 
 Mift.Ford. What thinke you ? May we with the war- 
rant of woman-hood, and'the yitnetie of a good conſci- | 
ence,purſue him withany further revenge ? SETS 
M.Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſle 1s ſure {car'd but | 


and recovery, he will never;I thinke,in the way of waſte, | 
attemptus againe. | | 1 
Mitt, Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee have 
ſerved him? 
Miſt.Page. Yes,by all meanes:if it be but to ſcrape the 
figures out of your husbands braines :- if hey can finde in | 
cheir hearts, the poore unvertuous fat Knight ſhall be any 
further afflicted, we two will ſtill be the minitters. © : © | 
Miſt. Ford, lle warrant they'l bave him publikely 
fham'd,and methinkes there would be no-period to the. 
jeſt,ſhould he not be publikely tham'd. : 33/4 | 
Miſt. Page. Come,to the Forge withit, then ſhapeit :1 
would not have things coole. FT Exennt. 


* — 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Hot and Bardolfe, | 

Bar. Sir, the Germazedelires to have three of your 
horſes : the Duke himſelte will be co morrow ar Court, 
and they are going to meethim. 

Hoff. What Duke ſhould that be comes ſo ſecretly ? 
I heare not of him inthe Court : let me ſpeake with the 
Gentlemen,they ſpeake” Engish? 
Bar. I Sir? tle call him to you. 

Hoft. They ſhall have my horſes, but le make them 
pay : lleſawcethem, they have had my houſes a weeke 
at command : I have turn'd away my other guelts , they 
muſt come off, Ile fawce them, come. Exexnt. 


—_— 
— 


—— 
g——_— 


Scena Quarta. | 


Enter Page Ford, Miſtris Page Miſtris Ford, 
Ford,and Evass. 


Evans. Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a o'tnan as 
eyer I did looke upon. | 
: Page. And did he ſend you both theſe Letters at an in» 
rant ? | | 
IMft. Page. Within a quarter of an hours, 
Ford, Pardon me(wife)henceforth do what thou wilt: 
I rather will ſuſpect the Sunne with gold, | 
Then thee with wantoanefſe ; Now doth thy honor ſtand 
(In !. 


—_—. 


| 56 [ The merry Wives of Windſor, 


Y OA SCORE 0: 20 
(Ithim that was of late an Hereticke) 
| As firme of faith. 

Page. "Tis well, tis well,nomore : 

Be not extreame inſubmiſſion, as in offence, 

Butlct our plot goe forward :Let our wives 
Yet once againe(to make uSpublike ſport) 

Appoint a _—_ with this old fatfcllow, = 
Where we may take him,and diſgrace him for it. 

Ford, There isno better way then thatthey ſpoke of: 

Page. How?toſend him word they'l meer him inthe 

Parke at midnight? Fie,fic,he't never come. 

| - &vas. Youſay hc hathbeenthrowne intothe River:and 

has been grievouſly peaten, asan old 'oman : me thinkes 
there ſhould be terrours in him,that he ſhould not come : 
ao thinkes his fleſh is puniſh'd, hee ſhall have no dc- 

Ires. 
Page, Sothi. ke I too. 
az Ford.Deviſe but how you'l uſe him when he comes. 

And let ustwodeviſeto bring him thither. 

M.Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 

Hunter(foinerime a Keeper here in Windſor Forreſt) 

1] Dothall the Winter tiae at ſtill of midnight | 
Walke round abour an Oake, with greatragg'd hornes, 
And there he blaſts the tree,and takes the cattle, 

. And makes milch-kine yecld blood, and ſhakes achaine 
In a moſt hideous and dreadfull manner. 

You have heard of ſucha ſpirit,and well you know | 
The ſuperſtitious idle-headed-E/d 
Receiv d,and did deliver to our age 
Thistale of Herve the Hunter for a truth. | 
Page. Why yettherce want not many that doe feare 
In deepe of night to walke by this Hernes Oake : 
But what of this? 

My. Ford, Marry this is ourdevile, 
That Felſtaffe at that Oake ſhall mcet with us. 

Page. Well,kt it not be doubted but he'l come, | 
| And inthis ſhape when you have brought him thither, | 

What ſhall be done with him ? What is your plot ? 


| It is admirable pleaſures,and ferry honeſt knaveries. 


! andcall : hee'l ſpeake like an Anthropophaginian unto 
HM.Page. Thatlikewiſe have we thought upon , and thee : Knocke I ſay. | 


Fairies, finely attired ina robe of white. 

Page. That filke will I goe buy,andin thattime 
Shall M-S/exderſtcale my Nan away, | 
And marry her at Eaton: goc,ſend to Feiftaffe ſtraight: 

Ford, Nay,lle to him againe 1rſname of Broome, 
Hee'l tellme all his purpoſe: ſure hee'i come. 

A45.Fa. Fearc not you that : Goe get usproperties 
And tricking for your Fairies: | 

Evans. Letus about it, 


Mi. Page. Goc Milt. Ford, 

Send quickely to Sir /#bn,to know his minde : 

Ile tothe DoRtor,he hath my good will, 

And none but he to marry with Nan Page: 

That S/xder(though well 19 1g Ideot : 

Agd he,my husband beſt of all S: 

The DoQor is well monyed,and his friends 

Potent ac Court : he,nene but he ſhall have her, 

Though twenty thouſand worthier come to crave her. 
Exit, 


me... 


_ W 


Scana quinta. 


—_—@_ſ— . W_ 


» Enter Holt,Simple, Faiftaſſe,Bardolfe, Evans, 
Caine, Dnickly. 


|  Hef:What woulſtthou have? (Bore) what ? ( thick 


—_— — —— 


Sim. Marryſir,l come to ſpeake with Sir /ohu Fal- 
faffe from M.Slender, 


his ſtanding bed and truckle bed: *tis painted about 
with the ſtory ofthe Prodigall,freſh and new : go, knock 


XN an Page (my daughter and my little ſonne, thus : 
And three or foure more of their growth,wee'l drefſc 
Like Vrchins, Ouphes,and Fairies,greencand white, 
With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 
And Rattles in their hands; upona ſodaine, 
As Falftaffe,ſhe,and I,arenewly met, 
Letthem from forth a Saw-pit ruſh at once 
With ſome diffuſed ſong : Vpon their ſight 
We two, in greatamazcdneſle will flye : 
| Thenletthem all encircle him abour, 
And Fairy-like to pinch the uncleane Knight ; 
And aske him why that houre of Fairy Revell, 
In their ſo ſacred pathes, he dares to tread 
In ſhape prophane. s 

Ford. And till hetel[the truth, 
Let the ſurpoſed Fairies pinch him ſaund, 
And burne him with their Tapers. 

Af.Pa. The truthbeing knowne, , 
We'l all preſent our ſ{clves; diſ-horne the ſpirit, 
And mocke him home to Windſor. 

Ford. The children muſt 
BepraQis'd wellto this,or they'l nev'r doo', 

 Evas. I will teach the children their behaviours:and I 

will be likea Iacke-an-Apesalſo,to burne the Knight with 
my Taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent, 
Ile goc buy them vizards. 


1 


| with her ? 


Sim. There's anold woman, afat woman gone up into 
his chamber : Ile be ſo boid as ſtay Sir till ſhe come 
downe : I come to ſpeake with her indeed. 

Hoff. Ha? Afat woman? The Knight may be robb'd: 
Ile call, Bully-Knight, Bully-Sir oh : ſpeake from thy 


Lungs Military : Artthouthere ? It is thine Hoſt , thine | 


Epheſian cals. 
Fal. How now,mine Hoft > 
Hoft. Here's a Bohemian-T artar taries the commi 


| downe of thy far woman : Let her deſcend ( Bully ) let | 
| her deſcend : my Chambersarc honourable z Fie, priv+ 


cy ? Fie. | 

Fal. There was ( mine Hoſt ) anold fat womanevyen 
now with me,but ſhe's gone. 

Sim. Pray you fir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford ? | 

Fal, I marry was it (Muſſel-ſhel) what would ycu 


Sim, My Maſter (Sir) my Maſter Slender , ſent to her 
ſceing her goe throughthe ſireers, ro know (Sir ) whe- 
ther one Nim (Sir)thar beguild him of a chaine , hadthe 
Cchaine,or no. | | | 

Fai. Iſpake with the old woman about it. 
Sim, And whart ſaycs ſhe,1 pray Sir ? 

Fal. Marry ſhe ſayes,that the very ſame man that be- 

guil'd Maſter S/endey of his Chaine,cozen'd him oft. 
Sip. I would Icoald have ſpoken with the woman 


Mift, Page. My Nev ſhall be the Queene of all the | 


skin)ſ{peake,breathe,diſcuſle : briefe,ſhort,quicke,ſnap. | 


Heft. There's his Chamber , his Houſe, his Caſtle, | 
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her ſelfe,T had other thingsto have ſpoken with her too, 


Fal. What are they ? let us know. 

Hoſt. 1,come : quickes 

Fal. I may not conceale them (ſir. ) 
| Hoff, Conceale them,vr thou di'lt. 

Sim, Why fir, they were nothing but about Miftris 
eAme Page, to know if it were my Maſters fortune to 
have her or no. _ 

Fal. *Tis, tis his fortune. 

Sim. W hat Sir 6 

Fal, To have her, orno : goe; ſay the woman told 

me ſo. 

Sim. May I be bold to ſay (o ſir? 

Fal. I fir : like who more bold, 

Sim, I thanke your worſhip : 1 ſhall make my maſter 

glad with theſe tidings. 

Hoſt. Thou art clearkly : thou art clearkly ( fir /ob») 
was there a wiſe woman with thee? | 

Fal. I,thatthere was (mine Hoſt) one thathath taught 
me more wit,then ever I learn'd before in my life : and 
I paid nothing tor it neither, but was paid for my lear- 
ninge Enter Bardolph, 

Bar. Outalas(fir)cozonage : meere cozonage. 

Hoſt. Where be my horſes? ſpeake well of them var. 

letto. 

Bar. Run away with the cozoners : for ſo ſoone as I 
came beyond Eaten, they threw me off from behinde 
one of them in a ſlow of myre; and ſet fpurres, and 
away z like three Germane-Divels; three Dotor Fau- 
uſſes. 

Hoft. They are gone but to meet the Duke (villaine) 
doe not ſay they be fled : Germanes are honeſt men, 

Enter Evans, 

Ev, Where is mine Hoſt? s 

Heft, W hat is the matter (ir ? 

Evans. Have acarc of your entertainments: there isa 
friend of mine come to tewne, tels me there is three Co- 
zer-Termans,thar has cozend all the Hoſts of Reading, of 
Maidenhead ; of Cole.brooke, of horſes and money : I 
tell you for good will (looke you)you are wile, and full 
of gibes, and viouting-ſtockes: and *tis not convenient 
you ſhould be cozoned. Fare you well. Exit. Enter (ains, 

| (4. Ver'is mine Ho#F ae [arteere ? 

Hoſt. Here (Maſter Docor)ia perplexity and doabt- 
 fulldelemma. 

(#. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it is tell-a-me, dat you 
make grand preparation for a Duke de lamany : by my 
trot : derisno Duke dat the Court is know , to come : I 
tell you for good will : adieu. Exn. 

Hef. Huy andcry(viliaine)goe: afliſt me Knight, 1 
am undone : flye,run : hu and cry (villaine) I am undone. 
Ext. 

Fal. T would all the world might be cozen'd, for I 

have beene cozened and beaten too : if it ſhould come to 


-| the care of the Court, how I have beene transform'd;and 


bow my transformation hath beene waſh'd and cudge['d, 
they would melt mc out of my fat, dropby drop , and li- 
quor Fiſhermens boots with me : I warrant they would 
whip me with their fine wits,till I were as creſt-falne as 
adri'd Peare ; I never profper'd,ſince 1 forſwore my ſelfe 
at Primero : wellzif my wind were but long enough ; 1 
would repent : Now ? Whence come you? 
Emer Quickly, © 
Qs. From the two parties forſooth, 
Fal. The Divel} take one party , and his Dam the 


{ Steckes for a Witch. 


| content : here 1saletter will ſay ſomewhat: (good hearts) 


| While other ſports aretasking of tlieir mindes, 


CE 


other : and ſothey ſhall be both beſtow'd ; I have ſuf- 
fer'd more for their ſakes; more than the villanots in- 
conſtancy of mans diſpoſition is able to beare. 
 Qz. And have notthey {uffer'd ? Yes, I warrant, ſpe- | 
cioully one of them ; MiltrisFord (good heart) is beaten 
gs blue , that youcannor ſee a white ſpot abour | 
cre 
Fal. Whattell ſt thou mee of blacke and blue ? I was 
beaten my ſelfe into allthe colours ofthe Rainebow : and 
| was like to be apprehended for the Witch of Brein- 
fora,but that my admirable dexterity of wit, my counter- 
feiting the ation of an old Woman deliver'd mee; the 
Knave Conftable had ſet me ith* Stockes, ith' common 


Qs, Sir, let me ſpeake with you in your Chamber, 
you ſhall heare how things goe,and (I warrant ) toyour 


what a-doe here itsto bring you together? Sure one of 
youdo's not ſerve heaven well,that youare ſo croſs'd. 
Fal. Come up into my Chamber, Excunt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Emer Fenton, HoST. 

Hoff, Maſter Fenton,talke not to mee,my minde is hea» 
vy : I willgiveover all. 

Fey. Yet heare me ſpeake : aſſiſt me in my purpoſe, 
And(as Iam a Gentleman)lle give thee 
A hundred pound in gold,more then yourloſſe. 

Ho#F. I will heare you ( Maſter Fevron) and I will (at 
thelcaſt)keepe your counſel, 

Fen, From time to time, I haveacquainted you 
With the deareloveI bearcto faire Anne Page, 
Who, mutually ,hath anſwer'a my affection, 
(So farre forth,as her ſelfe might be her chuſer ) 
Even to my with ; Ihavea letter from her 
Of ſuch contents,as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof,ſolarded wich my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be martifcſted 
Without the ſhew of bath : fat Sir /ohn Fa/f affd 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the jett 
Ile fhew you here at large(harke good mine Hoſt: ) 
To nightat Hernes Oke,jult cwixt tweiveand one, 
Mauft my ſweet Nan preſent the Faicry Queene : 
The purpoſe why,is here : in which diſguiſe 
Whale other jeſts are ſomething ranke on foot, 
Herfather hath commanded her to {lip 
Away with Slender,and with him at Eaton 
Immediately to marry : She hath conſented: Noyy Sir, 
Her mother,(even ſtrong againſt that match | 
And firme for or Ca1)hath appointed | 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 


And at the Deanry,where a Prieſt attends 
Strait marry her : to this her Mothers plot 
She(ſeecmingly obedient)likewiſe hattr | 
Made promiſe tothe Doftor : Now,thus it reſts, 
Her father meanes ſhe ſhall be alt in white; 

And inthat habite,when Slender ſees his time | 
To take her by the hand,and bid her goe, | | 
She ſhall gee with bim : her Mother hath intended | 
(The better to devote her to the Doctor; 
For they muſt all be mask*dand vizarded) 


That 


—— y—_ RR. 
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Thatquaintin greene,ſhe ſhall be looſe enroab'd, 
With Ribands-pendant,fiaring *bout her head ; 
And whenthe Door ſpies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand,and onthat token, 
The maid hath given conſentto goe with him. 
Hoſt. Which meancs ſhe to deceive ? Father,or Mo- 
ther? 
Fea, Both (my good Hoſt) to goe along with me ; 
* And here it reſts,that you'l procure the Vicar 
To ſtay for me at Church,'twixt twelveand one, 
And inthe lawfull name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremony. ; 
Hoſt. Well,husband your device ; Ile to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid,you ſhall not lacke a Pricſt . 
Fen. So ſhall I evermore be beund to thee ; 


Beſides,lIle make a preſent recompence. Execunt. 


—— 


Aus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Emter Falſtaffe,Quickly,and Ford. 


Fal. Prethee no more pratling : go,Ile hold,this 1s the 
third time: I hope good luckelies in odde numbers, A- 
way,goc,they ſay there is Divinity in odde numbers, ei- 
ther 1n Nativity,chance,or death : away. 

Q=s. Ile provide you achaine, and Ile doe what I can 
togert you apaire of hornes, 

Fal. Away I fay ,time weares, hold up your head and 
mince. How now M. Broome ? Maſter Broome, the mat- 
ter will be knowne to night , or never. Be you in the 
| Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you ſhall ſee 
wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday (Sir)as youtold 
me you had appointed ? 

Fal. 1 went to her ( Maſter Broome ) as you ſee, like a 
poore-old-man , but I came from her (Maſter Broome ) 
like a poote-old-woman ; that ſame Knave ( Ford her huſ- 
band) hath the fineſt mad Divell of fealouſic in him ( Ma- 
ſer Broome) that ever govern'd Frenzic. I will tell you, 
he beat me grievouſly,in the ſhape ofa woman : ( for in 
the ſhape of man ( Maſter Br ooze.) I feare not Goliah 
with a Weavers beame, (becauſe I know alſo, life is a 
Shuttle)I am in haſte,goe along with mee, Ile teil you all 
(Maſter Broeme : ) ſince I pluckt Geeſe , plaid Trewant 
and whipt Top, 1 knew not what 'twas to be beaten , till 
lately, Follow me , Ile tell you ſtrange things of this 
Knave Ford,on whom tonight I will be revenged , and I 
will deliver his wife into your hand. Follow , firange 
things in hand ( M. Brooze) follow. Exennt. 


— 


"Scena Secunda. 


Enter Page,Shaflow,Slender, 


\ Page. Come, come: wee'll couch i'th Caſlle-ditch, 
till we ſee the light of our Fairies, Remember ſonne Slew. 
aer,my daughter. 

Slen. I forſooth,l have ſpoke with her , and wee have 
a nay-word howto know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mum ; ſhecryes Budget, and by that 


—_ 


we know one another 

Shal, That's good too: but what needes either your 
Mum,or her Budget ? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ſtrooke ten a'clocke. 

Page. The night isdarke, Light and Spirits will be. 
come it well : Heaven proſper our ſport. No man meanes 
evill but the Divell,and we ſhall know him by his hornes,: 
Letsaway : follow me. Exennt, 


—— 


—— CCI 


ScenaTertia. 


\ , 


Enter Mit. Page, Miſt. Ford,( ans. 


ALiF,Page. M*.DoRor,my daughter is in greene,when || 
you ſee your time, take her by the hand, away with her 
tothe Deanry,and diſpatch it quickly : goe before into: 
the Parke : we two muſt goe together. - 0 

(45. Iknow vatT have to do,adieu. Exit, 
A713, Page. Fare you well (fir: Jay husband will notre- 
joyce ſo much atthe abuſe of Fa/ftaffe, as he will chafe a 
the DoRors marrying my daughter : But 'tis no matter; 
better a little chiding, thena great deale of heart-breake. 

CHfte. Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troope of 
Fairies ? and the Welſh Divell Herve ? 

Miſt, Page. They are all couch'd ina pit hard by Herus 
Oake, with obſcur'd Lights ; which art the very inſtant 
= — and our meeting, they will at once diſplay to 
thenight. | 

Mi. Ford. That cannot chooſe but amaze him, | 

Hiſt.Page.If he be not amaz'd he will be mock'd ; If 
he be amaz'd, he will be mock'd. 

Mif. Ford. Wee'l betray him finely. 

Afi. Pa. Againſt ſuch Lewdſters, and their Lechery, 
Thoſe that berray them doe no treachery. 

Miſt, Ford. The houre drawes on : to the Oake,tothe 
Oake, E xenm., 


D—— 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 

Evans. Trib,trib,Fairies : Come, and remember your 
parts : be pold ( I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when 1 givethe watch-ords : doe as I bid you : Come, 
come,rrib,tribe | Exennt, 


—_— 


Scana quinta. 


— 
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—— — 


Enter Falſtaffe, Hittreſſe Page, Miſtris Ford, Evans, © 
Hmne Page, Fairies, Page, For d, Quickly, 
Slender Fenton. (ame, Piſtol. 


Fal. The Windſor Bell hath firoke twelve ; the Mi- 
nute draweson : Now the hot-bloodied-gods aſſiſt mee: 
Remember love, thou waſt a Bull for thy Ezropa, Love 
ſer on thy hornes. O powerfull Love , that in fome re- 
ſpets makes a Beaſt a Man: in ſome other,a Man,a Beaft. 
You werealſo (lupiter)a Swan,for the love of Zea: O} 


Omnipo- 


lh 
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| — 
emnipotent Love, how nere the god drew" to the come 


Beaſt,(O Iove,a beaſtly fault : ) and then another fault, 
in the temblance of a Fowle, thinke on't (Iove) a fowle- 
fault. When gods have hot backes , what ſhall poore 
men doe?For me, I am here a Windſor Stagge, and the 
frteſt( Ithinke) rch Forreſt. Send mea coole rut-time 


| (loveJor whocan blame me to piſſe my Tallow ? Who 


comes here? my Doe ? 
M.Ford. Six ſohn? Artthou there (my Deare?). 
My malc-Deere ? 
Fal. My Doe with the blacke Scut ? Let the skie 
raine Potatoes : let it: thunder, to the tune of Greene- 
ſleeves, haile-kiſſing Comfits', and ſnow Eringoes: Let 
there come a tempeſt of provocation, I will ſhelter mee 
heres : | 
AM.Ford. Miſtris Page iscome with me (Sweetheart.) 
Fal. Divi'd me like a brib'd-Bucke , cacha Haunch: 
I will keepe my ſides to my ſelfe , my ſhoulders for the 
fellow ofthis walke ; and my hornes I bequeathe your 
husbands. Am Ia Wo odaman ? Speake I like Herne 
the Hunter > W hy,now is Chpi a childe of Cunſcience, 
he makesreſtitution. As I am true ſpirit, welcome, 
Af.Bage Alas,what noyſe? © 
AM.Ford. Heaven forgive our finnes, 
Fal. What ſhould rhis be? 
OM. Ford. M.Page. Away AWaye * - 
Fal. T thinke the Divell will not have me daran'd, 
Leaſtthe Oyle that's in me thould fer hell on fire ; 
He would never elſe crofſe me thus, 
Enter Fasries. 
Qs. Fairies,blacke,gray ,greene,and white, 
You Moone-thine Revellers,and ſhades of night. 
You Orphan heires of fixed deſtiny, | 
Attend your oifice,and your quality. 
Crier Hob-goblin,make the Fairy Oyes. 
Pit. Elves,lift your names ; Silence you ayry toyes. 
Cricket,to Ymaſor Chimneyes ſhalt thouleape ; | 


| Where fires thou find'ſtunrak'd,and Hearths unſwept, 


There pinch the Maides as blue as Bilbery, 

Ourradiant Queene hatesSlutsand ſluttery. 
Fal,They are Fairies,he that ſpeakes torhem ſhall die. 

Ile winke and couch : No mantbeir workes muſt eye. 
Ev. Where's Bede?Go you,and where you tinda M21 

That ere ſhe ſleepe has thrice her prayers ſaid, 

Raiſe up the Organs of her fantaſie, 

Sleepe ſhe as ſound as carciefſe infancy, ..- * 

Butthoſe as fleepe and thinke not on-theirfinnes, 

Pinchthem armes,legs,backs,ſhoulders,fidesand ſhinnes, 
WG About,about : | 

Search 7/inaſor Caſtle(Elves)within and ont. 

Strew good lucke(Ouphes)on every ſacred roome, 

That it may Rand till the perpetualldoome, 

Inſtate as wholeſome;as in ſtate *ris fit, 

Worthy the Owner,and the Owner it. 

The ſeyerall Chaires of Order,looke you ſcowre 

With juyce of Balme ; and every precious flowre, 

Exch faire Inſtalment, Coat,and ſev'rall Creſt, 

With loyall Blazon evermore be bleſt. 

And Nightly.medow-Fairies,looke you ſing 

Liketo the Garters-Compaſſe in a Ring, 

Thexpreſſure thar it beares : Greene er it be, 

More fertile-freſh then allthe field to ſee : 

And Hony Soit Qui Mal-j-Perſe rite 

In Emrold: tuffes, Flores purple,blue,and white, 

Like Saphire-pearle,and rich Embroiderie, 


mm... 


lexion of a Goole : a fault done firſt in; the forme: of a - 


Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee ; 
Fairies uſe Flowers for their Charaerie, 
Away,diſperſe ; Bat till 'tis onea clocke, 

Our dance of cuſtome round about the Oke 

Of Hernethe Hunter,letus not forger. 


Ev, Pray youlocke hand in hand,your ſelvesin order ſet; 


And twenty Glow-wormes ſhall our Lanthornes be 
To guide our Meaſure round about ahe tree. 


| Bur ſtay,I ſmell a man of middlecarth. 


"© 1 (15 13% ? 
1. Page. I pray you come, hold upthe jeſt no higher. 


| Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welſh Fairy, 
Leaſt hetransforme me to a peece of Cheeſe. 
| _ Vilde worme, thou waſt ore-look'd even in thy 
Irt EE 
Qs. With tryall-fire touch me his finger end : 
| If he be chaſte,the flame will backe defcend 
And turne him tono paine : bur if he ſtart, 
Icis the fleſh ofa corrupted heart, 
Pit. Atriall,come. 
Evans.Come,willthis wood take fire ? 
Fal. Oh,oh,oh. 
Qs, Corrupt,corrupt,and tainted in deſire, 
Abourt him( Fairies )fing aſcornfull Rime, 
And as you trip,ſtill pinch him to your time, 


The Song, 
Fie on finfull phantaſie : Fie on Luft and Lyxurie : 


| Luſt # but ablosdy fire kindled with unchaſte defrre, 


Fed inheart whoſe flames aſpire, 
e-7s thoughts doe blow them higher and higher. 
Pinch him( F aries) mutually : pinch him for his Villanie, 
Pinch him,and burne him,and turne him about, 


Tl Candles,and Starelight,and IMoone-frine be out. 


Page. Nay doenot flye, I thinke we have watcht you 
noi : Wil none but Herze the Hunter ſerve your 


Now (zood Sir 1ohn)how like you Windſor Wives? 
Sce you theſe husbands ? Doe not theſe faire Okes 
3ccoms the Forreſt better then the Towne e 

Ford. Now Sir,who'sa Cuckold now ? 
7* Broome, Falftsf's a Knave,a Cuckoldly Knaye, 
Hecre are his hornes Maſter Broome : 
And Maſter Breome , he hath enjoyed nothing of Fords, 
_ but his Buck-bagsker, his Cudgell, and twenty pounds of 
money, which mult be paid to M. Broome, his horſes are 
arreſted for it, M. Broome, 

A. Ford. Sir Tohn,we have had ill lucke : we could ne- 
ver meet : I willnever take you for my Love againe,but 
I will alwayescount you my Dcere. 

Fat. I doe begin to perceivethat I am made an Aſfe. 

Ford. 1, and an Oxc too ; both the proofes are ex- 
cant. 

Fal. And theſe are not Fairies : | 
I wasthree or foure times inthe thought they were not 
Fairies,and yer the guiltineſſeof my minde , the ſodaine 
ſurprize of my powers,drovethe groſſenefle of the. fop- 
pery intoa recciy'd beliefe, indeſpight ofthe teeth of all 
rimeand reaſon, that they were Fairies. See now how 
wit may be madea lacke-a-Lent, when 'tis upon ill im- 
ployment. 

Evan, Sir Tohs Falftaffe , ſerve Got, and leave your 
deſires,and Fairies will not pinſe you. | 

Ford, Well faid Fairy Hugh. 

Evan, And leaye you your jealouzies too, I pray 


Oll, 
y Ford. 


| 
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Themeery Wivesof Windjor. 


Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife againe , till thou | 


art able to wooe her in pe Engliſh. 


Fal. Havel laid my braine 1n the Sunne and dri'd it, 


that it wants matrer to prevent ſo grofſe ore-reaching as | 


this? AmT ridden with a Welch Goattoo ? Shall I have 
] a Coxecombeof Frize? *Tis time I were choak'd witha 
| peeceof toaſted Cheeſe; 

| Evans.Secſe is not good 
putter . 


to give putter; your pelly is all 


Fal. Secſe and Putter > Have I liv'd to ſtand atthe | 


taunt of cne that makes Fritters of Evgisf? - This is c- 
nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking through 
the Realme.. _— 

. Mift. Page. Why Sir John, doe you thinke, though we 


would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head | 


| and ſhoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 
to Hell, that ever the Divell could bave made you our 
delight ? | 

Ford. What,a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax ? 

Aif. Page. Apuft man? ; 

Page. Old,cold,wither'd,and of intollerable entrails? 

Ford. And one thatis as {landerous as Sathan ? 

Page, Andas poore as [ob. 

Ford, And as wicked as his wife ? 

Evan, And given to Fornications,and to Tavernes,and 
Sacke,and Wine,and Mectheglins, and todrinkings, and 
ſwearings,and ftaring ? Pribbles and prabbles? _ 

Fal. Well,I am your Theame: you have the ſtart of 
me, Iamdejected : I am notable to anſwer the Welch 
Flannell, Ignorance itſelfe isa Plummet ore are , uſe me as 
you will, 

Ford. Marry (ir, wee'l bring you to Wind(or to one 
M* Broome, that you have cozon'd of money, to whom 
you ſhould have beene a Pander : over and above that you 
have ſuffer'd, Ithinke,to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting affi1Rion. 

Page. Yet be cheerefull Knight , thou ſhalt eat a Poſlet 
ro nightat my houſe, where I will defire theeto laugh ar 
my wife, that now laughesatthee : Tell her MF.S/enger 
hath marricd ber daughter. 

Miſt. Page. DoRors doubt that ; 

If eLunz Page be my daughter , ſhe is ( by this ) Doctor 
(a4 wife. Et 
| Enter Slenatcr, 
Slen. Whoa hoe, hee, Father Page. 
Page. Sonne? How now? How now ſonne, 
Have you diſpatch'd ? 

Slen. Diſpatch'd ? Ile make the beſt in G/ofterſhire 
know on't : would I were hang d la,clſe. 

Pape. Of what, fonne ? 

Sen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miſtris e-Lone 
Page, and ſhee's a great lubberly Boy. If it had not beene 
1t Church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he ſhould hae 
ſwing'd mee. IFT did not thinke it had beene e4ne 
Page, would I might never ſtirre, and 'tis a Poſt-maſters 
Boy. 5 


— 


— 


Page. Vponmy life then,you tooke the wrong, | 
Slen. Whatneed'you tell methat ? I thinke{o, when, | 
I tookea, Boy for a Girle : 1f T had beene married to) bim, | 
in womans apparell) 1 would not have had. | 


(for all he was 
him. : |: 35:1 £9 
- Page. ' Virhythis 15s your owne folly, 
Didaoe I tell you how you ſhould 1468 my daughter 
By her garments? | 5 
Slen. 1 went to her in greene , and cryed Mum , and 
ſhe cry'd Budger, as. Anxe and I had appointed, and yet it 
was not Anne,but a Poſt-maſters Boy. | | 
Miſt. Page. Good George be not angry,I knew of your 
purpoſe: rurn'd my danghter into white, and indeed ſhee 
15 n0w with the Door at the Deanry,and thete married, 
| | Enter ( ame, 

Cas. Veris Miſtris Page : by gar Iam cozoned , I ha 
married one Garſoon, a Boe ;- on Peſant,by gar. A Boy, 
Kr 15not Aw Page,by gar,T am cozoned. | 

A1.Pa, Why? did you take her in white ? 

( 45. I be gar, and *cisa Boy t begar, lle raiſe all#ind- 

Or « 

Ford. This is ſtrange : Who hath got the right A-me? 

Page, My heart miſgives me,here comes M. Fenton. 
How now M. Fenton? | 

An. Pardon good father,good my mother-pardon. 

| Page. Now Miſtris : | 
How chance you went not with M. Slender ? 
Afi. Pa. Why went you not with M*.DoQtor Maid? 

Fer, You doe amaze her : heare the truth of it, 

You would have married her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there wasno proportion held in love : 
The truth is,ſhe and I (long fince contracted ) 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can diſſolve us : 
Th'offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 
And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 
Of di{obedience,or unduteous title, 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
A thouſand irreligious curſed houres 
Which forced marriage would have brought'vpon her. 
Ford. Stand notamaz'd, here is no remedy : 
In Love,the heavens themſclves doe guide the ſtate, 
Money buyes Lands,and wives are fold by fate. 
Fal, I am glad , though you have tane a ſpeciall ſtand 
to ſtrikeat me,that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 

Page. Well, what remedy ? Fentoy , heavengive thee 

Joy what cannot be eſchew'd,muſt be embrac'd. 


Fal.. When night-dogs runne , all ſorts of Deereare |. 


chac'd. 
24. Pa. Well,I will muſe no further : M.Fentor, 
Heaven give you many,many merry dayes : 
Good husband,let us every one goe home, 
And laugh this ſport ore by a countrey fire, 
Sir Johz and all, 
Ford. Let it be ſo (Sir John:) 


To Maſtcr Broome,you yet ſhall hoſd your word, i 
For he,to night,ſhalllye with Miſtris Ford, ZExenm. | 
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E ter Duks EſcaluLord;. 


RAY Scalus. 4 
6 DIOYP E ſea. My Lor 8 . 
Es Way D #k.O f,. government the propertics to unfold, 


Since T am put to know,that your owne Science 
Exccedes (inthat)theliſts of all advice : 
My ſtreng;h can give you : Then no more rematnes 
But that, to your {kificiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them worke : The nature of our people, 
Our Cuties infti:utions,and the Termes | 
For Common Iuſtice,y'are as pregnant 1n 
As Art,and pra&iſe hath enriched any ; 
That we rememember : There is our Commiſſion, 
From which,we would not have you warpe ; call hither, 
I fay,bid come before us Angels : 
W hat figure of usthinke you, he will bearc. 
For you muſt know,we have with ſpeciall foule 
EleRed him our abſence to ſupply 3 
Lent him onr terror,drefſt him with our love, 
And given his Deputation all the Organs 
Of our owne power : what thinke you of it ? 

Eſc. Tf any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergoe ſuch ainple grace and honour, 
Itis Lord Awgelo. 


Enter eAngelo. 


Dike, Looke where he comes. 
Ang, Alwayes obedient to your graces wall, 
Icometo know your Graces pleaſure. 
Dake. engelo : 
There is a kinde of Character in thy life, 
That to th'obſerver,doth thy hiſtory 
Fully vnfold : Thy ſelfe and thy belongings 
Are not thineowne ſo proper,as to waſte 
| Thy {clfe upon thy vertues ; they on thee : 
| Heaven doth with us,2s we with Torches doe, 
| Notlight them for themſelves : For if our vertues 
Did not goe forth of us,*twereall alike 
Asif we had them not: Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
Butro fine iſſues :nor Nature never lends 
The {malleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 
But like athrifry goddefſe, ſhe determines 
Her ſelfe the glory of a creditour, 
Both thankes and uſe ; but Idoe bend my ſpeech 


7 Would ſceme in me t'affe ſpeech and diſcourle.. 


| To onethat can my part in him advertiſe ; 
Hold therefore &4ngeho : 

In our remove;,be thou at full,our ſelfe : 

Mortality and Mercy in Viemns  - 

Live in thy tongue and heart : Old Eſcale 

Though firſt in queſtion, is thy ſecondary. 

Take thy Commiſſion, | 
Ang. Now good m; Lord 
Let there be ſome more teſt,made of my mettle, 
Before ſo noble and fo great a figure 
Be ſtampr't upon its 
Duke. No moreeyaſion : 
We have withaleaven'd,and prepared choyce 
Proceeded to you ; therefore rake your honours 3 
Our haſte from hence is of ſo quicke condition, 
That it preters it ſelfe,and leaves unqueſtion'd 
Matters of necdfull value ; We ſhall write to you 
As time,and our concernings ſhall imporrtune, 
How it goes with us,and doe looke to know 
What doth befall you here. So fare you well : 
To th'hopefull execution doe I leave you, 
Of your Commithon, 

Ang. Yet giveleave (my Lord,) 

T hat we may bring you ſomething on the way. 
Dake. My baſte may not admit 1t, 

Nor need you(on mine honour)have to doe 

With any ſcruple : your ſcope 18 as mine owne, 

So to inforce, or qualite the Lawes, 

Asto your ſoule {cemes good : Give me your hand, 

He privily away : I love the peopie, 

But doe not like to ſtage met their eyes : 

Though it doe well, I doenor relliſh well 

Their loud applauſe,and Aves vehcment : 

Nor doe TI thinke the man of ſafe diſcretion 

That do's affe& it. Once more fare you well. 
eArg. The heavens givelafcty to vour purpoſes. 
Eſc. Lead forth and bring you backe in happincſle. 

Dake. Ithanke you,fare you well, Exh, 

Eſe. I ſhall deſire you,Sirgto give me leave 

To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concernes me 

To looke into the bottome of my place : 

A power I have,but of what ſtrength and nature; 

I am not yet inſtructed. 

e Ng, 'Tis ſo with me: Letus with-dray together, 
And we may ſoone our ſatisfaction haye y 
Touching that point. 

Eſc. lie wait upon you honour, 


= Sera 


A Merten. 


eAMeaſure for Meaſure. 


£ Gent. Clenajio to priſon ? = not o. he 
mY | awd, Nay,but I know 'tis ſo : I ſaw him arreſted, 
Sce naſe cunda. | ſaw him rnb away : and which is more, within theſe 
three dayes his head to be chopt off. : 
1h ps Enue. But,afterall this fooling,l would not have itſo; 
Enter Lucio,and two other Gentlemen. Ar thou {ure of this ? * | 

Zac. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to | 2,4. ] am too ſureof it : and it is for getting Ma- 
compoſition with the King of Hungary , why then all the | quam 1ulierta with child. 
Dukes fall upon the King. ; Lac. Belceve mee this may be: hee promis'd to mecte 

1 Gent, Heaven grant us its peace, but not the King of | ms two howres fince,and he was ever preciſe in promiſe. 
Hwngaries, © keeping. E 

2 Gent. Amen. Eg 2 Gent, Beſides you know,it drawes ſomething neere 
Ln. Thouconclud'ſt like the Sanfimonious Pyrat, | t, the ſpeech webad touch a purpoſe. 
that went to Sea with the tenne Commandements , but I Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamation, 
{crap'd one out ef the Table. Inc. Away,let's goe learne the truth of it. Exenn, 
2 Gent, Thou ſhalt not ſteale? Bawd. Thus,what with the war ; what with the {weat, 
Luc. I,that he raz'd. what with the gallowes , and what with poverty , Iam 

x Gent, Why? 'rwas a Commandement to command | cygome.ſhrunke; How now ? what's the newes with 
the Captaine and all the reſt from their fun&ions : they you? Emer Clowne. 
put forth to ſteale : There's not a ſouldier of us all , that Clow, Yonder man is carryed to priſon. 
inthe thankeſgiving before meate,doe ralliſh the petition Baw. Well ; what has he = ? 

well that prayes for peace. ' LR Clow, A woman, 
| 2 Gent. Inever heard any ſouldier diſlike it. | Faw. Butwhar's his offence ? 

Luc, T beleeve thee : for I thinke thou never was (ow. Groping for Trowts,in a peculiar River, 
where Grace was ſaid. Baw. What ? is there a Maid with child by him? 

2 Gent. No?a dozen times at leaſt, (low. No : but there's a woman with Maid by him; 

I Gent, What? in meeter ? | | you have not heard of the Proclamation, have you? 

. Zxc. In any proportion,or in any language. Baw. What Proclamation,man ? 

1 Gene. I thinke,or in any Religion. (ew. All houſes in the Suburbes of Yiemma, muſt be| 
| Zac. I,why not? Grace,is Grace, deſpight of all con- pluck'd downe. | 
| troverfie : asfor example ; Thou thy ſelfc art a wicked | BZBaw. And what ſhall become of thoſe inthe Citie ? | 
villaine,deſpight of all Grace | Clow, They ſhall ſtand for ſeed : they had gonedowne| 

1 Gent, Well ; there went buta paire of ſheeres be- too,but thata wiſe Burger put in for them. | 
tWEENC US, : Baw. But ſhall all our houſes of reſort in the Suburbes| 

£zc. I grant : as there may betweene the Liſts and | þe pull'ddowne? 
the Velvet. Thou art the Liſt. | Cow, To the ground Miſtris. | 

I Gent. And thou the Velvet ; thouart good Velvet ; Baw. Why here'sa change indeed in the Commot- 
thou'rt athree pil'd-peece I warrant thee : I had asliefe | yealth : what ſhall become of me ? 
be a Lyſt of an Engliſh Kerſcy,as be pil'd,asthou arr pil'd, {tow, Come ; fearenot you : good Counſellours lacke 
for a French Velvert.Doe I ſpecke teclingly now ? | no Clients : though youchange your place, you need nat 

Lc. Tthinke thou doſt ; and indeed with moſt paine- change your Trade:Ile be your Tapſter till;courage,there 
full feeling of thy ſpeech : I will, out of thine owne con- \ 1,1 be pitty taken on you; you that have worne your cies 
feſlion,learne to begin thy health; but whilſt I live , for- | almoſt out in the ſervice,you will be conſidered. | 
get to drinkeafter thee. Bawd. What's to doe here, Thomas T apfter ? Ict's with 

I Gent.Ithinke T have done my ſelfe wrong,have Inot? | qcayy, | 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou haſt ; whether thou arr tainted, {ow. Here comes Signior Clandro, led by the Prove 
or free. Enter Bawac. topriſon : and theres Madam /»/er. _ 7 

Luc. Behold,behold, where Madam 41ttigation comes. | 
I have purchas'd as many diſcaſes under her Roofe, — : 

ASCOMC LO moon Scena terilid. 

2 Gent. To whatlT pray ? wt 

Lxc. Iudge. | Os ok * 0 

2 Gent, Tothree thouſand Dollours a yeeres Enter Provoſt, Clandio,Inliet,Officers, Lucio, and two Gent. | 

I Gent. T,and more. Cla.Fellow,why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th'world| 

Luc. A French crowne more. Beare me to priſon, where I am committed. | 

1 Gent. Thou art alwayes figuring diſcaſes in me ; but | Pro. Idoc itnot in evill diſpoſition, 
thou art full of errour, I am ſound. But from Angeloby ſpeciail charge. 

Zac. Nay, not ( asone would ſay ) healthy : but ſo (lan. Thuscanthe demy-pod( Authority) 
ſound,as things thatare hollow ; thy bones are -hollow ; | Make us pay downe,for our offence,by waight 
| Impiety has made a feaſt of thee. The words of heaven; on whom it will,it will, _ 

r Gent. How now, which of your hips has the moſt | On whom it will not(ſo)yet ſtill tis juſt. (ltraint- 
profound Sciatica? Lnc. Why how now (audio? whence comes this 16+ 

Bawa. Well, well: there's one yonder arreſted , and Clan. From too-muchliberty,(my Lycio)liverty, 
carried to priſon,was worth five thouſand of youall., As ſurfer is the father of much faſt, 

2 Gent, Who'sthat I prethee ? So every ſcope by the immoderateuſe 

Band. Marry ſir,that's Claudio,Signior Clawdio, Turnes to reſtraint : our Natures doe purſue 


———_ 
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Like Ratsthit ravin downe their proper Bane, 

A thirſty evill,and when we drinke,we die. 
Lice If 1 could ſpeake fo wiſely; under an arreſt, I 

would ſend for certaine of my Creditors : and yet, tO ſay 

the truth, I had as liefe have the foppery of freedome, as 

the mortality of impriſonment : what's thy offence, 

Clanass ? 

(ts. What (but to ſpeake of ) would offend againe. 

Lue. What is't murder ? 

{ a. Nos. 

Lac. Lechery ? 
| Cla, Callit ſe. 

Pro, Awaygfir,you muſt goe. 

Cla. One word, good friend : 
Incio,a word with you. 

Luc. A hundred : | 
If they'ldoe you any good : Is Lechery ſolook'd after? 

Cla, Thus ſtands ic with me : upon a true contract 
I got poſſeſſion of Ilzettas bed, 

You know the Lady,ſhe isfaſt my wife, 

Save that we doc the denunciation lacke 

Of outward Order. This we came not to, 

Onely for propagation of a Dowre 

Remaining in the Coffer of her fricnds, 

From whom we thought irmcet to hide our Love 
Till Time had made them for us. But it chances 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutuall entertainment 
With CharaQtr too groſle, is writ in /niter, 

Zuc. With Childe,perhaps ? 

(a. Vohappily,even ſo. 
And the new Deputy,now for the Duke, 
W hether it be the fault and glimpſe of newneſſe, 
Or whether that the body publique, be 
A horſe whereon the Governour doth ride, 
Who newly in the feat,that it may know 
He can command ; letsit (trait fecle the ſpur ; 
Whether the tyranny be in kis place, 
Or in hits eminence that fils itup 
I Ragger in : Butthis new Governour 
Awakes meall the enrolled penalties | 
Which have(like unſcowr'd Armor)hung by th'wall 
So long,thatnineteene Zodiacks have gone round, 
And none of them been worn ; and for a name 
Nov puts the drowſieand negleaed AR 
Freſhly on me : 'tis ſurely foraname. 

Lac. 1 warrant it is: and thy head ſtands ſo tickle on 
thy ſhoulders, thata Milke-maid, if ſhe be inlove, may 
ſigh it off : Send afcer the Dake andappeale to him. 

Ca. I have done ſo,but he's not to be found. 
| Tprethee( Zacio)doc me this kinde ſervice : 

This day,my ſiſter ſhould the Cloyſterenter, 

And there receive her approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, 
Implore her,in my voyce,that ſhe make friends 
Tothe ſ{trift Deputy: bid her ſelfe aſſay him, 

I have great hope iathat : for in her youth 

There 1s a prone and {peechlefſe DialeR, 

Suchas move men: beſide ſhe hath proſperous Art 
When ſhe will play with reaſon,and diſcourſe, 
And well ſhe can perſwade. 

Luc. Tpray ſhe may; as well for the encouragement 
ofthe like, which ciſe would ſtand upon grievous impo- 
fition: as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be for- 
P _ be thus fooliſhly loſt, ata game of Ticke-tacke : 

e to her; 


Cla. Ithanke you good friend Lacio. 


———e—.——_ 


| Having bound up the threatning twigs of Birch, 


| Tounloeſe thistyde-up Tuſtice, when you pleas'd : 
| And it in you more dreadfull would have {cem'd 


Lc. Within two houres. 
Cla. Come Officer,away. 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Dukg and Frier Thomas. | 
Duke Ne: holy Father throw away that thought; 

Beleeve not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can piercea compleat boſome : why,I deſire thee 
To give me ſecret harbourghath apurpoſe 
More grave and wrinkled,then the aimesand ends 
Of burning youth. 

Frs, May your Grace ſpeake of it. 

Duke My holy fir,none c—_ knowes then you 
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd 
And held in idleprice,to haunt afſemblies 
Where youth and coſt,and witlefle bravery keepts. 
I havedclivered to Lord e-Lrge/o ; 
(A man of ſtricture and firmeabſtinence) 
My abſolute power,andplace here in Vienna, 
And he ſuppoſes me travail'd to Poland, _ 
(Far ſo 1 have ſtrew'd it in the common care} 
Andſoit is receiv'd : Now (pious fir) © 
You will demaund of me, why Ido this. 

Fri. Gladly,my Lord. | 

Dake. We have (tric Statutes,and moſt biting Lawes, 
(The needfull birs and curbes for headſtrong weeds,) 
Which for this fourteene yeares,we have lct ſlip, 
Evenlike an ore-growne Lyon in a Cave 
Thar goes not oar toprey : Naw,as fond Fathers, 


Onely to ſticke it in their childrens fight, 
For errour,not to uſe : intime the rod 
More mock'd then fear'd : ſoour Decrees, 
Dead to infliction,to themſelves are dead, 
And liberty plucks Iuſtice by the noſe ; 
The Baby beatesthe Nurſe,and quite athwart = 
Goes all decorum, 
Fri. Itreſted in your Grace | 


Than in Lord Ange!o. 

Dake. I doe feare,too dreadfull : 
Sith *twas my fault to give the people ſcope, - 
*T would be my tyranny to ſtrike & be 
For what I bid them doc : For we bid this be done 
When evill deeds have their permiflive paſſe, 
And not the puniſhment ; therefore indeed (my father) 
I have on A»ge/o impos'dthe office, 
Who may in th'ambuſh ofmy name, ſtrike home, 
Andyet,my nature never in the fight 
Todoe in flander : And to behold his ſway 
I will,as 'twere a brother of your Order, 
Viſit both Prince and pcople: Therefore I prethee 
Supply me with the habit,and inſtru me | 
How I may formally in perſon beare 
Like a true Frier : Moe reaſons forthis ation 
At your mpre leiſure,ſhall I render you; 
Oaely this one : Lord Angelo isprecile, 
Stands at a guard with Envie : ſcarce confeſfes 
Thathis blood flowes: orthat his appetite 
Is more tobread than ſtone: hence ſhall we ſee 


| If power change purpoſe : Ow our Secmers be, Exeunt. 
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Scena Quinta. 


Enter Iſabell,and Franciſca a Nun. 


I/a, And have you Nunsno farther priviledges ? 
Nun. Are not theſe large enough ? 

Ha. Yestruely ; I ſpeakenet as deſiring more, 
Butrather wiſhinga more ſtrict reſtraint 
Vpon the Siſterhood, the Vo otariſts of Saint Clare. 

Lucio within. 

Luc. Hoa? peace bein thisplace. 

Iſa. Who's that which cals? 

Nun, It isa mans voyce,gentle 1/abella, 

Turne you the key ,and know his buſineſſe of him ; 
You may ;I may not : you are yetunſworne : 

When you have vow'd,you muſt not ſpeake with men, 
But in the preſence of the Prioreſſe z 

Then1f you ſpeake,you muſt not ſhew your face ; 

Or if you ſhew your face,you muſt not ſpeake : 

He calsagaine : I pray you anſwer hiay. 

Iſa. Peace and proſperity : who is't that cals? 

Zac. Haile Virgin, (if you be)as thoſe cheeke-Roſes 
Proclaime you are nolefle : can you ſo ſteed me, 

As bring me to the ſight of /ſabella, 
A noviceof this place,and the faire Sifter 
To her unhappy brother Clandis ? | 

Ia. Why herunhappy brother ? Let me aske, 
Therather for I now muſt make you know 
T am that 7/abella,and his Siſter. 

Lac.Gentle and faire : your brother kindly greets you; 
Not to be weary with-you ; he's in priſon. 

Iſa. Woe me ; for what ? 

Lac. For that,which it my ſelfe might be his Iudge, 
He ſhould receive his puniſhment inthankes : 

He hath got his friend with Childe. 

1/a. Sir,make me not your ſtory. 

Luc. Tis true ; I would not,though*ts my familiar ſin, 
With Maids to ſeeme the Lapwing,and to jeſt 
Tongue,farrefrom heart : play with all Virginsſo : 

T hold you asa thing eneskied and fainted, 
By your renoancement,an immortal] ſpirit 
And tobe talk'd with in ſincerity, 
As with a Saint. . 
Ia. You doe blaſpheme the good,in mocking me. 
Inc. Doe not beleeve it : fewneſſe,and truth ; tisthus, 
Your brother and his Lover have imbrac'd; 
As thoſe that feed, grow fuli: as bloſſoming Time 
That from the ſcedneſle;the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyſon: even ſo her plenteons wombe 
Exprefſeth his Fall Tilthand Husbandry. 
Iſa. Some one with child by him? my Coſen «ler ? 

Luc, Ts ſhe your Coſen ? : 

Iſa. Adoptedly, as ſcheole-maids change their names 
By vaine,though apt affeion, 

Lac. She it 1s. 

Iſa. Lethim marry her. 

Lac. This is the point, 

The Duke is very firangely gone from hence ; : 
Bore many Gentlemen(my ſclfe being one) 

In hand,and hope of action: but we doe learne, 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, 
His giving-out,were of an Infinite diftance 
From his true meant deſigne : upon his place, 


(And with full line of his authority) | 
Governes Lord Axgelo; A man, whoſe blood 
Is very ſnow-broth : one,who never feeles 
The wanton ſtings,and motions of the ſenſe ; 
But doth rebate,and blunt his naturall edge 
With profits of the minde : Study,and faſt. 
He (to give feare touſe,and liberty, 
Which have, for long,run-by the hideous Law, 
As Myce by Lions)bath pickt out an ac, 
Vander whoſe heavy ſenſe,your brothers life 
Fals into forfeit : hearreſts him on it, 
Andfollowes cloſe the rigour of the Statute 
To make him an example : all hope is gone, 
Vnleſle you havethe grace,by your faire prayer 
To ſoften e4»gelo : And that*s my pith of buſineſſe 
*Twixt you,and your poore brother, 

Iſa. Doth he ſo, 
Secke his life ? | 

Luc. Has cenſur'd him already, 
And asT heare,the Provoſt hath a warrant 
For's execution. 

{/a. Alas; whatpoore 
Abilities in me,te doe himgood ? 

Luc. Aſſay the power you have. 

Iſa. My power? alas,I doubt. 

Zn. Our doubts are traitors 
And makes us ioſe the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to atrempt : Goe to Lord eavgclo, 
And let him learne to know, when Maidens ſue 
Men give like gods: but when they weepe and kneele, 
All their pctitions,are astrucly theirs 
Ag they themſelves would owe them. 

Iſa. Ile ſee what I can does 
. Luc. But ſpeedily. 

Iſa, T will about it trait ; 
No longer ſtaying,bat to give the Mother 
Notice of my atfaire : I humbly thanke you : 
Commend me to my brother : ſooneat night 


-Tle ſend him certaine word of my ſucceſle, 


Lac, Itake my leave of you. 
Iſa. Good fir,adieu. 


Exennt, | 


eAttns Secundus Scena Prima, 


| _————— 


Emer Angelo, Eſcalns andſervants, Inftice, 
eng. We mult not make a ſcar-crow of the Law, 
Setting 1t up to feare the Birds of prey, 
Andler it keepe one ſhape, till cuſtome make it 
Their Pearch,and not their terrour. 
Eſc. T,but yet 
Let us be keene,and rather cur alittle 
Then fall,and bruiſeto death : alas, this Gentleman 
W hom I would ſave,had a moſt noble father, 
Let but your honour know | 
(Whom TI beleeve to be moſt ſtrait in vertue) 
Thar in the working of your owne affeions, 
Had Time coheard with Place,or place with wiſhing, 
Or thar the reſolute a&ing of our blood 
Could have attain'd th'cfte& of your owne purpoſe, 
Whether you had not ſometimein your lite 
Err'd inthispoint,which now you cenſure him, 
And pulP'd the Law upon you. 


Ang. *Tis one thing to be tempted (Eſcalms) 
Another | 
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} two notorious Benetaftors, | 
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Another thing to fall : I not deny 


The lucy paſling on the priſoners life | 


| 


May in che ſworne-twelve have a theefe,or two _ 
Guultier then hia) they try;what's open maderto Iuſtice, 
That Iuſtice ceizes ; What knowes the Lawes 
That theeves doe paſſe on theeves? *T1s very pregnant, 
The lewell that we finde,we ſtoope,and take't, 
Becauſe we ſee it ; but what we doe not ſee, 
We trcade upon,and never thinke of it. 
You may not {o extenuate his offence, 
For I have had ſuch faults ; bur rather tell me 
When I,that cenſure him,doe ſo offend, 
Ler mine owne Iadgement patterne out my death, 
And nothing come 1n partialt. Sir,he mult dice 
| Enter Provoſt. 

£c. Be it as your wiledome will. 

eAng. Where is the Provoſt ? 

Pro, Here if itlike your Honour. 

eAng. Scethat (landio 
Beexecured by nine ro morrow morning, 
Bring him his Confeſſor,let him be prepat'd, 
For that's the utmolt of his Pilgrimage. 


&c. Well: heave forgive him and forgive us all : | 


Some riſe by ſinne aud ſome by vertne fall : 
Some Run from brakes of Ice,and anſwer none, 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone. 

Enter Elbow, Froth,Clowne Officers, 


Ehth. Come,bring them away : if theſe be good people | 


in a Common-weale, that doe nothing bur uſe their abn- 
ſes in common houſes, I know nolaw : bring them a- 
way. 

3/08 How nozy fir, what's your name? And what's 
the matter ? | 

Ebb. Tf it pleaſe your honour , I am the poore Dukes 
Conſtable,and my name is Elbow ; I doe leane upon Ta» 
itice fir,and doe bring in here before your good hononr, 


Ang. Benefators? Well: Whar Benefactors are they ? 
Are they not Malefactors? - 

Eh. If it pleaſe your honour, I know not well what: 
they are : Bur preciſe villaines they are, rhat I am fure of, 
and voyd of ail proplanation in the world , that gocd 
Chriltians onghrto have, 

Ec. This comesoff well: here's a wiſe Officer. : 

eAng. Goc to: What quality are they of ? Elbow 1s 
your name ? 
Why dov'{t thou not ſpeake Elbow ? 

Clo. He cannot fir : he's our at Elbow 

_ What are you fir ? 
Eb He fir, a Tapſter fir : parcell Bawd : one that 
ſerves a bad woman : whoſe honſe fir was( as they ſay) 
pluckr downe in the Suburbes : and now ſhe profeſſes a 
hot-houſe ; which] thinke is a very ili houle too. 

Eſc. How know you that ? 
Elb. My wife Sir , whom I deteſt before heaven and 

your honour. | 

Eſc. How ? thy wife ? 

E/5. 1 Sir: whomT thanke heav 
man. | 
Eſca. Do'ſt thou deteſt her therefore? ; 

£166, Tay fir,l will deteſt my ſeifealſo; as'well as ſhiee, 


er-1is an honeſt wo- 


j 


that this houſe,if it be nota Bawdshonſc,it is pitry of her | 


lite,for itis a naughty-houle. | 


Eca. How do'tt thou know that,Cotiſtable ? . 
Elb-Marry fir,by my wite, who,if ſhe had been'iawo- 


—— 
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| what was done to Elbawes wife,chat be hath cau 


—— 


| my wife. 


man Cardinally given, might have beene accus'd inforn- 
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cation,adultery,and all uncleannefle there, 
Eſc. By the womans meanes ? oo: 
Elb, I ſir,by Miftris Over-dens meanes:" but as ſh ſpit 
his face,ſo ſhe defi'd bim. © Fo” 

Clo. Sir,itit pleaſe. your honour;this isnot ſo. 

Elb. Prove it before theſe Y ariers here, thou honoura- 
Vle man,provyeit. 

Eſc. Dot you heare how he maiſplaces? 
Ch. Sir,ſhe cane in great with childe : 


in 


we had but two in the houſe, whichat that very-inſtanc 


time ſtoud,as it were in a fruitdiſh (adiſh of ſome three | 


pence; your honours have ſeene ſuch diſhes ) they are not 
China-diſhes,but very good diſhes. _ a” | 
Ejc. Goe too,goe roo : no matter for the diſh fir. 
Ch. No indeed firnotof apin; you are thereinin the 
right : but, to the point : as I fay,this Miſtris E/bow, bei 
(as I fay) with childe,and being greatbellicd,and longing 
(as I ſaid) for Prewyns: and having no more in the diſh 
(as I faid) Maſter Froth here, this very man, having eaten 
the reſt (as I fajd)and ( as I ſay) paying for them very ho- 
neſtly : for, as you know Maſter Fro;h, I could nat give 
you three pence agune. == 
Fro. No indeed. 
Clo, Very welt : you being then (if you beremembred) 
cracking the ſtones of the fercfaid Prewyns, 

Fro, I,ſo I did udeed. 

C('. Why,very well: Itelling you then (if you bee 
remembred ) that ſuch a one, and ſucha one, were paſt 
cure of the thing you wot of, unlzfſe they keptvery good 
dyct,asI told you. \ | 

Fro, Allthisis true, | 
Clo. Why very well then. iy FS 
Eſc. Come : you are a tedious foole; tot poigele * 


plaine of ? Come me co what was doneto her, 

C#. Sir,your honour cannot come to that yer, 

Eſc. No lir,nor Imeane it not, 

Clo. Sir , but you ſhall come to it, by your Honours 
leave: And 1 beſcech you, looke into Maſter Froth here 
ſir, a man of feurc-ſcore pound a yeere ; whoſe. Father 
dyedat Hallowmas : Was't not at Hailowmas Maſter 
Froth? | 

Fro, All-hallond-Eve. 5 

Cle. Why very well: I hope here be truthes : he Sir, 
ſitting (as Ifay) in a lower Chaire,Sir,'twasin the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you haye a delight to fit , have 
you not ? | | 5A 

Fro. I have ſo,becauſe it is an open. roome ,' and:good 
for Winter. | | A 

Clo. Why very wellthen ; I bope here be truthes... 

Ang. This will laſt oata night in K#ſſie,  . 
Whennightsare longeſt there : Ile rake my leave, -, -- 
And leave youtothe hearing of the caulc ; r= k 
Hopitig you'l finde good cauſe to whip them all. . Exit: 

Eſt. Tthinkeno Ikfle : good morrow to your . Lord- 


ſhip.Now fir,come on ; What was dane to Elbewes wife, || 
. once more? . 


Clo. Once ſir ? there was nothing done to her once. 
E1b, T beſeech youſir, aske him what this.man did. to 
CH, I beſeechyour honour,aske me. __ Fs 
E/c, Well fir, what did-this Gentleman to her ?; - > 
Clo, Fbefeech youtir, Iooke in this Gentlemans faces: 
good Maſter Frothlobke upon his honour ; 'ris for a good 
purpoſe ; doth your aonoar __ his face ? 


-a- Y — 
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and longing 


(faving your honors reverence) for ſtew'd Prewynes; fir, 


2. 1 


—— — 


Set endo Aer ts 3 Hs 


| 


þ 


Hour. 


66 


eMeaſure for Meaſure. 


Eſc. I fir,very well. | 
Clo. Nay,TI beſeech you marke jt well: 

Eſc. Well,I doe ſo. | oY 

Ch, Doth your honour ſce any harme in his face ? 

Eſc. Why no. . : 

Clo, Tic be ſuppos'd upon a bookehis face isthe worſt 
thing abouthim : good then: if his face be the wor$ 
thing about him, how could Maſter Froth doe the Conſta- 
bles wife any harme ? I would know that of your ho- 


£{. He's in the right ( Conſtable)what ſay you to ut? 

Ehb. Firſt , and it like you , the houſe is a refpeed 
houſe ; next,this isa reſpected fellow ; and his Miftris 
is a reſpected woman. | 

Che. By this hand fir, his wife is ainore reſpected per- 
ſon thenany of usall. ; | 

£b. Varler,thou lyeſt ; thoulyeft wicked Varlet : the 
time is yet to come that ſhee was ever reſpected with 
man,woman,oer childe. : - 

Ch. Sir,ſhe was reſpected with him before he marri- 
ed with her. From 

Efe. Which is the wiſer here ; Inftsce ,or Iniquitie * Is 
thistrue ? | : 

£16, O thou Caytiffe : O thou Varlet : O thou wic- 
ked Hannibal; I reſpected with her,before I was married 
to her? Ifever I was reſpeRted with her,or ſhe with me, 
let not your Worſhip thinke me the poore Dukes Oth- 
cer: provethis, thou wicked Hannibal,or Ile have mine 
ation of battery on thee. ; 

Eſc. If he tooke you a box 'oth'eare , you might have 
your action of ſlander too. : 

Elb. Marry I thanke your good worſhip for it ; what 
ist your Worſhips pleaſure 1 ſhall doe withthis wicked 
Caytiffe ? 

&c. Truely Officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences in 
him,thar thou wouldſt diſcover ,if thou could(t , let him 
continue in his courſes,till thou know'{t what they are, 

Elb. Marry I thanke your Worſhip for it: Thou ſceſt 
thou wicked Varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou 
art tocontinue now thou Varlet,thou art to continue. 

Eſc. Where were you borne,friend ? 

Froth. Herein DoS. . 

Eſc. Are you of foure\{core pounds a yeere ? 

Froth. Yeglnd *tpleaſe you fir. 

Eſc. So: whattrade are you offir ? 

Ch. A Tapſter,a poore Widdowes Tapſter. 


| &f. Your Miftris name ? 


Clo, Miſtris Over-don. 

E/c. Bath ſhe had any more then one husband ? 

Ch. Nine,fir : Over-don by the laſt. 

Eſc. Nine ? come hither to me,Maſter Froth; Maſter 
Fyroth, I would not have you acquainted with Tapſters ; 
they will draw you Maſter Froth,and you will hang them: 

you gone,and let me heare no more of you- 


Fro, Ithanke your worſhip : for mine owne part, I | 
- never come into any reome in a Tap-houſe , but I am 
. drawnein. | 53 


- Ec:-Well : no more of it Maſter Froth: farewell : 

| Come you hither to me, M.Tapſtcr :. what's your name 
M.Tapſter ? i | 

Clo. Pompey. © 

&c. Whatelſe ? 

Clos Bum, Sir. | ONE IS. 

&. Troth,and your Bum isthe greateſt thing about 
you, {o that in the beaſtlicſt ſenſe, you are Pompeg the 


Q———_—_.. 


great 3 Popypey,you are partly a Bawd,Pompey ; howſo 

ver you colour it being | Taphter,are you rot ? come; 

me true, it ſhall bethe better for you- D; FM] 
Clo. Truely fir, Lam a poore fellow that would live, | 


what doe you thinke of the Trade Pompey ? is it a lawfull 
Trade? | ; : 


not begllowed in Views, | | 

Clo. Do's your Worſhip meane to geld and (play all 
the youth in the Citric ? | 

E/c. No,Pompey. . 

(6. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they willtoo't 
then : if your Worſhip willtake order for the Drabs and 
Knaves,you need not to feare the Bawdes. 

Eſc. Thereare pretty orders beginning I can tell you: 
It is but heading and hanging. 

Clo. It you head and hang all that offend that way but 
for ten yeare together ; you'll be glad ro give outa Come 
miſſion. for more heads: if this law hold in Yiexn ten 
yeares,lle tent the faireſt houſe in it after three pence a 
Bay - if you live to ſee this cometo paſle, ſay Pompey told 

ou ſo. 

; E/c. Thanke you good Pempey ; and in requitall. of 
your Prophefie,harke you : I adviſe youlet me nat finde 
you before me againe upon any complaint whatſoever: 
no,not for dwelling where you doe : if I doe Pompey , I 
ſhall beat you to your Tent,and provea ſhrewd Ceſar to 
you : in plaine dealing Powpey,l ſhall have you whipt; fo 
for thistime, Fompey,fare you well. 

Clo. Ithanke your Worſhip for ycar good counſell; 
but I ſhall follow itasthe fleſh and fortune {hall better 
determine. Whip me ? no,no,let Carman whip his Iade, 
The valiant heart's not whipt out of bis Trades Ex. 

Eſc. Come hither to me, Maſter E/bow : come hither 

Maſter Conſtable : how long have you been in this place 
of Conſtable ? 

Elb, Seven yeare and a halfe ſir, 

Eſc. Ithought by the readinefle inthe office, you had 
ra in it ſome time : you ſay ſeayen yecres toge- 

ECs 

El. Anda halfe fir. 

Eſe. Alas,it hath beene great paines to you : they doe 
you wrong to put you ſoottupon't. Are there not men 


| in your Ward ſuificient to ſerve it ? 


Elb. *Faith fir,few of any wit in ſuch matters: as they 
are choſen,they are glad to chooſeme for them ;. I.doe it 
for ſome peece of money ,and goethrough with all. 


or ſeven,the moſt ſufficient of your Pariſh. 
Elb. To your Worſhips houſe fr ? 
Eſe.*To my houſe : fare you well : what's aclocke, 
thinke you ? LAY 
1u3. Eleven,ſir. | * 
E(c. I pray you'goc hometo dinner with me. 
Inf, T humbly thanke you. - 
| Eſes Itgrieves me for the death of (laude, 
But there's no remedy. | 
- Inft. Lord Angeloigſevere. 
E/e. It is but necdfull. 
Mercy isnotitſelfe, that oft lookes ſo, 
Pardonis ſtill the nurſe of ſecond woe : 
But yet, poore Clandso ;there is no remedy. 
Come Sir. FITS p 


Ou L0 _ 


{. If the Law wouldallow it;fir. 1 
Eſc. But the law willnotallow it Zompey ; nor it ſhall | 


E(z. Looke you bring me in the names of ſome fixe | 


— 


| | 


Z(e. How would you live Pompey ? by being a Bawd? | 
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Youcould not with more tame 4 tongue deſire it: 


| wi . To him, I ſay. 
Sena Secunda. I/ab. Mutt he teeds dye # 
Em = Kot GT FS _ 3 Maiden, noremedy. | - 
I/ab, Yes: 1 doe thinke that you might pardon him, 
.  fvter Froveſs, Servant. . And neither heaven, nor than grieveat . METCY» 

Ser. Hee's hearing of a Cauſe ; he will come RQtraight, is I will not do't. | 
Tletell him of you. | 1ſab. But can you if you would ? $9: 

Pre. *Prayyoudoe ; Ile know Pon Louke what I will not, that I cannot doe, 
His pleaſure, may be he will relent ; alas Iſab. But might you doe*r and dec the world no wrong 


He hath but as offended in a dreame, | 
All Sedts, ali Ages ſmacke of this vice, and he 
To dye for't ! ] 
© Enter eAngels. 
Arg. Now, what's the matter Provoit ? | 
Pro. Is it your will Claudio ſhall dye to morrow ? 
. Ang. Did notT tellthee yea ? hadſt thou not order ? 
Why de'it thou aske againe? 
Pro, Leſt I might be too raſh : 
Vnder your good correion,l have ſcene 
W hen after execution, Iudgement hath 
Repented ore his doome: 
Ang. Goe to :let thatbe mine, 
Doe you your office, or give up y our Place, 
And yoa ſhall weli be ſpar'd.-. 
'  Pyo, Icrave your Honors pardon : 
W hat ſhall be done fir,with the groaning Inlet? 
Shee's very neere her houre. | 
Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To ſome more fitter place ; and that with ſpeed, 
Ser. Here is the fiſter of the man condeawi'd, 
Deſires acceſle to you. 
Ang. Hath hea ſiſter 2 
Pro, I my good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
Aadto be ſhortly or a Siſter-hood, 
It not already. 
Ang, Well :lether be admitted, 
See you the Fornicatreſſe be remoy'd, 
L:t her have needfull, but not laviſh meanes, 
There ſhalt be order for't. | 
Enter Latio, and Iſabella. 
Pro. Save your Ronor, 
eng. Stay alittle while: y'are welcome : what's your | 
iſab. T am a worfull Sutor to your Honor, (will ? 
'Pleaſe but your honor heare me. 
Ang, Well : what's your ſuite ? 
Jſab. There is a vice that moſt I doe abhorre, 
And moſt defire ſhould meer the blow of juſtice ; 
For which T would nor plead, but that T mult, 
For which I muſtnot plead, . burthat 1 am 
At warre, twixt will, ahd will not. 
eAng. Well : the matter ? 
[{ab. T have abrother is condemn'd 
I doe beſeechyouler it be his fault, 
And not my brother: 
Pro, Heaven give thee moving graces. 
eAng. Condemnethe fault, and not the aRor of it, 
Why every fault's condemn'd ereitbe done. : 
Mie were the very Cipher of a FuhRion 
To fine the faults, whoſe fitie ſtands in record $ 


—————_—— 


to dye, 


And let goe by the Actors :» 
{ſab. Ohjaſt, bur ſevere laiy : 
I had a brotherthen ; heaven keepe your honor: 
Luc. Give *t not ore ſo: to himagaine, entreat kim, 
Kiicele downe before him, hang upon his gowne, 


Youaretoo cold : if you ſhould need a pin, 


—— — 


If ſo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe, 
As mine 1sto him ? 
Ang. rk lentenc'd,tis too late. 
Lnc. Yoarttoocold. . 2 
Iſab. Toolate ? why no ; I that doe ſpeakea word, 
May call it backe againe : well, beleeve this 
No ceremony that to great ones longs, 
Notthe Kings Crowne; nor the deputed ſword, 
The Marſhalis Truncheon, nor the Tudges Robe 
Become then with onehalfe ſo good a grace 
As mercy does : If he had beene as you;and you as he, 
You would have ſliptlike him, bur helike you 
Would not have beene fo ſterne, | 
Ang. Pray you be gone. 
Iſab. I wouid to heaven I bad your potency, 
And you were /fabell : ſhould it then be thus ? 
No : I woutd tell what *twere to be a judge, 
And what a priſoner. | 
Lc. I touch him : there's the veine. 
| Ang. Your brother is a forteit ofthe Law, 
And you but waſte your wo: ds. 
Jſab. Alas, alas : 
i Why all tbe ſoules rhat were, were forfeir once, 
j And] he thar-might the vantage beſt have rooke, 


[' Found out the remedy : how would you be, 


If he, which isthertop of judgeimenr; ſhould 


' | But judge you, as youare? Oh, thinke on that, 


And mercy then wall breathe within your lips 
{ Like man new made. =» 
Ang. Be you content, (faire Maid) 
It isthe Law, notI, condemne your brother, 
: Were he my kinſman, brotker, or my ſonne; 
It ſhould be thus with him : he muſt dye to morrow, 
Iſab. To morrow ?ob, that's ſodaine, 
Spare him, ſpare him : Ms 
Hee's not prepar'd for death ; evenfor our kitchines 
We kill the fowle of ſeaſon: ſhall weſerve heaven 
With lefle reſpe& then we doe miniſter 
To our grofſe-{elves? good, good my 
Who isit that hath di'd for this offence ? 
There's many have committed it. 
Luc. I, well faid. ES = 
Ano: The Law hath notbethdead;thonghir hath ſlept: 
Thoſe many had not dar'dto doethat evill 
If the firft, thardid th*EdiR infringe 
Had anſwer'd for his deed. Now 'ts awake, . 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet 
Lookes in a glaſſe that ſhelves whit future evills 
' Either now, or by remiſfeneffe; hew conceiv'd, 
And ſo in progrefſerobe hatch'd, and borne, 
Are now to have nb ſneceſſine degrees, 
' But here hay! live end, | 
2b. Yet ſhow {ome pitty. hot Haga: Het Ft. 
pos I ſhew it moſt & alt; when I ſhow Tuſticez | 
For thenI pitty thoſe I'd6e rot know, © 
Which a diſmis'd offence; would after gaule 


ths Fun s Wes. i. —— ——_— — — — — — — 
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| 


Lord,berhinke you; |. 


And | 
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And doehim right,. that anſwering one foule wrong 
Lives not to aX another. Be ſatisfied ; 
Your Brother dies to morrow ; be content, 
I/a. So you muſt be the firſt that gives this ſentence, 
And he, that ſuffers : Oh, it is excellent 
To havea Giants ſtrength : but ir 1s tyrannous 
Touſe itlike a Giant. 
Lac. That's well faid. 
[/ab. Could greatmen thunder 
As love bimſclfe do's, love would nerebequiet, 
For every pelting petty Otficer 
Would uſe his heaven for thunder ; 
' Nothing but thunder : Mercifull heaven, 
Thou rather withthy ſharpe and ſulphureus bolt 
Split the un-wedgable and-gnarled Oke, 
Then the ſoft Mertill - O But man !proud man ! 
Dreſt ina little briete authority, 
Moſt ignorant of what he's moſtaſſur'd, 
(His glaſſie Efſence) like an angry Ape 
Playes ſuch phantaſtique trickes before high heaven, 
As makesthe Angels weepe : who with our ſplecnes, 
Would all themſelves laugh mortall. DT 
Zuci. Oh, to him, to him wench: he will relent, 
'Hee's comming : Iperceive't. 
Pro. Pray heaven ſhe winne him. 
Iſab. We cannot weigh our brother with our ſclfe, 
Great men may jeſt with Saints : tis wit inthem, 
But in the lefle toule prophanation, 
Luc. Thou'rt ith right (Girle) more o'that. 
Jab. That inthe Captaine's but a chollericke word,” 
Which in the Souldier is flat blaſphemy. 7: 
Luc. Artavil'd o'that ? _ "ba 
Ang. Why doe you put theſe ſayingsupon me ? 
| Tab Becauſe Authority, though "4 "oY others, 
| Hath yet a kind of medicine in irſelfe 
'That skins the vice 0'th top ; goe to your boſome, 
'Knocke there, and aske your heart what it doth know 
| Thar'slike my brothers fault : if it confefle 
| A naturall guiltineſſe, ſuch as is his, 
; Let itnot ſound athought upon you tongue 
' Againſt my brothers life. 
; Ang. Shee ſpeakes, and*tis ſuch ſence 
Thatmy ſence breeds withit ; fare you well. 
: J/ab. Gentle my lord, turne backe. 
Þ Ang. I will bethinke me :comeagaine to morrow. 
| Jſab. Harke, how Hebribeyou : good my lord turne 
j| Avg. How? bribeme ? | (backe, 
' 1a. 1, with ſuch gifts that heaven ſhall ſhare with you, 
. Lac, You had mar'dall elſe. 
. Jab. Not with fond Sickles ofthe teſted-gold, 
' Or ſtones, whole rate are either rich, or poore 
; As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
'That ſhall beupat heaven, andenter there 
Ere Sunne ile : prayersfrom preſerved -ſoules, 
From fafting Maides, whoſe mindesare dedicate 
To nothing temporall. | 
Ang. Well:come to me to morrow. 
Lue. Goe to : 'tis well ; away. 
Iſab. Heaven keep your honor ſafe. 
eng. Amen. 
For I am that way going to temptation, 
W here prayers crofle. | 
Ifab. At what howre to marrow, 
Shall 1 attend you lordſhip ? 
eNvg. Atany time *fore-noane, = 
Iſab. *Save your Honor. Exennte 


1. That I deſire to heare her {| 


| eng. Fromrthee : even from thy vertne. | 

| Whar's this? Whar's this ? is this her fault, or mine ? 

The Tempter, or the Tempted, who fines moſt? ha 2 
Not ſhe : nvr doth ſhe tempt : bur itisI, 

That, lying by the Violet in the Sunne, 

Doe as the Carrion do's, not as the floyre, 

Corrupt with vertuous ſeaſon : Can it be, 

That Modeſty may more betray our ſence; - 

Then womanslightneſſe ? having waſte ground enough, 

Shall we deſire to raze the Sanctuary - | 

And pitch ourevilsthere? oh fie, fic, fie : 

W hat doſt thou? or what art thou Axgels ? 

Doſt thou defire her fowly, for thoſe things 

That make her good ? oh, lethet brother live : 

Theevesfor their robbery have authority, 

When Ludges ſteale themſelves: what !doc love her, 

e againe * 

And feaſt upon her eyes? what is'cI dreame on? 

Oh cunning enemy, thatto catch aSaint, 

With Saintsdoſt bait thy hooke : moſt dangerous 

Is that temptation, thatdoth goad us on 

To ſinne, in loving vertue : never could the Strumpet 
Withall her double vigor, Art, and Nature 

Once ſtir my remper : but this vertueus:Maid 

Subdues me quite : Even till now Se Th > 
When men were fond, Lſmild, and-wondred how, Ex: 


——_— 


— 


ScenaTertia. 


— 


Enter Duke, and:Provest. 
| Dk, Haileto you, Proveſt, ſo I thinke you are. 
' Pro. Iam the Provoſt; what's:your will, good Frier ; 
| Dk, Bound by my charity, and my bleſt order, 
' I come to viſit the afflied ſpirits 
{ Here inthe priſon ;.doe methe common right 
; Tolet meſee them: and to-inake me know 
; The nature of their crimes, that L may miniſter 
' Tothem accordingly. 


Emer Iulut. 
Looke here comes one : a Gentlewowan of mine, 
Who falling in the flawes of her owne youth, 
Hathbliſterd her report: Sheis with child, 
And he that gor'it, ſentenc'd ;a yong man, 
' More fit. to doe another ſuch offence, 
Then dyefor this. 
Dxk, When muſt he dye? 
Pro. As] doethinke to morrow. 
T have provided for you, ſtay a while 
And you ſhall be conducted. 
Duk, Repent you (faireone) of the ſn you carry ?- | 
Int. I doe; and bearethe ſhame moſt paciencly. 


. And try:your penitence, if it be ſound, 

Or hollowly.put on. | 
Il. Ile gladly learne, 
D#k. Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 
I«l. Yes, asllove the woman that wrong'd him. 
Dk, So then it ſeemes your molt offencefull at 

Was mutually commuted. 

Jut. Mutually. . 
Duk: Then was your 


Isl. Tdoeconfellcit and repentit (Father:) 


Pro. I would do more then that, if more were nzedfull, |! 


/ 
f 
| 
| 


Ds. lle teach you how you ſhallaraign your conſcience | 


Gnneof heavier kind than his-- | 
Dak. Tis| 


PS 
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| And I am going with inſtruionto him : 


= 


q 


. 


| 
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Duk, *Tis meet ſo (daughter) but le aſt youdoe repent 
Astharthe ſinne hath brought you to this ſhame, | 
Which ſorrow is alwayescoward our ſelves, not heaven, 
Showing we would not ſpare heaven, as we love 1t, 
But as we ſtand in feare. 

Ixl. I doe repent ane, as it is an cvill, 

And take the ſhame with joy. 

Dak. There reſt : 

Your partner (asT heare) muſt dye to morrow, 
Grace goe with you, Benedicite. Exits 

Isl. Mult dye to morrow ? oh injurious loye 
That reſpitsme alife, whoſe very comfort 
Is ſtill a dying horror. 


Pro. 'Tis puty of him- Exennt. 


C_—_— Re ——_—_—_—_— 
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Scana quarta. 
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Enter e-Angels. Fi : 
An. WheaTI would pray,and thinke, Ithinke,and pray 
Toſeverall ſabje&s: heaven hath my empty words, 
Whilſt my Invention, hearing not my Tongne, 
Anchors on ſabell: heaven in my mouth, 
Asif I did but onely chew his name, 
And in my heart the ſtrong aad ſwelling evill 
Of my conception : the ſtate whereon 1 ſtadied 
Islikea good thing, being often read 
Growne teard, and tedious : yea, my Gravity 
Wherein (lerno man heare me) I take pride, 
Could I, with boote, change for an idle plume 
Which the ayre beats for vaiue : oh place ! oh forme! 
How often doſtthou with thy caſe, thy habit 
Wrenchawe from fooles; and tye the wiſer ſoules 
Tothy falſe ſeeming ? Blood, thou art blood, 
Let's write good Angell on the Devills horne, 
"Tis not the dcvills Crelt : how now 2 who's there ? 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. One //abell, a ſiſter, deſires acceſle to you, 
Ang, Teach her the way : oh, heavens 
Why doz's my bloud thus muſter to my heart, 
Making both it unable for it (clfe, 


| And diſpoſſe{ling all my other parts 


Of neceſſary fitneſle ? 
So play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſwounds, 
Comeall to helpe mg. {oſtop the ayre 
By whichhe ſhould reviue : andeven ſo 
The generall ſubje&ro a wel-wiſht King 
Quit their one part,andin obſequious tondneſſe 
Crowd to his preſence, where their untaught love 
Muſt needs appeare offetice : how now faire Maid? 
Enter Iſabella. 
1/a. Tam cometo know your pleaſure. (me, 
An, That you might know it, would much better pleaſe 
Then to demand what *tis : your brother cannot live. 
{/a. Even ſo ; heaven keepe your Honor: 
ey. Yet may helivea while : and it may be 
Aslongas you, or I: yet he muit dye. 
Iſab. Vander your Sentence ? 
eng. Yea. t 
I{ah, When, I beſeech you ? that in his Reprieve 
(Longer, or ſhorter) he may be ſo fitted 


1 That his ſoule ſicken net. 


eng. Ha? fie, theſe filthy vices: It were as good 


CE——————. 


Topardon him, that hath from nature ſtolne 
A man already made, asto remit EET 
Their fawcy ſwcetnefſe, that doc coyne heavens Image 


In ſtamps that are forbid : *tis all ascaſie, 


Falſely to take away a life true made, 
As to put mettle 1n reſtrained meanes 
To make a falſe one. : 
Iſa. *Tisſet downe ſo in heaven, but not in carth? 
e-7ng- Say you ls; then I ſhall poze youquickly. 
Which had you rather, that the moſt juſt Law 
Now tooke your brothers life, and to redeeme him 
Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſle, 
As ſhe that he hath aind ? 
Iſab. Sir, beleeve this, 
I had rather give my body, then my ſoule. 
eng. I talke not of your ſoule : our compel'd finnes 
Stand more for number, then for accompt. 
Iſab. How ſay you? | 
eng. Nay Ile not warrant that : fer I canſpeake 
Againttthe thing I ſay : Anſwer to this, 
I (nowthe voyce of the recorded Law) 
Prenounce a {entence on your brothers lifes 
Might there not be a charity in ſinne, 
Tofayethis brothers life ? 
1/ab. Pleaſe you to dog't, 
Ile take it as a perill ro my ſoule, 
Itisno finne atall, but charity. . . 
Ang.Pleaſ'd youto doo't, at perill of your ſoule 
Were equall poize of ſinne, and charity. 
1/ab. ThatI doe beg hislife,if it be finne | 
Heaven let me bearer : you granting of my ſuit, 
If that be finne, Ile make it my Morne-prayer, 
To hayeit added to the faaltsof mine, 
And nothing of your anſwer. 
Ang. Nay, but heare me. | En) 
Your ſence purſues not mine: either you are ignorant, 


| Or ſeeme ſocrafty ; and that'snot good. | 


I/ab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciouſly to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wiſdome wiſkes to appeare moſt bright, 
When it doth taxe it ſelfe : As thele blacke Maſques 
Preclaime anen-ſhield beauty ten times louder 


| Then beauty could diſplaied : But marke me, 


To be received plaine,Tle ſpeake more grofle: 
Your brother is to dye. 
[ſab. So. = | TONS I 
eg. And his offence is ſo, as it appeares, 
Accountant tothe Law, upon that paine. 
Iſab. Trae. 
Ang. Admitno other way to fave his life 
(As I ſubſcribe net that, nor any other, | 
But in the lofſe of queſtion) that you, his Siſter, 
Finding your ſelfedefir'd of ſuchaperſon, | 
Whoſe credit with the Iudge, or owne great place, 
Could fetch your brother from zhe Manacles 
Of the all-building-Law : and that there were 
No earthly meane to faye him, but chat either 
You muſt lay downethe treaſures of your body, 
To this ſuppofed, or elſe ro ket him ſutfer ; 
What would you doe? h 
I/ab. As much for my poore Brother,as my ſelfe ; 
That is : were I under the rearmes of death, 
Th'impreſſion of keene whips, T1d weare as Rubies, 
And ftrip my ſelfe to death, astoabed, | 
That longing bave becneficke for,cre T'ld yeeld 
My body up to ſhame- 


ack 
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Avg. Then muſt your brother dyc« 
Iſa. And *twer the cheaper way : 
Berrer it were 2 brother d1'd at once, 
Then that a ſiſter, by redeeming him 
Should dye for ever. 
eAvg. Were not you then as cruell as the Sentence, 
That you have ſlander'd ſo ? 
Ia. Ignominy in ranſome,and free pardon 
Are of two houſes: lawfull mercy, 
Isnothing kin tofoule redemption. 
eng. Youſeem'd of late tomakethe Law a tirant, 
And rather prov'd the fliding of your brother 
A merriment, then a vice. 
= J1/a. Ohpardon me my lord, it oft fals out 
To have, what we would have, 
We fpeake not what we meane ; 
I ſomething doeexcuſe the thing I hate, 
For his advantage that Idearely love. 
eng. Weare all fraile. 

Ja. Elſe letmy brother dye, 
| Tfnota feodary but onely he - 
Owe, and ſucceed thy weakeneſſe. 

eng. Nay, women are fraile too, 

Iſa. 1 ,asthe glafſes where they view themſelves, 
W hichare ascaſic broke as they make formes : 
Women ? Helpe heaven ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, call usren times fraile, 
For we are ſoft, as our complexions are, 
And creduloustofalſe prints. 

_ eg. ITthinkeit well: 
And from thisteſtimony of your owne ſex 
(Since I ſuppoſe we are made to beno fironger 
Then faults may ſhake our frames)let me be bold; 
I doearreſt your words Bethat you are, 
That is,a woman ; if you be more, you'r none. 
If yon be one (as you are well expreſt 
By all externall warrants) ſhew it now, 
By putting on the deſtin'd Livery. 

1/a. I have no tongue but one ; gentle my lord, 
Let meentreate you ſpeake thie former language. 

eAxg. Plainly conceive I love you. 

Ia. Mybrother did love [slier. 

And you tell tne that he ſhall dye for't. 

Ang, Heſhall not 7ſabell if you give me love, 

Jſa. I know your vertue hath alicencein't, 
Which ſcemes a little fouler then its, 

To plucke on others, 

Ang. Beleeveme on mine Honor, 
My wordsexpreſle my purpoſe. 

Iſa. Ha? Little honor, to be much beleey'd, 

And molt pernitious purpoſe : Seeming, ſeeming, 
I will proclaime thee Angelo, looke for't. 
Signe me a preſent pardon for my brother, _ 
Or withan out-ftretcht throate lle teilthe world aloud 
What man thouart. - 

Ang. Who will beleeve thee 7/abe{? 

My uoſolid name, th' auſtecreneſſe of my life, 

My vouch againſt you, and my place th State, 
Will ſoyour accuſation over-weigh, 

That you ſhall ſtifle in your owne report, 
Andſmell of calumny. I have begun, 

And now I givemy ſenſuall race, the reine, 
Fitthy conſent to my ſharpe appetite, 

Lay by all nicety, and prolixiousbluſhes 


3 


By yeelding up thy body to my will, 


| That baniſh what they ſue for : Redecme thy brother, . 


Orelſe he muſt not onely dye the death, 

But thy unkindneffe ſhall his death draw out 
Tolingring ſufferance : Anſwer meto morrow, - 
Or by the affe&ion that now guides me moſt, 

Ile prove a Tirantro him. Asfor you, 

Say what youcan; my falſe, ore-weighs your true. Ext, 

I/a. Towhom ſhould I complaine? Did Irell this, 

Who would beleeve me? O perilous mouthes 
Thar bearc in theni, one and the ſelfeſame tongue, 
Either of condemnation, or approote, 

Bidding the Law make curtſie totheir will, 
Hooking both right and wrong to th'appectite, 
Tofollow as it drawes: Ile to my brother, 
Though he hath falne by prompture of theblood, 
Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of Honor, 

That had he twenty heads to tender downe 

On twenty bloody blockes, hee'ld yecld themup, 
Before hisfiſter ſhould her body ſtoope 

To ſuch abhord pollution” 

Then [ſabet live chaſte, and brother dye ; 
*©More then our Brother, isour Chaſtity. 

Ile tell him yet of Avgeto's requeſt, 


And fit his mind to death, for his ſoules reſt. Exit, 


— ——— — 


Adus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. 
Dsk, Sothen you hope of pardon from lord e-Lngelo? 
Clan, The miſcrable have no other medicine 
= onely hope ; V'have hope to live,and am prepar'd to 


& 

Dale. Be abſolute for death : either death or life 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with life : 
If I doe looſe thee, I doe looſeathing 
That none but fooles would keepe: a breath thou art, 
Servile to all the skyic-influences, 
Thar dofſt this habircation where thou keepſt 
Hourclyaffli&t ; Meercly, thou artdeaths foole, 
For him thou labourſt by thy flight toſhun, 


CT —— 


| And yet runſt toward him ſtill. Thou artnot noble, 


For all th'accommodations that thou bearſt , 
Are nurſt by baſenefſe : Thou'rt by nomeanes valiant, 
For thou doſt feare the ſoftand tender forke 

Of a poore worme : thy beſt of reſt is ſleepe, 

And that thou oft provoakſt, yet groſlely fearſt 

Thy death, which is no more. Thouart not thy ſclfe, 
For thou exiſts on many a thouſand graines 

Thar ifſue out of duſt, Happy thou art nor, 

For what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſtriv*ſtro gety 

And what thou haſt, forgetſt. Thou art not certaine, 
For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange cffeRs, 

After the Moone : if thou art rich, thou'rt poore, 

For like an Aﬀſe, whoſe backe with Ingots bowes ; 
Thou bearſt thy heavy riches but a journy, 

And death unloads thee ; Friend haſt thou none: 

For thine owne bowels which doe call thee, fire 

The meere effuſion of thy proper loynes, 

Doe curſe the Gout, Sarpego, and the Rheume 

For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, nor age 
But as it were an after-dinnersſleepe | 
Dreaming on bath, for all thy bleſſed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beggerhe almes 

Of palſied-Eld : and when thouart old, and rich 


Thou 


—& 


' 


es, 


eM eaſure for Meafare. 


Thou haſt neither heate, afFeRion, limbe, nor beauty 
To make thy riches pleaſant : what's yet in this 
Thar beares the name of life ? Yet in this life _ 
Lyc hid moethouſand deaths; yet death we feare 
That makes theſc oddes, all eveu- 
Cla. I humbly thanke you. 
To ſue to live, TI find I ſeeke to dye, 
And ſeeking death, find life; Let it come on, 
Enter Iſabella. | 
| Iſab. What hoa? Peace heere; Grace, and good com» 


any. 
Fro. Who'sthere ? Come in, the wiſh deſervesa wel- 
come. 
D#k. Deere (ir, erelong lle viſit you againe. 
Cla. Moſt holy fir, I thanke you. P 
J/a. My buſinefſeis a word or two with (Zarato. 
Pro. And very welcome : looke Signior, here's your 
liſter - 
Dub. Provoſt, a word with you: 
Pro. As many as you pleaſe, MR 
Dk. Bring themto tpeake,whereI may be conceal'd, 
yer heare them. Exeunt. 
Cla. Now ſiſter, what's. the comfort ? 
I/a. Why, : 
As all comforts are : moſt good, moſt good indeed, 
Lord eAngels having affairesto heaven 
Intendsyou for his ſwift Ambaſlador, 
Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leger 3 
Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſpecd, 
To Morrow you ſet on. | 
Clas. Isthere no remedy ? | 
Iſa. None but ſuch remedy, as to fave a head 
To cleavea heart in twaine ; 
(7. Butis there any ? | 
Iſa. Yesbrother, you may live 3 | 
There isa diveiliſh mercy in the ludge, .. _ 
If you'l implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 
Cla. Perpetuall durance ! 
 Tfa. I jult, perpetuall durance, a reſtraint 
Through all the worlds vaſtidity you had 
Toadetermin'd ſcope. 
Clan. But 1n what nature ? 
Iſa. In ſucha one, as you conſenting too't, 
Would barke your honor fromthat trunke you beare, 
And leave you naked, 
(ar. Let me know the point. 
Iſa. Oh, I doe fearethee Claudio, and I quake, 
Leaſt thou a feavorouslife ſhould(t entertaine, 
And fixe or feven winters more reſpet 
Thena perpetuall honor. Dar'ſt thou dye ? 
Theſence of death is moſt inappreheniion, 
And the poore Beetle that we tread upon ' : 
In corporall ſufferance, findsa pang as great, of 
As when a Giant dyes, 
Cla. Why give you me this ſhame ? 
Thinke you I can a reſolution fetch 
From flowry tenderneſſe ? IfT muſt dye, 
I willencounter darknefle as a bride, 
And hngge itin mine armes. 
I/a, There ſpake my brother : there my fathers grave 
Did tatter forth a voyce,. Yes, thou mult dye : 
Thouart toonoble, to conſerve alife 
In baſe appliances. Thus outward fainted Deputy, 
Whole ſetled viſage, and deliberate word 
Nipsyouth ith head, and follies doth emmew 


| AsFalcondoth the fowle, is yet a divell : 


His filth within being caſt, he would appeare 
A pond, asdeepe as hell. _ 
Ca, The Princely, Angelo? . 
{ſa. Oh'tis the cunning Livery of hell, 
The damnedlt body to inveſt, and cover 
In Princely gardes ; doſt thouthinke Claudio; 
If I would yeeld him my virginity 
Thou might'|t be freed ? 

Ca. Ohheavens, itcannot be, 

Iſa. Yes,he would giv'tthee ; from this ranke offence 
Soto offend him ſtill. Thisnight's the time 
That I ſhould doe what I abhorre toname 
Or elſe thou dieſt to morrow, 

(7. Thou ſhalt not do't. 

{/a. O, were it but my life, . 
I'de threw itdowne for your deliverance 
As frankely asapin, 

(au. Thankes deere Iſabel, 
iſa. Be ready Clandio, for your death tomorrow» 
(las. Yes. Has he afteRions in him. 
That thus can make him bite the Law by th'noſe, 
When he would force it? Sure it isno ſinne, 
Or of the deadly ſeven it is thelcaſt. 
1a. Whichistheleaſt ? 
(!as. Tf it were damnable, he being ſo wile, 
Why would he tor the momentary tricke 
Be perdurably fin'de? Oh Iſabel. 
1/a. What fayes my brother ? 
(a. Death is a fearefull thing. 
1/a. And ſhamed lite, a hatctull. 
Cla. I, but todye, and goe we know not where, 
Tolye in cold obſtruction, and to rot, 
This ſenſible warme motion,to become 
A kneaded clod;and thedelighted ſpirir 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reſide 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſle windes ; 
And blowne with reſtleſſe violence round abour 
The pendant world : or to be worſe then worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawlefle and incertaine thought, 
Imagine howling, *cis too borrible. 
The wearieſt, and moſt loathed worldly life © 
That Age, Ache, penury, and impriſonment 
Can lay on nature, is a Paradiſe 
To what we feare of death. 
1/a. Alas, alas. D: 
(1a. Sweet Siſter, let melive. 
What finne you doe, to fave a brothers life, 
Natare diſpenſes with the deed fo farre, 
Thar it becomes a vertue 
1/a. Oh you beaſt! 


| Ohfaithlefle Coward ! oh diſhoneſt wretch, 


Wilrthou be made a man, out of my vice ? 
Istnota kind of inceſt, to take life 
From thine owne ſiſters ſhame ? What ſhould I thinke, 
Heaven ſhield:my Mother plaid my Father faire : 
For ſuacha warped ſlip of wilderneſſe 
Nere iflu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Dye, periſh : Might but my bending downe 
Repreeve thee from thy fate, it ſhould proceed. 
le pray a thouſand prayersfor thy death; 
No word to fave thee. 

C/a. Nay heare me I/ab://. 

Iſa. Oh, fie, fie, fie. 
Thy finn'snor accidentall, but a Trade ; FE 

2 Mercy 


72 


 eMeaſare for Meaſare, 


Cr Momma, 


| | Mercy to thee would prove it ſelfe a Bawd, 
'Tis beſt that thou gicft quickly. | 
{1a. Oh heare me Iſabel/a. Duke Fleps in. 
D#k. Vouchſafe a word, yong ſiſter, but one word. 
Iſa. Whar is your Will. | 
Duk, Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I would 
by and by have fome ſpeech with you : the ſatisfaction I 
would require, is likewiſe your owne benefit. 
Iſa. ] have no ſuperfluous leiſure, my ſtay muſt be 
ftolen our of other affaires : but I willattend youa while. 
D#xk. Son, I have over-heard what hath paſt berweene 
you and your filter. Angelo had never the purpoſe to cor- 
rupt her ; onely he hath made anaffay of her vertue, to. 
praiſe his judgement with the diſpoſition of natures: 
She (having the truth of honor in her) hath made him 
that gracious deniall, which he is moſt glad to receive: I 
am Confeflor to Angelo,aud I know this to be true,there- 
fore prepare your ſelfe todeath : doe not ſatisfie your re- 
ſolution with hopes that are fallible, to morrow you mult 
dye, goe to your knees, and make ready. 
(1a. Ler me aske my ſiſter pardon, Iam ſo out of love 
with life, that I will ſue to de rid of R. Exit. 
Dk. Hold youthere : farewell : ProveF,a word with 
Ou. 
4 Pro. What's your will (father ? ) 

D#k. That now youare come, you will be gone :leave 
mea while withthe Maid, my mind promiſes with my 
habit, no loſſe ſhalirouch her by my company. 

Pro. In good time. xit. 

Duk, 1 hc hand thathath made you faire, hath made 
you good : the goodnefle that is cheape in beauty , makes 
beauty briefe in goodnefle ; but grace being the ſoule of 
your complexion, ſhall keepe the body of it ever faire : 
the afſault that ezge/o hath made to you, Fortune hath 
convaid to my underſtznding ; and but that frailry harh 
examples for bis falling,l ſhould wonder at eA»ge/o:how 
will you doe to content this Subſtirute, and to ſave your 
brother 2 . 

Iſzb. lam now going to reſolve him : IT had rather 
my brother dye by the Law, then my ſonne ſhould be un- 
lawfully borne. Bur (ob) how much is the good Duke 
deceiv'd in eAngels : ifever he rerurne, and I can ſpeake 
to him, I will open my lips in vaine, or diſcover his go- 
verniment. 

Dk, Thar ſhall not be much amiſſe : yetas the mat- 
ter now ſtands, ke will avoyd your accuſation : he made 
triall of y'0u onely. Therefore faſten your care on my ad- 
vilings, to the love I have in doing good ; a remedy pre- 
ſents it ſelfe. Idoe make my ſelfe beleeve that you may 
moſt uprighteouſly doe a poore wronged Lady a merited 
benefir ; redreme your brother from the angry Law ; 
doeno ſtaine to your owne gracious perſon, and much 
pleaſe the abſent Duke, if peradventure he ſhall ever re- 
turneto have hearing of this buſineſle. 

I{ab. Let me hearc youſpeake farther ; T have ſpirit to 
doe any thing that appeares not foule in the truth of my 
ſpirir. 

,-——M Vertue is bold, and gooeneſſe never fearefull : 

Have you not heard ſpeake of Mariana the ſifter of Fre- 
dericke the great Souldier, who miſcarried at Sea ? 

Iſab. 1 have heard of the Lady, and good words went 
with hername! 

Dake. She ſhould this «Fngelo have marricd : was af- 

fianced to her by oath,and thenuprial appointed:between 
; , which time of the contraR, and limit of the ſolemnity, 

er brother Fredericke was wrackt ar Sca, having in that 


[OI ow 
b 


periſhed vef{cil, the dowry of his ſiſter : but marke hoy 
heavily this befell tothe poore Gentlewoman, there ſhe 
loſt a noble and renouned+ brother, in his love toward 
her, ever moſt kind and naturall : with him the portion 
and ſinew of her fortune, her marriage dowry : with 
both, her combynate-husband, this well ſeeming A». 


gelo. | 


I{ab. Can this be fo ? did eHvgeloo leave her ? 

Dak. Left her in her teares, and dried not one of them 
with his comfort : ſwallowed his vowes whole, preten- 
ding in her, diſcoveries of diſhonor : in few, beſtow'd 
her on her owne lamentation, which ſhe yet weares for 
his ſake : and he, a marble to her cares, is waſhed with 
them ,but relents not; 

I/ab. What a merit were it in death totake this poore 
maid from the world ? what corruption in this life, that 
it _ let this: man live ? But how out of this can ſhe a» 
valle? 

Duk, It is4 rupture that you may eaſily heale : and the 
cure of it not onely ſaves your brother, but kcepes you 
from diſhonor in doing it. | 

I1ſab. Shew we how (good father. ) 

Dsk, This forcnamed Maid hath yet in her the con» 
tinuance of her firſt affeRtion : his unjuſt unkindneſſe 
(thatin all reaſon ſhould have quenched her love ) hath 
(likean impediment in the Current) made it more vio- 
lent and unruly - Goe you toe Angels, anſwer his requi- 
ring with a plauſible obedience, agree with his demands 
to the point : onely referre your ſeife to this advantage; 
firſt, that your ſtay with him may not belong : that the 
time may have all ſhadow,and ſilence in it : and the place 
anſwer to convenience : this being granted in courſe, 
and now followes all : we ſhall advite this wronged maid 
to ſtecd up your appointment, goe in your place ; if the 
encounter acknowledge it ſelfe hereafter, it may com- 
peil him to her recompence ; and heere, by this is your 
brother ſaved, your honor untainted, the poore Aſaria- 
»a advantaged, and the corrupt Deputy ſcaled. The Maid 
will I frame, and make fit for his atiempr : if you thinke 
wellto carry thisas you tnay, the doubleneſle of the be. 
nefit dctends the deceic from reproofe. W hat thinke 
youof it? pp 

{/ab. The image of it gives me content already, and 1 
truſt 1t will grow toa moſt proſperous perfection. 

Dzk. Itlyes much in your holding up: haſte you ſpee- 
dily ro Angels, if for this night he intreat youto his bed, 
give him promiſe of ſatisfaction : I will preſently to F, 
Lukes, there at the moated-Grangereſides this dejeed 
Aariena; at thar place call upon me, anddiſpatch with 
engelo, that it may be quickly. 

1/a. Ithanke you tor this comfort : fare you well good 
father. Exit. 

Enter Elbow, Clowne, Officers. 

E!. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and fell men and women' like beaſts,” we 
ſhall have all the world drinke browne and white baſtard, 

Dxk, Oh heavens, whar ſtutfe is heerls& <«- 

Clow. Twes never merry world ſinc&of tyo vihigy 
the merrieſt was pur downe, and the ac How'd by 
order of Law ; a fur'd gowne to keepe hfm warme j and 
fur'd with Foxeand Lamb-skins too,to Gonifie chal 
being richerthen innocency, ſtands for the facingÞ 
- Elbow. Come your way Sir : 'bleſſe you good father 

ricr. 

D#k. And you good brother father ; what offence hath 


Ee ee a 


this man made you, Sir ? 
| Elb. Marry} 


Pre: 


| The ev:ll thatchoucauſeſt to be Yes 3 


| Ecom ſucha filthy vice : {ay to thy ſelfe 


| he were asgocd goc a.mile.on his errand. 


| The tricke of it ? 


| Lent thee thether : for debt Pompey? Or how ? 


«Mealare for Mes 


| Elbo. Marry fir, he hath offended, the Law, 4nd.Sir, 
we take lim to bc.aTheefe too fir:for we-haye found up- 
on him Sir, a ſtrange Pick-lgcke, which Fg have ſcntto- 
che Deputy. - . >... os 4" EE. ; 

| Dal Fye, firrah, a Bawd,a wicked bawd, 


. > 


That is thy;meanes to live, Dog thou bug thlynke. 
What 'tis tocrama maw, or,cloatha backs. - . 
ns» 7; 
From their abhominable and beaſtly touches . 
I drinke, I care away my.ſclfe, and live :.: | _ 
Canſt thou beleve thy living isa lifes .*, .._ . 
So {tinkingly depending? Goe mend, goe mend. 
(to. Indeed,it do's ſtinks infome ſort, $yr.; 
But yet Sir I would prove wr— ._ , | 
D#k. Nay, if the divell have given thee-proofes for. fin 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſcn,Oiicer ; 
CorreRtion, and inſtruction muſt both worke 
Erethis rude beaſt will profit. 
Elb, He muſt before the Deputy Ss he ha's given 
him warning, : the Deputy, cannot abide. a Whore-ma- 
ſter : if he bea Whore-monger, and comes before him, | 


D#k. That,we were all, ,as ſome would ſceme to be 
Eres from our faults, as faults fromſcenupg free. 
Enter Littio, | 
Eib. Hisnecke will come to your waſt, a Cord: fir, 
(to. I ſpy conifort, I cry baile ; Here's a Gentleman, 
anda friend of mine. | | 
Lac. How now noble Pompey ? What, at the wheels 
of (ear? Artthou led.in triumph? What isthere none 
of Pigmaliens Images newly made womah to be had NOW, 
for putting the hand in the pocker,and exrrating clutch'd: 
W hat reply ? Ha 2 What ſaiſt thou to this Tune, Mat- 
ter, and Method ? Is't not drown'd 1th laſt raine ? Ha ? 
W har faift rhoa Trot? Is che world as it was Man ? 
Whichisthe way 2 Is it ſad, and few words? Or how ? 


Dk. Still thus, and thus : ſtill worſe ? MS 
Lac. How doth my deere Morſcll, thy Miſtr15? Pro- 
cures the {t1}[ 2 Ha? 

(7. Troth fir, ſhe hatheaten up all her Becte, and ſhe 
15 her ſelfe inthe tub. 

Luc. Why 'tis good : It isthe right of it : it muſt be 
ſo. Ever your freſh Whore, and your pouder'd Baud,an 
unſhun'd conſequence, it muſt be ſo. Art going to pri- 
lon Pompey? 

Clo. Yes faith fir. 

Luc. Why 'tis not amiſſe Pompey : farewell : goe fay 


Elb, For being a baud, for being a baud. 

Inc, Well, then imprifon him : 1f impriſonment be 
the due of a baud, why 'tis bis right. Baud is he doubt- 
fle, and ofantiquity roo: Baud borne. Farewell good 
Pompey : Commend me to the priſon Pompey, you will 
turne good husband now Pompey, you will keepe the 
houſe. | 

Clo, T hope Sir, your good Worlhip will be my bailc? 

Luc. No indeed will I not Porpey, it is not the weare: 
I will pray ( Pompey) toencreaſe yuur bondage if you take 
it not paticntly : Why, your axttle is the more : Adieu 
truſty Pompey. 

Blefle you Friar. 
Dake. And you. 
Luc. Do's Bridget paint ill, Pomp:y ? Ha? 


{b. Come your wayes fir, come. 


$9 2. a 


- _ 


| 1s certaine, thar when he makes water, bis VYrine is [con- 


Luc. Who, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifty : 


Cle. Youwill not bailemethen Sir? - , L 
Lc. Then Pomper,nor now: : what newesabroad Fry- 


er ? Whatneyes ? 


Elb. Come your WAYS ſir,come. . ,_ 


uſurpe the beggery he was neyer 
borneto : Lord Angelo Dukes it well Jn his abſcnce.; hee 
puts.transgreſſiontoo't,. OOO 
Dake, He do's welling © ES 
Luc. Alittle more lewtic to, Lechery, \would doe: no 
harme in him : Something too crabbed that way , Fryer- 
Dk. Itis too genergll a vice, and{eyerity muſt cure it. 
Luc. Yes in good footh, the. vice is of a great kindred; 
itis well allied, bur it is impoſſible. to; extirpe it quite, 
Frier, till eating and drinking be pat downe. They ſay 
this Angelo,was not; mage; by Man and Woman, after 
this Cowne-aight way. of Creation : is it; true, thinke 
you? . bes Rs 
Duk,. How ſhould he b: made then? 
Lne. Some report, a. Sea-maid ſpawn'd him. Some, 
that. he was begot berweene two, Stock-fiſhes. But it 


geal'd ice, that I know to. be true :_ and he is a motion 
generative, that's infallible, bn 

Dak, Youare plealant fir, and ſpcake apace> 

Lec, Why, what a ruthicfle thing is this in him, for 
the rebeflion of a Cod-pecce, to take away the life of a 
man? 1d the Duke that 1s abſent have done this ? 
Ere he would have hang'da man for the getting a hun- 
dred Baſtards, he would have paide for the Nurſing a 
thouſagd,, He had ſome feeling of the ſport, he knew 
the ſervice, and that infiruted him to mercy. 

Dk. I never heard the abſent Duke much deteaed 
tor Women, he was notenclin'd that way. 

Luc. OhSir, you are decciv'd, | 

Dak. -'Tisnot poſſible, 


and hisuſe was, to put a ducket in her Clack-diſh ; the 
Duke had Crochets in him. He would be drunke too, 
that let me informe you. 

Dak. Youdoe him wrong, ſurely. 

Lac. Sir, T was an inward of his : a ſhye fellow was 
the Duke, and I belceve I know the cauſe of, his wich» 
drawing. | 

Dake. What (I prethee) might. be the cauſe? _ 

Luc, No, pardon :'Tisa ſecret mult be lockt with- 
1nthe teeth and the lipes: but this I can let you under» 
ſtand, the greater file of the ſubjeR held the Duke to be 
wiſe. 2 LOI 

Dak. Wiſe ? Why no queſtion but he was. 

Lac, A very ſuperficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow, 

Dauk, Either this is envy in you, folly , or mifta-_ 
king : The very ſtreame of his life, and the buſinefſe he 
hath helmed, muſt upon a warrantcd need, give him a 
better proclamation. Let him be but tceſtimonied in his 
owne bringings forth, and he ſhall appcare to the envi. 


you ſpeake unskilfully : or, if your knowledge be more,it 
is much darkned in your malice. 


Luc, Goeto kennell (Rompey ) goes. Exenn. 
What newes Freerof the Duke 2... _ F128 
Duke. I know none : can youtell me of any ?  _ __ 
Lac.Some ſay he,is withthe Emperour of Ruſis;other 
ſome, hes 1n Rene * EP re is hethinke you? _ 
Dake. I knoyy not i Kre's bur whereſoever , I wiſk | 
him well; ; ; AON; e-1' i 


M1 03 - wor lag leans i ome «arte wink. þ 
Luc.: It wasa mad fincaſticall tricke;of him to. ſeale 
- | from the'State , and 


ous, a Scholler, a Stateſman, and a Souldier z therefore | 
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Lc. Sir, I know him, and Tlove him. 

D#k. Love talkes with better knowledge, ard know- 
ledge with deare love. | | 

Luc. Come Sir, I khow what I know: 

D#k. I can hardly beleeve that, ſince you know not 
what you ſpeake. Butif ever the Duke returne (as our 
prayers are he may) let me defire you to make your an- 
{wer before him :' if itbe honeſt you have ſpoke, you 
have courage to maintaineit ; 'T am bound to call upon 


| you, and I pray you your name ? 


| Lac. Sir my name is Lucio, well knowne to the Duke. 

D#k_ He ſhall know youbetter Sir, if I may live to 
report you. | 

Luc. I feare younot; 

Dak, O, you hopethe Duke will returne no more : 
or you imagine me too unhurtfull an oppoſite: but indeed 
I cat doe you little harme : You'll tor-ſweare this a- 

aine ? | | 

Lxc. Nebe hang'd firſt : Thou art deceiv'd in mee 
Friar. But no more 6f this. Canſt thou tell 1f (ſendeo 
dyero morrow, or no ? | 

Dxk, Why ſhonld he dye Sir > | ; 

Lnc. Why For filling a bottle with a Tonne-diſh : 
I would the Duke wetalke of were return'd againe : this 
ungenitur'd Agent wil un-people the Province with Con- 
tinency. Sparrowes muſt not” build in his houſe-ceves, 
becauſe they arelecherous : The Duke yer v ouid have 
darke deeds darkely anſwered, he would never bring 
them to light ; would he were return'd. Marry this (!a«- 
aio is condemned for untruſſing. Farewell good Friar, I 
prethee pray for me : The Duke (1 ſay to thee againe) 
would cate Mutton on Fridayes. He's now paſt it, yet 
(and I fay to the: Jhe would mouth witha beggar,though 
ſhe ſmelt browne-bread and Garlicke : ſay that ſaid fo: 
Farewell. Exh 

Dake. No might,nor greatneſſe in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumny ' 


| The whiteſt vertue ſtrikes. What King fo ſtrong, 


Can tye tbe gall up in the flanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here? 
Enter Eſcalus, Provo? and Band. 
Eſc. Goe, away with her to priſon. 


Baud. Good my lord be good ro me, your Honor is 


accounted a mercifull man : good my Lord. 

Eſc. Double, and trebble admonition, and R1ll forfeite 
inthe ſame kind ? This would make mercy ſweare and 
play the Tirant. 

Pro, A Baud of eleven yeares continuance , may it 
pleaſe your Honor. 

Baud. My lord, this isone Luio's information 2gainſt 
me, Miſtris Kate Keepe-dowze was with child by him 
in the Dukes time , hee promis'd her marrizge : his 
Child isa yecreand a quarter old come Philip and /acob: 
Thave kept it my felfe ; and ſee how he goes about to 
abuſe me. 

Eſca. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenſe ; Let 
him be call'd before us. Away with her to praſon : Goe 
to, no more words. Provoſt, my Brother «Angelo will 
not be alter'd, Claudiomult dyero morrow : Let him be 
furniſh'd with Divines, and have all charitable prepara- 
tion. If my brother wrought by my piry, it ſhould not 
be ſe with him: 

Fro. Sopleaſeyou, this Friar hath beene with him, 
and advis'd him for th'entertainment of death. 

£ſea, Good'even, good father. 

Dxk. Blifle, and goodnefle on you. 


Ls OT 


_ Efca. Of whenteare you ? fs | 

Dw#ke. Not of this Country, though my chance isnow 
Toule it for mytime : I ama brother OE” 

Of gracious Order, late come fromthe Sca, 
In ſpecual bufineſle from his Holineſle. 

Eſca. What newes abroad i'th World ? 

Dk, None,” butthat there is ſo great a Feavor on 
goodneſſc, that the diffolurion of ir mult cure nt: Novel- 
ty 1s onely inrequeft; and asitisasdangerous to be aged 
in any kind of cotirſe, as it is vertueus to be conſtant 
in any undertaking; There is ſcarſe crath enough aliveto 
make Societies ſecure, bur Security enough to make 
Fellowſhips accurſt. Much upon this riddle runnesthe 
wiledome of the world : This newes is old _— yet 
it 1severy dayes newes. I pray you Sir, of what 
tion was the Duke ? 

Eſca. One, thar above all other ſtrifes, 
Contended efpccially to know himſclfe, 

D«k. What pleaſure was hegiven to? 

£ſca. Rather rejoycing to ſce another merry , then 


merry atany thing which profeſt ro make him rejoyce, | 


A Gentleman of all temperance. Bur leave we him to his 


events, wich a prayer they may prove proſperous; and |. 


let me defire to know, how you find (Tawdso prepar'd? 
I am madeto underſtand, that you have lent him viſita- 
tion. 

Dak, He profcſſes to have received no finiſter meaſtre 
from his Ide , but moſt willingly hamblcs himſelfe to 
thedetermination of Iuſtice : yer had he framed to him- 
ſelfe (by the inſtruction of his frailty) many deceiving 
promiſes of life, which I (by my good leiſure) have dit- 
credited to him, and now 1s he refolv'd to dye. 

Efea. You have paid the heavens your FunQtion, and 
the priſoner the vety debt of your Calling. I have la 
bour'd for the poore Gentleman, tothe exrremeſt ſhore 
of my modeſty, but my brother-juſtice have I found fo 
ſevere, that he hath forc'd mers teli him, he is indeed 
juſtice 6 

Dak, If hisowne life, 

Anſwer the ſtraitneffe of his proceeding, 
It ſhall become him well : wherein if he chanceto faile,he 
hath ſentenc'd himfelfe. 

E.I am going to vific the priſoner,Fare you wel. Ex. 

Dk, Peace be with you. 

He whorhe ſword of Heaven will beare, 
Should be as holy, as ſeveare : 
Patternein himſelfe to know, 
Graceto ſtand,and Vertue goe; 
More, nor lefle to others paying, 
Thenby ſelfe-otfences weighing. 
Shame to him, whoſe cruell ſtriking, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking z 
Twice trebble ſhame on «fgelo, 

To weede my vice,and let his grow. 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 
Though Angell on the outward fide ? 
How may likeneſſe made in crimes, 
Making practiſe on the Times, 

To draw with idle Spiders ſtrings 
Moſt ponderous and ſubſtantiall things? 
Craftagainſt vice, I mult apply. 
With +4 nge/o tonight ſhall Iye 

H1s old detroathed (but deſpiſed : ) 
Sodiſguile ſhall by th'diſguited 

Pay with falſhood,falſe exacting, 
And performe an old contractings 
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Aus Quartus, Scena Prima. 


ts, 


| Emter Mariana, and Boy ſinging. 


Son7. T ake, oh take thoſe lips away, 
" that ſo ſweetly were forſworne, 
end thoſe eyes : the breakg of day 
lights that doe miſlead the Morne ; 
But my kiſſes bring againe, bring againe, 
Seales of love, but ſeal d in vaine, ſeal'd in Vaine. 


| ——_— _— 


=O GS 


Emer Duke. : | 
Mari. Breake off thy ſong,and haſte thee quick away, 
Here comesa manof comfort, whoſe adviſc 
Hath often ſtill'd my brawling diſcontent. 
| Icry you mercy, Sir, and well could with 
| You had not found me here ſo muſicall. 
| Letme excuſe me, and beleeve meſo, 
My mirth it much diſplea('d, bur pleaſ'd my woe. 
| D#k; Tisgood:though Muſicke oft hath ſuch acharme 
| To make R good -and Es apnea” ro harme., 

I pray yourtell me, hath any. body enquir dfor me here 
to day ? much upon thistime haye I promiſ'd. heere to 
meetc. 

Mari. You have not beenc enquir'd after : I have fat 
here all day, : 
Enter Iſabel. ; 

Dak, I doe conſtantly beleeve you : the time is come 
even now. I ſhall crave your forbearancealittic, may be 
: _ call upon you anone for ſome advantage. to your | 
Elfc. 
| CHMari, Tam alwayes bound to you. 
| Dwk, Very well met, and well come: 

W hat is the newes from this good Deputy ? 

Ia. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Bricke, 
| Whoſe wellerne fide is with a Vineyard back. ; 

; Andto that Vineyard isa planched gate, 

| T hat imakes his opening with this bigger Key : 

| This other doth command a little doore, 

Which from the Vineyard tothe Gardenleades, 
There have I made my promiſe ,uponthe 

Heavy middle of the night, to cal! upon him- 

Duk. Bur ſhall you on your knowledge find this way ? 

Iſa. i have tane a due and wary note upon't, 
With whiſpering, and moſt guilty diligence, 

In aHionall of precept, he did ſhow me 

| The way twice ore. 

| Dake. Are thereno other tokens 

Betweene you'greed, concerning her obſervance ? 

Iſa. No : none but onely a repaire ith' darke, 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my moſt ſlay 
Can be but briefe= for I have made him know, 
I have a Servant comes with me along 
That ſtayesupon me , whoſe perſwation is, 
I come about my brother, 

Dk, 'Tis well borne up.. 
I have not yet made knowne to Mariane 

Enter Mariana. 

A word of this : what hoa, within ; come forth, 
I pray you be acquaintedwith this Maid, 
She comes to doe you good, : 

{/a. I doe deſirethe like. 


Exit. 


Megurefor 


'| The yaperous nightapproaches. 


for you have beene a notorious baud. 


| Dk, Doe you perſwade your ſelfe that I reſpe& you? 


CT ————————— 


a LEE 
Mari. Good Frier,I know you doe, and have found it. 
Dauk, Takethenthis your companion by the hand 
Who hatha ſtory ready for your care : 
I hallattend your leilure, but make hafte 


Mars, Wilt pleaſe you walke aſide? Exit. 
D#k, Oh Place, and greatnes : millions of falſe eyes 
Are ſtucke ypon thee : volumesof report 
Runne with theſe falſe, and moſt contrarious Queſts . 
Vpon thy doings ithouſand eſcapes of wit 
Make thee the tather of their idle dreame, | : 
And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome, how agreed ? | 
Enter Mariana, and Iſabel. . 
iſa. She'll take theenterprize upon her; father, 
If you adviſe it, | 
Dwk. It is not my conſent, 
But my entreaty too. | 
Iſa. Little have you to fay Vs 
When you depart from him, but ſoft and low; 
Remember now my brother, 
Har. Feare me not. 
Duk, Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all : | 
He is your husband on apre-contrat : 
To bring you thus together *tis no finne, 
Sith that the luſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us goe, 
Our Corne's to reape, for yetour Tithes to ſow. Exenzt. 


——————_. 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter ProvoFt,and C lowne. 


Pro, Come hither ſirha ; can you cut off a mans head? 
Clo, It the man be a Bachelor Sir, I can : 
Bur if he be a married man, he's his wives head; 
And I can never cut off a womans head. 
Pro. Come ir, leave me your ſnatches, and yeeld mee 
a dire anſwer, To morrow morning are to dye Clau- 


dis, and Barnardine ; here 13 in our priton a common exe- | 


cutioner, who in his ojfice lacksa helper,if you will take 
ir on you to aſſiſt him, it ſhall redeeme you from your 
Gyves : if not, you ſhall have your fulltime of impriſon- 
ment, and your deliyerance withan unpitticd whipping ; 


Cle. Sir, I have beene an unlaywfull baud, time our of 
mind, but yer I will be content to be a lawfull hangman : 
I would be glad to receiveſome inſtruction from my fel- 
low partner. SO 

. Pro, What hoa, eAbhorſon : where's sAbborſen there? 
Emer Abhirſon, 

eAbho, Det you call fir? 

Pre. Sirha, here's a fellow will helpe you to morrow 
in your execution ; if you thinke it mecr,compound with 
him by the yeere,and let him abide here with you, if nor, 
uſe him for the preſent, and diſmiſſe him, he cannot 
plead his eſtimation with you : he hath beene a Bawd. 

Abho, A BaudSir ? fie upon him, he will diſcredit out 
myſtery. Root | | 

Pro. Goetoo Sir, you waigh equally : a feather will 
eurne the Scale. | E xs. 

(oe. Pray ſir, by your good favour: for ſurely fir, a 
good favor you have, but that you have a hanging looke: 


> —— 


Doe you call fir, your occupation a Myſtery ? | 
Os. eAbh. I, 


| g—— 


i 


ms 


| 
| 
| 


74 


eNLeaſare for M, Wer, = 


Lc. Sir, I know him, andI love him. 

D#k. Love talkes with better knowledge, and know- 
ledge with deare love. | | 

Luc. Come Sir, I khow what I know: 

D#k. I can hardly beleeve that, ſince you know not 
what you ſpeake. Butif ever the Duke returne (as our 
prayers are he may) let me defire you to make your an- 
{wer before him :'if itbe honeſt you have ſpoke, you 
have courage to miaintaineit ; 'T am bound to call upen 


| you, and 1 pray you your name ? 


| Lac. Sir my name is Lucio, well knowne to the Duke. 

D#k_ He ſhall know youbetter Sir, if I may live to 
report you. | 

Luc. I feare you not: 

Dk. O, you hope the Duke will returne no more : 
or you imagine me too unhurtfull an oppoſite: but indeed 
I can doe you little harme : You'll tor-ſweare this a- 
gaine ? | | : 

Lac. Nlebe hang'd firſt : Thou art deceiv'd in mee 
Friar. But no more of this. Canſt thou tell if (Tawdro 
dyero morrow, orno ? | 

D#k, Why ſhonld he dye Sir ? 

Lac. Why ? For filling a bottle with a Tonne-diſh : 


| I would the Duke wetalke of were return'd againe : this 


ungenirur'd Agent wil un-people the Province with Con- 
tinency. Sparrowes muſt not' build in his houſe-ceves, 
becauſe they arelecherous : The Duke yer v ouid have 
darke deeds darkely anſwered, he would never bring 
them to light ; would he were return'd. Marry this (Yav- 
aio is condemned for untruſſing. Farewell good Friar, I 
prethee pray for me : The Duke (1 ſay to thee againe) 
would cate Mutton on Fridayes. He's now paſt it, yet 
(and I fay to the: Jhe would mouth witha beggar,though 
ſhe ſmelt browne-bread and Garlicke : ſay thatI ſaid fo: 
Farewell. Ex 
Dake. No might,nor greatneſſe in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumny 


| The whiteſt vertue ſtrikes. What King ſo ſtrong, 


Can tye the gall up in the flanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here? 
Enter Eſcalus, Provoft and Band. 
Eſc. Goe, away with her to priſon. 


Baud. Good my lord be good ro me, your Honor is 


accounted a mercifull man : good my Lord. 

Eſc. Double, and trebble admonition, and fiill forfeire 
inthe ſame kind 2 This would make mercy ſweare and 
play the Tirant. 

Pro, A Baud of eleven yeares continuance , may it 
pleaſe your Honor. 

Baud. My lord, this isone Zwcio's information 2gainſt 
me, Miſtris Kate Keepe-dowze was with child by him 
in the Dukes time , hee promis'd her marrizge : his 
Child isa ycere and a quarter old come Philip and [acob: 
Thave kept it my felfe ; and ſee how he goes about to 
abuſe me. 

Eſca. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenſe ; Let 
him be call'd before us. Away with her to praſon : Goe 
to, no more words. Provoſt, my Brother «Lugelo will 
not be alter'd, C/audiomult dyeto morrow : Let him be 
furniſh'd with Divines, and have all charitable prepara- 
tion. If my brother wrought by my pity, it ſhould nor 
be ſ@ with him: 

Fro. Sopleaſeyou, this Friar hath beene with him, 
and advisd him for th'entertainment of death. 

Eſea, Good'even, good father. 

Dk. Blile, and goodnefle on you. 


LL OI 


— 


_ Efca, Of wherteare you ? x | 
Dwske. Not of this Country, though my chance isnow- 
To ule it for my time : I ama brother We” | 
Of gracious Order, late come fromthe Seca, 

In ſpecal bufineflc from his Holinefle. 

Eſca. What newes abroad i*'th World ? 

Dw#k, None,” butthat there is ſo great a Feavor on 
goodncſlc, that the diffolurion of ir mult cure nt: Novel- 
ty 1s onely inrequeſt; and as it iSasdangerous to be aged 
in any kind of courſe, as it is vertueus to be conſtant 
in any undertaking; There is ſcarfe crath enough aliveto 
make Societies ſecure, bur Security enough to make 
Fellowſhips accurſt. Much upon this riddle runnesthe 
wiledome of the world : This newcs is old enough, yet 
1 1Severy dayes newes. I pray youSir, of what diſpoſi- 
tion was the Duke ? 

Eſca. One, thar above all other ſtrifes, 

Contended efp«cially to know himſclfe, 

D»k. What pleaſure was hegiven to? 

£ſca. Rather rejoycing to ſee another merry , then 
merry atany thing which profeſt ro make him rejoyce, 
A Gentleman of all temperance. Bur leave we himto his 
events, with a prayer they may prove proſperous; and |. 
let me defire to know, how you find (audio prepar'd? 
I am madeto underſtand, that you have lent hum viſita- 
tion. 

Dak, He profcſſes to have received no finiſter meaſure 
from his ludge, but moſt willingly hamblcs himſelfe to 
thedetermination of Iuſtice : yer had he framed to him- 
ſelfe (by the inſtruction of his frailty) many deceiving 
promiſes of ife, which I (by my good leiſure) have dit- 
credited to him, and now 1s he refolv'd todye. 

Eſea. You have paidthe heavens your Fun&tion, and 
the priſoner the very debt of your Calling. I have la 
bour'd for the poore Gentleman, tothe exrremeſt ſhore 
of my modeſty; bur my brother-juſtice have 1 found ſo 
ſevere, that he hath forc'd merto teli him, he is indeed 
juſtice, 

Dak, If his owne life, 

Anſwer the ſtraitneffe of his proceeding, 
It ſhall become him well : wherein if he chanceto faile,he 
hath ſentenc'd himfelfe. 

Ef.I am going to vific the priſoner,Faro you wel. Exit 

D#k. Peace be with you. 

He whorthe ſword of Heaven will beare, 
Should be as holy, as ſeveare : 
Patternein himſclfeto know, 

Grace to ſtand,and Vertue goe; 

More, nor lefle toothers paying, 
Thenby ſelfe-otfences weighing. 

Shame to him, whoſe cruell {triking, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking z 
Twice trebble ſhame on «Angelo, 

To weede my vice, and let his grow. 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 
Though Angell on the outward fide ? 
How may likeneſſe made in crimes, 
Making practiſe onthe Times, 

To draw with idle Spiders ſtrings 
Moſt ponderous and ſubſtantiall things? 
Craftagainſt vice, I mult apply. 

With ++ nge/o tonight ſhall Iye 


His old detroathed (but deſpiſed : ) 


Sodiſguile ſhall by th'diſguiiced 
Pay with falſhood,falſe exacting, 
And performean old contratings 


— —_ — —_— 
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Aus Quartus, Scana Prima. 


i. 


_ Emer Hariara, and Boy ſinging. 


Dn ———— 


Son;3. Take, oh takg thoſe lips away, 
that ſo ſweetly were forſworne, 
end thoſe eyes : the breakg of day 
lights that doe miſlead the Morne ; 
But my kiſſes bring againe, bring againe, 
Seales of love, but ſeal'd in vnine, ſeal'd in Vaints 


| Emer Duke. : 
Mari. Breake off thy ſong.,and haſte thee quick away , 
Here comesa man of comfort, whoſe adviſc 
Hath often ſtill'd my brawling diſcontent. 
| Icry you mercy, Sir, and well could with 
| You had not found me here ſo muſicall. 
| Letme excuſe me, and beleeve meſo, 
\ My mirth it much diſpleaſ'd, bur pleaſ'd my woe. 
| D=k,;Tisgood:though Muſicke oft hath ſuch acharme 
To make bad, good ;and good provoake to harme, 
I pray youtell me, hach any body enquir'd for me here 
| to day ? much upon thistime have I promiſ'd. heere to 
meetc. 

Mari. You have not beene enquir'd after : I have fat 
here all day, : 

Enter ]ſabel.. ME 

Dak, I doe conſtantly beleeve you : the time 1s come 

even now. I (hall crave your forbearancea littie, may be 


{clfe. 
| CAHari. Tam alwayes bound to you. 
* Dak. Very well met, and well come : 
W hat is the newes from this good Deputy ? 
Iſa. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Bricke, 
| Whoſe welterne fide is with a Vineyard back. ; 
| And to that Vineyard isa planched gate, 
' That imakes his opening with this bigger Key : 
This other doth command a little doore, 
Which from the Vineyard tothe Gardenleades, 
There have I made my promiſe ,uponthe 
Heavy middle of the night, to cal! upon him. 
D#k. Bur ſhall you on your knowledge find this way ? 
Iſa. | have tane a due and wary note upon't, 
With whiſpering, and moſt guilty diligence, 
In aHion all of precept, he did ſhow me 
The way twice ore. 
' Dake. Are there no other tokens 
Betweene you'greed, concerning her obſervance 2 
| Iſa. No : none but onely a repaire ith' darke, 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my moſt ſlay 
Can be but briefe= for I have made him know, 
I have a Servant comes with me along 
That ſtayesupon me , whoſe perſwaſion is, 
I come about my brother, 
Dk, *Tis well borne up. . 
I have not yet made knowne to Mariane 
Enter Mariana. 
A word of this » what hoa, within ; come forth, 
I pray yoube acquaintedwith this Maid, 
She comes to doe you good, 
{ſa. I doe deſirethe like. 
| Duk, Doe you perſwade your ſelfe that I reſpe& you ? 


”— CC ————— 


Exit. 


I will call upon you anone for ſome advantage. to your | 


'| The yaporous nightapproaches. 


| If you adviſc it, 


Mari. Good Frier,I know you doe, and have found it. 
Duk, Takethenthis your companion by the hand 
Who hatha ſtory ready for your care : 
I ſhall attend your leilure, but make hafte 


Mars, Wilt pleaſe you walke aſide? Exit, 
Dak, Oh Place, and greatnes : millions of falſe eyes 
Are ſtucke ypon thee : volumesof report 
Runne with theſe falſe, and moſt contrarious Queſts 
Vponthy doings i thouſand eſcapes of wit 
Make thee the tather of their idle dreame, 
And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome, how agreed > | 
Enter Mariana, and Iſabel. . 
iſa. She'll take the enterprize upon her, father, 


Dk. It is notmy conſent, 
But my entreaty too. 

Iſa. Little have you to ſay : NE 
When you depart from him, bur ſoft and low; 
Remember now my brother, 

ar. Feare me not. 

D#k, Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all : 
He is your husband on apre-contract : 

To bring youthus together 'ris no finne, 

Sith that the Iuſtice of your title to him 

Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us goe, 

Our Corne's to reape, for yetour Tithes to ſow. Exenne, 


——————— 


Scana Secunda, 


Enter ProvoFt,and Clowne. 


Pro, Come hither ſirha; can you cut off a mans head? 
Clo, If the man be a Bachelor Sir, 1 can : 

Bur if he be a married man, he's his wives head; 

And I can never cut off a-womans head. 

Pro. Come ir, leave me your ſnatckes, and yeeld mee | 
a dire anſwer. To morrow morning are to dye Clan- | 
dais, and Barnardine ; here is in our priton a common exe- | 
cutioner, who in his ojfice lacksa helper,if you will take 
iron you to aſſiſt him, it ſhall redeeme you from your 
Gyves : if not, you ſhall baye your fulltime of impriſon- 
ment, and your deliyerance withan unpitticd whipping z 
for you have beene a notorious baud. 

Cle. Sir, I have beene anunlawfull baud, time out of 
mind, bur yet I will be content to be a lawfull hangman : 
I would be glad to receiveſome inſtruction from my fel- 
low partner. DE | 

. Pro, What hoa, eAbhorſon : where's sAbhorſon there? 
Emer Abhorſon, 

eAbho, Dee you call fir? 

Pre. Sirha, here's a fellow will helpe you to morrow 
in your execution : if you thinke it mecr,compound with 
bim by the yeere,and let him abide here with you, if nor, 
uſe him for the preſent, and diſmiſſe him, he cannot 
plead his eſtimarion with you : he hath beene a Bawd. 

Abho, A BaudSir ? fie upon him, he will diſcredit out 
mylter Yo 7; ; 

Pro, Goetoo Sir, you waigh equally : a feather will 
eurne the Scale. | Ex. 

(e. Pray fir, by your good favour: for ſurely'fir, a 
good favor you have, but that you have a hanging looke: 
Doe you callfir, your —_— a Myſtery ? 

2 


Hb. 1, 
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Abho. 1Sw,a Miſtery. | : 
Clo. Painting Sir, 1 have heard ſay, isa Miſtery : and 
your W hores fir, being members of my occupation, v- 
ling painting, doeprove my Occupation, aMiltery : but 
what Maſtery there ſhould be in hanging, if Iſhould be 
hang'd, 1 cannot imagine. 
e76hs. Sir,it is a Miſtery. 

Clo, proofe, | 

Abho. Every true mans apparell firs your Theefe. 

Clo, If it betoo little for your theefe, your true man 
thinkes ic bigge enough. 1Fit betoo big for your Theete, 
your Theefe thinkes it little enough : So every true mans 
apparelil fts your Theefe. 

Enter Provoft. 

Pro. Are youagreed? 

Cle. Sir, 1 willſerve him ; For I doe find your gs. 
man is a more penitent Trade then you Baud : he dot 
oftner aske forgiveneſle. 

Pro, You firah, provide your blocke and your Axe 
to morrouw, foure a clocke. Ho 

Abho. Come on ( Baud) I will inſtrut thee in my 
Trade : follow. 

(ts. I doc deſire to learne fir :andI hope, if you have | 
occaſion to uſe me for your owne turne, you ſhall find 
me yare. Fortruly fir, for your kindnefle, I owe you a 
good turne. Exit. 

Pro. Call hither Barnardweand ( lanaio : 

Th'one has my pitty ; not a jot the other, 

Being a Murtherer, though he were my brother. 
Enter { landio. 

Looke, here's the Warrant Claudio, forthy death, 

'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 

Thon muſt be made immortall. W here's Barnardine ? 

Cla. Asfaſt lock'd up in ſleepe, as guiltleſle labour, 
When it lyes ſtarkely in the Travellers bones. 

He will not wake. | | 

Pre. Who can doe good on him ? G 
Well, goe, prepare your ſelfe. But harke , what noiſe? 
Heaven give your ſpirits comfort : by, and by, 

T hope it is ſome pardon, or repreeve 
For the moſt gentle (!audio, Welcome father: 


| 


1 


—_—_— 
— 


Entry Dake. | 
Dake. The beſt, and wholſomſt ſpirits of the night, 
Invellop you, good Provoſt : who call'd heere of late ? 
Pro. Now ſince the Curphew ruvg. 
Dak: Not ] [[abell, 
Pro. No. 
Dake. They will then er't be long. 
Pro. What comfort is for Claudio? 
Dake. There's ſome in hope. 
Pre. It isa bitter Deputy. 
Dwk. Not ſo, not ſo : hislifc1s paralel'd 
Even with the ſtroke and line of his great Iuſtice : 
Hedoth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelfe, which he ſpurres on his powre 
To qualifie in others : were he meal'd with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous, 
But this being ſo, he's juſt. Now are they come. 
This is a gentle Provoſt, fildome when 
The ftected Gaoler is the friend of men: 
How now ? what noiſe? That ſpirit's poſſeſt with haſte, 
That wounds th'unſiſting Poſterne with theſe ſtrokes. 
Pro. There he muſt ſtay untill the Oificer | 
Ariſetolet him in : he is call'd up. 
Dak, Have you no countermand for Claude yet ? 


_ | rant for it, it hathnot moved him at all. 


But he muſt dye to morroy ? 
Pro, None Sir, none. ne 
Dak.Asneecre the dawning Provoſt, as it is, 
You ſhall heare more ere Morning. \ 

Pro. Happely 
You ſomething know : yet Ibelceve there come 
Nocountermand : no ſuch example have we : * 
Befides, uponthe very. ſiege of juſtice, 

Lord Angelohath to the publike care 
Profeſt the contrary. 
Omer u Meſſenger, 

Dak. This is his lords man. ; 

Pro. And heere comes ( /andio's pardon, 

CHeff. My lord hath ſent you this note, 
And by me this further charge : 
That you ſwerve not fromthe ſmalleſt Article of it, 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumſtance. 
Good morrow : fer as I take it, it isalmoſt day, 

Pro. I ſhall obey him- x 

Dak. This is his Pardon purchas'd by ſuch ſinne; 
For which the Pardoner himſelfe is in. 
Hence hath offence his quicke celerity, 
W hen it 1s borne in high Authority. 
W hen Vice makes Mercy;Mercy's ſo extended, 
Thar for the faults love, is th'oftender friended- 
Now Sir, what newes? 

1 ro. Itold you ; 
Lord Angele (be-like) thinking me remiſſe 
In mme Ojjice, awakens me 
With this unwonted putting on, methinkes ſtrangely ; 
For be hath'not us'd it before. 

Duk, Pray you let's heare. 

The Letter. | 

Whatſoever you may heare to the contrary, let Claudio be exe- 

ecured by foure of the clocke, and in the afternoome Barnar- 

dine ; For my better ſatufattion , let me have ( landie: 

head ſent me by five. Let this be dnely performed with a 

thought that more depends on it, then ve muſt jet deliver, 

T bs faile not to doe your office, as you will anſwer it at your 

perill, 

W hat ſay you tothis Sir ? 
Dake. W hat is that Barnardine, who isto be execu- 
ted inth'afternoone ? 

Pre. A Bohemian borne : Buthere nurſt up and bred, 

One that isa priſoner nine yeeres old. 
| Dak, How came it,that the abſent Duke had not either 

deliver'd hini to hisliberty, or executed him ? I have 

heard it wasever his manner to doe ſo. 

Pro, His friends ſtill wrought Repreeves for him : 

And indeed his fa&till now in the government of lord 

Angelo, came not to an undoubtfull proofe. | 

Dak, Itisnow apparent ? 

Pro. Moſt mens, and notdenied by himſclfe, 

D#k. Hath he borne himſelfe penitent)y in priſon ? 

Hoy ſeemes heto be touch'd ? 

Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully, 
but as a drunken fſleepe , carelefle , wreakelefle , and 
fearclefle of what's paſt, preſent, or-to come ; inſenſible 
of mortality, and deſperatcly morrtall. 

Dauk. He wantsadvice. 

Pro, Re will heare none : he hath evermore had the li- 
berty of the priſon : give him leave to eſcape hence, hee 
would not. Drunke many timesa day, if not many dayes 
entirely drunke. We have very oft awak'd him, as ifto 
carry him to execution, and ſhew'd hima ſeeming war- 


 —_ 


Dake. 
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D#&. More of him anon : There is written in. your 
brow PrevefF, honeſty and conſtancy ; if I reade it not 
truely, my ancient skill beguiles me ; bar in the boldnefſe 
of my cunning, I will lay my ſelfe in hazard: (laudio, 
whom hcere you have warrant to execute, 1s no greater 
forfercto the Law, than Angels who hath ſentenc'd him. 
To make you underſtand this in a manifeſted effect, I 
crave but foure dayes reſpit: for the which, you are to doe 
me botha preſent, and a dangerous courteſie. 

Pro. Pray Sir, 1n what? ; 

Dk. In the delaying death. _ : 

Pro, Alacke, how may I doe it? Havirg the houre li- 
mited, and an exprefſe command, under penalty, to de- 
liver his head inthe view of Ange/o? I may make wy 
caſe as Claxndio's, to croſſe this in the ſmalleſt. 

Dak, By the vow of mige Order, I warrant you, 

If my inſtructions may be ybur guide, 
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head boxne to Angelo. 
Pro. Angelo hath ſeenethem both, 
And will a1{cover the favour. 

Dak, Oh , death's a great diſguiſer , and you may 
adde to it; Shave the head, and tye the beard, and fay it 
was the deſire of the penitentto be ſo bar'de before his 
death : you know the courſe is: common. If any thing 
fallro you nponthis, more then thankes and good for- 
tune, by the Saint whom I proteſſe, I will plead againſt 
it with my life. 

Pre. Pardon me; good father, it is againſt my oath. 

Duk. Were youtworne to the Duke, orto the Depu- 
tyre 

To To him, and to his Subſtirutes, 

D#k. You will thinke you have made no effence, if 
the Duke avouch the juſtice of your dealing ? 

Pro. But what likelychood 1s 1n that ? | 

Duk. Not a reſemblance, but a certainty ; yet fince 
I ſee youtearcfull, rhar neither my coate, integrity, nor 
perſwaſion,can with caſeattempt you, will goe further 
then I meant, to piucke all feares out of you. Looke you 
Sir, here is the hand and Seale of the Duke : you know 
the Charracter I doubt not, and the Signer is not ſtrange 
ro you 2? 

Pro, I know them both. 

D#k. The Coitents of this, isthe returne ofthe Duke; 
you ſhall anon over-reade it ac your pleaſure: where you 
ſhall find within theſe two dayes, he will be here. This 
isathing that Angeloknows not,for he this very day re- 
celves letters of ſtrange tenor, perchance of the Dukes 
death, pzrchance entering into ſome Monaſtery, but by 
chance nothing of what is writ. Looke, th'unfolding 
Starre calles upthe Shepheard ; pur not your ſelfe into 
amazement, how theſe things ſhould be ; all difficulties 
are but eafie whenthey are kvowne. Call your executio- 
ner, and off with Barxaraines head : I will give him a pre- 
{ent ihrift, and adviſe him for a better place. Yet you 
arcam1z'd, butthis ſhall abſolutely reſolve you : Come 
away, it 1Salmoſt cleere dawnc. Exit, 


Scena Terta. 


Enter (| lowne. | 
Clo. Tamas well acquainted heere, as I was in our 
houſe of profeſſion : one would thinke it were Miſtris 


 heere ene ME. Caper, atthe ſuite of Maſter Three-Pile the 


dye this day, that's certaine. | 


— 


Over-donsowne houſe , for heere bee many of her old 
Cuſtomers. Firſt, here's yong M*. Raſh, he's in fora 
commodity of browne paper, and old Ginger, nineſcore 
and ſeventeenepounds, of which he made five Markes 
ready money : marry then, Ginger was not much in re- 
queſt, forthe old Women were all dead. Then is-there 


Mercer, for ſome foure ſuitesof Peach-colour'd Satten, 
which now peaches hima beggar. Then have we here, 
yong Dizy, and yong MF. Deepe-vow, and MF. Copperſpnre, 
and Maſter Starve- Lackey the Rapier and dagger man, and 
yong Drop-heire that kild lufty Pudding, and MF. Forth- 
Gght the Tilter, and brave MF.Shooty the great Traveller, 
and wilde Halfe- Cane that ftabb'd Pots, and I thinke 
forty more, all great docrs in our Trade, and are now for 
thelords ſake. 
Enter Abhorſon. 

Abho. Sirah, bring Barnardine hither. | 

Clo. Malter Barneraine, you muſt riſe and be hang'd, 
Maſter Barnaraine. 

Abh. What hoa Barzardine, 

Barnar dine within. 

Bar. A poxo'your throats: who makes that noyſe 
there ?What are you ? 

Co. Your friendsSir, the Hangman : 
You muſt be ſo good Sir to riſe, and be puttodeath. 

Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am flecpy. 

eFbb. Tell bim he muit awake, 
Andrthat quickly too. 

(10. Pray Maſter Barnardine, awake till you are execu- 
ted, and ſleepeafterwards. | 

e1bh. Goc into him, and fetch him out. - 

Clo. He iscomming Sir, he is comming : I heaxe his 
Straw rusſle, 


L 


Enter Barnardine. 
Abh, Tsthe Axe upontheblocke, ſicah? 
(0. Veryready Sir. 
Bar. How now eAbborſon ? 
What's the newes with you ? 

Abh. Truly Sir, T would deſire you to clap into your 
prayers : for looke you, the Warrant's come. | 

Bar. You Rogue, I have beene drinking all night, 

I am not fitted for't. 

Cls. Oh, the better Sir : for hethatdrinkes all night, 
and is hanged berimes in the morning, may ſleepe the 
ſounder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. | 

Abh. Looke you Sir, here comes your ghoſtly father: 
doe we jeſt now thinke you? 

Dxke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
baſtily you are to depart, Iam come toadviſe you, 
Comfort you, and pray with you: 

Bar. Friar,not I : I have beene drinking hard all night, 
and I will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhall 
beatout my braines with billets : I will not conſent to 


D#k. Oh fir, you muſt : and therefore I beſeech you 
Looke forward on the journy you ſhall goe. 
Bar. Iſwearel will notdyeto day for any mans per- 
ſwaſion. 
D#uk. Butheaue you: 
Bar. Not a word: if you have any thing to ſay to me, 
come to my Ward : for thence will not I to day. _ 
*it. 
Enter Provoſt. 
Dak. Vaſit tolive, ordye ; oh gravell heart. 
OT Bu : After | 
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After him ( Fellowes) bring himto the blocke. 
Pro. Now Sir, how doe you find the priſoner ? 
Dk. Acreatureunpre-par'd, unmeer for death, 

Andtotraniport himin the minde he is, 

Were damnable. 

Fro, Here in thepriſon, father, 

There died thismorning of a cruell Feaver, 

One Ragozaxe, a moſt notorious Pirate, 

A man of Claxdio's yeares: his beard, and head | 

Iaſt of colour. What if we doe omit 

This Reprobate, till he were well enclin'd, 

And fetisfie the Deputy with the viſage 

Of Ragozm?, more like to {laudio? : 
D#he. Oh, *tis an accident that heaven provides : 

Ditpatch it preſently, the houredrawes on 

Pretixt by Angelo : See this be done, 

And {ent according to command, whiles I 

Per{wade this rude wretch willingly to dyc. 

Pro. This ſhall be done (good father) preſently : 

But Barxardine muſt dye this afternoone, 

And how ſhall we continue Claraio, 

To ſave me from the danger that might come, 


| If he were knowne alive ? 


Dak. Let this be done. 
Put them in ſecret hoids, both Barnardine and Clanajo, 
Ere twice the Sun hach made his journall greeting 
To yond generation, you ſhall find 
Your fatety manifeſted, 

Pro. I am your free dependant. 

Dw#k., Quicke, diſpatch,and ſend the head to Angelo, 
Now will I write Letters to Angelo, 
(The Proveſ? he ſhall beare them) whoſe contents 
Shall witneſſe to him Iam neere at home : 
And that by great injuntions I am bound 
To enter puvlickely : him ile defire 
To meet me atthe conſecrated Fount, 
A League below the Citty : and from theace, 


| By cold gradation, and weale-ballanc'd forme. 


We ſhall proceed with Azgelo, 
Enter Provoſt. 
Pro, Heere 1s the head, Ile carry it my ſelfe. 
Dak. Converient is it : Make a ſwift returne, 
For 1 would commune with you of ſuch things, 
That wantnoeare but yours, 
Fro. Ie makeall ſpeed. 
Tabell within, 
Iſa. Peace hoa, be heere. | 
Dxk. Thetongue of Iſabel. She's come to khow, 
If yet her brothers pardon be come hither : 
Bur I will keepe her 1gnorant of her good, 
To make her heayenly comforts of deſpaire, 
When itis keaſt expected. 
Enter Iſab:lla. 
Iſa. Hoa, by your kave« | 
D#k. Good morning to you,faire,and gracious daugh- 
tEre 
1/a. Thebetter given me be ſo holy a man, 


Exit. 


| Hath yetthe Deputy ſent my brothers pardon? 


D#k. He hath relea('d him,1/abe#, from the world, 
His head is off and ſent to aFnge/o. 
Iſa, Nay, bur it is not ſo. 
Dak; It isnoother. | 
Shew your wiſedomedaughter in your cloſe parience. 
Iſa. Oh, I will to him, and plucke out his eyes, 
Dwke. You ſhallnot beadmitted to his Gghr. 
Iſa. Vnhappy Claxdio, wretched i/abel. 


—_— 


Exit. 


| 


 — 


Injurious world, moſt damn: Angelo. 
Duk, This nor hurts him, nor pcofits you a jot. 
Forbeare it therfore, give your cauſe to heaven, 
Marke what I fay, which you ſhall find 
By every fillable a faithfull verity. 
The Duke comes home to morrow : nay dry your eyes, 


| Oneof our Covent, and his Confeſſor 


Gives me this inſtance : Already he hath carried . 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo, 
Who deepreparxe to meetc him atthe gates, (dome, 
There to give up their powre : if you can pace your wit 
In that good path that I would wiſh it goe, 
And you ſhall have your boſome on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, reyenges to your heart, 
And generall Honor. | 

1/a. T am directed by you- 

Duk, This Letter then to Friar Peter give, 
"Tis that he ſent me of the Dukes returne : 
Say, by this token, I deſire his company 
At Mariana's houſe to night. Her cauſe, and yours 
Ile perfe& him withall, and he ſhall bring you 
Before the Duke ; and to the head of Angels 
Accuſe him home and home. For my poore ſelfe, 
I am combined by a ſacred Vow, 
And ſhall be abſtnt; Wend you withthis Letter : 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eyes 
Withalight heart ; truſt not my holy Order 
If I pervert your courſe : who's heere ? 

Enter Luci. 

Luc. Good'even; 
Frier, where's the Proveſt ? 

Dake. Not within Sir, 

Lac. Oh pretty Iſabella, T am pale at mine heart, to 
ſee thine eyes ſo red : thou muſt be pacient ; T am faine 
to dine and ſup with water and bran : I darenot for my 
head fill my belly. One fruitfull Mcale would ſet mee 
roo't : but they ſay the Duke will be heere to Morrow. 
By my troth Jſabell 1 loy'd thy brother, ifthe old fan- 
taſticall Duke of darke corners had beene at home he had 
lived, | 

Dake. Sir, the Duke is marveilous lirtle beholding to 
your reports, butthe beſt is, he lives notinthem. 

Luc. Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke io well as 1 
doe : he'sa better woodmanthen thou rak'ſt him for. 

Dake. Well : you'll anſwer this one day. Fare ye well, 

Luc. Nay rtarry, Ile goe along with thee. 

I cantell thee pretty tales of the Dake. | | 
Duke, You have told me too many of him already fir 
if they be true : ifnot true, none were enough. 

Znc. I was once before him for getting a Wench with 
child. 

D#k. Did you ſachathing ? 

Lac. Yes marry did I; but I was faine to forſweareit, 
They would elſe have married meto the rotten Medler, 

Die. Sir you company is fairerthen honeſt, reſt you 
well. | " 

Zuc. By my troth Ile goe with thee to the lanes end: 
if baudy talke offend yon, we'll have very little of : nay 
Friar I am a kind of a Burre, I ſhall Ricke. E xennt» 


— 


Scena Quarta. 


DE pt __———————CTRIT 


Enter Angelo, and Eſcalus. 
Eſe.Every Letter he hath writ, hathdiſyouch'd other. 
| ms eng. 


_ _— 


ne _Y 
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e197. In moſt uneven anddiſiratted manner, hisaQti- 
ons ſhew much like to madnefle , pray heaven his wiſe- 
dome be not tainted : and why meet himat rhe gates and 
deliver our authorities there ? 
E/c. 1 gheflenor. DS | 
Ang. And why ſhould we proclaime it in an houre 
before his entring, that if any crave redrefle of injuſtice, 
they ſhould exhibite their petitions in the ſtreet? | 
Ejc. He ſhewes his reaſon for that : to havea diſpatch 
of Complaints, and todcliver us from devices hereafter, 
which ſhall then have no power to ſtand againſt vs. 
e-ſug. Well: I beſeech you let it be proclaim'd bes 
times 1ch,morne, Ile call you at your houſe: give notice 
to ſuch men of ſort and ſuit asare to meet him. 
Eſc. T ſhall fir : fare you well. Ex:e. 
Ang. Goodnight. 
This deed unſhapes me quite,makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowred Maide, 
And by an eminent Body,that enforc'd 
The Law againlt it ? Burt that her tender ſhame 
Will got proclaimeagainſt her Maidenlofle, | 
How might ſhe tongue me? yet reaſon dares herno, 
For my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 
That no particular ſcaridall once can touch 
But it confounds the breather. He ſhould haveliv'd, 
Save that hisriotous youth withdangerous ſenſe; 
Might in thesimesto come have ta'ne revenge 
By ſo receivingadiſhonour'd life, | 
With ranſome of ſuch ſhame : would yet he had liv d. 
Alack,when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right, we would,and we would not. Exie. 


—_ 


tes 


Scena Quinta, 


Enter Duke and Fryer Petey. 
Duk, Theſe Lettersat fit time deliver me. 
The Provoſt knowes our purpoſe and our plot, 
The matter being a foote,keepe your inſtruction 
And hold yon ever to our ſpeciall drift, 
Though ſometimes you doe blench from thisto that 
As cauſe doth miniſter : Goe call at F/avia's houſe, 
And teil him where ſtay : give thelikenotice 
To Yalencires, Rowland,and to Crafſme, 
And bid them bring the Trumpers to the gate 2 
But ſend me Flavin firſt. 
Peter, It ſhall be ſpeeded well. 


Enter Varriu. © by: 2H 
Duke. T thanke thee Yarrine;thou haſt made good haſt, 
Come,we will walke : There's other of our friends 
Will greet us heere anon : my gentle Varrimm. Exennt. 


Scana Sexta. 


Ss 


Do OS 


——  — 


Enter Iſabella and Mariand. 
Iſab, To ſpeake fo indireMly Iam loath, 
I would fay the truth,but to accuſe him ſo 
That is your part,yet I am advis'd to doe it, 
He fayes,td vaile full purpoſe, 
Azar. Berul'd by him. 


| We have made enquiry of you,and we heare 


| Muſteither puniſh me,not being belcev'd, 


| Heare me : oh heare mc,heere. 


—— 


Iſa. Beſides,hetels me,that if peradventure 
He ſpeake againſt me onthe adyerſe ſide, 
I ſhould not thinke it ſtrange, for 'tisa Phyſicke 
That's bitter,to ſweet end. 

Emer Peter 

ay. T would Fryer Peter 

1ſab. Oh peace,the Fryer -iscome. | 

Peter. ComeT haye found you out a ftand moſt fit, 
Where you may have ſuch vantage on rhe Duke 
He ſhall not paſſe you : 
Twice have the Trumpets ſounded, 
The generousand graveſt Citizens 
Have hent the gates,and very neere upon 
The Duke isentring : 


Thereforc hence away. Exennt, 


eAclns Quin tus.Scana Prima, 


Enter Duke Varrins, Lords, Angelo, Eſcalus, Lncio, 
Citizens at ſeveral doores. 
Dake. My very worthy Coſen,fairely met, 
Our old and faithfull friend,we are glad toſee you. 
Ang. Eſc. Happy returne be to your Royali Grace. 
Dukg. Many and hearty thankings be to you both : 


Such goodneſle of yeur Iuitice,that our foule 
Cannot but yeeld youforth to publike thankes 
Forerunning more requitall. 

Ang. You make my bonds ſtill greater, | 

Ds. Oh your deſert ſpeakes loud,and I ſhould wrong |. 
To lockeitin the wards of covert boſome | 
When it deſerves with Characters of Braſle 
A forted reſidence 'gainft the tooth of time, 
And razure of oblivion : Give we your hand 
Andlet the ſubject ſee, to make them know 
That outward curteſies would faine _—_— 
Fayours that keepe within : Come Eſcalns, 
You muſt walke by ts on our other hand : 
And good ſupporters are you. 

Enter Peter and I[abel/a. 

Peter. Now 1s your time 
Speake loud,and kneele before him. 
1/ab. Tuſtice,O Royall Duke,vaile your regard 
Vpon a wrong'd(I would faine have faid a Maid) 
Oh worthy Prince diſhonour nor your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 
Till you have heard me,in my true complaint, 
And given me lultice, Iuſtice,luſtice, luſtice. 
Duke. Relate your wrongs ; 
In what,by whom ? be bricfe : 
Here is Lord 4»gelo ſhall give you Iuſtice, 
Reveale your ſclteto him. 
1/ab. Oh worthy Duke, | 
You bid me ſeckeredemption of the Divell, _ 
Heareme your ſelfe : for that which I muſt ſpeake 


Or wring redreſſe from you : 


Ang. My Lord, her wits,I feare me,are not firme : 
She hath been a ſuitor to me,for her brother | 
Cut off by courle of Ialtice, | 

Iſab. By courſe of Iuftice ! 


Azxg. And ſhe will ipeake moſt bitterly. 
m_ ” * I/b.Moſt 


- ( 
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That e-Ggelo's forſworne,is it not ſtrange ? 
That A-gelo's a murherer,is't not ftrange ? 
That eLH22to isan adulterous theeke, 
An hypocrite,a virgin violator, 
Is 1tnot ſtrange ? and ſtrange ? 

Dx. Nay 1t 15 ten times ſtrange ? 

I/a. Itisnet trucr he is eAugelo, 
{ Than thisisallasrrue,as it is {trange ; 
Nay,it istentimestrue,for truth 1s truth 
To th'end of reckning. 

Ds. Away with her : poore ſoule 
| She ſpeakesthis; inth*infirmity of ſenſe. 

I/av. Oh Prince,I cenjure thee,as thou belcev'ſt 
There is another comfort, than this world , 
That thou negle& me not,with that opinion 
That Iam touch'\| with madneſſe : makenot impoſſible 
That which but ſeemes unlike,*tis notimpoſlible 
But one,the wickedſt Caitiffe onthe ground 
May fceme as ſhic,as grave,asjult,as abſolute : 
AS >-+ngelo,even to may eLugelo 
In all his dreſſings,caracs, titles, formes, 

Be an arch-viliatne: Beleeve it,royall Prince 
It hz be leſſe,he's nothing,bar he's more, 
Had I more naine for badnefle. 

Dz. By mine honelty 
If ſhe be mad,as i belceve no other, 
Her maanef{c hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe, 
Such a dependancy of thing onthing, 
Asere I heard in madneſle. 

[{ab. Oh gracious Duke 
Harpe not on that ; nor doe not baniſh reaſon 
For inequality ,but let your reaſon ſerve 
To make the truth appezare,where it ſeemes hid, 
And bide the faite ſeemes true. 

Dzke. Many that are not mad 
Hzve ſure more lacke of reaſon ; 

W hat would youſfay ? 

1/ab. I am the ſitter of one Clandis, 
Condemn'd upen the a of Fornication 
To lofe his head,condemn'd by Angelo: 

I,{in provation gf a Siſterhood) 
Was ſent to by my brother ; one Lucio 
Asthen the Meſſenger. 
Luc. That's L,and't like your Grace : 
I came to her from Claxd:o,and delir'd her, 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angeto; 
For her poore brothers pardon. 
Ifab. That's be indeed. 
Da. You were not bid to ſpeake. 
£#5. No,my good Lord, 
Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace. 
D#, I with you now then, 
Pray youtake noce of it :and when you have 
-| A buſineſſe for your ſelfe : pray heaven you then 
BEperfeR. 
Lac. T warrant your honour. | 
Bu. The warrant's for your ſelfe : take heed tor; 
Iſab. This Gentleman told ſomething of my Tale. 
Lac. Right. 
D#. I t may be right,but you are i'th wrong 
To ſpeake before your time,proceed. 
Iſab. I went 
To this pernicious Caytiffe Deputy. 
D#. That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
Iſab. Pardonit, 


po ET 


Iſeb. Moſt ſtrange : but yet moſt truely will I ſpeake, | 


The phraſe isto the matter. 

D#. Mcnded againe : the matter : proceeds 

Iſab. In briefte,to ſet the necdleſſeby : 
How I perſwaded, how I praid, and kneel'd, 
How herefeld me,and how I replide 
( For this was of much length)the vilde concluſion 
I now begin with griefe and ſhame toutter. 
He would nct,but by gift of my chaſte bedy 
To his concupiſcible intemperate Jult 
Releaſe my brother ; and after much debatement, 
My fiſterly remorſe,confates mine honour, 
AndI did yeeld to him : Butthe next morne betimes, 
His purpoſe ſurfetting,he ſends a warrant 
| For my poore brothers head. 
| Dw®. This is moſtlikely. 

1/ab.Oh that it were as like asIt is true- (ſpeak'ſt, 

De. By heaven(fond wretch)y know'ſt not what thou 
Or elſe thouart ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
In hatefull practife : firſt his Integrity 
Stands without blemiſh : next ut imports no reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he-ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelfe : if he had ſo offended 
He would have weigh'dthy brother by himſclfe, 
And not have cut him off : ſome one hath ſet you on ; 
Confefle the truth,and ſay by whoſe advice 
Thou cam ft hereta.complaine. 

I/ab. And isthis all ? | 
Then oh you blefled Miniſters above, 
Keepe me in patience,and with ripened time 
Vntoldthe cvill which is here wraptup 
In countenance : heaven ſhield your Grace from woe, 
AsT thus wrong'd,hence unbeleeved goe. | 

D#. Iknow you'ld faine be gone: An Oticer ; 


| Topriſon with her : Shall we thus permit 


A blaſting and a ſcandalons breath to fall, 
On him foneere us ? Thisneeds muſt be a practiſe ; 
Who knew of your intent and comming hirher ? 
Tab. One thatI would were here, Fryer Lodowicke. 
Dis. A ghoſtly Father belike ; 
W ho knowes that Lodowicke ? 
Luc. My Lord,I know him, tise medling Fryer, 
I doe not like the man + had he beene Lay,my Lord, 
For certaine words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your retirement, had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 
Dx. Words againſt me ? this'a good Fryer belike 
And toſcton this wretched woman here 
Againſt our Subſtitute : Lerthis Fryer be found. 
Lac. But yeſternight my Lord,ſhe and that Fryer 
I ſaw them at the priſon : a ſawcy Fryer, 
Avery ſcurvy fellow. 
Peter. Bleſſed be your Royall Grace: 
I have ſtood by my Lord,and I have heard 
Your Royall eareabus'd : firſt hath this woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſtitute, . 
Who is as free from touchor ſoyle with her 
As ſhe from eneungor. 
D#. Wedid beleeve nolefle. 
Know you that Fryer Lodowicke which ſhe ſpeakes of ? 
Peter. I know bim for a man Divine and holy, 
Not ſcurvy,nor a temporary medler 
As he's reported by this Gentleman z 
And on my truſt,a man that never yet 
Did(as he vouches)miſreport your Grace. 
Luc. My Lord, moſt viilanoufly ,belceve it. 
Peter. Well ; he intime may come to cleare himſelte; | 


Bat at this infant he is ſicke,my Lord; 
| _£ 


—_—_——— 
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Of a itrange Feaver : upon hismeere requeſt 
Being come to knowledge;that there was complaine 

Intended againſt Lord Ange/o,came I hither 

To ſpeake as from his mouth, what he doth know 

Is trac and falſe ;and what he with his oath 

And allprobation will make up full cleare 

Whenſoever he's convented : Firſt,for this woman; 

To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, 

So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd; 

Her ſhall you heare diſproved to her eyes, 

Till ſhe herſeife confeſle it. 

Dakg. Good Fryer let's heare it : 

Doe you not ſmile at this, Lord e-Augelo? 

Oh heaven,the vanity of wretched fooles. 

Give vs ſome ſeates,Come Colen Angelo, 

Inthis Ile be impartiall : be you judge 

Of our owne Caule : Is this the Witneſle Fryer ? 


| Enter Mariana. 
Firſt,let her ſhew her face,and after ſpeake. 

ar. Pardon my Lord,I will not ſhew my face 
Yntill my husband bid me. 

Dake. What,are you married ? 

Mar. Nomy Lord. 

Duke.” Areyou a Maid? 

Mar. Nomy Lord, 

Duke. A Widdow then ? 

2ar. Neither my Lord. : 

Drke. Why are you nothing then : neither Maid, 
dow,nor Wite ? 
Luc. My Lord, ſhe may bea Punke : for many of 
them,are neither Maid, Widdow,nor Wife. 6 
Duke, Silence that felloy : 1 would he had ſume cauſe 
toprattle for himſelfe. 
Lnc. Well my Lord. : 
Har. My Lord,T doe confeſſe I nere was married, 
AndI confeſle beſides,I am no Maid, 
I have knowne my husband,yet my hasband 
Knowes not that ever he knew me. 

Luc.He was drunke then,my Loerd,it can be no better. 

D#, For the benekit of ſilence, would thou wert fo to, 

Luc, Well my Lord. 

Dz. This isno witnefſe for Lord eAvgeto, 
Aar. Now I cometo't,my Lord. 
Shee that accuſes him of Fornication, 
In ſelfe-ſame manner doth accuſe my busband, 
And charges bim,my Lord, with ſuch atime, 
When Ile depoſe I had him in mine Armes 
| With all ch*cfe& of Love, 

Arg. Charges ſhe moc then me? 

Mar, Notthat I know. 

Ds. No? you ſay your huvband. 

Mar. Why juſt my Lord,and thit is eAngels, 
Whothinkes he knowes,that he neere knew my body, 
But knowes, he thinkes,that he knowes Iſabet-. 

Ang, This is a ſtrange abule : Let's ſee thy face. 
ar. My husband bids me,now I will unmaske, 
This is that face, thou cruell Angelo 
Which once thou ſwort,was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which with a vow'dcontra&t 
Was faſt belockt in thine : Thisis the body 
That tooke away the match from //abel, 
And did ſupply thee at thy Garden-houſe 
In her Imagin'd perſon, 
Dx. Know you this woman ? 


Wi- 


Luc, Carnally ſhe ſayes. 


——— 


| Dx. Sirrha;ne more. 

Ivc. Enough my Lord. 

Ang. My Lord, I muſt confeſſe, I know this woman, 
And five yeares fince there was ſome ſpeechof marriage 
Betwixt my ſelfeand her : which was broke off, 
Partly for that her promis'd proportions 
Came ſhert of Compoſitian : but in chiefe 


a 


For that her repuratzon was diſ-valued 
In levity : Since which time of five yeeres whe 2 
I never ſpake with her,ſaw her,nor heard from hee” *. 
Vpon my faith and honour, © ON 
| - ar. Noble Prince, . © 
Asthere comes light from heaven 
Asthereis ſenſe in truth,and truth in yertue, 
| Tamafhanced this mangwife,as ſtrongly 

As wordscould make ip Yowes : 
But Tueiday night laſt gone,in's Garden houſe; 
He knew meas a wife. As this is true, © 
Let me in ſatety raiſe me from my knees, 
Or elſe for ever be confixed here 
A Marble Monument. ' 

_ 428. Idid but fmiletillnow, 
Now,good my Lord,give me the ſcope of Iuſtice, 
My patience here 1s touch'd : I doe perceive 
Theſe poore.informall women,are no more 
But in{truments of fome more mightier member 
That ſets them on; Let me have way, my Lord, 
To finde this practiſe out, 

Duke. I,with my heart, 

And puniſh them to your height of pleaſure. 
Thou fooliſh Fryer,and thou pernicious woman 


__ 


—_— 


Were teſtimonies gainſt his worth,and credit 
Thar's ſeald in approbation? you, Lord Eſcalas, 
Sit with my Cozen,lend him your kinde paines 
\ To finde out this abuſe, whence *tisderiv'd. 
There 1s another Fryer that ſet them on, 
Lethim be'ſent for. 

Peter. Would he were here,my Lord, for he indeed 
Hath ſet the women on to this complain ; 
Your Provoſt knowes the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Dwk. Goe,doe it inſtantly : 

And you my Noble and well-warranted Cofen 
Whom it concernes to heare this matter forth, 
Doe with your injuries as ſeemes you beſt 
In any chaſtiſement;1T for a while 
Will leave you; but.ſtirre not you till you have 
Well determin'd upon theſe Slanderers. Exit. 

Eſc. My Lord,wee'll doe it throughly : Signior Lucio, 
did not you ſay,you knew that Fryer Lodewicke to bee a 
diſhoneſtperſon ? 

Lac, (ucnilus non facit Monacham, honeſt in tiothing 


nous ſpeeches of the Duke. 


and inforce them againſt him : wee ſhall finde this Fryer a 
notable fellow. 

Lac, As anyin Viemaon my word. 

Eſta. Call that ſame 1ſabelt here once againe, T would 
ſpeake with her : pray you , my Lord, give mee leave ro 
queſtion,you ſhallſce how Ile handle her. 

Lac. Not better then he,by her owne report, 

Eſea. Say you ? 


Luc, Marty fir,I thinke,if you handled her privately 
w S 


,and wordsfrom breath 


CompaR with her that's gone : think*ſt thou thy oathes, 
Though they would fweare downe exch particular Saint, 


but in his Cloathes, and one that hath ſpoke molt villa» | 


Eſe. We ſhall intreat you to abide here till be come, | 


4 2 


| 


[| 


| 


—_ % 
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She ſhould ſooner confeſſe;perchance publikely ſhe'llbee { much more, much worſe. + 4 
| aſham'd. Lsc. Oh thou damnable fellow : did not I plackethee 


| by the nole, for thy ſpeeches? . oy 
SARS Emer Duke, Provoſt iſabella. X Dake. I proteſt,I love-the Duke as I love my {clfe. 
E/c. Twill goe darkely to worke with her. eng. Harke howthe viilaine would ciole vow , after 
Luc. Thac's the way ; for women are light at mid- | histreatonable abuſes. : ; 
night. > L--8 OD), E/c. Sucha feilow isnot to be talk'd withall : Away | 
Eſc. Come on Miltr1s, here's a Gentlew'oman Denies | with himto priſon : Where is the Proveft?. away with 
al: that you have aid. 6 © him to priſon : lay boltsenougb upon him: let him ſpeake 
Lec, My Lord,here comes the Raſcall I ſpoke of, no more : away withthoſe Giglets too , and withthe 0. | 
Here with the Provoſt, _ ' +, _ - | ther confederatecompanion. . 7 | 
Eſc.In very good time : ſpeake notyouto him , till we | Dwke. Stay fir,ſtay a while, 
cal upon yeus .,... . | | Ang. Whart,refiſts he ? belpe him Zacio. | 
Luc, Mum. | L«c. Come fir,come ir come fir : foh fir , why yout | 
Eſc. Come lir,did youſettheſe women on to ſlander | baldpated lying Raſcall: you muſt be hooded muſt you? | 
Lord Angeto ? they have contes'd you did. ſhow your knaves viſage witha poxe to you: ſhow your þ 
Dake. "Tis falſe. thcepe=bitng face, ana bee hang'd an houre : will't net | 
Eſc. How? know you where youare ? off? 
Duke. Reſpect to your great place ; and It the Divell | Dake. Thou art the firſi knave that erc mad'ſt a Duke, | 
Be ſometime honour'd, for his burning throne. Firlt Provoſt,iet me bayle theſe gentle three : 
Whereis the Duke ? *ris he ſhould heare me ſpeake, Sneake not away fir,for the Fryer and you, 
Eſe. The Duke's in us : and we will hcare you ſpeake, | Mult have a wordanon : lay hojd on him. _ 
Looke youſpeake juſtly. Luc. This may prove worſe then hanging» 
Duke. Boldly at leaſt. But oh pooreſoules, D#ke. What you have ſpoke,T pardon : fit yon downe, 
Come you 10 lecke the Lambe here of the Fox ? We"! borrow place of him; Sir,by your leave : | 
Good night to your redrefic : is the Duke gone? Ha'ſt thou or word or wit,or impucence, 
Ther11s your cate gone too : The Duke's unjuſt, T hat yet candoe thee office ? It thou ha'ſt, 
Thus to retort your manifeſt appeale, Rely upon it,till my tale be heard, 
And put your tryall in the villaines mouth, _ And hold golonger out, 
Which hcre you come toaccule. eng. Oh my dread Lord, | 
Luc This is the Raſcal : this is he I ſpoke of. | I ſhould be guilticr then my guiltineſſe, 
Eſc. Why thou unrevercnd and unhallowed Fryer: Tothinke I can be undiſccroable, 
 1''t not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women, When I perceive your Grace,like power Divine, 
Toaccuſe this worthy man ? but in fowle mouth, Hath look'd upon my paſſes. 1 hen good Prince, 
And inthe witneſle of his proper care, | No longer Scfſion hold vpon my ſhame, 
Tocall bim villaine ; and then coglance from him, But let my triall be mine owne Confeſſion : 
To th'Duke himſcife,to taxe him with Injultice ? { Immediate ſentence then,and ſequent death, 
Take him hencego th acke with him : we'll rowze you Is ali the orace þ beg. 
Toynt by joynt,but we will know his purpoſe : Duke. Come hither Mariana, 
W hat? unjuſt ? Say : was't thou ever contracted tothis woman ? 
Dwke. Be not ſo hot : the Duke dare Arg. Iwas my Lord. 
No more itretchthis finger of mine,then he Dwke, G::etake her hence,and marry her inſtamly, 
Dare racke his owne - his Subjetam I not, Doe you the office(Fryer)w bich conſummare, 
Nor here Provinciall : My buſinſle in this State Returne him here againe : goe with him Provoſt. Ex. 
Made me a [ooker on here in Vie=xa, | | &{c. My LordT am more amaz'd at hisdiſhonour, 
WhereT have ſcene corruption boyle and bubble, Then atthe ſtrangeneſle of it. 
| Till it ore-runnethe Stew : Lawes for all faulcs, Dake. Come hither /ſabe/, 
Bur faults ſo countenanc'd,that the ſtrong Statutes Your Fryer is now your Prince : As1 was then 
Scand like the forfeits ina Barbers ſhop, Advertiſing,and holy to your buſinefle, 
As much in mocke,as marke, (Not changing heart with habit)I am flill, 
Eſe. Slander toth'State ; Atturnicd at your ſervice, 
| Away with himto priſon. I{-b. Oh give me pardon 
Arg. What can you vouch againſt him Signior Lucio ? '| That 1,your vaſſaile, have imploy'd and pain'd, 
Is thisthe man that you did tell us of ? Yourunknowne Soveraignety. 
Lac. 'Tis he,my Lord: come hither goodman bald- Dake. You are pardou'd Iſabel : 
pate,doe you know me? And now'deare Maide,be you as free tous, 
Duke. I remember you fir by the ſound of your voyce, | Your brothers death,1 know,fits at your heart: 
I met youat the priſos inthe abſence of the Duke, And you may marveile,why | obſcur'd my ſelte, 
Luc. Oh.did you ſo? anddoe you remember what you | Labouring to fave his lite ; and would not rather 
faid of the Duke? Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power, 
Dake. Moſtnotedly fir Tnen [ct him ſo be ivit ; Oh moſt kinds Maid, 
£Zxe. Docyouſoſir : And was the Duke a fieſh-mon- | It was the ſwift celcrity of his death, 
ger,a foule,andacoward , as you then reported him to | Which 1did thinke wich ſlo er foote came on, 
be ?  Thatbrain'd my purpolc : but peace be wh him, 
Duke. You muſt ( fir )change perſons with me,ere you | That lite is bercer life-paſt fearwg death, 
make that my report: you indeed ſpoke ſo of him, and | Then that which lives to feare : make jt your comfort, 


So 


_ ad. A— 


- _ 


| 


__ —_ eaſure for Meafare. 


bo. 
G PREY your Brother. | Atan unuſuall houre ? x 4 ris 
0 happy Pro. It was commanded ſo. 


Enter Angelo, Maria,Peter, Proveſt. 

Ie. I doe my Lord. o 
Dake For this riew-married man,approching here, 
| Whole ſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd 

Your well defended honour ; you muſt pardon 
For Mariana" sfake 3 Butas he adjudg'd' your Brother, 
Being criminall,in double violation 
Offacred chaftitie;and of promiſecbreach, 
Thereon dependant for your brothers life; 
The very mercy ofthe Law cryes out 
Moſt audible,even from his proper _ 
An «Angels for Clandio,death for death : 
Haſte ſtill payes haſte,and leaſure anſweres leaſure ; 
Like dothquic like,and Meaſwre till for Meaſwre : 
Then eF»gelo thy tault's thus manifeſted : 
Which though thou wouldſt deny, denyes thee vantage. 
We dee condemne thee to the very .Blocke 
Where {axdis ftoop'd to death,and with like hafte. 
| Away with hiat. 
Afar. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, 7 
| T hope you will nor mocke me with a husband ? 

Dh It is your husband mock'd you witha husband, 
Conſenting to the ſafe-guard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit: elſe Imputation, 
For that he knew you,mighr reproch your life. _ 
And choake your good to come : for tus poſleſſions, 
Although by confifcation they arc ours; - 
We doe enſtate, and widdow you withall, 
To buy you a better husband. 
Har. Ohmy deere Lord, 
I crayvenoother,nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him, we aredefinitives 

Aar, Gentle my Liege, 

Duke. Youdoe but loſe your labour. 
Away with him to death : Now fir,to you. _ 

Mar. Oh my good Lord,ſiweet Iſabel,take my part, 
Lend me your knees,and all my iife to come, 
Ile lend you all my life to doe you ſervice. 

Duke. Againſt all ſenſe you doe importune her, 


| Should ſhe kneele downe, in mercy of this fa, 


Her brothers ghoſt his paved bed would breake, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mar. Iſabel : 
Sweet /ſabe/,doe yet but kneele by me, 
Hold up your hands,ſay norhing : I'le ſpeake all. 
They ſay beſt men are moulded out of faults, 
Andfor the moſt, become much more the better 
For beinga little bad : So may my husband, 
Oh /abel : will you not lend a knee ? 

Dukes, He dyes for (laudie's death. 

Iſab, Moſt bountcous Sir. 
Looke,if it pleaſe you,onthis man condemn'd, 
Asif my brother liv'd : I partly thinke, 
A due ſincerity governed his ; for 
Till he did looke on me : Since it is ſo, 
Let him not dye : my brother had bur Iuſtice, 
In that he did che thing for which he did, 
For Angelo, his a&tdid not ore-take his badintent, 
And mult be buricd but as an intent 
That pzriſh'd by the way : thoughts are noſubjeRs 
Intents,but meerely thoughts. 

Mar. Meerely my Lord. 

Duke. Your tuite's unprofitable : and up I ſay : 
T have bethought me of another fault. 
 Preveft how came it Claudio was beheaded 


Dvk, Had you a ſpeciall warrant for the deed 2 


Pro. No my good Lord,it was by private . 
Dug. For whichT doe diſcharge you of your oitice; 
Giveup your keyes. 


Fro. Pardon me,Noble Lord. | 
I thoughtir was a faujt;but knew itnor; 
Yetdid repent me after moreadvice, 
Forteſtimony whereof,onc in the priſon 
That ſhould by private ordes elſe have dy'd, 
I have reſerv'd alive. . | 

Dake. What's he ? 

_ Pro, Hisnameis B«rnardine. 
Date. I wouldſtthou hadſt done ſoby Claude: 
Goe fetch him hither,ler me iooke upon him. 

Eſc. Iam ſorry,one ſolcarned,and ſo wiſe 

As you, Lord Angels, tave ſtill appear'd, ; 
Should ſlip ſo grofly,both in the heat of blood 
Andlacke of temper'd judgement afterward. 

Ang. lam forry,that ſuch ſorrow I procure, 
And ſo deepeſlicks it in my penitentheart, 
That Icravedeath more willingly then mercy, 
"Tismy deferving,and I doe intreat it. 

Emer Barnar dine and Provoſt, Claudio, Tulietta. 

Dake. Which is that Barnardine ? 

Pro. This my Lord. 

Duke. There was a Fryer told me of thisman- 
Sirrha,thou art ſaid to have a ſtubborne ſoule 
That apprehends no further then this world, 

And ſquar'ſt thy lifeaccording : Thou'rt condemn'd, 
But for thoſe earthly faults,I quitthew all, 

I pray thee take this mercy to provide . 

For better times to come : Fryer adviſchim, 

I leave himco your hand: What muffled fellow's that ? 

Pro, This is another priſoner thatT ſav'd, 

Who ſhould have dy'd when Clandiolaſt his head, 
Aslike almoſt to Claudio as himfelfe. 

Dzke. If he be like your brother, for his ſake 
Is he pardon'd,and for your lovely ſake 
Give me your hand,and ſay you will be mine, 

He is my brother coo : Burt fitter time for that : 
By this Lord eLzgelo perceives hee's ſafe, 

Me thinkes[I ſeea quickning in his eye : 

Well e-Hrge/o,your evill quits you well. 

Looke that you love your wife : her worth,worth yours. 
I findean apt remiſſion in my ſelfe : 

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon; 
You ſirrha,that knew me for a foole;a Coward, 
One all of Luxurie,an Aſe,a mad man : 
Wherein have Iſodeſcrv'd of you 

Thar you extoll me thus ? 

Lac. *Faith my Lord,I ſpoke it but according to the 
tricke : if you will hang me for it ,you may : but I had ra- 
ther it would pleaſe you, I might be whipt: 

Dxke. Whipt firlt fir,and hang'd after. 

Proclaime it Provoſt round about the City ; 
Ifany woman wrong'd by this lew'd fellow 

(As I have heard him ſweare himſelfe there's one 
W hom he begot with childe)ler her appeare, 

And he ſhall marry her : the nuptiall finiſh'd, 

Let him be whip'd and hang'd. 

Lac. 1 beſeech your Highnefſe doe not marry mee to a 
Whore : your Highnefle faid even now,1I made you a 
Duke,good my Lord doenotrecompence me, in making 


me a Cuckold. 
| Daks. Vpon 


me 
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Duke. Vpon mine honor thou ſhalt marry her, 
Thy landers I forgive, and therewithall_ 
Remitthy orher forfeits:: cake him to priſon, 
And ſee our pleaſure herein executed. 
| Whipping and havging. | 
Duk. Slandering aPrince'delerves it. 


| She Claudio that you wrong d, looke you reſtore. 


Ioy to you Mariana, love her efngels : 
'I haveconfes'd her, and I know her: vertue. 
'Thankes good friend, Eſca/w, for thy much goodnefle, 


Lee. Marrying punke my lord, is preſſingto death, 


TT 


| There's more behind that is more-gratulate,, 
Thankes Froveſt:for. thy care, and fecrecy, 
We ſhall imploy thee ina worthier placej  . | 
Forgive him e.Luge/p, that broughtyou home. q 
The head of Raggtine for (Jandie's,, - 
Th'offence pardons itſclfe.. Deexe 1ſabe#, 
| I havea motion much-imports.your good, 
Whereto if you'll a willing care incline ; te eta 
| What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine. | | 
| So bring us to our Pallace, where wee'll ſhow. | i 
What's yet behind, thats meete youall ſhould know, | 


The Scene Vienna, 


'  Neamesofallthe eAtiors. 


Vincentio: the Dake. 
Angelo, the Deputy. 
Eſcalis, an ancient lord, £8 
Claudio, a youg Gentleman. 
Lucio, a fantaſtique. 
2, Other like Gentlemen. 


| Provoſt. 


| _ as. [ 2 Friers. 


Elbow, a ſimple Conſtable, wy 

| Froth , a fooliſh Gentleman, | | 

, Clowne, | 

| Abhorſon, an Execationer, 

| Barnardine, a diffolute priſoner . | 
| 1ſabella, ſifter to Clandzo. p 
| Mariana, betrothed to Angels. 


 Inlirt, beloved of Clandie. 
Franciſcaye Nun, 
Mzſtris Ower-don, a Bawd: 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Emer the Duke of Epheſus, with the Merchant of Syracuſa, 
layler, and other attendants. | 


Merchant. 
BxESRoceed Seine to procure my fall, 

y D); And by thedoome of death end woes and all. 
2) 2 Duke, Merchant of Siracyſa,pleadno more. 
%—"® [ am not partiall to infringe onr Lawes ; 
The enmitie and diſcord whichof late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants our well-dealing Countrimen, 

Who wanting gilders to redeeme their lives, 
Have ſeal'd his rigorous ſtatutes with their blouds, 
Excludes all pitty from our threatening lookes : 
For fincethe mortall and inteſtine 1arres 
Twixt thy ſeditious Countrimen and us, 

It hath in ſolemne Synodes beene decreed, 

Both by the Sirac#fians and our ſelves, 

T*admit no trazhicke to our adverſe townes : 
Nay more, if any borne at Epheſus 

Be ſcene atany Siracuſian Marts and Faires : 
Againe, if any Sirac#/;an borne 

Come to the Bay of Epbeſur, he dies : 

His goods confitcate to the Dukes diſpoſe, 
Vnleſſea thouſand markes belevied 
Toquitthe penalty, and ranſome him : 


' Thy ſubſtance, valued at the higheſt rate, 


Cannotamount untoa hundred Markes, 
Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd todie. 


Her.Yetthis my comfort, when your words are done, | 


My woes end likewiſe with the evening Sunne. 
Dauk, Well Siracnſian ; ſay in briefe the cauſe 


Why thou departed(t from thy natiue home? 


And for what cauſe thou cam'ſt ro Epbeſns? 
Mer. A heavier taske could not have beene impos'd, 
Then I to ſpeake my griefe unſpeakeable : 
Yet that the world may witnefle, that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
Ile utter what my ſorrow gives me leave. 
In Syracnſa was I borne, and wedde 
Vnro a woman, happy but for me; 
And by me too, had not our hap beene bad : 
With her I liv'd in joy, our wealth increaſt 
By proſperous voyagesI often made 
To Epidamirers, till my fators death; 
And hegreat ſtore of goods at randone leaving, 
Drew me from kinde embracements of my ſpouſe ; 
From whom my abſence was not ſixe moneths olde; 
Before her ſelfe (almoſt at fainting under 


| 


— 


| 


The pleaſing puniſhment that women beare ) 

Had made proviſion for her following me, 

And ſoone, and ſafe arrived where I was : 

There had ſhe not beene long ,bur ſhe became 

2 joyſull mother of twogoodly ſonnes : 

And, which was itrange, the one ſo like the other, 
As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names, 

That very howre, and in the ſelfeſame Inne, 

A poore meane woman was delivered 

Of ſuch a burthen, Maletwins both alike : 

Thoſe, for their parents were excceding poore, 

I bought,and brought up to attend my ſennes. 

My wife, not meanely proud of two ſuch boyes, 
Made daily motions for our home returne : 
Vnwilling I agreed, alas, too ſoone we came aboord; 
A league from Epidaminms had we ſayld 

Before the alwaics winde-obeying geepe 

Gave any tragicke Inſtance of our harme : 

But longer did we not retaine much hope ; 

For what obſcured light the heavens did grant, 
Did but convay unto our fearefull mindes 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death; 

Which though my ſelfe would gladly have imbrac'd, 
Yet the inceſlant weeping of my wife, 

Weeping before for what ſhe {aw muſt come, 
And pitteous playnings of the prety babes 

That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to feare, 
Forſt me to ſecke delayes for them and me, 

And this it was : (for other meanes was none) 


| The Sailors ſought for ſafety by our boate, 


Andleftthe ſhip then finking-ripe to us. 
My wife, more carefull for the lattec borne, 
Had faſtened him unto a {mall ſparc Maſt; 
Such as ſca-faring men provide for ſtormes ; 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whil'{t I had beenelike heedfull of the other: - 
The children thus diſpo'd, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faſtned our ſelves at eyther end the maſt, 
And floating ſtraight, obedient to the ſtreame, 
Was carried towards Cormmb, as we thought, 
Atlength the Sunne gazing upon theearth, 
Diſperſt thoſe vapours that offended us, 
And by the benefit of his wiſh'd light 
The ſeas waxegglme,and we diſcovered 
Two ſhippes feewaifarre, making-amaine to us : 
Of Corinth that, ofEpidanrus this ; 
But ere they came, oh let me fay no more, 
Gather the ſequel by that went before. 

Dxke: Nay forward old man, doe not breake off ſo, 

H ---» | 
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For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. 
Aereh. Oh had the gods done ſo, I had not now 
Worthily tearm'd'them mercileſſe tous : 
For ere the ſhips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were encountred by a mighty rocke, | 
Which being violently borne up upon, 
Our helpefull ſhip was ſplitted inthe midft ; 
So that 1n this unjuſt divorce of us, 
Fortune had leftro both of us alike, . 
What to delight in, what to ſorrow for, 
| Her part, poore ſoule, ſeeming as burdened, 
' Withlefſer waight ,but not with leſſer woe, 
Was carried with more ſpeed beforethe winde, 
And in our fight they three were taken up 
By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length another ſhip had ſeiz'd on us, 
And knowing whom it was their hap to ſave, 


Gave helpefull welcome to their ſhip-wrackt gueſts, - 


And would havereft the Fiſhers of their prey, 

Had not their barke beene very {low of faile ; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their courſes 
Thus haye-you heard me ſever'd from my bliſle, 

| That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 

To tell fad ſtories of my owne miſhaps. 


Duke. And for the ſakes of them thou ſorrowelt for, 


Doe me the favourto dilate at full, 
W hat hath befalne of them and thee till now- 
Merch. My yongeſt boy, aud yet my eldeſt care, 
Ateighteene yearecs became inquiſitive 
After his brother ; and importun'd me 
That his attendant, (for his caſe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,) 
Might beare him company in the-queſt of him : 
Whom whil'{ I laboured of a love to ſee, 
I hazardedtheloſſe of whom Ilov'd. 
Five Sommers have l ſpent in fartheſt Greece, 
Roming cleane through the bounds of Aja, 
And coaſting homeward , came to Epheſs : 
Hopelefle to finde, yet loath to leave unſought 
Or that, or any place that harbours men : 
But heere muſt end the ſtory of my life, 
And bappy were I in my timely death, 
Could all my travells warrant me they live. 
D#k. Haplefle Egzos whom the fates have markt 
To beare th' extremitic of dire miſhap: 
Now truſt me, were it not againſt our Lawes, 
Againſt my Crowne, my oath, my dignity, 
MhichPrinces would,they may notdiſanull, 
My ſoule ſhould ſue as advocate for thee : 
But though thou art adjudged to the death, 
And paſſed ſentence may not be recal'd 
But to our honours great diſparagement : 
Yet will I favourthee in wharlT can; 
Therefore Marchant, Ie limit thee this day 
To ſecke thy =: by beneficiall helpe, 
Try all the friends thou haſt 1n Epheſws, 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſumme, 
And live: if no, thenthou art doom'd to die: 
Jaylor take him to thy cuſtodie. 
Taylor. 1 will my Lord. 
Merch. Hopeleſle and helpelefſe doth Egeon wend, 
But to procraſtinate his liveleſſe end. 


Enter Antipholis, Erotes, a Merchant, and Dromio. 
Mer. Therefore give out you are of Epidaminm, 
Left that your goods.too ſoone be confiſcate : 


a. _—_ 


E xennt. 


This very day a Syracuſas Merchant 


| Is apprehended fr arrivall here, 


And not being able to buy out his life, 
According tothe ſtatute of the towne, 
Diesere the weary Surine ſet in the Weſt : 


| There is. your monie that I hadto keepe. 


Ant. Goe beare it to the Centaure, where we hoſt, 
And itay there Dromzo, tell Icome.o thee ; 
Till thar Ile vieiv tie manners of the rowne, 
Withinthis houre it will be dinner time: 
Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then returne and ſleepe within mine Inne, 
For with long travaile Iam ſtifte and wearie. 
Get thee away. 

Dro:Many a tan would take you at your word, 
And goe indeede, having ſo gooda mceanes. 


went. Atruſtie villaine ſir, that very oft; 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, 
Lightens my humor with his merry jeſts : 
W hat, will you walke with me about the rowne, 
And then goe tothe Inne and dine with me ? 

E. Mer. Iam invited fir to certaine Merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit: 
I craye your pardon, ſoone at five aclocke, 
Pleaſe you, Ie meecte with you upon the Mart, 
And afterward conſort you till bed time : 
My preſent buſineſle cals me from you now. 

Ant. Farewell till then :I will goe looſe my life, 
And wander up and downe to view the Cirie, 


E. Mer. Sir I commend you to your owne content. |. 


E xennt, 
et, Hethat commends me to my owne content, = 
Commends meto the thing I cannot get : 
I to the world am like a drop of water, 
That 1n the Ocean ſeckes another drop, 
Whofalling there to finde his fellow forth, 
(Vnlſecne, inquiſitive ) confounds himſelfe, 
Sol, to findea Mother and a Brother, 
Inqueſt of him (unhappie ) looſe my ſelte. 


Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 
Here comes thealmanacke of my true date : 
W hat now ? How chance thou art return'd ſo ſoone. 
E.Dre.Return'd ſo ſoone, rather approacht too late: 

The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from the ſpit; 
The clocke hath ſtruckentwelue upon the bell : 
My Miſtris made it one upon my checke : 
She is ſo hot becauſe the meate is colde : 
The meate is cold becauſe.you come not home z 
You come not home, becauſe you have no ſtomacke: 
You have no ſtomacke, having broke your faſt : 
But we that know what 'tisto faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to day. 

Ant. Stopin your winde ir, tell me this I pray , 
Where have you left the mony that I gave you? 

ZE, Dro. Ohffixe pence that I hada wen{day laſt, 
Topay the Sadler for my Miſtris crupper : 
The Sadler bad it Sir,I kept it not. 

ent. I am notin a ſportive humor now : 


' Tell me, and dally not, where is the monie? 


We being ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
So great a charge from thine owne cuſtodie. 

E: Dre. I pray youjelt fir as you fit at dinner : 
I from my Milſtris come to you in poſt : 
IFI returne I ſhall be poſt indeede, 


Exit Dromis. 


For 
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' For ſhe willſcoure your fault upon my pate : 
Methinkes your maw, like mine, ſhould be you cooke, 
And ſtrike you home without a meſſenger. 
Ant.Come Dremio,come;thele jeits are out of ſeaſon, 
Reſeruethem till a merricr houre then this : 
W here is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 
E. Dro, To me ſir? why you gave no gold to me? 
Ant. Come on fir knave, have done your fooliſhnes, 
And tell me how thou haſt diſpos'd thy charge. 
E: Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Hometo your houte, (the Phenix (ir) to dinner; 
My Miſtrisand her filter ſtates for you. 
Ant, Now as I am a Chriſtian anſwer me, 
In what ſafe place you have beſtow'd my monie : 
OrT ſhall breake that merrie ſconce of yours 
That itands ontrickes, when I am undiſpos'd : 
Where is the thouſand Markes thou hadlt of me ? 
E. Dro, I have ſome markes of yours upon my pate: 
Some of my Miſtris markes upon my ſhoulders : 
But not a thouſand markes betweene you both. 
If I ſhould pay your worſhip thoſe againe, 
Perchance you will not beare them patiently. 
Am.Thy Miſtris markes?what miſtrisſlaye haft thou? 
E. Dro. Your worſhips wife,my Miltris at the Phenix; 
She that doth faſt till you come home to dinner : 
And prayesthat you will hie you home to dinnner. 
Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus unto my face 
Being forbid? There take you that ſir knave. 
E. Dro, What meane you fir, for God ſake hold your 


Nay, and you will not fir, Ile take my heeles. (hands: | 


( 


Exit Dromio Ep. 

Ant. Vpon my life by ſome device or other, 
The villaine is ore-wrought of all my mony. ' 
They ſay this towne is full of coſenage : 

As nimble Iuglers that deceive the eye : 
Darke-working Sorcerers that change the minde : 
Soule-killing Witches, that deforme the body : 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebankes; 

And many ſuch like liberties of ſinne : 

If it prove ſo, I will be gone the ſooner : 

Ie to the Centaure to goeſecke this ſlave, 

I greatly feare my monie 15 not ſafe- Exit. 


—_— Eo, Do” 
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A tus Secunda. 


—  —— 


Enter Adriana, wife to Antiphols Sereptus, with 
In1ana her Siſter. 


Aar. Neither my husband nor the ſlave return'd, 
That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeeke his Maſter? 

Sure Luciana it is twoa clocke. ' 

Luc. Perhaps fome Merchans hath invited higg, 
And from the Mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner : 
Good Siſter Let us dine, and never fret ; 

A man is Maſter of his libertie ; 
Time1s their Maſter, and when they ſee time, 
They'll goe or come ; if fo, be patient Siſter. 

Adr, Why ſhould their libertie then ours be more? 

Luc. Becauſe their buſineſle {till lyes out adore. 

ear. Looke when I ſerve him ſo, he takes it ill. 

Exe. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 

efar. There's none but aſſes willbe bridled ſo. 


| 


Lac. Why, headſtrong liberty is laſht with woe 

There's nothing fituate under heavens eye, 
But hath his bound in earth, in ſea, in skie, 
The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the winged fowles 
Are their males ſubjes, andat their controules ; 
Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 

Lord of the wide werld, and wide watry ſeas; 
Inducd with intelle&tuall ſence and ſoule, 

Of more preheminence then fiſh and fowle. 
Are maſters to their females, and their Lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 


Luc. Exe Ilearne love, Ile prattiſe to obey. 


T hey can be mecke, that haveno other cauſe : 

A wretched ſoule bruis'd with adverſitie, 

We bid bequiet when we heare it crie. 

But were we burdned with like waight of paine, 


So thou that haſt nounkinde mate to greeve thee, 


With urging helpelefle patience would releeve me 

Bur if thou live to ſee like right bereft, 

This foole-beg'd patience in thee will be left. 
Luci. Well, I will marry one day butto trie : 

Heere comes your man, no\y is your husband nies 


Enter Dromio Eph. 
ear. Say,is your tardie maſter now at hand ? 


twoeares can Witneſle. 


his minde * 
E.Dro. 1,1, he told his minde upon mine eare, 
Beſhrew his hand, 1 ſcarce could underſtand it. 


his meaning, 


ſcarce underſtand them. 
. ears. But (ay, I prethee, is he comming home ? 
It ſeemes he hath great care to pleaſe his wife. 


Adri. Horne mad,thou villaine ? 
E, Dro. I meane not Cuckold-mad, 
But ſure he is {tarke mad: 
When TI deſir'd him to come home to dinner; 
Heask'd me for a Iooe. markes in gold: 
'Tis dinner time queth I : my gold, quoth he : 


Will you come, quoth I ;my gold quoth he; 
Whereis the thouſand markes I gave thee villaine? 
The Pigge quoth I, is burn'd : my gold quoth he : 
Ay milſtreſle, ſir,quoth I : bang up thy miſtreſſe ; 
I know not thy miſtreſle, out on my miſtreſle. 
Lac. Quoth who? 


for in conclufioe, he did beate me there, 


Dro. Goe backe againe, and be new beaten home 


For Gods fake ſend ſome other meſſenger. 


: Hm eAari. Backe 


——_— 


eAari.Thisſervitude makes you to keepe unwed- 
£ncs. Notthis . but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr.But were you wedded,you wold bear ſome ſway 


ear, How if your husband ſtart ſome other where? 


£uc. Till he come home againe, I would forbeare. 
Aar, Patience unmoy'd, uo marvelthough ſhe pauſe, 


As much, or more, we ſhould our ſelves complaine 3 


* 
Þ | 


E. Dro.Nay,hee's at two hands with mce,andthat my 


eAar. Say, didit thou ſpeake with him? knowſt thou 


Lac. Spake he to doubrfully, thou couldſt not feele 


E. Dro. Nay, hee !trooke fo plainely, I could toowell 
fecle his blowes; and withall fo doubtfully, that I could 


E. Dro. Why Miitrefle, ſure my Maſter is horne mad: 


Your meat doth burne, quothI1 : my gold quoth he : 


E.Dr. Quoth my Maſter, I know quoth he, no houſe 
no wife, no miltreſſe : ſo that my arrant due unto my 
tongue, I thanke him, I bare home upon thy ſhoulders: 


Adr. Gobacke againe thou ſlave, fetch him home. 


? 


| 


| 
| 
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Adri. Backe ſlave, or I will breake thy pate acrofle. 

Dro. And he will bleſſe thar croſſe with other beating: 
Betweene you, I ſhall have a holy head. 

Adi. Hence prating peſant, fetch thy maſter home. 
Dre. Am Iſoround with you, as you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you doe ſpurne me thus: | 
You ſpurne me hence,and he will ſpurne me hither, 
If I lalt in this ſervice,you muſt caſe me in leather. Ex. 
Laci. Fie how impaticncelowreth in your, face: 
Adri. His company muſt do his minions grace, 
Whil'{t Tathome ſtarve for a merriec looke : 

Hath homely age th'ailuring beauty tvoke 

From my poore checke? then he hath waſtcd its 

Are my diicourſes dull? Barren my wit, 

If voluble aud ſharpe diſcourſe be mar'd, 

Vnkindnefſſe blots ic more then marbie hard. 

Doe their gay veſtments hus afteions baite ? 

Thar's not my fauit, he's maſter of my ſtate. 

What rains are in me that can be found, 

By him nor ruin'd? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed faire, 

A ſunnie looke of his, would ſoone repaires 

But, (too unruly Peere,) he breakes the pale, 

And teedes from home ; poore I am bur his ſtale. 
Loci. Selfe-harming :calouſic ; fie beat it hence: 
Ad. Vafteeling tools can with ſuch wrongs diſpence: 

I know his eye doth homage other-where, 

Or elic, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Siſter, you know he promis'd me a chaine, 

Would that alone, alone he would deraine, 

So he would keepe faire quarter with his bed : 

Ice the Iewell beſt enamaled 

Will loſe his beautie : yet the gold bides ſtill 

That others touch, amy often touching will: 

Since that my beautie cannot pleaſe his ee, 

Ile weepe (what's letr ) away and weeping die. 

LZxc. How manic fond fooles ſerve mad Iealouſie ? 
E xennt. 


Enter eAnipolis Erotes. 


ent. The gold I gaveto Dromois laid up 
Safe at the Centarry, and the heedfull ſlave 
Is wandred forth in care to ſeeke me out 
By computation and mine hoſts report. 
I could not ſpeake with Drom, fince at firſt 
I ſent him from the Mart:ſee here he comes. 


Enter Dromio Siracuſan. 
How now fir, is your merrie humor alter'd ? 
As you love {trokes, ſo jeſt with me againe: 
You know no Centawr? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your miſtris ſent to have me home todinner? 
My houſe was at the Phenix? Waſt thou mad, 
That thus fo madlie thou didſt anfwere me ? 
S. Dro. What anſwer fir *when ſpake I ſuch a word? 
E. Ant.Even now,even here,nothalte an houre fince. 
S. Dyo. I did not ſee you fince you ſent me hence 
Home to the Cenravy with the gold you gave me? 
Ant. Villaine, thou didſt denie the golds receit, 
And toldit me of a Miſtris, and a dinner. 
For which Thope thou feltſt I was diſpleas'd. 
S. Dro. lam glad to ſee you inthis merrie veine, 
 Whatmeanesthis jeft, I pray you Maſter tell me ? 
nz. Yea, do'ſt thou jeereand flowrt me in the teeth? 
Think $I jeſtzhold,take thou that,and that. Bears Dre. 


<C—m— 


| 


another dric baſting. 


| 


Vpon what bargaine doc you give it me? 


Doe uſe you for my foole, and chat with you, 

Your ſawcineſle will jet upou my love, - 

And make a Common of 1ny icrious houres2 

When the Sunne ſhines, let fooliſh gnats make ſport, 
Butcreepe in crannies, w hen he hides his beames z 
If you will jeſt with me, know my aſpect, 
And faſhion your demeanor to my lookes, 
Or 1 will beat this method in your ſconce. 


Anph. Becaulc that 1 familiarlie tometimes 


8. Dro. Scocne call you it? ſo you would leave batt, 
ring,I had rather have it a head, and you ule theſe bloy 
long, I muſt geta {conce for my head, and Infconcei 
to0,or elſe I ſhall ſeck my witin my ſhoulders,butI pry 
{ir, why am I beaten ? / 
ent. Doſt thou not know? 
S$.Dro, Nothing fir,but that I am beaten. 
ent. Shall I tell you why? 
S, Dre. I fir, and whereforc; for they ſay , every wh 
hath a wherefore. 
Ant. Why firſt for flouting me, and then wherefor| 
for urging it the ſecond time to me. | 
S. Dre. Was there ever any man thus beaten outd 
ſeaſon, when in the why and the whereſore, is neithy 
rime nor reaſon. Well fir, I thanke you. 
Ant. Thanke me fir, for what ? 
S. Dro, Marry ſir,for this ſomething that you gave 
for nothing. 
Ant. Ile make you amends next, togive you nothin 
for ſomething, Burt ſay ſir, is it dinner time? 
S. Dre. Nofir,I thinke the meat wantsthat I have, 
Ant, In good time ſir, what's that ? 
S. Dro. Baſting. 
Ant. Well fir, then*twill be drie. 
. S, Dro. If it be fir, I pray you cate not of it. 
-Axt. Your reaſon? | 
S. Dro.Leſt it make you chollericke,and purchaſen 


Amt. Well fir, learneto jeſt in good time, there! 
time for all things. 
S. Dro, I durit have denied that before you were! 
| Chollericke. 
Anti. By what rule fir ? 
8. Dro.Marry {ir,by a rule as 
pate of Father time himſcife. 
Ant. Let's heare it- 
S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hu 
that growes bald by nature. | 
Am. May he not doe it by fine and recoverie? 
S. Dro, Yes, topay a fine for a perewig , and recon 
the loſt hairc of another man. 
Ant. W hy,is Time ſuch a niggard of haire, being (i 
1t is) ſo plentitull an excrement ? 
$. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that hee beſtowes 
beaſts, and what he hath icanted them in haire, he hut 
giventhem in wit. | | 
An. Why , but there's many a mar hath more har 
then wit. | 
S. Dro. Not a mat of thoſe but he hath the wit t0i0 
his haire. 
Ant. Why thou didſt conclude hairie men plained* 
lers without wir, 
S. Dre. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt; yet hel 
ſeth it in a kinde of jollitie. 
An. For what reaſon? 
S. Dre. For two, and ſound ones too. 


plaine as the plaine by 


S. Dr. Hold fir,for Gods fake,now your jeſt is earneſt, | 
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mt 
An. Nay not ſound ones I pray you» 
F. Dro. Sure ones then. 
An. Nay, not ſure in athing falſing. 
S. Dre. Certaine ones then- 
Ax. Name them. 


S, Dre. The one to ſavethe mony that he ſpends in. 


trying : the other,thar at dinner they ſhould not drop in 
his porrage » 1 

ef. You would all this time have prov'd,there 1s no 
time for all things. ; 

S. Dre. Marry and did fir : namely, no time to rece- 
ver haireloſt by Nature. 

eAn. But your reaſon was not ſubſtantiall, why there 


| isno timeto recover. 


S. Dro. Thus Imend it : Time himſelfe is bald , and 
therefore to the worlds cnd, will have bald followers. 

An. 1 knew 'twould bee a bald concluſion : but ſoft, 
who watts us yonder? 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adri. 1, I, «Antipholy, looke ſtrange and frowne, 
Some other Miſtrefle hath ſome ſweer aſpects : 
I am not eAdrien, nor thy wife. 
Thetime was once, when thou un-urg'd wouldft vow, 
T hat never words were muſicke to thine care, 
That never objec pleaſing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand ; 
Thatnever meat ſweet-ſavour'd inthy taſte; | 
Vnleſſe I ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd or cary'd to thee, 
How comes it now, (my Husband) oh how comes it, 
That thou art then eſtranged from thy ſelfe ?_ 
Thy ſeife I call it, being itrange ro me : 
That undividable Incorporate 
Ain better thanthy deere ſelfes better part- 
Ah do: not teare away thy ſelfe from me; 
For know my love: as eafie maiſt thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulfe , 
And take unmingicd thence that drop againe 
Without addition or diminiſhing, 
Astake from me thy f{clfe.and not me too. 
How dearely would it touch thee to the quicke, 
Shouldit thou heare 1 werelicencious ? 
And that this body conſecrate to thee, 
By Rwhan Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Wouldit thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurne at me, 
And hurle the name of husband in my face, 
Andteare the ſtain'd skinof my Harlot brow, 
And from my falſe hand cut the wedding ring, 
Ahd breake it witha deepe- divorcing vow ? 
I know thou canſt, and therefore ſee thou do it. 
I am poſſeſt with an adulterate blot, 
My bloud is mingled with the crime of luſt : 
For if we two be one, and thou play falſe, . 
I doe digeſt the poyſon of my fleſh, 
Being irumpered by thy contagion. 
Keepe then faire league and truce with thy true bed, 
I live diſtain'd, thou undiſhoneured. | 
e-Fntip. Plead you to tne faire dame?I know younot: 
In Epheſus T am but two houres old, 
As ſtrange unto your towne, as toyour talke, 
Who every word by all my wit being ſcan'd, 
Wants wit in all, one-word to underitand. 
Luci. Fie brother, how the world is chang'd with you: 
When were you wont to uſe my ſiſter thus? 
She ſent for you by Dromio home to dinner, 
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Lnt. By Dromio? Drom. By me”  _ 
- ear. By thee, and thus thou df returne from him. 
That he did buffet thee, and in hisblowes, 
Denied my houſe for his, me for his wife. wh 
eFnt. Did you converſie fir with this gentlewomian: 
What is the courſe and drift of your compaR ? 
S, Dre. I fir? Inever ſaw her till this time. 
eFnt. Villaine thou licſt, for even her very words, 
Didft thou deliverto me on the Mart. 
S. Dre. 1 never ſpake with her inall my life. 
et. How can ſhe chus then call us by our names? 
Valeſle it be by inſpiratien. - | 
Adr. How ill agrees it with you gravitie, 
To counterfeit thus groſely with your flaye, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my moode ; 
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine : 
Thou art an Elme my husband, Ia Vine: __.. 
W hoſe weaknefle married to thy ſtranger ſtate, 
Makes me with thy ſtrength ro communicate z 
If ought poſſeſſe thee from me, it is drofle, 
Vſurping Ivie, Brier, or idle Moſſe, 
Whoall for want of pruning, with intruſion, 
Infe& thy ſap, and live on thy confuſion, 
ent. Tome ſhe ſpeakes, ſhee moves mee for her 
theame ; 
'What, was I married to her in my dreame ? 
Orſleepe I now, and thinke I hearc all this? 
W hat error drives our eyes and cares amiſſe? 
Vntill I know this ſure uncertaintie, 
Ile entertaine the free'd fallacie, 
Luc. Dromzo, goe bid the ſervants ſpred for dinner. 
$. Dro. Oh for my beads, I crofle me for a ſinner. 
This is the fairie land, oh ſpite of ſpights, 
We talke with Goblins,Owles and Elves Sprights; 
If we obay them not, this will inſue : * 
They'l ſucke our breath,or pinch us blacke and blew. 
Luc. Why prat'{t thou to thy ſelte, 
Dromio,thou Dremio, ſnaile, thou ſlug, thou ſet. 
$. Dro. I am transformed Maſter, am I not? 
Ant. Ithinke thou art in minde, and ſo am I, 
S. Dro. Nay Maſter,both in minde, and in my ſhape | 
Ant. Thou haſt thine owne forme. 
S. Dro. No, I am an Ape. 
Lac. If thouart chang'd to ourht, 'tisto an Aﬀe. 
S, Dro. 'Tis true ſhe rides me,and I long for grafle. 
*Tis fo,I am an Aﬀe;, elſeit could never be, 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knowes me. 
eAdr. Come, come, nolonger will I be a foole, 
To put the fingerin thy eyeand weepe ; 
Whilſt man and maſter laughes my woes to fcorne +- 
Come fir to dinner, Dromzo keepe the gate : 
Husband Ile dine above with you to day, 
And ſhrive you ofa thouſand idle prankes : 
Sirra, if any aske you for your Maſter, 
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come ſifter, Dromso play the Porter well. 
Ant. Ama I inearth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advitde : | 
Knowne unto theſe, and to my ſelte diſguiſde ! 
le ſay as they ſay, and perſever ſo : 
And inthis nuft at all adventures go. | 
S. Dro. Maſter, ſhall I bePorter at thegate ? FN 
Adr, 1, andlet none enter, leaſt I breake your pate. 
Laci. Come, come, Antiphelss, we dine too late. 
H_3 = Aim 
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L  e——_ 


 Atus Tertins. Scena Prima, 


Enter eAntipholis of Epheſus , his man Dromio, Angelo the 
Goldſmith, and Balthazar the Merchant. 


F. ent. Good fignior Angelo you mult excuſe us all, 
My wifeis ſhrewiſh when I keepe not howres; 
Say that I lingerd with you at your ſhop 
To ſee the making of her Carkanet, 
And that to morrow you will bring it home: 
But here's a villaine that would face me downe 
He met me on the Mart, and that | beat him, | 
Andcharg'd him with a thouſand markes in gold, 
And that I did denie my wife and houſe; | 
Thou drurkard thou, what didſt thou meane by this? 
E. Dro.Say what you will {ir,but I know whatI know, 
That you beat me artthe Mart I have your hand to ſhow; 
If the skin were parchmet,&y blows you gave were ink, 
Your hand-wrirt:ing would tell you what I thinke. 
E. eAnt. I thinke thouart an afſe. 
E, Dre. Marry ſo it doth appeare 
By the wrongs I ſuffer, and the Slowes I beare : 
I ſhould kicke being kickt, and being at that paſle, 
You would keepe from my heeles,and beware of an afle. 
E./5n Y arc fad {ignior Baltbazar,p.ay God our cheer 
May anſwer my good will, and yo.u good welcom here. 
Bat:I hold your dainties cheap fir,8 your welcom deer. 
E. eAnt,Oh fignior Batthazar, cither at fleſh or fiſh. 


| A table full of welcome, makes {ſcarce one daintie diſh. 


Bal. Good meat firis comon that every churle affords. 

Ant. And welcome more common,for that's nothing 

but words. | 
Bal. Small cheere and great welcome, makes a mer- 
rie feaſt. 

Ant. 1, to a niggardly Hoſt, and more ſparing gueſt: 
But though my cates be meane, take them in good part, 
Better cheere may you have, but not with better hart. 
But ſoft, my doore islockt ; goe bid them ler us in. . _ 

E,Dro. CMand,Briget, Marian, Ciſly, Gillian, Ginn. = 


8. Dro. Mome, Malt-horſe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idi- * 


ot, Patch, 
Either get thee from the dore;or fit downe at the hatch: 
Doitthouconjure for wenches,thaty calſt for ſuch ſtore, 
When one is one too many, goe get the from the doore, 
E. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my Maſter 
ſtayes in the {treet. 
S. Dro. Let him walke from whence he came,left he 
catch cold on's fect. 
E. eAnt, Who talks withinthere? hoa,open the dore. 
S. Dro, Right fir, Ile tell you when , and you'll tell 
me wherefore. 
Art. W herefore? for my dinner : I havenotdin'd to 
day. ; 
S. Dro. Nor to day here you muit not come againe 
when you may. 
Amt. What artthou that keep'ſt mee out from the 
houſe I owe ? 
S. Dro, The Porter for thistime Sir, and my name is 
Dromio. | 
. E. Dro. O villaine, thou haſt ſtolne both mine office 
* and my name, 


'The one ne're got me credit, the other mickle blame: 


If thou hadſt bid Drowio to day in my place, 


- 


- 


— 


Thou wouldſt have chang'dthy face for a name or thy 
name for an aſle. 
| Enter Luce. | 
Luc. What a coile is there Dromio? who are thoſe 
at the gate ? 
E. Dre. Let my maſter in Lnce. 
Inc. Faith no, hee comes too late, and ſo tell your 
Maſter. : 
al _ O Lord I muſt langh, have at you with a Pro. 
verbe, 


Shall I ſer in my ſtaffe. | 


Luc, _ at you with another, that's when? can you 
tell e 
S. Dre. If thy name be called Zece,Lacethou haſt an- 
ſwer'd him well. | 
ent. Doe you heare you minion , you'll let us inI 
hope? 
Luce. 1 thought to have askt you. 
S$. Dre. And you ſaid no. 
E. Dro. SO come helpe, well ſtrooke, there was blow 
for blow. 
Axt, Thou baggagelet me in» 
Luce. Can you tell for whoſe ſake ? 
E.Drem. Maſter, knocke the doore hard. 
Lac. Let him knocke till it ake, | 
Ant. You'll crie for this minion , if I beate the doore 
__ dowiie. 
Lc. What needs all that, and apaire of ſtocks inthe 


towne ? 
5; Emer Adriana, | 
Aar. Who is that at the doore y keepes all this noiſc? 
S, Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled with ug- || 
ruly boyes. 
Ants. Are you there Wife? you might have come 
before. 
ear. Your wife ſir knave? goget you from the dore. 
E. Dro. If you went in paine Maſter,this knave wold 
goe ſore. | 
e-Zngelo. Heere is neither cheere ſir,nor welcome,we 
would faine have either. | 
Baltz, In debating which was beſt , wee ſhall part 


with neither. 
E. Dro. They ſtand at the doore , Maſter, bid them 
. . welcome hither. | - 
ent, There is ſomething in the winde, that we can- 
not get iN» | 
E. Dro. You would ſay ſo Maſter , iſ your garments 
were thin. | 
Your —_— is warme within :you ſtand heere in the 
cold. | 
It would make a man as mad as a Bucketo be ſo bought 
and ſold. | 
Ant. Go fetch me ſomething,TIle breake ope the gate. | 
S. Dro,Breake arniy breaking here, and 1le hoaks your 
knaves pate. | | 
E. Dro. A man may breake a word with you ſir, and 
' wordsare but winde : 


I and breake it in your face, ſo he breake it not behinde, 
S. _ - t ſcenes thou wanr'ſt breaking,out upon thee 
inde, | | 
E.Dro.Heer's too much,out upon thee,T pray thee [ct 
S. Dro. ; when fowles have no feathers and fiſh have 
no nN. . 

ent. Well, Ile breakein:goe borrow me a crow- 
E, Dro. Acrow without feather, Maſter meane your 
or 
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Fora fiſh without a fin,ther's a fowle without a feather, | 


If acrow help us in ſirra,wee'll plucke a crow together. 
eAnt. Go, get thee gon, fetch me an iron Crow. 
Batth, Have patience fir, ohlet 1t not be ſo, 

Heerein you warre againlt your reputation, 

And draw withinthe compaſle of tuſpect 

Th unviolated honour of your wife. ME 

Once this your long experience of your wiſedome, 

Her ſober vertue, yeares and modeſtie, 

Plead on your part ſome cauſe ro you unknowne; 

Anddoubt not fir, but ſhe will well excuſe 

Why at this time the dores are made againſt you, 

Berul'd by me, depart in patience, 

And letus to the Tyger all to dinner, 

And about evening come your ſelfe alone, 

To know the reaſon of this {trange reſtraint z 

if by ſtrong hand you offer to breake in 

Now in the ſtirring paſſage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it 3 

Andrhat ſuppoſed by the common rowr 

Againſt your yet ungalled eſtimation. 

That may with foule intruſion enter 1n, 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 

For ſlander lives upon tucceſſion ; 

For ever hows'd, where 1t once gets poſſeſſion. 

Ant. You have prevaiFd, I will depart in quiet, 

And in deſpight of mirth meane to be merrie : 

I know a wench of excellent diſcourſe, 

Prettie and wittie; wilde, and yet too gentle; 

There will we dine : this woman that I meane 

My wife (but I proteſt withour deſert} 

Hath ofcentimes upbraided me withall ; 

To her will we to dinner, get you hame 

{ And fetch thechaine, by this L know *tis made; 

Bring it I pray you to the Porpemtime , 

For there's the houſe ; That chaine I will beſtow 

(Be it for nothing but to ſpight my wite) 

Vpon my holteſle there, good fir make haſte : 

Since mine owne doores refuſe to entertaine me, _ 

Ile knocke eife-where, to ſee if they*ll difdaine me. 

Ang, ile meet you at thac place ſome houre fir hence. 
Ant. Do lo, this jeit ſhall coſt me ſome expence, 
| £E xeunt. 
Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Siracuſa. 
lia, And may it bethat you have quite forgot 

A husbands oifice? ſhall Antiphotis 

Even inthe ſpring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot ? 

Shall love in buildings grow ſo ruinate ? 

If you did wed my lifter for her wealth, 

Then for her wealths-ſake uſe her with more kindneſfle: 

Or if you likeelſe-where,doe it by ſtealth, 

Mutffle your falſe love with ſome ſhew of blindneſſe: 

Let not my fifter reade it in your eye : 

Be not thy tongue thy owne ſhames Orator : 

Looke ſweet, ſpeake faire, become diſloyaltie : 

Apparell vice like vertues harbenger : 

Bearea faire preſence, though your heart betainted,; 

Teach finne the carriage of a holy Saint, 

Bc fecret falſe : what need ſhe be acquainted ? 

What ſimple thiefe brags of his owne attaine ? 

Tis double wrong to truant with your bed, 

And let her reade it in thy lookes at boord: 

Shame hath a baſtard fame, well mannaged, 

Ill deeds are doubled with an evill word : 

Alas poore women, make us not beleeve 

(Being compact of credit) that you love us, 


Though others have the arme, ſhew us the ſleeve ; 
We in your motion turne, and you may move us» 
Then gentle brother get you in againe ; 
Comfort my ſiſter, cheere her;call her wafe; | 
"Tis holy ſport to be a little vaine, 
When the {weet breath of flatterie conquers ſtrife. 
S. Ant: Sweet Miſtris : what your name is elſeI | 
know not; 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine : | 
Lefle in your knowledge, and your grace you ſhow not, 
Then our carths wonder, more then earth divine. 
Teach me deere creature how to thinke and ſpeake ; 
Lay open to my earthy grofle conceit : 4 
Smothred in errors, feeble, ſhaddow, weake, 
The fouided meaning of your words deccit ; 
Againſt my ſoules puretruth, why labour you, 
To make it wander 11 ann unknowne field? 
Are youa god? would you create me new ? 
Transforme methen, and ro your powre Le yeeld, 
Bur if that Iam I, then well I know, | 
Your weeping ſiſter is no wife of mine, 
Nor to her bed a homage doe I owe z | | 
Farre more, farre more, toyou doe I decline : 
Oh traine me not ſweet Mermaide with thy note 
To drowne me in thy ſiſters floud of reares : 
Sing Siren for thy ſelfc, and I will dote : 
Spred ore the filver waves thy golden haires ; 
And as a bed Ile take thee, and there lie ; 
Andin that glorious ſuppoſicion thinke, 
Hegaines by death, that hath ſuch meanes to die : 
Let Love, being light, be drowned if ſhe ſinke. 
Lac. What are you mad, that you do reatbn ſo? 
Ant. Not mad, but matcd, how i do notknows 
Lac. It is a fault that ſpringeth from your eie, 
Ant. For gazing on your beames,faire ſun being by. 
Zne, Gaze when you ſhould, and thar will cleere you: 
ſight. | 
+ Aat. As good to winke ſweet love,as looke on night. 
Luc. Why call you me love? call my ſiſter ſo. 
Ant. Thy ſiſters ſiſter. | 
Luc, That's my ſiiter. | | 
D»z. No: it is thy ſelfe, mine owne ſelfes better part; 
Mine cies cleere cie, my deere hearts dearer heart, © 
My foode, my fortune, and my ſweet hopes aime; 
My ſole carths heaven, and my heavens claime. 
Luc. All this my filter is, or clſe ſhould be. 
Ant. Call thy (elfe ſiſter ſweet, for I ana thee : 
Thee will I love, and with thee leade my life ; 
Thou haſt no husband yer,nor I no wife ; 
Give me thy hand: 
Le. Oh ſoft fir, hold you ſtill : 
le fetch my ſiſter to get her good will, 
Enter Dromi, Siracuſia, 
Ant, Why how now Dromio, whererun'ſt thou ſo 
faſt? 
S.Dro.Doe you know me fir? Am T Dromio?AmT 
your man? Am TI my ſelfe? 
- Akt, Thou art Dromo, thou art my man,thou art 
 thyſelfe.. , | 
Dre. 1 am an afſe, I ama womans man, and beſides | 
my ſclfe. | | [ 
eAnt. What womans man ? and how beſides thy | 
ſelfe?. | 
Dro. Marrie ſir,beſides my ſelfe,T am due toa woman: { 
One that claimes me, one that haunts me, one-that wall 
have me- 


Ant. What \ 


92 5 i The Comed) of Errors. 


Aut. W hat claime lates ſhe to thee ? 

Dro. Marry ſir,ſuch claime as you would lay to your 
hore, and ſhe would have me as a beaſt ; not that I'be- 
ing a bealt ſhe would have me, but that ſhe being a ve» 
ric beaſtiy creature layes claume to me. 

Ant. W hat is ſhe? 

Dro, Avery reverent body : Iſuchaone , as a tnan 
may not ipeake of, without he ſay ſir reverence : I have 
but leane lackein the match, and yet is ſhe a wondrous 
fat marriage. 

Anis. How doſt thou meane a fat marriage ? 

Dro. Marry ſir,ſhe's the Kitchin wench,and all greaſe, 
and 1 know not whatuſe to pur her too, but to make a 
Lampe of her, and runfrom her by her owne light. I 


| warrant, her ragges and the Tallow in them, will burne 


a Poland Winter : If ſhe lives till doomeſday,ſhe'} burne 
a weeke longer then the whole World. 
Ant. What complexion is ſhe of? 
' Dro. Swartlike my ſhooe, but her face nothing like 


ver-ſhoocs inthe grime of it. 
Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. 
Dro. No ir , *tis in graine , N.#4hs floed could not 


| doit. 


Ant, What's her name? 

Dre, NettSir : but ber name is three quarters, that's 
an Ell and three quarters, will not meaſure her from hip 
to hip. 

we 4 Then ſhe beares ſome bredth ? 

Dro. No longer from head to foor, then from hippe 
to hippe : ſhe is ſphericall like a globe : I could find out 
Countries in her. 

Ant. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland? 

Dro. Marry ſir itt her buttockes, I found ir ont by 
the boggcs. 

ef#t, Where Scotland ? 
Dro. I found it by the barrenneſſe, hard in the palme 
of the hand. 

Att. Where Frazce? 

Dre. In her forchead , arm'd and reverted , making 
warre againſt her haire. 

Ant. Where England? | 
Dre, I look'd tor the chalky Cliffes, but I could find 
no whitenefle in them. Bur I gueſle, it ftood incher chin 
by the ſalt rheume that ranne between Fraxce, and it. 
fAnt, Where Spame? 

Dro. Faith I ſaw it not: but felt it hot in her breath. 
Ant. Where America, the {ndies ? 

Dro. Oh fir, upon her noſe, all ore embelliſhed with 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, decliningtheir rich Aſ- 
pedt to the hot breath of Spaine , who ſent whole Ar- 
madoes of Carradts to be ballaſt ar her noſe. 

Ant. Where ſtood Belgia,the N etherlands ? 

Dro; Oh fir, I did not looke fo low. To conclude, 


this drudge or Diviner layd claime to mee , call'd mec 


Dremio, iworeT was aflur'd to her,told me what privie 
markesI hadabout mee, as the markes of my ſhoulder, 
the Mole in my necke, the great Warton my left arme, 
that I amaz'd rannefrom herasa witch. And I thinke, if 
my brelt had not beene made of faith , and my heart of 
ſeele, ſhe had transform'd me to a Currtall d6g, & made 
meturne 1th wheele. 
Ant. Go hiethee preſently, poſt to the rode, 
And if the winde blow any way from ſhore, 


- ———_. 


If any Barke put forth, come to the Marr, 


ſocleane kept : for why ? ſhe ſweates a man may gue 0- 


| For feare you ne're ſec chaine, noc mony more. 


| Where I will walketill thou returne to me : 
If evcrle One knowes us, and we know none, 

'Tis rume I thinke to trudge, packe;, and be gone. 
Dro, AS from a Beare a man would run for life, 

So flie I from herthat wouid be my wife. Exit, 
Ant. There's none but witches do inhabite heere;, 

And therefore *tis hie time that I were hence : 

She that doth call me husband, even my ſoule 

Dorh for a wife abhorre. But her faire ſiſter 

Poſlceſt with ſuch a gentle ſoveraigne grace, 

Of ſach tachanting preſence and diſcourſe, 

Hath almoſt made me Traitor to my ſelfe : 

But leaſt my ſelfe be guilty to ſelfe wrong, 

le ſtop mine eares againſt the Mermaides ſong. 


Enter Angels with the ( haine. 

erg. M: ef ntpbolis. 

Ant. I that's my name, -. 

Ang. I know it well fir, foe here's the chaine, 
I thoughtto have tance youar the Porpentine, 
The chaine untiniſh'd made me iiay thus long. 

Arr. What is your will that I ſhall do with this? 

Ang. What plcaſe your ſclfe fir : I have made it for 
you. | 

Ant. Made it for me ir! I beſpoke it not. 
. Ang. Not once, nor twixe , but twentie times you 

ave : 

Go home with it, and pleaſe your Wife withall ; 
And ſoone at ſupper time le viſit you , 
And then receive my mony for the chaine. 

Ant. I pray you fir receive the monie now, 


Avg. Youare a merry man fir, fare you well. Exit, 
Dro. WhatI ſhould thinke of this, I cannottell : 

But this Ithinke, there*s no man is ſo vaine, 

That would refuſe ſo faire an offer'd Chaine, 

I ſce a man heereneeds nat live by ſhifts, 

When inthe ſtreets he mectes ſuch Golden gifts; 

Ile to the Mart, and there for Dromie (tay, 

If any ſhip put out, then ſtrait away. Exit. 


eA tus Quartus. Scena Prima, 


—— 


_— 


Enter a «Merchant, Goldſmith, and an O fiicer. 


Aer. You know fince Pentecoſt the ſum is due, 
And ſince I havenot much importun'd you, 
Nor now I had not, but that-1 am bound 
To Perffa, and want Gilders for my voyage ; 
Therefore make preſent ſatisfation, 

Or Ile attach you by this Oflicer. 
Gold. Even juſt the ſum that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antiphols, | 
Andin the inſtant that I met with you, 
He had of me a Chaine : at five a clocke 
I ſhall receive the money for the ſame: 
Pleaſeth you walke with me downe to his houſe, 
I will diſcharge my bond, and thanke yoo too. 


Enter «Antipbolia Ppheſ. Dromio fromthe (ourtizans. 
Offi. That labour may you ſave : See where he comes- 


I will not barbour in this towne tonight, 


Ant. WhileI go tothe Goldſmiths houſe, goe ry 
n 


- 


_—_— 


And buy a ropes end, that will I beſtow 
Among my wife, and their. confederates, 
For locking me out of my dooresby day : 
But ſoft I ſee the Goldſmith; get thee gone, | 
Buy thou aropeand bring it home to me. 


I promiſed your preſence, and the Chaine ; 

But neither Chaine nor Goldſmith came to mr : 
Belike you thought our love would laſt too long 

If it were chain'd together : and therefore came not. 


How much your Chaine weighs to the utmoſt Raccat, 
The fineneſlſe of the Gold, and chargefull faſhion, 

W hichdoth amount to three odde Duckets more 
Then I ſtand debted to this Gentleman, 

I pray you ſee him preſently diſcharg'd, 

For he is bound to Sea, and ſtayes bur for it. 

Beſides 1 have ſome buſineſle in the rowne, 

Good Signior take the ſtranger to my houſe, 

And with you take the Chaine, and bid my wife 


Disburſe the ſumme, on the receit thereof, 
PerchanceTI will be there as ſoone as you. 


ſclfe. 

nough, 

you e | 
Or elſe you may returne without your money, 


Both winde and tide ſtayes for the Gentleman, 
And I too blame haye held him heretoo long. 


Your breach of promute to the Porpentine, 
I ſhould have chid you for not bringing it, 
| But likea ſhrew you firſt begin to brawles 
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ee aa 


Dro. I buy a thouſand pound a yeare, I buy a rope. 
1. ExitDromio 
Eph. Ant. A man is well holpe up that truſts to you, 


Gold. Saving your merry humor,here'sthe note 


Anti, I am notfurniſh'd with the preſent mony: 


Geld. Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
Ant. No beare it with you, leaſt I come not time e- 


Gold. Well fir, I will Have you the Chaine about 


ent, And if I have not fir, I hope you have : 


Gold. Nay come I gray you fir, give me the Chaine : 


Axt. Good Lord, you uſe this dalliance to excuſe 


Mer. The houre teales on, I pray you fir diſpatch: | 
Gold, You heare how he importunes me,the Chaine: 
ent, W hy give itto my wite, and fetch your mony- 
Gold. Come,come, you know I gave it you even noWes 
Either ſend the Chaine, or ſend me by ſome token. 

eAvr. Fic, now you rin this humor out of breath, 
Come where's the Chaine, I pray youlet me ſee it, 

Her, My buſineſle cannot brooke this dalliance,/ 
Good fir ſay, whe'r you'l anſwer me, or no : 

If not, Ile leave him to the Oiticer, 

Ant, Tanſwer you? Why ſhould Tanſwer you? 

Gold. The mnonie that you owe me for the Chaine: 

Ant, T owe you nonetill I receive the Chaine. 

Gold. You know I gave it you halfe an houre ſince- 

; _ You gave me none, you wrong mee much to 
ay (0, 
Jolla You wrong me fir in denying It: 
Conſider how it ſtands upon my credit. 

Mar . Well Oticer, arreſt him at my ſuite, 

Off. Idoe, and charge you inthe Dukes nameto o- 
bey me. 

Gold. This touches me in reputation, 
Either conſent to pay the ſum for me, 
Orlattach you by this Officer. + 

Ant. Conſentto pay that I never had : 
Arreſt me fooliſh fellow if thou dar'ſt. 


| What ſhip of Epidanvinns ſtayes for me? 


—_ 


Gold. Heere is thy fee,arreſt him, Oilicer. 
I would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 

If he ſhould ſcorne me ſo apparantly. 

Offi. I do arreſt you fir, you heare the ſuite. 
e-Fat. 1 do obey thee, till I give thee baile: 
But ſirrah you ſhall buy this ſport as deere, 

As all the mettall in your ſhop will anſwer. 
Gold, Sir, fir, I ſhall have Law in Epheſvs, 
Toyour notorious ſhame, I doubt it not. 


Emer Dromio Sira. from the Bay. 
Dro. Maſter, there's a Barke of Epidaminm, 
That ſtayes bur till her Owner comes aboord, 
Then fir he beares away. Our faughtage fir, 
I have conveid aboord, and I haue brought 
The Oyle, the Balſamwm, and Aqua-vitz, 
The ſhip 1s in her trim the merrie winde 
Blowes faire from land: they ſtay fornought at all, 
But for their Owner, Maſter, and your ſelte. 
' e4n.How now1a Madman! W hy thou peeviſh ſheep 
S. Dre. A ſhip you ſent me togto hier waftage- 
eAnt. Thou drunken flave, I ſent thee for a rope, 
And toid theeto what purpoſe and what end. 
S, Dro. You {cnt me tor a ropes end as ſoone, 
You ſent me to the Bay fir, for a Barke. 
e-Lnt. I will debate this matter at more leiſure 
And teach your eares toliſt me with more heed: 
To Adriana Villaine hie thee ſtraight : 
Give her this key, and tell her in the Deske 
That's cover'd o're with Turkiſh Tapiſtric, 
There 1sapurſe of Duckets,let her ſend it ; 
Tell her, Iam arreſted in the ftreete, 
And that ſhall baile me: hie thee ſlave; be gone, 
On Ogicer to priſon, till it come. E xeunt. 
$.Dyo. To Adriana, that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowlſabell did ciaime me for her husband, 
Sheis too bigge I hope for me to com paſle, 
Thither I mutt; although againſt my will : 
For ſervants muſttheir Maſters mindes fultill. © Exit. 
Enter eAadriana and Laciana: 
Adr. Ah Laciana, did he tempr thee (o, 
Mighr'ſt thou perceive auſteerely in his eye, 
That he did plead in earneſt, yea or no : 
Loek'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obſervation mad'{t thou in this caſe ? 
| OF hishearts Meteors tilting in his face? | 
Luc. Firſt he denide you had in him uo right. 
Adr, He meant he did me none: the more my ſpight. 
Lac, Thenſwore he that he was a ſtranger heere. 
eAar. And true he ſwore, though yer torſlwortne he 
WEre. b. 
Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 
ear. And what ſaid he? | WET 
Luc. That iove Tbegg'dfor you; he begg'd of me: 
Adr. With what perſwaſiondid he tempt thy love? 
Inc. Withwords, that in an honeſt ſuit might moye. 
Firit, he did prayſe my beautie, then my ſpeech: 
Ady. Did'it ipeake him faire ? h 
Luc. Have patience I beſcech. | 
Adr. I cannot;nor I will not hold me ſtill; 
My tongue, though-not my heart; ihail have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and cre, 
Ill-eac'd, worſe bodied, ſhapelcfſeevery where : .- 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliſh, blunt, unkinde, 


Stigma- 


A a of 


_ hem 


backe for very teare. 


| he's worthro ſeaſon. 
| Nay, he's a theefe too : have you not heard men fay, 


] Comefiſter,l am preſt downe with conceit: 
Conccit, my comfort and my injurie. 


\ As if I were their wellacquainted friend, 


Evennoxw a tailor cal'd ine in his ſhop, 


—_— 


by dt _ 
he" 


—_ _ 
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Stzgmaticall in making,worſe the minde. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of ſuch a one ? 
Noevill loſt is wail'd, when it is gone- 

eAdr. Ah but Ithinke him better then I ſay : 
And yet would herein others eyes were worſe; 
Farre from her nelt the Lapwing cries away; 


Enter S. Dromio. 


haſte. 
Z»c. How haſt thou loft thy breath? 
S. Dre. By ruun-ng faſt. 
 Adr. Whereis thy Maſter Dromso? Is he well ? 
S. Dro: No, he's in Tartar limbo, worſe then hell : 
A divell in an everlaſting garment hath him; 
One whoſe hard heart is butron'd up with ſteel : 
A Feind,a Fairie, pittilefle and rufte : 
A Wolfe, nay worle, a feilow all in buffe, 


Uy 


The paſſages of allies, creekes, and narrow iands: 
A hound that runs Counter,and yet draws drifoot well, 


Aadr. W hy man, what is che matter ? 
S. Dre. 1doenut know the matter,he is reſted on: the 
caſe. 
_ e-dr. Whatis hearreſted?tell me at whoſe ſuite? 
S$. Dre. I know not at whoſe ſuite he is arreſted, well; 
but is in a ſuite of buffe which reſted hun, that can I tell; 
- 111 you ſend him Miſtrisredemption, the monie in his 

EZke? 
Adr. Go fetch it Siſter: this I wonder at. 

| Exit LuCciang. 

That he vaknowne to me ſhould be in debt : 
Tell me,was he areſted on a band ? 
S. Dro, Not ona band, buton a itronger thing : | 
A chaine, a chaine, doe you not here it ring? 
Haria. W hat, the chaine ? 
$S. Dre. No, no, the bell, *tis time that I were gone: 
It was twoereLlcft,him,and now the clocke ſtrikes one. 
Aar. The houres come backe! :hat did I never heare. 
S. Dro. Oh yes, if any houre mecte a Serzeant,a turnes 


Aadri. As if time were indebt : how fondly do'ſt thou 
reaſon ? 
S. Dro. Time is a very bankrout, and owes more then 


Thar time comes ſtealing on by night and day? 
If I be in debt and theft, and a Serjeant in the way, 
Hath he not reaſon to turne backe an houre in a day? 


Enter Luciana. 
Adr. Go Dremio, there's the mony, beare it Ntraighr, 
Andbring thy Maſter home unmediately . 


Exit. 


Enter Antipholis Stracuſfpan. 
4s.S. There's not a wan I mecte bur doth ſalute me 


And everie one doth call me by my name : 
Some tender monie to me, ſome invite me; 
Some other give me thankes for xindnefſes ; 
Seme offer me Commodities to buy. 


—. 


My heart prayes for him, though my tongue doe curſe. 


Dre. Here,goe: the deske, the purſe, ſweet now make 


| Ant. lIunderſtand thee not.- | 
S. Dro. No? why 'tis a plaine caſe ; he that went like |-1 
a Baſe Viole ina caſe of leather ; the man ſir , that when |. 
gentlemen are tiredgives them. a fob, and reſts them : | 1 


Ah th 


| And ſhow'd me Silkes that he had bought for me, 
Andtherewithall tooke meaſure of my body. 
Sure theſe are but umaginarie wiles, 

And Lapland Sorcerers inhabite here. 


Enter Dromis: Sir. 
have yougot the picture of old e-1dam new apparel'd? 


meane? 


came behinde you fir,like an evill angel,and bid you for- 
lake your liberty. 


A back friend,a ſhoulder-clapper, one that counterntids 


One that before the ludgmetr carries poore ſoulcs to hel. | 


ploits with his Mace, then a Moris Pike. 
Ant. W hat! thou mean'iſt an oflicer? 


any man to anſwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
thinkesa man alwayes going to bed,and faicth,God give 
you good reſt, | £ 

Ant. Wcll fir, there reſt in your fooleric : 
Is there any ſhip puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 


S. Dre. Why fic, I brought you word an. houre ſince, 
that the Barke Expediciox put forth. to night, and then | 
' were you hindred by the Serjeant to tarry for the Hoy | 
| Delay; Hereare the angels that you ſent for to deliver | 


Olls 
Ant. The fellow is diſtrat and ſoamT, 
And here we wander in illuſions: 
Some blefled powe: deliver us from hence. 


Enter a(wriizan, 
Cur, Well met; well met, Maſter Antipholss : 
I ſee fir you have found the Goid-ſmith now : 
Is thar the chaine you promis'd me to day ? 
Ant. Sathan avoideg I charge theetempt me not« 
S, Dre. Maſter, is this Miſtris Sathar ? 
eAnt, Itis the divell. 
S. Dro. Nay, ſhe is worlſe, ſhe is the divels dam : 


4 


CEE / 


S. Dro. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for: what 
e-5»t; Whatgoldis this? What eAdam doit thou | 
S. Dro. Not that Adem that kept the Paradiſe : bur | : 


that Adays that keepes the prifon ; hee that goes inthe |. 
calyes-skin, thar was kil'd tor the Prodigail : hee rhat |- 


he fir, that takes-pitry on decaicd men , and gives them | 
ſuites of durance:he that ſets up his rett to doe more ex- | 


S. Drd.. I tir,the Sergeant of the Band : he that brings 


And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes that the wenches ſay God dam me, That's 
as much toſay,God make me alight wench; It 1s writ- 
ten ,they appeare to men like angcls of light , light is an 


burne, come notneere her. : 
» Car. Your manand you are marveilous merry fir: 
Will you goe with me, wee'll mend our dinner here? 


{ſpeake along ſpoone. 

Ant, Why Dromio? 

S. Dro. Marrie he muſt have along ſpoone that muſt 
cate with the divell. 

Ant. Avoid then fiend, what tel'{t thou me of ſup- 
Thou arr, (as you are a!l)a ſorcereſſe : 
I conjure thee ro leave mc, and be gon. 
Cer. Give me the ring of mine you hadat dinner, 
Or for my Diamond the chaine you promis'd, 

And Ile be gone ſir, and not trouble you. 


S. Dre.Some divels aske but the parings of anes naile, 
3 


effect of fire,and fire will burne: ergo,light wenches will | 


S.Dro. Maſter, if you doe,expet ſpoon-meate, or be-| 


(ping? 


- 
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Gw—_— 
arulh, a hare, 
ſtone: but ſhe more covetous,woul 
ter bewiſczand if you give ir her,the 
Chaine, and fright us with 1t. ; 

Cur. I pray you fir my Ring, orelſe the Chaine, 
I hope youdo not meane tocheate me fo ? 
Ant, Auant thou witch : Come Dro let 0s $0. 

$. Dro. Flie pride faycs the Pea-cocke, Miſtris that 
_—_—_: et oo. — Exeimt. 

C#r. Now out of doubt eLaripholis is mad, 
Elſe would he never ſo demeare himlelfe, 
A Ring he hath of mine worth fortie Duckets, 
And for the fanie he promis'd me a Chaine, 
Both one and other he denies me now : 
The reaſonthat'I gather he.is mad, 
(Beſides this preſent inſtance of hisrage;) 
[s 2 mad tale he told today art dinner, 
Of his owne doores being ſhut againſt his entrance, 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits, _ 
On purpoſe ſhut the doores againſt his way: 
My way is now to hic home to his houſe; 
And rell his wife that being Lunaticke, 
He ruſh'd into my houſe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courſeT fitteſt chooſe, 
For fortie Duckets is too much to looſe. 


drop of blood , a pin, a'nut, a cherrie- 
rhty he AE bayea chaine: Ma- 
divell will ſhak her 


Exit. 
Emer Antipholus Epheſ. mith a Lailor. 


An. Feare me not man, I will not breake away, 
Ile give theeere I leave thee ſo much mony 
To warrant thee as I am reſted for. 
My wife 1s in a wayward moode to day, 
And will not lightly truſt the Meſſenger, 
That I ſhould be attach'd in Epheſws, 
I tell you 'twill ſound harſhly in her cares. 


Enter Dromio Eph. with a repes exd. 
Heere comes my Man, Ithinke he brings the monte: 
How now fir? Have you that I ſent you for ? 

E. Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay them all. 

eAnti. But where's the Money ? 

E. Dre Why fir, I gave the Monie for the Rapg- 

Ant. Five hundred Duckets villaine for a rope? 

E. Dro, Ie ſerve you fir five hundred at the rate. 

Ant. To whatend did Ibid thee highthee home ? 

E. Dre. To aropes end fir, andto that end amI re- 
turn'd. 

Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 

Off. Good fir be patient. | 

E. Dro. Nay'tis for me to be patient, I am in adyer- 
ſitie. 

Offi. Good now hold thy tongue, : 

E. Dro. Nay, rather per{wade him to hold his hands. 

Anti. Thon whoreſon ſen(elefle Villaine- 

E. Dro. I would I were ſ(enſelefle fir, thatT might not 
feele your blowes. | 

4. Thouart fenfible in nothing but blowes ; and 
ſois an Aﬀſe. 

E. Dro. Iam an Aſſe indeede, you may proove it by 
my long earcs. I have ſerved him from the houre of my 
Nativitie to this inſtant, and haye nothing at. his hands 
for my ſervice but blowes. When I am cold, he heates 
me with beating : when | am warme, he cooles me with 
beating : I am wak'd with it when I-{leepe, rais'd with 
It when I fit, driven out of doores with it when I goe 
from home, welcom'd home with it when 1 returne,nay 


I 


| I beare it on my ſhoulders, as a begger woent her brat 


and I thinke when he hath lam'd me, I ſhall begge with 
itfrom doore to doore. - | 


Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtizan, and « Schoole- 
maſter, called Pmcb. 


. eAnt. Come goe along , my wike is comming yor- | 


Cre - 
E, Dro. Miſtris reſpice finem, reſpe& your end, or ra- 
ther the prophefic like the Parrot,beware the ropes end. 
e-Pnti, Wilt thou ftill talke? Beats Dro. 
Cur. How ſay you now ?Is not your husband mad? 
Aars. His incivility confirmes no lefle : 
Good Door Pinch »You are a Cunjurer, 
Eſtabliſh him inthis true ſence againe, _ 
AndI will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Enc. Alas-how fiery and how ſharpe he lookes, 
Cur. Marke,how he trembles in his extaſfie. 
I Give me your hand, andlct mee feele your 
pwiE. | is <=. 
e-Fet, There is my hand, and let it feele your care. 
| Pinch. Icharge thee Sathan, hous'd within this man 
To yeeld poſleſiion to my holie praicrs, 
Andto thy ſtare of darkeneile hic thee {traight, 
I conjure thee by all the Saints in heaven. 
Ant, Peace doting wizard, peace ; Iam not mad- 
Aar. Oh thatthou wer't not,poore diltrefled foule. 
Amt. You Minion you, are thele your Cuſtomers? 
Did this companion with the ſaffron face 
Revell and feaſt itat my houſe to day, 
Whil'{t upon me the guiltic doores were ſhut, 
And I denied toenter in my houſe. 
edr. O husband, God doth know you din'd at home 
W here would you had remaind untill this time, 
Free from thele ſlanders, and this open ſhame- 
. eAnt, Dind at home? Thou Viliaine, what fſayeſt 
thou? 
Dro. Sir ſooth to ſay, you did not dine at home. 
Ant. Were not my doores lockt up, and I ſhur out? 
Dro. Perdic, your doores were lockt ,, and you ſhut 
Out. | 
Anti: And did not ſhe her ſelfe revile me there? 
_ Dro. SansFable, ſhe her ſclfe revii'd you there, - 
Ant. Did not her Kitchen maide raite , taunt , and 
ſcorneme? . . , 
Dro. Certis ſhe did, the kitchin-veſtall ſcorn'd you: 
eAut. Anddidnor I in rage depart from thcnce ? 
Dro. In veritie you did, my bones beare witriefle, 
That ſince have felt the vigor of his rage. 
Adr. Is tgood to ſmooth him in theſe contraries? 
_ Pinch. It1s no ſhame, the fellow finds his veine; 
And yeelding to. him, humors well his icentic, 
, Ant. Thou haſt ſubornd the Gold(mith to arreſt 
me. 
sfar,» Alas,I ſent you Monic to redeeme you; 
By Dromio keere, who came in haſt for it. / 
Dre. Monlie by me? Heartand good will you might, 
But ſurely Maſter not a ragge of Monte. 
Ant. Wentſt not thou to her for a purſe of Duckets? 
Adri. He came to meand I deliver'd it. 
Luci. And TI am witneſſe with her that ſhe did: 
Dro. God and theRope-maker bcare me witneſſe, 
That I was ſent for nothing bur a rove. | 
Finch. Miſtris , both Man and Maſter is poſſcſt, | 
I know it by their pate and deadiy lookes. 
They | 
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They muſt be bound and laide in ſome darke roome. 
Ant.Say wherefore didſt thou locke me forth to day, 
And why doſt thou denie the bagge of gold ? 
Adr. I did not gentle husband locke thee forth. 
Dro, And gentle M. I receiv'd no gold; 
But I confeſle fir, that we werelock'd out: 
Adr. Difſembling Villain, thou ſpeakcſt falſe in both. 
Ant. Diſſembling harlor, thou art falſe in all, 
And are confederate with a damned packe, 
To make a loathſome abje& ſcorne of me : 
But with theſe nailes Ile plucke out theſe falſe eyes, 
That would bchold in me this ſhamefull ſport. 


Enter three or foure, and offer to binde bim: 
He ſtrives. 
eAdr. Oh binde him, binde him, let him not come 
neere me. | HS 
Pinch. More company,the fiend is ſtrong within him. 
Luc. Aye me poore man, how pale and wan he looks: 
ent, What, will you murther me, thou lailor thou? 
I am thy priſoner, wilt thou ſuffer them to make a reſ- 
cue ? 
Off. Maſters let him goe : he is my priſoner, and you 
ſhall not have him. 
Pinch. Gobinde this man, for he is franticke too. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou _—_— officer ? 
Haſt thou delight to ſee a wretched man 
Do outrage and diſpleaſure to himſelfe ? 
Off. He is my priſoner, if I let him go, 
Thedebt he owes will be requir'd of me. 
Aar. I will diſcharge thee ere I goe from thee, 
. | Beare me forthwith unto his Creditor, 
And knowing how the debt growes I will pay it. 
Good Maſter Door ſee him ſafe convey'd 
Home to my houſe, oh moſt unhappy day. 
Ant. Oh moſt unhappy ſtrumper. 
Dro. Maſter, Iam heere entred in bond for you. 
Ant. Out on thee Villaine wherefore doſt thou mad 
mee ? 
Dro, Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good 
maſter, cry the divell. 
Luc, God helpe poore ſoules, how idlcly doe they 
talke. 
Aar. Goe beare him hence, ſiſter go you with me : 
Say now, whoſe ſuite is he arreſted at ? 
Excnunt. Manet Offic. Advri. Luci. ( onrttzan. 
Off. One eFngels a Goldſmith, d> you know him? 


Off. Two hundred Duckets. 
Agr. Say, how growes it due. 
Off. Due for a Chaine your husband had of him. 
Adr. Hedid beſpeake a chaine for me,but had it nor. 
Coxr. When as your husband all in rage to day 
Came tr my houſe, and tooke away my Ring, 
The ..ug I faw upon his finger now, 
Straight after did I meete him with a Chaine, 
Aar. It may beſo, but I did never ſee it. 
Come Iailor, bring me where the Goldſmith is, 
I long to know the truth heereof at large. 


Enter Antipholis Sir acuſian with bis Rapier drawne, 
and Dromio Sirac. 


Lac. God for thy mercy,they are looſe againe. 
eAdr. And come withnaked twords, 
Let's call more helpe to have them bound againe. 


Reunene all ont. 
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ear. I know the man: what is the ſumme he owes? 


1 


Off. Away, they'l kill us 1 
Exennt omnes, 4s faft as may be,frighted, 

S. 4xut. I ſcetheſe Witches are affraid of ſwords. ©! 
S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran from 
yous * "_ſ 
Ant. Come to the Centaure, fetch our ſtuffe froy 
thence : "0 
Ilong that we were ſafe and ſound aboord. 


Dro, Faith ſtay heere this night, they will ſurely, 
us no harme : you ſaw they ſpake us faire, give usgalt; 
me thinkes they are ſuch a gentle Nation , that but{ 
the Mountaine of mad fleſh that claimes mariage of my 
I could finde in my heart to ſtay heere ſtill,and tuy 
Witch. | 

ent. Iwillnot ſtay to night for all the towne, 
Therefore away,to get our ſtuffe aboord, | 


\ 
— 


| Aftus Quintas, Scana Prima. : 


Enter the Merchant and the Goldſmith. 


| Gola. Iam ſorry Sir that I have hindred you, 


Bucl proteſt he had the Chaine of me, 

Though moſt diſhoneſtly he did denic it. 
Her. How is the man eltecem'd heere in the Cit 
Gold. Of very reverent reputation fir, | 

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd- 

Second to none that lives here in the Citie ; 

His word might bearemy wealthart any time. = 
Mer. Speake ſoftly, yonder as I thinke he walkes. 


Enter Antipholi and Dromio againe, | 

2 Gold, *Tis fo : and that ſelfe chaine avout his necks 
Which he forſwore (moſt monſtrouſly) to have. 
Good ir draw necre to me, Ile ſpeake to him : 
Signijor Antipholis, I wonder much 2 
That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 

And not without ſome ſcandall to your ſelfe, 

With circumſtance and oathes, ſo to denic 

This chaine, which now you weare ſo openly. 

Beſidethe charge, the ſhame,impriſonment, 

You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend, 

Who bur for ſtaying on our Controverlie, 

Had hoiſted faile, and put to ſea to day : 

This chaine you had of me, can you denic it? 
Ant. Ithinke I had, I never did deny it. 
Aer. Yes that you did fir, and forſwore it too. ' 
Ant. Who heard me todcnie it or forſweare it?: 

Her. Theſe cares of mine thou knowlt did hearghs 


| "lh s my 


Fie on thee wretch, 'tis pitty that thou liv't 
To walke where any honeſt menreſort. 

Ant. Thou art a Villaine to impeach me thus, 
Ile prove mine honor, and mine honeſty 
Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'ſt and : 

Her. I darcand do defie thee fora villaine. 


od! <= A dy dd 3 bed Ao ts het os a © 


They draw. Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtez.an,o othil 
Adv. Hold, hurt him not for God fakeghe is mad, + 
Some get within him , take his {word away : 
Binde Drom?too, and beare them to:my houſe. ; 
S. Dro. Runne maſter run,for Gods ſake take a houl 
This is ſome Priorie, in,or we are ſpoyl'd. | 


Exeunt tothe Pris 
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Enter Lady eAbbeſſe. 


Ad, To fetch my poore diſtrated husband hence, 
Let us come in, that we may binde him faſt, 
And beare him home for his recovery. : 

Gold. I knew he was not in his perfe&t wits. 

Mer. Iam ſorry now that I did draw os him: 

45. How long hath this poſſeſſion held rhe man? 

Adr. This weeke he hath beene heavy,ſower,ſad, 
And much much different from the man he was * 
Bat till this afternoone his paſſion 
Ne're brake into extremity of rage. 

46. Hath he nor loſt much wealth by wrackeat Sea, 
Buried ſome deare friend, hath not elſe his eye 
Strai'd bis affection inunlawkull love, 

A inne prevailing much in youthfull men, 
'Who give their cyes the liberty of gazing. 
| Which of theſe ſorrowes is he ſubject too ? 

Adr. Tonone of theſe except ir be the laſt, 
Namely,ſome love that drew him oft from home. 

Ab. You ſhould for that have reprehended him, 

6. T,but not rough enough. 

4d. As roughly as my modeſty would let me, 

Ab. Haply in private. 

e4. And in aſſemblies too, 

- Ab. I,but not enough. 

Ad. it was the cople of our conference. 
In bed he ſlept not for my urging it, 

At boord he fed not for my urging it : 
Alone,it was the ſubje of my Theame 2 
In company 1 often glanced it: 

tl did 1 tell him, it was vilde and bad, 

Ab. And thereot came it that the man was thad. 
The venomeclamours of a jealous woman, 

Poyfons more deadly then a mad dogs tooth. 
It ſcemes his fleepes were hindred by thy rayling, 
And thereof comes it rhat his head is light. 
Thou ſai'ſt his meate was ſawc'd with thy upbraidings, 
Vnquiet meales makes ill diſgeſtions, 
Thereof the raging fire of feaver bred, 
And what's a Feaver bur a fit of Madnefle ? 
Thy fayeit his ſports were hindred by thy brawles: 
Sweet recreation barr*d,vjhat dothenſne 
But muddy and dull melancholly, 
Kinſman to grim and comfortleſſe deſpaire, 
Andat her heelesa hage infectious troope 
of 2ay diſtemperatures,and foes to life ? 
Wh 17 food, in ſport,and life-preſerving reft 
I To be diſturb'd, would mad or man or beaſt : 
"WH The conſequence is then, thy jealous firs 
Have ſcar'd thy husband from the uſe of wits. 

Lac. She never reprehended him but mildely, 
When ne demean'd himſelfe rough, rude,and wildely. 
Why beare you theſe rebukes,and anſiver not? 

ea. She did betray meto my.owne reproofe, 
Good people enter and lay hold on him. 

. Ab. No,not acreatureentersin my houſe, 

Ad. Then let yourſervants bring my husband forth. 
4b. Neither: he tookethisplacefor ſanfuary, 
And it ſhall priviledge him from your hands, © 
Till F have broughe him'to his wits againe, 

Or loſe my labour in aſſaying it. © 
e4. Iwill attend my husband, be his-nurſe, 
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Abb. Be quiet people,wherefore throng you hither ? 
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| Diet his ſickneſſe, for it is my Otfice, 
And will have no Atturney but my felfe, 

| And therefore let me have him home with me. 

| 6, Bepatient,for I willnot let him Rirre, - 

Till l have ugd theapproved meanes I have, 

With wholſome firrups,drugges,and holy prayers 

To makeofhim a formall man againe : 

It isabranchand parcell of mine oath, 

A charitable dutic of my order, | 

Therefore deparr,and leave him here with me. _ 
Ad. I will not hence,and leave my husband heere : 

Andill itdoth beſceme your holinefſe | 

To ſeparate the husband and the wife, ; 
eb. Be quiet and depart,thou ſhalt not have him. 
Lxc. Complaine untothe Duke of this indignity. 
eAd. Come goe,l will fall proſtrate at hisfecr, 

And never riſe untill my teares and prayers 

Have won his Grace to come inperſon hither, _ .. 

Enter Merchant and Goldſmith. 

Aer. By this I thinke the Dyall pointsar five : 

Anon 1'me ſure the Duke himfelfe in perſon 

Comesthis way to the Melancholly vale ; 


; The place of depth,and ſorry execution, 


Behinde theditches of the Abbey here. 
Gold. Vpon what cauſe? | | 
Her, Tolee a reverent Siracyfian Merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this Bay 
Againſtthe Lawesand Statutes of this Towne, 
Bcheaded publikely for his offence. | 
Gold. See where they come,we will behold his death. 
Emer Adriana and Lucio. 
Lac, Kneeleto the Duke before he paſſe the Abbey. 


Enter the Duke of Epbeſwa, and the Merchant of Siracuſe, 
barchcaded,with the Headſ-man, and ether Officers, 


| 
| 


_ 
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Dake. Yet once againe proclaime it publikely, 
Ifany friend will pay the ſumme for him, 
He ſhall nordie ſo much wetender him. 
Enter Adriana. 
Aar. Tuſtice moſt facred Duke againſt the Abbeſle. 
Dake. She is avertuousand a reverend Lady, 
It cannot be that ſhe hath done thee wrong. 
. eAd.May itpleaſe your Grace,e Fxripbolis my husband. 
Whom I made Lord of me,and all 1 had, 
(At your impotent Letters)this illday, . 
A molt ontragious fit of madneſſe tooke him, 
That deſp'rately he hurricdthrough the ſtreer, 
With him his bondman.all as mad as he, 
Doing diſpleaſure tothe Citizens, 
By ruſhing in their houſes : bearing thence 
Rings,Tewels,any thing his rage did like. 
Once did I ger him bound,and ſent him home, 
Whil'ſtto take order forthe wrongs I went, 


} That here and there his fury had committed. 


Anon,I wot not,by what ſtrong eſcape . 

He broke from thoſe thar had the guard of him, 
And with his mad atrendant and kimſclfe, | 
Each one with irefull paſſion, withdrawne Swords 
Mer us againe,and madly benton us, 

Chac'd us away : till raifing of more aide, 


| We came againeto binde them : then they fled 


Into this Abbey, whither we purſu'd them, * 
And herethe Abbefle ſhars rhe gates on us, 
And will nor ſafferus ro ferch him ont, _ 
Nor ſend him forth,that we may beare him hence. 


Therefor '& 


And take perforcemy husband from the Abbefle. Exennt, 


a 


T he Comedy of Errors. 


Therefore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 


| Let him be brought forth,and borne hence for helpe- 


Duke. Long lincethy hasband ſerv'd me in my Warres, 
And I to thee ingag'd a Princes word, 

When thou did{t make him maſter of thy bed, 

To doe him all the grace and good I could. 

Goe ſome of you knocke ar the Abbey gate, 

And bid the Lady Abbefle come to me : 

I will determine this before I ſtirre. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 


Af. O Miſtriſſe, Miſtris,ſhift and fave your ſelfe, 
My Maſter and his man are both broke looſe, 
Beaten the Maides a-row,and bound the Doftor, 
Whoſe beard they have findg'd off with brands of fire, 
And ever as it blaz'd,they threw on him 

Great pailesof pudled myre ro quench the haire ; 

My M-.preaches patience to him,and the while 

His man with Sciſſors nickes him like a foole : | 
And ſure (unleſſe you ſend ſome other preſent helpe) 
Betweene them they will kill the Conjurere 

Ad. Peace foole,thy Maſter and his man are here; 
And that is falſe thou doſt report of us. 

7:6. Miſtris,upon my life Itell you true, 


{ I have not breath'd almoſt ſince I did ſee it. 


He cryesfor you,and yowes if he can take you, 
Toſcorch your face,and to disfigure you ; 
Cry within. o 
Harke,harke,T heare him Miſtris : flie, be gone. © 
Dzke. Come,ftand by me,feare nothing: guard with 
Halberds. "7 
Ad. Aymezit is my hasband : witnefle you, 
That he is borne about inviſible, _ 
Even nov we houl'd him in the Abbey here, +. 
And now hee's there,paſt thought of humane reaſon. 


Enter eAnipholia,and E.Dremio of Epheſus. 


E. Ant.Tuſtice moſt gracious Duke,oh grant mglyſtice, 
Even for the ſervice that long finceI did thee, > 
When I beſtrid thee in the warres,andtooke 
Deepe skarres to ſave thy life; even for the blood 
That then TI loſt for thee,now grant me Iuſtice. 

Aer. Fat. Vnleſſe the feare of death doth make mee 
dote,l ſee my ſonne eLntipholy and Drom, 

E.eAnt. Tuſtice (ſweet Prince) againſt that woman 
She whom thou gav'it ro meto be my wifez (there ; 
That hath abuſed and diſhonoured me, 

Evenin the ſtreh2th and height of injury : 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 5 

That ſhe thisday hath ſhamelcfle throwne on me. 
Dake. Diſcover how,and theu ſhalt finde me juſt. 

'E.2Ant. This day (great Duke ) ſhe ſhus the doores 
Ba 1. 1 - FN 
Whilſt the with Harlots feaſted in my houſe. . 

Puke. Apgricvous fault : ſay woman didſt thou ſo ? 
| e-4. No,my good Lord. My ſclfe,he,and my Siſter, 
To day did dine together ; ſobefallmy ſoule, 

As this is falſe he burthens me withall., — 
| Zuc.Neremay Ilooke on day,nor ſleepe on night, 
But ſhe telsto your Highneſle fmple truth. 

Gold, Operjur'd woman 1 They are-both forſworne, 

In this the Mad man juſtly chargeth them. 
E.eAnt. My Licge,I am adviſed what I fay, 

Neither diſturbed with the effe& of Wine, 

Nor heady-raſh provok'd with raging ire, 


j Albeitmy wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 


— 
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This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That Goldſmith there;were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witneſſe it : for he was with me then, 
Who parted with me to goe fetcha Chaine; 
Promiſing to bring ittothe Porpentine, 
Where Balthaſar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not comming thither, 
I went to ſeeke him. In the ſtreet I met him, 
And in hiscompany that Gentleman. . . 
There did this perjur'd Goldſmith {weare medowne, 
That Ithis day from him receiv'd the Chaine, . 
Which God he knowes, I ſaw not. For the which, 
Hedid arreſt me with an Officer. 
I did obey,and fent my Peſant home 
For certaine Duckets : he with none return'd. 
Then fairely I beſpoke the Officer 
To goein perſon with me to my houſe. | 
By'th'way,we met my wife, her ſiſter, and a rabble mar 
Of vilde Confederates : Along with them 8 
They brought one Pixch,a hungry leanc-fac'd Villaine; 
A meere Anatomy,a Mountebanke, 
Athred-bare Iugler,and a Fortune-teller, | 
A needy-hollow-ey'd-ſharpe-looking-wretch ; | 
A living dead man. Thispernicicus {lave, | 
Forſooth tooke on him as a Conjurer : 
And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulſe, 
And with no-face(as t'were)out-facing me, 
Cryes out,I waspoſſeſt. Then altogether 
=_ fell upon me,bound me ,bore me thence, 
Andin a darke and dankiſh vault athome | 
There left me and my man,both bound together, 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds aſunder, 
I gain d my freedome ; and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace, whom beicech 
To give me ample ſatisfaRion 
For theſe deepe ſhames,and great indignities- 
" Gold,My Lord,in trath,thus farre I witneſſe with hs 
That he din'd net at home,but was lock'd out. 
Dake.-But had he ſuch a Chaine of thee,or no? 
Gold. He had my Lord,and when be ran in here 
Theſe people faw the Chaine about his necke. 
Aer. Beſides, I will be ſworne thele cares of mine, 
Heard you confeſſe you had the Chaine of him, 
After you firſt forſwore iton the Mart, 
And thereupon Idrew my ſword on you : 
And then you fled intothis Abbey here, 
From whence I thinke you are cpme by miracle. 
E. Ant. I never came withintheſe Abbey wals, 
Nor ever didſt thou draw thy ſword on me : 
I never ſaw the Chaine,ſo helpe me heaven : 
-And this 1s falſe you burthen me withall. | 
Dake. Why what an intricate impeach is this ? 
Ithinke you all havedrunke of Circes Cup : 
If here you hous'd him,herc he would have been. 
If he were mad he would not pleade fo coldly : 
You lay he din'd at home, the Golgſmith here 
Denies that ſaying. Sirra,what ſay you ? 
E. Dro. Sir hee din'd with her there, at the Porge 
tine. 
Car, He did,andfrom my finger ſhatcht that Ring: 
E. Ant. Tistrue(my Liege) this Ring I had of het 
. Dake. Saw'(tthou himenter at the Abbey heere? - 
Curt. As ſure (my Leige)as I doe ſee your Graft. 
k Duke. Why this is ſtrange: Goe call the Abbeſſe 
cher. 130 
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I thinke you areall mated, or ſtarke made;- 
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.-+ Pit one to the eAbbeſſe. "© 


Fa. Moſt mighty Duke,vouchſafe me ſpeake a word: 
Haply I ſee afficnd will ſave my life, 

And pay the ſiumme chat may deliver me; 
Duke. Speake freely Syracuſan what thou wilt. 
Fath. Is notyour _ — PT Ay ? 

is not that your bondman'Dromo #7. = 
my .Dro, Within this hourel was his bondman ſir, 

'Buthe Ithanke him gnaw'd'iin twomy'cords, © 

Now am I Dromio,and his man,unbound--' 

Fath. Tam ſure both of you remember me. 

Dro; Our ſelves we doe remember fir by you : 
Forluecly we were bound as you are now's + --— //- 
You are not Pinches Patient,are you fir ? 

Father, Why looke you ſtrange on me? you know 
me well. EE» 

E, Ant, 1 never ſaw you in my life till now. 

Fa. Oh! gricfe hath chang'd me ſince youſaw melaſt, 
| And carefull honres withrtimies deformed hand, 

Have written ſtrange defcatures in my face ; 

But tell me yer,doſt thou not know my voyce? 

Ant. Neither» 

Fat. Dromio,nor thou. 

Dro, No truſt me far,nor I, 

Fat. Tam ſure thou dot ? 

E.Dromio. I fir,but I am ſure I doe not , and whatſo- | 
ever a man denies,you are now bound to beleeve him. 

Fat. Not know my voyce ! oh times extremity, , 
Haſt thou ſocrack'd and {plitted my poore tongue 
In ſeven ſhort yeares,that here my onely ſonne 
Knowes not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In ſap-conſuming Winters drizled ſnow, 

] Andall the Conduitsof my blood froze up : 

Yet hath my night of life ſome memorte : 

My waſting ſempes ſome fading glimmer left ; 

My dull deafe cares a little ute to heare; 

All theſe old witneſſes, I cannot erre, 

Tell megthouart my ſonne e-Autephotis. 

Ant. 1 never ſaw my Father in my life, 

Fs, But ſeven yeares ſince,in Syacuſ@Boy, . 
Thou know'ſt we parted,but perhaps my; fonne, 
Thou ſham'ſt to acknowledge me in miſery. RS 

eAat. The Duke,and all that know mein tbe City," 

Can witneſle with me that itis not ſo. 2s 

| I ne*re ſaw Siracuſa in my life, 

Dake. Ltellchee $ tracuſan,tu enty yeares 
Have been Patron to Artiphols, 

During whichtime he ne're ſaw Syracsſa : 

I ſee thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


wy 
dw 4 
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Enter the Abbeſſewith Antipholi Siracuſan, 


and Dromis Sir. 


Abveſſe. Moſk mighty Dake, behold a man much 
wrong'd, | 
All gather to ſve them, 

eAdr. Tee two husbands,or mineeyesdeceive me. 

Duke. One of theſe men is genims to the other : 
| And fo of theſe, which is the naturall man, 
And which the ſpirit 2 Who deciphers them ? 

S. Dromio.I Sir am Dromio,command him away. 

E. Dre. I Sir am Drozw,pray let me ſtay. 

S. Ant. Fgeon artthou not ? or elſe his ghoſt. 


| And gainea husband by his liberty :- © 


/ | Theſe aretheParentst6theſechildren,”* 
i} | Whichaccideritally ate mgtitogether;022 7 20S 


, 5. Drew. Oh my oldMaſtet', who hath bound hitn 
Reere? .-. 2 5299BGT =: pact . | 


Abb. Whoevet botitid him,I will looſe hisbonds, | 


- 


Speake old Eyeon,if that? beeſt the mart” 
That had'ſt a wife once ealfd Zmitia, ©, | 
Thar bore thee ata burthen two faire fotmes®? 
Ohif thou bee'it the ſame Zpron,fpcake':' 
And ſpeake untothe fame £miie; i” | 
Deke. Why heere begins bis Morning ory right : | 
Theſe two' Antiphols;thieſe'two to like? ©» 
Andthoſe two Dromie's;otie irs ſemblance : 
Beſides her wfging of her wracke ar ſea, 5 


Far. If Idreame not/thoirart AEmitis,-  * 
If thou art ſhe,tell me, where is that ſonne 
That floated with thee onthe farall rafte. 
Abb. By men of Epidamium,he,and T, 
And the twin Dromso,all were taken up ; 
But by and by,rude Fiſhermen of Corinth 
By force tooke Dromio,and my ſonne from thew, 
And me they left with thoſe of Epideminm, 
What then became of them, I cannot tell : 
Ito this fortune that you ſee me in. 
Duke. eAntiphols thou cam'ſt from (orinth firſts 
S$.Ant, Nofir,not I,I came from Siracs/7. 
Duke. Stay ſtand apart;T know not which is which. 
E. Avt. I came from Corinth my moſt gracious Lord, | 
E.Dro. And I with him. 
E. Ant. Broughtto this Towne by that moſt famous 
Warriour, 
Duke Menaphon,your moft renowncd Vncle. 
Adr. Which of yourwo did dine with me to day ? 
S$. Am, I,gentle Miftris, 
Aar, And are not you my husband ? 
Ee Fnt, No,I ſay nay to that. 
S. Am.” And fo doe],yet did ſhe call meſo : 
And this faire Gentlewoman here 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
I hope I ſhall have leiſure tomake good, 
If this be not adreameI ſee and heare. 
Goldſmith. Thiat is the Chaine fir , which you had of | 
S. Ant. Tthinke it be fir, I deny it not. 
E, Ant. Andyou fir for this Chaine arreſted me. 
Gold. - Ithinke I did fir,I deny itnort. 
Adr. I ſent you money fir to be your baile | 
By Dromio,but 1 thinke he brought it not: 
E.Dro, No,none by me. 
S, Aut. This purſe of Duckets I recciv'd from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 
I ſee wee ſtill did meeteach others man, 
And I was tane for him,and he for me, 
Andthereupon theſeerrors arc aroſe, 
E. Ant. Theſe Duckets pawnelI for my Father here. 
Dake. It ſhall not need,thy father hath his life, 
Car, Sir I muſt have that Diamond from you. 
E. 4nt. Thete take it,and much thankes for my good | 
checere. 
£4bb. Renowned Duke, vouchſafe to take the paines 
To goe withus into'the Abbey.here, 
And heare at large difcour{ecd all our fortunes , 
And allthatareaſſembled in this place : | 
That by this ſimpathized one dayeserror, 
Have ſuffered wrong. us Company. 


And 
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"The Gmetf Emer. 
Foe we allmakefull (atisfaRtion. ; Come,goe withus,we'll looketo that anon, 
Feb three yeares have I beene gone in malt - Embrace thy brother there,rejoyce with him. 
ſonnes,and till this preſent houre * $.Dro, Thereis afar lend a at your Maſters houſe, 
_y 0s ES are delivered ;. That kitchin'd me for yeuroday at dinner ; 
The Duke my husband,and mychildren both, - She now ſhall be my fiſtergnot my wite. 


And you the Kalenpers of thexx Nativity, 
Goe to a Goſlips feaſt, and goe with me, 
After ſolong Nativity 
Date. W1 $f y heart, Ie Goflip at this feaſt 


Exenunt ones, CHManet the two Dromic's and 
. two Brothers. 
S.Dro. Maſt. ſhall I fetch. your tuffe from ſhipboord? 
E. 4», Dromio,what ſtuffe of, mine haſtthou imbark'd. 
S.Dre.Your goods that lay at hol fir in the Centaur. 
S.eAnt. He iprakes to fot am your Maſter Droms. 


*- jt 3 44 


E.D. Me thinkes you-are my glaſſe, and not my bro. 
I ſce by you,I am a ſweet fac'd youth, | (ther ; 
Will you walke into ſec their Gollipping ? 

S.Dro, Not I fir, youaremyElder. 

E,Dre. That's a queſtion,how ſhall I cry it, 

$.Dro. Wee ll 5 as Curs for the Signior , till then, 


1 leade thou firſt. 


E.Dro, Nay then thus: 
We came into the world like brother and brother : 
And now let's goe hand in hand,not one before another, 


E xenm, 


—— — 


Exn, | 
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Much adocabourN othing. 


eAttus Primus, Scena Prima, 


DA 
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| Enter Leonato Governour of Meſſina, Innogen his wife, Hero Meſ, Anda good ſouldier too Lady. 


ha daughter,and Beatrice his N_cece,with a Meſſenger. . A a good {ouldicr to a Lady.But what is he to a 
, ord ? | 
Leonato. Meſ. ALordtoa Lord, a Man toa Man, ſtuft withall 
Learne in this Lerrer, that Dos Peter of Arragon | honourable vertues, | 
comes this might to Meſſina. Beat, Itis ſo indeed, he is no lefle thena ſtuft man: but 
Meſſ. He 1s very neere by this : he was not | for the ſtuifing well, we areall morrall. -4.3 
three Leagues off when Ileft him. | Leon. You mult not (fir) miſtake my Neece, there is a 
Leos, How many Gentlemen have you loſt in this | Kinde of merry War betwixt Signior Benedicke and her : 
ation ? they never meet , but there's a skirmiſh of witbetweene 
CMeſ: Bur few of any ſort,and none of name. them, | 


Leon. A victory is twice it ſelfe , when the atchiever Bea. Alas,he gets nothing by that. In our laſt con- 
brings home full numbers : T find heere , that Do» Petey | fli,foure of his five wits went halting'of,and now is the 
hath beſtowed much honour on a yong Florentine , called | whole man govern'd with one : ſo that' if hee have wit 
Clardio, enough to keepe himfelfe warme , let him beare it for a 

Meſ. Much deferv'd on his part, and equally remem- | difference berweene himſelte and his horſe : For it is all 
bred by Don on or bath borne himſclte beyond the | the wealth that he hath left , to be knowne a reaſonable 
promite of his age, doing in the figure of a-Lambe , the | creature. Whois his Companion now ? He hath every 
teates of a Lyon, he hath indeed better bettred expeRati® | montha new ſworne brother. 


—— 


on,than you mult expe&t of me to tell you how. Atefſ. TI'st poſſible ? 
- Zea. He hathan Vnckle here in CMHeſſina, will be very | Bear. Yery cafily poſſible: he weares his faith but as the 
much glad of 1t. faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next blocke. 
Aſ. Thavealready delivered him Letters, and there | Aef. I ſee ( Lady ) the Gentleman is not in your 
appearcs much joy in him , evenſo much that joy could | bookes. 
not ſhew it ſeite modeſt enough, without a badge of bit- | Bear. No, and he were, I would burne my ſtudy. Bur 
terneſſe. I pray you who is his companion ? Is there no young 
Leo. Did he breake out into teares ? {quarer now,that will make a voyage with him to the Di- 
Mef. In great mcaſure. vell? 
Lee. A kinde overflow of kindeneſſe : there are no fa- z Adeſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
ces truer,then thoſe that are ſo waſh'd, how much better | Clandio. 
1s it to weepeat joy,then to joy at weeping ? | Beat, O Lord,he will hang upon him like a diſcaſe: he 
| Bea, I pray you, is Signior Adountanto return'd from | isſooner caught then the Pelſtilence , and the taker runnes 
the warres,or no ? preſently madde. God helpethe noble Claxdto, if he have 
ef. 1 know none of that name, Lady, there was none | caught the Bexedicke, it will coſt him a thoutand pound 
ſuch inthe Army of any ſort. ere it becur'd, 
Leo, .Whar is hethat you aske for Neece ? ef, I will hold friends with you Lady. 
Hero, My Coutin meanes Signior Beneaicke of Padua. Beat. Doe good friend. 
CMef. O he's return'd, andas pleaſant asever he was. Leo. You'llne're run mad Neece. 


Beat He ſct up his bils heere m Meſſina,and challeng'd Bea. No,not till a hot January. 
Cupid at the Flight : and my Vncles foole reading the eſe Don Pedro isapproach'd. 
Challenge, ſubſcrid'd for Cupid, and Challeng'd him at 


the Burbolt. Ipray you, how many hath hee Kkill'd and Enter Don Pedro,(laudio,Benediche Balthazar, 
eaten intheſe warres? But how many hath he kili'd ? for ard Iohn the baſtard, 
indeed, I promis'd to cate all of his killing. Pedro. Good Signior Leonaro , you are come to meete 
Leoz, *Faith Neece, you taxe Signior Benedicke too | your trouble : the faſhion ofthe world is to avoyd colt, 
much, but heell be meet with you,1 doubt it not. and you encounter It. : 
ef. He hath done good ſervice Lady inthoſe wars. Leon, Never came trouble to my houſe in the likenefle 


Mef. You had muſty victuall , and hee harh holpeto | of your Grace: for trouble being gone,comfort ſhould re- 
cate it: hee'sa very valiant Trencher-man , hee hathan | maine : but when you depart from me , ſorrow abides, 


excellent ſtomacke. and happineſle takes his leave. 
| ; | I 3 P efro. 
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Fedro. You imbrace your charge more willingly : 1 
thinke thisis your daughter. > Ip 
Leo, Her mother harch many times told meſo. 
Ben. Were you in doubt that youaskt here © 
Leo. Signior Benedickez mo, for | then were-you 2 


| childe. | 


Pedre. Yon have it full Benedicke, wee may gheſſe by 
this,what you are, being a man , truely the Lady fathers 
wk ſelfe : be happy Lady, for you are like an honourable 

Er. | 

Ben. If Signior Leowato be her Father, ſhee would not 
have his head on her ſhoulders for all Meſivvs,as like him 
as ſhe 1s. 

Bear. T wonder that you will ill be talking , Signior 
Benedicke,no body markes you. | 

Ben. What my deare Lady Diſdaine! are you yet li- 
ving ? | | bn” 

Beat. Is it poſſible Diſdaine ſhould die,while ſhee hath 
ſuch meet food to feed it , as Sienior Benedicke ? Courte- 
fie itſelfe muſt convert to Diſdaine, if you come in her 
preſence. . 
Bene. Then is Courteſie a turne-coat , but it 1s cer- 
taine Iam loved of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and 
I would I could finde in my heart that I had not a hard 
heart,for truely I love none. | 

Beat. Adcere happineſſe to women, they would elſe 
have beene troubled with a pernicious Sntor , I thanke 
God and my cold blood, lam of your humour for that, I 
had rather heare my Dog barke at a Crow; then a man 
{ſweare heloves me, | 


ſoſome Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a Predeſtinate 
ſcratcht face. . ; {- 
Beat. Scratching could not make it worſe, and 'twere 
ſucha faceas yours were. _ = 
Bez, Well,youare a rare Parrat-teacher. 
Beat. A Bird of my tongue , isbetter then a beaſt of 
Ours. | 
f Ber. I would my horſe had the ſpeed of your tongue, 
and ſo good a continuer, but keepe your way a Gods 
name;I have done. | 
Beat. You alwayesend with a Tades tricke , I know 
you of old. 7 ; 
Pedro, This is the ſumme of all : Leonato, Signior ( lau- 
dio, and Signior Benedicke ; my deare friend Leonato , hath 
invited you all, I tell him we ſhall ſtay here, atthelcaſt 
a moneth ,and he heartily prayes ſome occaſion may de- 
taine us longer : I dare {weare hee is no hypocrite, but 
prayes from his lieart. LY: | 
Leon. If you ſweare, my Lord, you ſhall not bee for- 
ſxorne, let me bid you welcome , my Lord , being re- 
conciled to the Prince your brother : I owe you all 
dutie. | 
Tobs. I thanke you, Iam not of many words, butT 
thanke you. "7 
Leon: Pleaſe it your GraceTeade on? Ts 
Pedro, Your hand Legnato,we will goe together. 


Exenut. Janet Benedicke and Clanats. 
Clan, Benedicke,didſt thou note the daughter of Signi- 
or keonato ? 


Ben. I noted her not,but1 lookr on her. 

Clas. Is ſhe not a modeſt yong Ladie ? RO Hes 

Ben. Doe you queſtion me as an honeſt man ſhould 
doe,for my ſimple true judgement ? or would you have 
meſpeake after my cultome;as being a profeſſed tyrant to 
their ſexe? 


I 


Ben. God keepe: your Ladiſhip ill in that minde, | 


. Ben. Why yfaith methinkes ſhee's too low for a h#þ | 


tell us Cupid is a good Hare- 


| 


that were ſheother than ſhe is, ſhee were unhandſome, 


a, 


Clay, No,1 prethee ſpeake in ſober judgement. 


praiſe, too browne for a faire praiſe , and tov little for a' 
great praiſe,ohely this commiengation I tan affoord her, | 


andþeing no other butas ſheis,I doe not like her. 

Car. Thouthink'ſt I am in ſport, I pray thee tell meg 

_ _ _ —_— - 
en. yout that you cnquicr after her? 

Clas. Can the world buy ſach 4 lewell ? 

Zen, Yea,and a caſe to put it into, but ſpeake you this 
witha ſad brow ? Or doe you play the flowring Iacke,g 
er, and Vulcan a rave 

ter : Come,in what Key ſhall a man take you to 
goe 1n the ſong? | 
_ Cen, In mine eye,the is the ſweeteſt Ladic that ever] 
lookt ONs, | 

Zen, I canſee yet without Spectacles, and I ſee no 
ſuch matter ; therg's her Coſin, and ſhe were not poſleſt 
with a fury , exceedes her as much in beautie,as the firſt 
of May doth the laſt of December : but 1 hope you have | 
no intent to turne husband, have you? | 
_ Clan, I would ſcarce trult my ſelfe, though I had 
ſwornethe contrary,if Hero would be my wife. 

Sew, Iſt come tothis? in faith hath not the world one 
man but he will weare his cap with ſuſpition ? ſhall I nes 
ver ſee a Batchellor of threeſcore againe ? goe to yfaith, 
and thou wilt needes thruſt thy necke intoa yoke , weare 
the print of itzand ſigh away ſundayes : looke Don Peari 
1s returned to ſeeke you. 


Enter Don Pedro, Tohn the Baſtard. 


Pear. What ſecret hath held you here , that you fol- 
lowed not to Leonatoes ? 

_— I would your Grace would conſtraine mee to 
tell. | 

Pedro, I charge thee on thy allegeance. 

Ben. You heare, Connt. Ci4nato, 1 can be ſecret as a 
dumbe man, I would have youthinke ſo ( but on my al 
leageance, marke you this, on my allegeance ) hee is in 
love, With whom ? nowthat is your Graces part : marke 
how ſhort his anſwer is, with Hero, Leonators ſhort 
daughter. 

Clas, If this were ſo,ſowere it uttred. 

' Ben. Like theold Tale,my Lord, ic is not ſo, nor 'twas 
not ſo ; but indeed,God forbid it ſhould be ſo. 
_ (lax. If my paſſion change not ſhortly, God forbidit 
ſhould beotherwiſe. | 
' Pedre. Amen,if you love her,for the Lady is very well 
worthy, | | 

(an. Youſpeake this tofetch me in,my Lord. 

Fearo. By my troth I ſpeake my thought. 

Clax, And in faith, my Lord;l ſpoke mine. 

Ben. Andby my two faiths and troths, my Lord, I 
ſpeake mine. . | 

Clan. That I love her,l feele; 

Fed. That ſhe is worthy,I know: 

Bes. That I neither feele how ſhee ſhould bee lo 
ved, nor know how ſhe ſhould be worthy , is the | 
opinionthat fire cannot melt out of me,I wildic in itattht 
ſtake. | 

Fed. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Heretique in the de- 
ſpight of Beauty. | 

| Claus, And never could maintaine hispart , but in the 
force of his wall. | 
Zen, That 


= 
w—_ 


- 


Much adoe about Nothing. 


— 
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Bene. Thata woman conceived me,l thanke by : _ 
ſhe brought me up, I likewiſe give her _ umble 
thankes : bitthat I will have a rechate winded .— = 
| forchcad, or hang my bagleinan invitible baldricke, - 

women ſhall os me : becauſe I will not doe _ the 

wrongto miſtruſt any; I will doe my ſelfe the right to 

truſt none: and the A for the which I may goe the 
) I will live a Batcacuor . FD 

RR ky 7 ſhall ſcether ere I dye; looke pale with love. 

Bee, Withanger; with fickeneſle, or with hunger, 
my lord, not withlove': prove that ever I looſe more 
blood with love, then I will get againe with drinking, 

ce out mine eyes with a Ballet-nakers penne, and 

me up atthe doore of a brothel-houſe for the ſigne 
id. ET. 
TR = iFever thou dooſt fall from this faith, 
| vea notable argument: SD 
wy reg he hang me ing bottle like a Cat,and ſhoot 
at me, and hethar hit's me ,let him be clapt on ther ſhoul- 
,and cal'd Adam. > 
—_ 'Well, as time ſhall try: In time the ſavage 
are the yoake, 
Pe ny bull may, but if ever the ſenſible 
Benedicke beare it, plucke off rhe bulles hornes, and ſet 
them in my forchead , and let me be vildely painted,and 
in ſuch great Letters as they write, heerc is good horſe 
to hire ; let them _— under my ſigne, here you may 
ce Benedicke the married man. 

_— = ſhould ever happen, thou wouldſt bee 

horne mad. gs 

Pedro, Nay, if Cupid have not ſpent all his Quiverin 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this ſhortly. 

Bee, Tlooke for an carth quake too then. - 

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the houres, in 
the meane time, good Signior Benedicke, repaireto Lee- 
»atoes, commend meto him, and tellhim I will not faile 
him at ſupper, for indeed he hath made great preparati- 
ON. 

Bene, Thavealmoſt matter enough in me for ſuch an 
Embaſlage, and ſo I commit you. ; 
Clax. Tothe tuition of God, From my houſe, if I had 


| its 
Pedro, The ſixt of In/y. Your loving friend,Benedicke. 
Bene, Nay mockenot, mocke not ; the body of your 
diſcourſe is ſometime guarded with tragments, and the 
guardes are but ſlightly baſted on neither, ere you flout 
old cndsany further, examine your conſcience, and ſo I 
| leave you. Ex. 
L My Leige, your Highneffe now may doe mee 
00d. 
Pedro. My love is thine to teach; teach ir but how, 
And thou ſhaltſee how apt it isto learne 
Any hard Leſſon that may doe thee good. 
Clax. Hath Leonato any ſonne wy lord? 
Fears. No child but Hero, ſhe's his onely heire. 
Doſt thou affet her Clawdio ? 
Clas, O my lord, | 
When you went onward an this ended ation, 
I look'd upon her witha ſouldierseye, 
| That lik'd, but had a rougher take in hand, 
Thanto drive liking to the name of love : 
But now T am return'd, and that warre-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant : in their roomes, 
me thronging ſoft and delicare deſires, 
Allprompting me how faire yong Herois, | 
| Saying I lik'd hex ere'1 went to warres. 


mms. 


| 


_—_ 


. The faireſt grant is therieceſſity ; 
| Looke what will ſerve.,is fit : *tis once, tho loyeſt; 


ently, 
words : 
If thou doſtlove faire Hero; cheriſh it; —- 
And I will breake with her : waſtnot to this end, 
Thar thov beganſt ro twiſt ſo fine a ſtory ? F 
Clas, How ſweetly doe you miniſter to loye,” 
Thar know loves griefe by his complexion 1 * 
| Butleft my liking might too ſodaine ſeeme, 
I would have falu'd it with a longer treatiſe. 
. Pedro, Whatneed the bridgemuch broder ho m__ 
? 


_—_— 
— 


. Pears. Thou wilt be like alover 
And tire the hearer with a booke 


And I will fit thee with the remedy, 

I know we ſhall have revelling to night, 

I willaſſume thy partin ſome diſguile; 

And tell faire Hero Iam Clandio, 

And in her boſome Ileunclaſpe my heart, 

And take her hearing priſoner with rhe force 

And ſtrong incounter of my amorous tale ; 

Then after, to her father will I breake, 

And the concluſion is, ſhe ſhall bethine, 

In practiſe let us put it preſently. Exeunt. 
Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato. 

Leo. How now brother, where is my coſen your ſon :; 
hath he provided this muſicke ? 

O14. He is very buſie about ir, but brother, I cantell 
you newes that you yet dreamtnot of. 

Lo. Arethey good? 

Ola. Asthe event ſtampesthem, but they have a good 
cover : they ſhew well outward: the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking in athicke pleached alley inmy orchard, 
were thus over-heard by a man of mine : the Prince dif 
Covered to Claxdiothat he loved my neece your daugh- 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance, 
and if he found her accordant, he meant to take the 
p_ tune bythe top, and inſtantly breake with you 
of it, 

Zeo. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ? 
O14. A good ſharpe fellow, 1 will ſend for him, and 
queſtion him your {clfe. 

Leo, No, no : we will hold itasa dreame,till it appeare 
it ſclfe : but I will acquaint my daughter wichall,that ſhe 
may be the better prepared for anſwer, if peradyenture 
this betrue : goe you and tell her of it : coſins, yon know 
what you have to doe, O I cry you mercy friend, goe 
you with me and I willuſe your skill, good colin have 
acarethis buſie time. Exennt. 

Enter Sir John the Baſtard, and ( owade bis companion. 
| Con. Whatthe good yeere my Lord, why are youthus 
out of meaſure fad ? | 

Tobn. There isno meaſurt in the occafionrhat breeds, 
therefore the ſadneſſe is without lintit. 

{. You ſhould hearercaſon. 

los, And when | have heard ir, what blcfling brin- 
geth it? 


Con, If nota preſent remedy; yer a patient ſufferance. | 


Toh. I wonder thatthou (beingas thou ſaiſt thou art, 
borne under Sarwrx:) goelt aboutto apply a mortall me- 
dicine, toatmortifying miſcheife : I cannot hide what I 
am : Imuſtbe fad when I have cauſe, and ſmile at no 
mans jeſts; eate when I have ſtomacke, and wait for no 
mans lciſure ; ſleepe when I am drowſie; and tend on no 
mans buſineſſe;laugh when I am merry, and claw no man 
in his humour, XS. 

{n. Yea; but youmuſt riot make the fulll ſhow of this 
till you may doe it without controllment, you have of 


PR_ 


—_ 


| 
| 
| 


f 
: 


late 


.. 


| 
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eMuchadoeabout Nothing, 


late ſtood ont againſt your brother, and he hath tane | 


you newly into his grace, where it is impoſſible you 
ſhouldtake root, but by the faire weather that you make 
your {eif&it is needfullrhat you frame the ſeaſonfor your 
owne lzrvelt. ; v4 

lob. T h:d rather bea canker in a hedge, then a roſe 
in his grace. andit better firsmy bloud to be diſdain'd of 
all, rhen rof\ſhiona carriage torob love from any:in this 
(chough I cannot be (aid to be a flattering honeſt man) 
iT mutt not be denyed bur { amaplaine dealing villaine, I 


theretore I have decreed, nor to ſing in my cage : if Thad 
my wouth, I would bite z if { had my liberty, I would do 
my liking : in the mcanetime, ler me be that T am, and 
{ceke not to alter me. 

({9n. Can you makeno uſe of your diſcontent ? 

obs. i will make all uſe of ir, for I uſe it onely. 
Who comes hcere ? what newes Borachio. 


Enter Borachio. 


your brother is royally entertained by Leonaro, andT can 
give you intelligence of an intended marriage. —@ 

fohn. Will it ſerve for any Modell to build miſcheife 
on? What is he for a foole that betrothes himſeifeto un- 
quictnefle ? 

Bor, Marcv itis your brothers right hand. 

ſobn. W ho, the moſt exquifite Clawaio? 

Bor, Even he. 

lob: A rroper ſquier,and who, and who, which way 
lookes he ? 

Bor, Marry on Hero, the daughter and Heire of Leo- 
vato. 

loha. A very forward March-chicke, how come you 
to this ? | 

Bor, Being entertain'd for a perfumer, asI was ſmoa- 
king a muſty roome, comes me the Prince and Clayabo, 
hand in hand in fad conference : I whipt behind the Ar- 
ras, and there heard it agreed upon;that the Prince ſHould 


her to Count (larnd:s. 

Tohn. Come, come, letus thither,this may prove food 
to my diſpleaſure, that young ſtart-up hath all the glory 
of my overthrow : if i cancrofſe him any way, I blefle 
my ſelfe every way; you are both ſure, and will aſliſt 
me ? 

{orr. To the death my Lord. 

lohn, Let us to the great ſupper, their cheere is the 
greater that I am ſubdued, would the Cooke were of my 
mind : ſhajl we goe prove what's to be done ? 

Bor. We'll wait upon vour lordſhip. 

E xennt. 


Atlus Shchendas, 


—— 


tr a 


| E ner Leonato, his brother, his wife, Hero his daughter, and 
Beatrice his neece, anda kinſman. 


Teona. Was not Count Joh: here at ſupper ? 

Bret. I ſaw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, 
ſee him, but I am heart-burn'd an houre after. 

Hero, He is of a very melancholy diſpolition. 


amrruited with a muſlell, and enfranchiſde with a clog, 


Ber. I came yonder from a great ſupper, the Prince . 


I never can | 


| 
| 


wooe Hero tor hinz:{clfe, and having obtained'd her,give | 


| 


— 


| 


Beat. He wereanexcellent manthat were made juſt in | 
the mid-way betweene him and Benedicke, the one 15 too | 
like an image and fayes nothing, and the other too like | 

! 


my Laates eldeſt ſonne, evermore tatling. 


Leon. Then halfe Signior Bevedickes rongue in Count | 
Tehns mouth, and halfe Count Tohns melancholy: in Sig- | 


nior Beneaickes fACCrnnmm—_— . £ 


Beat, Withagood legge, anda good footunckle, and 
money enoughin hispurſe, ſucha man would winne any | 


woman inthe world, if he could get her good will. 


Leon. By my troth Neece, thou-wilt never get theea | 


husband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue. 

Brot. Infaith ſhe's too curſt. . 

Beat. Too curft is more then curſt, I ſhall leſſen Gods 
ſending that way : for it 1s ſaid, God ſeads a carſt Coy 
ſhort hornes, but to a Cow toocurſt he ſends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curſt, God will fend you ng 
hornes. 

Beat. luſt; if he ſend me no husband, for the which 
blefling, Iam athim upon my knees every moraing and 
evening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his tace, I had rather lye inthe woollen. 

Soni You may light upon a husband that hath nv 
card. 

Beat, What ſhould I doe with him? drefſe him in 


my apparell, and make him my waiting gentlewoman? he | 


that hath a beard, 1s more thena youth : and he that hath 
no beard, isleflethen a man :; and he that is more thena 
youth, 1s not for me : and he that islefle then aman,l am 
not for him : therefore I willeven take (ixepence in ear- 
neſt of the Berrord, and leade his Apes into hell. 

Leon, Well then, goc you into hell. | 

Beas. No, but tothe gate, and there will the Devill 
meete me like an old Cuckold with hornes on his head, 
and ſay, get youto heaven Beatrice, get you to heaven, 
heere's no place for you maids, ſo deliver I up my Apes, 
and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens, he ſhewes me 
where the Batchellers (ir, and there live we as merry as 
the day is long. 322 

Brot, Well neece, Itruſt you will be rul'd by your fa 
ther. 

Beat. Yes faith, it is my coſens duty to make curt- 
fie, and {ay, as itpleaſe you: bur yettor all thar coſin,tet 
him be a handſome fellow, of cl{e make an other curthie, 


| and ſay, father, as it pleaſes me. 


Leox. Well neece,l hope to ſee you one day fitted with 
a husband, 

Beat, Not till God make men of ſome other metrall 
thenearth, ' wouid it not grieve a womanto be. overma- 
ſtred witha peece of valiant duſt? tomake account of 
her life to a clod of wayward marle? no uncle, ile none : 
Adams ſonnes ate my brethren, and truly I hold it a finne 
to match in my kinred, 

Leon. Daughterz, remember what. I told you, if the 
Prince doe ſolicit you in that kind; you know your at- 
ers - | 

Beat. The fault will be in the muſicke coſin, if you 
be not wood in good time : if the Prince be too impor- 
tant, tell him there is meaſure in every thing, and ſo dance 
out the anſwer, for heare me Hero, wooing, wedding,and 
repenting, is asa Scotch jigge, a meaſure, and a cinque- 


pace : the firſt ſuite is hotand haſty like a Scotch Jigge | 
elt, 


(and full as fantafticall) the wedding mannerly mod 
(as a meaſare)ful of ftateand aunchentry,and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legs fails into the cinque- 


pace faſter and faſter, till he ſinkes into his grave. 
Leond, 


ow 


os awe is 8 #Sw aww JV. 


| 
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 eMuchadoeabout Nothing, 


by daylight. : 
cd he revellers are cntring brother, make good 
rooMe. 


Enter Prince, Pedro,( laudio,and Benedithe, and Balthazar, 
or dumbe lohn, Makers with a drum. ; 
Pedro. Lady, will yon walke about with your friend ? 
Hero. Soyou walke ſoftly, and looke ſweetly, and ſay 

nothing, 1am yours for the walke, and eſpecially when I 

walke away - 

Pedro, With me1n your company, 

Here. T may ſay fo when I pleaſe. 

Pedro. And when pleaſc you to ſay fo ? 

Hero. When I like your fayour, for God defend the 

Lute hould be like the caſe. EE 
Pedro. My viſor is Philemons roofe, within the houſe 

islove. 

Hero. Why then your viſor ſhould be thatcht, 

Pedro, Speake low if you ſpeake Love. 

Bene, Well, I would you did like me. 

Mar. So would not I for your owne fake, for T have 
many ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one ? 

Mar. I ſay my prayers aloud. : 

Bee. love you he better,the hearers may cry Amen. 

Ma. God match me with a good dancer. 

Batt, Amen, 

Mar. And God keepe himout of my ſight when the 


1 dance is done : anſwer Clarke. 


Bal. No more words, the Clarke is anſwered. 

F:/nla. Tknow you well cnough, you are Sigmior #- 
100. 

Aanth. Ataword,T am not. | 

Prſula, T know you by the wagling of your head. 

Anth. Toteil you true, I counterfet him. 

V+ſ#. You could never doe him ſoill well, unleſſe you 
were the very man : here's hisdry hand up and downe, 
youare he, you are he. 

efatho. Ara wordTam not. 

Vrſala. Come, come, doe you thinkeT doe not know 
you by your excelient wit ? can vertue hide it felfe ? goe 
to, SY you arc he, graces will appeare, and there's 
an ENds 

Beat. Will you nottell me whotold you ſo? 

Bene, No, you ſhallpardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you tell me who youare ? 

Bene, Not now. 

Beat, Thar T was diſdainefull, andthat T had my good 
witoutof the hundred merry tales: well, this was Signi- 
or Benedicke that ſaid ſo. | 

Bene. What's he? 

I am ſure you know him well enoagh. 

Bene. Not I, beleve me. _ 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 

Bene, I pray you what is he ? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes jeaſter, a very dull foole, 
| onely his gift is, in deuiſing impoſſible flanders, none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 
notin his wit, but in his villany, for hee both pleaſerh 
men and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beat him;TLamſureheis in the Fleet, I would he had 
boorded me. 

Bene, When] know the Gentleman, Ile tell him what 
you ſay. 


<—_ 
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; " Taoms, Cofin you apprebend paſſing ſhrewdly. _ Beat. Doe,doe, heel but breake a compariſon or two 
Brathice. Thavea good eye unckle,I can ſee a Chnrch | on me, whichperadventure (not market, or not laugh'd 


at) ſtrikes him into melancholly, andthen there'sa Par- 
tridge wingfaved, for the foole willeate no ſupper thar 
night. WeThuſt follow the Leaders. 

Bene, Incverygood thing. 

Bea. Nay, if they leade to any ill, I will leave them at 


the next turning. Exemnt, 
Mmſicke for the dance. 

Tohn, Sure my brother ts amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawne her father to breake with him abour it : the 
Ladies follow her, and but one viſor remaines. 

Bora, Andthatis (audio, I know him by his bea- 
ring. 

Hohn. Are not you fignior Bexedicke ? 

(as. You know me well, I am he. 

John. Signior, you are very ncere my brother in his 
love, he is cnamor'd on Here, I pray you difſwade him 
from her, ſhe is no equall for his birth : you may doethe 
part of an.honeſt man in it, 

(tas. How know you he loves her ? 

Tby. I heard him fwearc his affections 

Bora. So did I t00,and he ſwore he would marry her 
to night. | 

| Tobn. Come, let us to the banquet. Exit. maner. Clan, 

(!av. Thusaniwer I in name of Benedicke, 

But hearetheſe ill newes with the cares of Clandzo : 

'Tiscertaine fo, the Prince wooes for himſclte : 

Friendſhip 1s conſtant in all other things, 

Save in the Once and affairesof love ; 

Therefore all hearts in love uſe their owne tongues, 

Let every eye negotiate for it ſclfe, 

And truſt no Agent : for beauty isa witch, 

Againſt whoſe charmes, faith melteth into blood : 

This isan accident of hourely proofe, 

Which I miſtruſted not. Farewell therefore Here. 
Enter Benedicke. 

Bene. Count Claudio. 

Clan, Yearhe ſame. 

Bene, Come, will you goe with me ? 

(lan. Whither ? 

Bene, Even tothe next Willow,about your owne bu- 
fineſſe, Count. What faſhion will you weare the Gar- 
land off ? About your necke, like an Vſurcrschaine > Or 
under your arme, like a Liewrenants ſcarfe? You muſt 
weare it one way, for the Prince hath got your Hero, 

Clan. I wiſh him joy of her. 


Bene. Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drovier, fo | 


they ſell Bullockes : but did youthinke the Prince would 
have ſerved you thus? 

Clax. I pray you leave me. ; 

Bene. Ho no | you ftrike like the blindman, 'twas the 
boy that ſtole your meate, and you'llbeatthe poſt. 

(7ax. If it will notbe, Ile leave you. . Exn. 
Bene, Alaspoore hurt ſoule, now will he creepe into 


ſedges : but that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know me,and | 


not know mee: the Princes foole ! Ha ? It may bel goe 
under that title, becauſe I am merry : you but ſo I am 
apt to doe my ſelfe wrong : I am not ſo reputed, itis the 
baſe. (though bitter) diſpoſition of Beatrice, that put's 
the world into her perſon, and fogives meout z well, le 
be revenged as I may. 


| Enter the Prince. : 
Pedro. Now Signior, where's the Count, did you fee 
him ? 
Ben. 
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Bene... Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame, I found him beere as melancholly asa Lodge in a 
Warren, L told him,andLthinke, told him true,that your 


im my company t0 a willow tree, either Smake hima 
garland, as being forſaken, orto bind, hima rod, as be- 
ing worthy-to be whipt. ; | 

Pedro. To be whipt, what's bis fault ? 

Bene. The flat tranſgreſſion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being over-joyed with tinding a birds neſt, ſhewes 1t his 
companion, and he ſteales it, | | 

Pedro. Wiltthou make a truſt, a tranſgreſſion ? the 
tranſgrefſion isin the ſtealer. | 

| Bene, Yet it had not beene amiſſe the rod had beene 
made,and the garland too, for the garland he might have 
worne himſelfe, and the rod he might have beſtowed on 
you, who (as I take it) have ftolne his birds neſt. 
Pedro. I will but teachrhemto ſings and reſtore them 
tothe owner. ; 

Bene. If their ſinging anſwer your ſaying, by my faith 
you ſay honeſtly. 

Pecro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrell to you, the 
Gentleman that danſt with her, told her ſhe is much 
wrong dby you. 

Bene. O ſhe miſuſde mepaſtthe indurance of a blocke: 
an oake but with one greene leate on it, would have an- 
ſivered her : my very viſor began to aſſumelife, and ſcold 
with her : ſhetold mee, not thinking I had beene my 
ſelfe, that Twas the Princes Teſter, and that T was duller 
then a great thaw, hudling jeſt upon jeſt; with ſuch 1m- 
poſſible conveiance upon me, thatT {tood ike a man ata 
warke, with a whole army ſhooting at me: ſhe ſpeakes 


as terrible as terminations, there were no living neere 
her, ſhe would intedt to the north ſtarre - I would not 
marry ber, though ſhe were indowed withall that Adam 
had left him before hetranſgreſt, ſhe would have made 
Hercules have turnd ſpit, yea, and have cleft his club to 
make the fire too : come, talke not of her, you ſhall find 
her the inferna!l Ate in good apparell. I would to God 
ſome ſcholler would conjure her, for certainely while the 
isheere, aman may live as quiet in hell,as in a ſanctuary, 
and people {inne upon purpole, becauſe they would goc 
thither, ſo indeed all diſquier, horror, and perturbation 
followes her. 


Enter Clandio , 4nd Beatrice, Leonato, Hero, 
| Pears, Looke heere ſhe comes. 


the worlds end ?1 will goe on the ſlighteſt arrand now 
' tothe Antypodes that youcan deviſe ro ſend me on: I 
will fetch youa tooth-picker now from the furtheſt inch 
of Aſia: bring you the length of Preſfter Iohns foot : fetch 
you a haire off the great Chams beard :dve you any 'em- 
baſlage to the Pi1gmies, rather than hold three words 
conference, withthis Harpy : you haveno employment 


for me ? 


Pedro. None, but to deſire your good company. 
Bene. O God fir, heeres a diſhI love not, I cannot in- 


durethis Ladyes tongue. £ xt. 
Pedro. Come Lady, come, you hayeloſt the heart of 
Signior Benedicks. 


Beat. Indecd my lord, he lent it me a while, and1 
gave himuſe for it, a double heart for a ſingle one,marry 
once before he wonne it of me,with falſe dice, therefore 
your Grace may well ſayI have loſt it. 


grace had gotthe will of this young Lady, and I offered - 


Fearo. You have put him downe Lady, you have put: 
him downe, | I 

Beat, So I would not he ſhould doc me, my lerd, le 
I ſhould preovethe mother of fooles: I have brought 
Count Cla#dio, whom you ſent meto ſecke. 

Pedro, Why how now Count, wherefore are you ſad? 

({as. Not lad my lord. | 

Pearo, How then ? licke? 

Clan. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The Count 1s neither fad, nor ficke, nor merry, | 
nor well : but civill Count, civill as an Orapge,and ſome. | 
thing of a jealous complexion. RT 

Pearo. Ifaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true, 
though I be ſworne, if he bee ſo, his conceit is falſe; 
heere (Yandio, I have wooed inthy name, and faire Hers 
is won, I have broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained, name the day of marriage, and God give thee 
JOY 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes: his grace hath made the match,and all grace 
ſay, Amen to it, 

Beat. Speake Count, tis your Qu. @ a 

Ciax. Silence is the perfeReſt Herault of joy, I were 
but little happy if I could ſay, how much? Lady, as you 
are mine, lam yours, 1 give away my {clte for you, and 
doat upon the exchange. 

Heat. Speake coſin, or (if you cannot) ſtop his mouth 
with a kiffe, and let not him ſpeake neither. | 

Pearo. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart. 

Beat Yea mylord Ithanke ity poore foole it keepes 
on the windy fide of care, my coſin tells him in his care 


poynyards, and every word {tabbes : if her breath were \ 


(_ 


Bene. Will your Grace command: me any ſervice to | 


that he'is in my heart. 
(au. Ando ſhedothcolin. 
Beat, Good lord for alliance : thus goes every one 
to the world but I, and I am ſun-burn'a, I may fit jn a cor- 
ner ahd cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pearo, Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat, I would rather bave one of your fathers getting; 
hath your Grace ne're a brother like you ? your father 
got excellent husbands, if'a maid could come by them, 

Prince, Will you have me? Lady. | | 

Beat. No, my lord, unlefſe Emight bave another for 
working-dayes, your Grace iStoo coſtly to weareevery 
day : but I beſeech your Grace pardon me, I was borne 
to ſpeake all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your (ilence moſt offends me, and to be mer- 
ry, beſt becomes you, for ot of queftion,you were borne 
in a merry houres 

Beat. No ſure my lord, my mother cryed, but then 
| there was a ſtarre danſ(t, and under that was I borne : co- 
{ins God giveyou joy. 

_ Neece,will you looketo thoſe things I toid you| 
or ? 

Beat. I cry yoo mercy Yncle, by your Graces pardot 

| E xit Beatrit: 

Prince. By my trotha pleaſant ſpirired Lady. | 

Leon. There's little of the niclancholy element in her 
my lord, ſhe is never ſad, but when ſne ſleepes, andndt 
| ever ſad then :for T have heard my daughter fay,ſhe hath 
often dreamt of unhappineſſe, and wakt her 1elfe w1 
laughing. 

Pedro. Shee cannot indure to heare tell ofa husband. 

Leon. O, by no means, ſhe mockes all her wooers out 
of ſaite. 


| Prince. She werean excellent wife for Benedicke. 


Leona. O lord, my lord,it they were bur a weeke mir 


ried, | 
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maried,. they woald talke themſelves mad. | 
Priace, Count (laudio, when meane you to goe t9 
Church? 2” E 
{ay. To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches; 
tili Love have all his rites- — 
Leona. No: till monday, my deare fonne, which 1s 
heace ajuſt (even nighr,and a time too briefe too,to have 
all things anſwer mind. | 
Prince. Come, you ſhake the head at ſo long a brea- 


| thing, but I warrant thee C/a»d5o, the time ſhall not goe 


dally by us, I willin the interim, undertake one of Her- 
cales labours, which is,to bring Signior Benedicke and the 
Lady Bearrice into a mountainc of affeAtion, th'one with 
th'other, 1 would faine have it a match; and I doubt not 
but to faſhion it, if you three will but miniſter ſuch afli- 
{tance as I ſhall give you direA1on. 

Leona, My lord, I am for you, though it ceſt me ten 
nights watchings- 

Cixz, And 1 my lord. 

Prin, And you too gentle Hers? 

Hero. 1 will doe any modeſt oxlice, my lord, to helpe 
my coſin toa good husband. ; : 

Prin, And Benedicke is not the unhopefulleſt husband 
that I know :thus farre can Ipraiſe him, he is of a noble 
ſtraine,of approved valour,and confirm'd honeſty, I will 
tcach you how to hurhour your colin, that ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Beredicke, and I, with your two helpes,will 
ſo practiſe on Beneaicke, that in delpight of his quicke 
wit, and his queaſic ttomacke, he ſhall fall in love with 
Beatrice: if wecandoe this, (wuptd is no longer an Ar- 
cher, his glory ſhall be ours, for we are the onely love- 
gods, goc in with me,and I will tell you my drift, Exexrr. 

Enter lohu and Borachio, | 

Tob. Tt is ſo, the Count ( lavdio ſhail marry the daugh- 
ter of Leorats, 

Bora. Yea my lord, but I can crofle it. | , 

Tohn. Any barre, any crofſe, any impediment, will be 
medicinable to me, I am ficke indiſpicaſure to him, and 
whatſoever comes athwarrt his affection, ranges evenly 
with mine, how canſt thou croſle this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeſtiy my lord, but fo covertly, that no 
diſhoneſty ſhall appeare in me, 

lon. Shew me briefely how. 

Ber, Ithinke T told your loxdſhip a yeere fince, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting gentle- 
womanto Here, 

lobn. I remember. 

Bor. I can at any unſcaſonable inſtant of the night, ap- 
point her tolooke our at her Ladies chamber window. 

 Tohn. What life is in that, to be thedeath of thismar- 
riage ? 

Bor, Thepoyſon of that lyes in you to temper, gee 
you tothe Prince your brorher,ſparenotto tell him,that 
he hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Claudio, whole eſtimation doe you mightily hold up,to a 
contaminated ſtale, ſach a one as Here. 

Tbs, What proofe ſhall I make of that ? 

Bor. Proofe enough, to miſuſe the Prince, to vexe 


| (tavdio,to undoe Hero,and kill Leonato, looke you for a- 


ny other iſſne ? 
Fray Onely todeſpight them, I will endeavour any 
ing, 

Bor, Goe then, find me a mects houre, to draw on 
Pearoand the Count (Yandio alone, teil them that you 
know that Heroloves me, intend a kind of zeale both 
to the Princeand Clandio(as in a love of your brothers 


—— 


honor who hath made this match) and his friends repu- | 


tation, who 1s thus like to be coſen'd with the ſemblance 
of a maid,that you have diſcover'd thus: they will ſcarce- 
ly beleevethis without triall : otfer them inſtances which 
ſhall beare no l&fſe likelychood, rhan to ſee me at her 
chamber window, heare me call Margaret, Hero; hearc 
Aargaret terme me Claudio, and bring them to ſee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
meanetime, I will ſo faſhion the matter, that Hero ſhall 
be abſent, and there ſhall appeare ſuch ſceming truths of 
Heroes diſloyalty, that jealoufie ſhall be call'd afſurance, 
and allthe preparation ouerthrowne. 

Tohn. Grow this to what adverſeifſue it can, I will put 
it in praQiſe : be cunning in the working this, and thy 
fee is athouſand ducates. ys 

Bor. Bethou conſtant inthe accuſation, and my cun- 
ning ſhallnot ſhame me. 7 

[obn, I will preſently goe learne their day of marri- 
age. E xit, 


Emer Benedicke alone, 


Bene. Boy. 

Boy . Siguior. Q 

Bene. Inmy chamber window liesa booke, bring it 
hither tome inthe orchard. 

Boy. I am h&ere already fir: . Eats 

Bene. 1 know that, but I would have thee hence, and 
heere againe, I doe much wonder, that one man ſeeing 
how much another manis a foole, when he dedicates his 
bebaviours to love, will after he hath laught at ſuch 
ſhallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
owne ſ{corne, by falling inlove;and ſucha man 15 Clarndio, 
I have knowne when there was nd muſicke with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now had he rather heare the 
taber and the pipe : I have knowne when he would have 
walkt ten mile a foot, to {ce a good armor,and now will 
he lye ten nights awake carving the faſhion of a new dub- 
ler :tie was wont to ſpeake plaine,and ro the purpole(like 
an honeſt man and a ſouldier) and now is he turn'd ortho- 
graphy, his words area very fantaſticall banquet, juſt ſo 
many ſtrange diſhes; may I be ſo converted,and ſee with 
theſe eyes? I cannot tell, I thinke not : I will not bee 
ſworne, but love may transforme me toan oyſter,but Ie 
cake my oath on it, till he have made an oyſter of me, he 
ſhall never make me ſuch a foole : one woman is faire; yet 
Iam well z another is wiſe, yet Iam well: another vertu- 
ous, yetT am well : burtrillall graces be in one woman, 
one woman ſhall not come in my grace : rich ſhe ſhall 
be, that'scertaine : wiſe, or Ile none ; vertuous, or Llle 
nexer cheapen her: faire,or Ile never looke on her:milde, 
or come not neere me : Noble; or not foran Angell :- of 
good diſcourſe : an excellent Muſitian, and her baire ſhall 


be of what colour it pleaſe God , hah! the Prince and | 


Monſicur Love, I willhide me inthe Arbor. 


Enter Prince, Leonate, (landio, and Tacks Wilſon. 
Princ. Come, ſhall we heare this muſicke ? 
Claud. Yea my good lord : how ſtill the evening is, 

As huſht on purpoſe to grace harmony., . | 
Prin. See you where Benedicke hath hid himſclfe ? 

Clan. O very well my lord : the muſicke ended, 

We'll fit the kid-foxe with a penny worth. 
Frinc. Come Balthazar, we'll heare that ſong agame. 
Balth. O good my lord, taxe not ſo bad a voyce, 

To ſlander muſicke any more then once. 


Prince. | 
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Prince, It is the witneſle {till of excellency, 
To puta ſtrange face on his owne perfetion, 
I pray thee ſing, and let me wooe no more. 
Balih. Becauſe you talke of wooing, I will fing, 
Since many a woocer doth commence his ſuit, 
To her he thinkes not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Yet will he {weare he loves. 
Prince. Nay pray thee come, 
Orif thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Doe it in notes. | 
Balth. Note this before my notes, 
Therc'snot anote of mine that's worth the noting. 


Prince. Why theſe are very crotchets that he ſpeakes, 


Note notes forſooth, andnothing. 

Bene. Now divine ayre, now 1s his ſoule raviſht, is it 
not ſtrange that ſheepes guts ſhould hale ſoules out of 
mens bodies? well, a horne for my mency when all's 


done. 


The Song. 
Sigh no more Ladies, ſigh no more, 


Men were decervers ever, 

One foote in Sea, and one on ſhore, 
To onething conftant never: 

Then figh not ſo, but let them goe, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all yours ſounds of woe; 
Into bey neny, nony. 


Sing no more ditties, ſing no more , 
Of dumps ſo aull and beavy, 

The frandof men were ever ſo, 
Smee ſunamer firſt was leavy, 

T ben ſigh not ſo,&fc- 


_ Prince, By my troth a good ſohg. 
' Balth. An4 anill ſinger, my lord. | 
Prince, Ha, no, no, faith, thou fingſt well enough for 


a ſhift. 


Bexe. And he had beene adog that ſhould have howl'd 


thus, they would have hang'd him, and I Pray God his 
bad voyce bode nomiſchicte, I had as leite have heard 


the night-raven, come what plague could haye come af- | 


cer it. 
Prince. Yea marry, doſt thou heare Ba/thaz1r? 1 pray 


thee getus lome excellent muſick : for ro morrow night 
we would have it arthe Lady Heroes chamber window. 
Balth. The beſt I can my lord, Exit Balthazar. 
Prince, Toe (o, farewell. Come hither Leonarto, what 
wasit you told me of to day, that your Niece Bearrgee 
was inlove with Signior Bexedicke? 
- {lax. OI, ſtalke on, talke on, the foule fits. I did ne- 
ver thinke that Lady would have loved any man. 
Leon, No, nor I neither, but moſt wonderfull, that ſhe 


| ſhould ſodote on Signior Benediche, whom the hath in 


all outward behaviours ſcemed ever to abhorre. 
' Bene. Is poſlible ? fits the windin that corner ? 
Leox. By my troth my lord, I cannot tell what to 


thinke of it, bur that ſhe loves him with an inraged offe- || 


Rion, itis paſt che infiniteof thought. - 

Prince. May be ſhe doth but counterfeit. 

Claxd. Fairhlike enough. 

Leon. O God ! counterfeit ? there was never co 
feit of paſſion, came ſo neerethe life of paſſion as fi 
covers It. | | 


tEr- 
 dif- 
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Proce, Why whateffects of paſſion ſhewes ſhe ? 

Cland. Bait the hooke well, the fiſh will bire. 

Leou. WuhatcfteRts my lord? ſhe will fir you, you 
heard my daughter tellyou how. | 

(aud. She did indeed. | | | 

Prin, How, how I pray you? you amaze me, I would | 
have thought her ſpirit had beene invincible again all 
aſſaults of affection. 

Zee. I would have ſworneithad, my lord, eſpecially 
agtin(t Benedicks, | 

Bene. T ſhould thinke thisa gull, butthat the whites | 
bearded fellow ſpeakes it ; knavery cannot ſure hide him. 
{clfe in ſuch reverence. 

Claud. He hath taneth'infeRion, hold it up. 

Prixce. Hath ſhe made her affeRtion knowne,to Bene. 
dicke > 

Leonato. No,and ſweares ſhe never will, that's her tor. 
men. . | 

Claud. *Tis true indeed,fo your daughter fayes : ſhall 
T,fayes ſhe,that have ſooft cncountred him with ſcorne, 
write to himrhat I love him ? 

Leo This fayes ſhee now when ſhe is beginningto 
write to him,for ſhee'll be up twenty times a night, and 
there will ſhe fit in her ſmocke, till ſhe have writ a ſheet 
of paper : my daughter tells usall. . 4 x 

Cla. Now you talke of a ſheet alfFer, I remember 


apretry jeſt your daughter told us of. 


 Zeon. Owhen ſhe had writ it, and was reading it ever, | 
ſhe found Benedicke and Beatrice betweene the ſheete. 

Clan, That. ; 

Leon, O ſhetoretheletter intoa thouſand halfpence, 
raild at her ſclfe, that ſhe ſhould be ſo immodeſtto write, 
to one that ſhe knew would flout her: I meaſure him, |: 
layes ſhe, by my owne ſpirit, for I ſhould fou: him if he} 
writ to me, yeathough I love him, 1 ſhould. 

Clav. Then downeupon her knees ſhe 'talls, weepes, 
ſobs, beats her heart, teares her hayre, prayes,curies, 0 
{weet Bexeaicke, God give me patience. 

Leon, She doth indeed, my daughter ſayes fo, and the 
extaſie hath ſo much overborne her, that my daughter is |} 
ſometime ateard ſhe will doea deſperate out-rage to her | 
ſclfe, it is very true. | 

Princ. It were good that Beneaicke knew of it by ſome 
other, if ſhe will not diſcoyer it. ; 

(7ax. To what end ? he would but make a ſport of it, | 
and torment the poore Lady worſe. | 

Prin, And he ſhould, it werean almes to hang him, |! 
ſhe's an excellent ſweet Lady, and (our of all ſuſpirion,) [* 
ſhe is vertuous. | 

Clav. And ſhe isexceeding wile. 

Prin, In every thing, butin loving Beredicke, 

Zeov. O mylord, wiſedome and bloud combating 10 
ſo render a body, we haveten proofes to one, that bloud 
hath the viRory, I am fſory for her, as I have juſt cauſe;| 
being her Vncle,and her Guardian. 

Prince. I would ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me, | ' 
I would have daft all other reſpets, and made her halfe| 
my felfe : I pray you tell Benedicke of it,and heare what | 
he will ſay. *: | \T} 

Leon. Were it goodthinke you? 

Cla. Hero thinkes ſurely ſhe will dye,for ſhe ſayes ſhe 
will dye, if he loveher not, and ſhe will dye ere ſhee 
make her love knowne, and ſhe will dye if he wooe her, 
rather than ſhe will bate one breath of her accuſtomed} | 
croſſeneſſe. | E7 1 

Prix. She doth well, if ſhe ſhould make tender - het 

love, | 
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know all)hath a contemptible ſpirit. 
(an. He 1s a very Proper Mans DD, 
Prin. He hath indecda good outward happines. 
Claz. * Fore God,and in my-minde very wiſe. = 
Prim: He doth indeed ſhew ſome ſparkes that are like 


wW 


LA And I take him tobe valiant. oi: 

Prin. As Heftor, I aſſure you, and inthe managing of 

quarrels you may ec he is wile , for cither hee auoydes 

them with great diſcretion , or vndertakesrthem with a 

iſtian-Htke feare. 

—_ If hee doe feare God 3a mult neceſlarily keepe 
eace;if hee breake the peace ; hee ought to enter 1nto a 

quarrel with feare and trembling. | 

* Prtz. And {o will he doe, for the man doth fear God, 

howlſocver it ſeemes notin him , by ſome large ieafts he 


ſee Benedicks, and tell him of her Joue? 
Yeud. Neuer tell him, my Lord, let her weare it out 
itheo0d counſell. : 
us Fr Nay that's impoſſible, ſhe may weare her heart 
out firſt. & | 
Prin. Well,we will heare further of it by your daugh- 
ther, [ct it coole the. while. I lone Benedicke well, and I 
could with he would modeltly examine himfelfe,to {ce 
how much he is vaworthy to haue ſo good a Lady. 
Leo. My Lord, will you walke?dinner is ready. 
(lax. If he do not doat on her vponthis, I will never 
my expectation. : 
oy et x S500 be the fame Net ſpread for her,and chat 
muſt your daughter and her gentlewoman carry : the 
{port will be,when they hold one an opinion of anothers 
dotage,and no ſuch matter,that's the Scene that I-would 
ſee, which will be meerely adumbe ſhew:let vs ſend her 
to call him into dinner. Exemun.:. 
Bene. This can be no tricke, the conference was ſadly 
borne,they haue the trurh of this from Hero, they ſeeme 
to pitie the Lady : itſeemes her affections have the full 
bent : love me? why it mutt be requited : Iheare how I 
| am ccnſur'd, they {ay I will beare my ſelfe proudly , if I 
perceiue the love come from her : they ſay too,that ſhe 
will rather dic than giue any ſigne of affetion:I did ne- 
ver thinke to marry ,1 muſt not ſeeme proud, happy are 
they that heare their detrattions , and can put them to 
mending : they tay the Lady is faire ,'tis a truth, I can 
bearethem witneſle : and vertuous;tis fo , I cannot re- 
prooue it, and wile, but for louing me,by my troth ir is 
noaddition to her witte , nor no great argument ef her 
folly;for I wil be horribly in love with her, I may chance 
haue ſome odde quirkes and remaines of witte broken 
on me, becauſc 1 haue rail'd ſo long againft marriage: 
but doth not the appetite alter?a man loves the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and ſentences, and theſe paper bullets of the braine awe 
a man from the careere of his humour ? No, the world 
muſt be peopled. When ſaid I would die a batcheler,T 
| did notthink I ſhould lie till I were maried:here comes 
Beatrice:by this day, ſhee's a faire Lady,I doe ſpie ſome 
markes of loue in her. 


Enter Beatrce. 


nner, 


WED * 


Bene. Faire Beatrice, I thanke you for your paines. 


loneytis very poilible her'l ſcorneit;for the man(as you | 


will make : well, I am ſorry. for-your niece , ſhall we go | 


Beat. Againſt my will Lam ſent ts bid you come into |. 


| But I perſwaded them, if they lou'd Benedecte, | 
| K 


Beat, Itooke no more paines for thoſe thankes, then | 
you take paines to thanke mec;if ir hiad becne painefull ; I 
would not haue come, | 

Bene. You take pleaſure then in the meſſage. 

Beat. Yea juit ſo muchas yowmay take: upona knives | 
point, and choakea daw withall : you have noſtomacke 
11gnor, fare you well. Exit. 

Bee. Ha, againſt niy will Iam ſent to bid you come |. 


into dinner: there's % double meaning in that : Itooke 


no more paines for thoſe thankes then you tooke paines 
to thanke me, that's as much as to fa ,any paines that I 
take for you is as caſie as thankes : if. I do not take pitty 
of her I ama villaine, if 1 do not love her Iam a lew, I 
will go get her piRture. Ext. 


eActus T erting. 


A 
—_—— 


Emer Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret,and Urſula, 


Hero, Good CHMargaret runne thee to the parlour, 
There ſhalt thou tinde my Colin Beatrice, 
Propoſing with the Prince and (Vendio, 
Whiſper her care; and tell her I and Urſula 
Walke 1a the Orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 
Is all of her, ſay thatthou over-heardlt vs, 

And bid her ſteale into the pleached bouwer, 
W here hony-ſuckles ripened by the ſunne, 
Forbid the ſunne to enter : like favourites, 
Made proud by Princes, thar aduance their pride, 
Againſt that power that bred it; there will ſhe hide her, 
To liſten toour purpoſe, this is thy oilice, 
Beare thee well 11 it, and lcave us alone. 
CHarg. Iemake her come TI warrantprefently, Exit, 
Hero. Now Vrſala, when Beatrice doth come, 
As wedo trace thisalley up and downe, 
Our taike muſt onely be of Benedicke, 
When I do name him, let it bethy part, 
To praiſe him morethen euer Man did merit, 
My talke ro thee muſt be how Zexedicke 
Is ſicke in love with Bearrice : of this matter, 
Is little Czpids crafty arrow made; 
That onely wounds by heare-ſay:now begin, 
Emer Beatrice, 
For looke where Beatrice liked Lapwing runs 
Cloſe by the ground, to heare our conference. 
F:/. The pleafant'ſt angliog is to ſee the fiſh 
Cut with her golden ores the filuer {treame, 
And greedily devovre the treacherous baite: 
So angle we for Beatrice, who even now, 
Is couched in the wood-binecoverture, 
Feare you not my part of the Dialogue. 
Her. Then go we neare her that her care loſe nothing, 
Of the falſe Fweete baite that we lay for it: 
No trucly F7ſ/a,ſhe is too diſdainfull, 


T know her ſpirits are as coy and wilde, 


As Haggerds of the rocke: 
Urſula. Butare you ſure, 
That Benedicke loves Beatrice {o intirely? 
Her.So ſaies the Prince ,and my new trothed Lord. 
Vr{: And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam? 
Her. They did intreate me to acquaint her: of it, 
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| 7 <M, #9 he bone nothing, 
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To with him wraſtle with affe&tion, 
And never tolet Beatrice know of it. 

V:/ala. Why did you fo, doth notthe Gentleman 
Deſerve as full as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice ſhall couchupon? . 

Hero. O God of love! I know he doth deſerve; 
As much as may beyeelded to a man; 


| But nature never fram'da womans heart, 
| Of prowder ſtuffe then that of Beatrice : 
' Diſdaine and Scorne ride ſparkling in her eye, * 


Miſ - prizing what they looke on, and her wit 
Values it ſciteſo highly,that to her 


All matter elſe ſeemes weake:ſhe cannot love, 


Nor take no ſhape nor proic of affection, 
Shee is ſo ſelfe indeared. 
V-+{ula. Sure I thinke ſo, | 
And therefore certainely it were not good 
She knew his loue, leſt ſhe make ſport at it, 
Hero, Why you ſpeake truth, I never yet ſaw man, 
How wiſe;how noble, yong,how rarely featur'd, 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward:if faire fac'd, 
She would ſweare the gentleman ſhould be her fiſter: 


| If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 


Made a foule blot :.it rall, a launce ill-headed; 
If low,an agot very vildlie cutz _ 
If ſpcaking,why a vane blowne with all windes, 
If alent, why a blocke moved with none. 
So turnes ſhe every man the wrons ſide out, 
And never givesto Truth and Ycrtue,that 
Which ſimplenefſe and meritpurchaſeth. 
Urſz#.Sure, ſure,ſuch carping is not commendable. 
Hero. No, not to be ſo odde, and from all faſhions, 
As Beatrice is,canaot be commendable, 
But who dare tell her ſo? if I ſhould ſpeake, 
She would mocke me'intoayre;O ſhe would laugh me 
Out of my ſelfe,preſle me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Beredicke like couered fire, 
Conſume away in fighes; waſte inwardly: 
It were a bitter death,to die with mockes, 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 
V+, Yet tell her of it,hearc what ſhe will ſay. 
Hers. No;rather I will goe to Beneaicke, 
And counfaile him to fight againſt his paſſion, 
Andtruly Ile deviſe ſome honeſt flanders, 
To ſtaine my coſin with, one doth not know, 
How muchan ill word may impoiſon liking. 
Urſi. O doe notdo your coſin ſuch a wrong, 
She cannot be ſo much without true judgement, 
Having ſo ſwift and excellent a wit 
As ſhe is priſ{de to have, as to refuſe 
So rare a Gentleman as ſignior Benedicke, 
Hero. He is the oncly man of Italy, 
Alwaies excepted, my deare Clawdio. 

Vrſ#.1 pray you be not angry with me,Madame, 
Speaking my fancy : Signior Beneaicke, | 
For ſhape, for bearing argument and valour, 
Goes formoſt.in report through Iraly. 

Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 

Feſu. His excellence did earne it ere he had it: 
Whenare you married Madame? | 

Hero. Why every day to morrow,come goe in, 
Ile ſhew thee ſome attires, and havethy counſel], 
Which is the beſt to furniſh meta morrow. 

Vr/a.Shee's tane I warrant you, 

We have caught her Madame? 
Here, If it prove ſo,then loving goes by haps, 


Some (pid kills with arrowes; ſome with traps. 


| and then go I toward Arragon. 


Beat. What fireis in mine cares?can this be true | | 
StandI condemn'd for pride and ſcome fo much? - 
Contempt, farewell,and maiden pride , adew, 

No glory lives behinde the backe of ſuch. 

And Benedicke,loye on, I will requite thee, 
Taming my wilde heart tothy loving hand: 

If thou doſt love, my kindeneſſe ſhall incite"thee 
To binge our loves up ina holy band. 

For others ſay thou doſt deſerve,and [ 

Belecye it better then reportingly, 


Exit, 


Emter Prince, Clardio,Benedicke and Loonate, 
Prince.1 do but ſtay till your marriage be conſummate, 


. (tax. Tk bring you thither my Lord , if you'l vouch 
ſakeme,  _ | | 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a ſoyle inthe new 
gloſſe of your marriage, as to fhew a childe his new coat 
and forbid him to weare it, I will onely bee bold with 
Beneaicke for his companie ; for from the crowne of his 
head,to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth,he hath twice 
or thrice cut C#pids bow-ſtring, and the little hang-may 
dare not ſhoot at him, he hath a heart as ſound asa bell, 
and his tongue ts the clapper, for what his heart thinkes, 
his tongue ſpeakes. | 

Zene, Gallants, 1am not as I have bin. 

Lee. So ſay I; methinkes youare ſadder. - 

Cas. I hope he be in love. 

Prin, Hang him truant, there's no true drop of bloud 
in himto be truly toucht with love,it hz be ſac, he want: 
money. | 

Bene, T have the tooth-ach: 

Prin. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it- = wy 

(tas. You mult hang it firſt,and draw it afterwards. 

Prin. W hat ? ſigh for the tooth-ach. 

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worme. 

Bene. Well, eyery one cannot maiſter a griefe,but hee 
that has it. | 

Clan. Yet fay I, he is in love, 

Prin. There is no appearance of fancie in him , unleſſ 
it bea fancy that he hath to ſtrange diſguiſes , as ro beea 
Dutchman to day,a Frenchman to morrow : unleſſe her 
have a fancy to this foolery,as it appeares hee hath , het 
' no foole for fancy , as you would have it to appear 

e his: 

(lax. If he benot in love with ſome woman , theres 
no belceving old ſignes , a bruſhes his hat a mornings; 
What ſhould that bode? 1 


mn oa mm a.u.u 
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Prin. Hath any man ſeene himat the Barbers? We 
arr. No,but the Barbers man hath beene ſeen with 
him ,'and the old ornament of his cheeke hath alreadi 
{tuft tennis balls. b 
Leox, Indced he looks yonger than he did, by the lokNM © 
of a beard. - | bay 
Prin. Nay a tubs himſclfe with Ciuir, can you (mdl|BM *** 
him out by that? | oo 
Clay. That's as much asto ſay, the ſweet youths} m 
love. : | 
Prin. The greateſt note of itis his melancholy. Ly 
Clas. And when was he wont to waſh his face? | J ” 
Prin. Yea,orto paint himſelfe ? for the which I beat - 
what they ſay of him. —_— = 
Chas. Nay, but his jeſting ſpirit, whichis now cl 5, 


intoa lute-ftring,and now govern'dby ſtops. 
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Prin. Indeed that tels 4 heavy tale for him:conclude, 
he is in love. 


(las. Nay, but I know who. loves him. 


Prin, That would I know too, I warrat one that knows. 


hi - <R, 53 - __ 
Cas. Yes,and his ill conditions,and in deſpight of all, 


dies for him. 


Prin. Shee ſhall be buried with her face upwards. ra 


Bene. Yet is this no charme for the tooth-ake, old fig- 
nior , walke aſide with mee, I have ſtudied eight or nine 
wiſe words to ſpeake to you, which theſe hobby-horſes 
muſt not heare. | | | © 

Prin. For iy life to breake with him about Beatrice. 

. Clav.*Tisevenſo, Heroand Margaret have by this 


layed their parts with Bearrice,and then the two Beares | 


will not bite one another when they meete, 


Enter lohn the Baſtard. 
Baf. My Lord and brother, God ſave you. | 


Prin. Good den brother, En 
Baft. If your lciſure ſerv'd, I would ſpeake with yous 


Prim. In priuate? 


Zaft. It it pleaſe you , yet Count Clawdio may heare, 
| for what I would {peake of, concernes him. 


_ Prin. What's the matter? 
Baſta. Mcanes your Lordſhip tobe married to mor 


row? | 
Prin. You know he does: 
Baſt, I know not that when he knowes what I know. 


Clau- If there be any impedument , I pray you diſco- 


yer 1t- 
Baſt. You may thinke I love you not, let that appeare 


hereacfter, & ayme better ar me by that I now will ma- 
nifeſt, for my b:ocher(I thinke,be holds you well,and in 
deareneſſe of heart ) harh holpe to effet your enſuing 


' marriage:ſurely ſutc 11! ſpent,and labour ill beſtowed. 


Prin. Why, what's the matter? 
Baſt. I came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 


| ſhortned ,( for ſhe hath beene too long a talking of) the 


Lady is difloyall. | 

(tan. Who! Hero? 

Baſt. Even ſhee , Leonatoes Hero, your Hero,every 
mans Hero. 

Clas. Diſloyall? | 

Baſt. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
nefſe, Icould ſay ſhe were worſe, thinke you of a worſe 
title, and I will fit her to it: wonder not till further ware 
rant: goebut with mee to night, you ſhall ſee her cham- 
ber window centred , even the night beforc her wedding 
day, if you love her , then tomorrow wed her : but it 
would better fit your honour to change your minde. 

Clax. May this be (0? 

Pris. I will not thinke it. 

Bafl, 1f you dare not truſt that you ſee , confeſſe not 
that you know : if you will follow mee, I will ſhew you 
enough, and when you have ſcene more, & heard more, 
proceed accordingiy. 

Claw, If I fee any thing to night, why I ſhould not 
mary her to morrow in the congregation,;where I ſhold 
wedde, there will I ſhame her. | 
| Prin, And as I wooed forthee to obtaine her , I will 
Joyne with thee to diſgrace her. 

Bat. I will diſparage her no farther , till youare my 
witnefſes , beareit coldly but till night, and let the iflue 
ſhew it ſelfe. 

Prix. O day untowardly turned? 


ww 


{ they make you not thenthe berter anſwere,you may ſay, 


(as. O miſchicfe ſtrangely thwarting? '=+ 
| Baſt. O plague right well prevented Io will you fay, 
when haveſcenc the tequele. © \  Exctmt. 

Enter Dogbery and bis compertner with the watch. 
Deg. Are you good menand true? . - -- +1 © lp 
-Verg. Yea; orelle it were pitty but.they ſhould ſuffer+ 
ſaluation body and ſoule. A322 
- Dog. Nay, that werea puniſhment too good for them, 
if they ſhould have any allegiance in them; being choſen 
for the Princes watchs © | © 1 ff onto 1 
9 Well, give then: their charge, neighbour Dog» 
. Dog: Firſt', who thinke you the moſt deſartleſſeman 
tobe Conſtable? ; + $8 | | 
' Watch. 1. Hugh Ote-cake ſir, Or George Sea-coate, for | 
they can write Par reade. Set | 
Dog. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale , God hath 
bleſt you with a good name: to be a wel-favoured man, 
1s the gift of fortune , but to writeand reade z comes by 

Wa; ch. 2. Both which Maſter Conſtable 

Dog. You have : I knew it would bee your anſwere: 
well,for your favour fir, wby giveGod thankes,& make 
no boaſt of it, and for your writing and reading, jet that 
appeare when there is no neede of ſuch vanity , you are 
thought heere to be the moſt ſenſleſſe and fit man for the 
Conltable. of the watch : therefore beare you the lan- 
thorne : this is your charge : You ſhall comprehend all 
vagrom men , you are to bid any man ſtand 1n the Prin- 
ces name, ae N} SR | 

Watch. 2. How if a will not ſtand? : : 

Dog. Why thea take no nate of him, but let him go, 
and preſently call the reft of the Watch together ; and 
thanke God you are ridde ofa knave. | 

Verg. If he will not ſtand when he is. biddes, hee is 
none of the Princes ſubic&s. 

Dog., True , and they are to meddle with none but 
the Princes ſubjects : you ſhall alſo make no noiſc inthe 
{treetes for, for the Watch to babble and talke, is moſt 
tollerable, and not to be indured- 

Watch. We will rather {leepe than talke , wee know 
whac belongs to a Watch. | 

Dog. Why you ſpeake like an ancient and moſt quiet 
watchman,for I cannot fee how ſleeping ſhould offend: 
only have a care that your bills be nor ſtolne-: well, you 
are to call at all the Alehouſes , and bid them that are 
drunke get them to bed. | | 

Watch, How if they will not? 

Dog. Why then let them alone till they are ſober, if 


o » 


ww 


they are notthe men yourtooke them for: 
Watch, Well ſir. ne et 
Dog. if you meet a theefe, you may ſuſpe& him , by 
vertue of your oztice, to be no true man : and forſuch 
kinde of men, the leiſe you meddle or make with them, 
why the more is for your honeſty. ”o : 
werch. if wee know him to be a thiefe, ſhall wee not 
lay hands on him? be peg 
| Dog. Truly by your oihce you may , but I thinke they 
that touch pitch will be defil'd : the moſt peaceable way 
for you ,if you do take a theefe,is,to lct him ſhew him- 
ſelfe what he is,and ſteaic out of your company. . 
Uer.You have bin alwaies cal'd a me1 cifull ma-partner. 
Dog. Truely 1 wou'd not hang a dog by my wili,much 
more a man who hath any honelty in him, | 
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Uerges. If you heare a child crie in the night,you mult 
call to the nurſe; and bid her {bil it. | 


. Warch, How if the nurſe be aſleepe and will not heare 


_ 8 

Dog. Why - then depart in peace , and let the childe 
wake her with crying, for the ewe that will not heare 
her Lambe when it bacs, will 'never anſwer acalte when 
he bleates. ies 
- Ferges. *Tis very true: F PITS 
Dig. This isthe end of the.charge : you conſtable are 


to preſent the Princes owne perſon , if you mecte the | 


Printe.in the night,you may ftaic him. 
Verges. Nay birlady that I thinke a cannot. 
Dog.” Five ſhillings to one on't with any man that 


knowes the Statutes , he may ſtaie him, marsy not with- | 


out the prince be-willing, for indeed the watch ought to 
offend no man , and it is an offence to ſtay a man againſt 
his will. 1-25 . 
Ferges: Birlady I thinke it beſo. . 78 
Deg..Ha,ah ha,well maiſters good night, and'there be 
any matter of weight chances,call up me,keepe your fel- 
lowes counſailes, and your:owne, and good night, come 
neighbour. SE 
. Watch. Well maiſters, we heare our charge, let us g0 
_ here upon the Church bench till rwo , and then all to 
ed. 

Dog. One word more, honeſt neighbors. 1 pray you 
watch about ſignior Leoxatoes doore,for the wedding be- 
ing there to morrow , there is a great coile to night , a- 
Giew,be- vigilant 1 beſeech you. "uy 

| Enter berachio and (onrades 

Bor. W hat, ( onrade? 

Watch. Peace,ſtir not: 

Bor. ( onrads | (ay. $o- 

Con, Here man, Iam at thy elbow. 

Boy. Mas and my elbow itchr, I thought there would 
a ſcabbe follows. 

(or. I will owe thee an anſwere for that;and now for- 
ward with thy tale. | © DIS ; 

Bor. Stand thee cloſe theri under this penthouſe, for it 


{ driffes raine,and I will;likea true drunkard ; utter all to 


thee. _ 
Watch. Some treaſon mailters, yet ſtand cloſe. 
Bor. Therefore know , I have earned of DonTohn a 
thouſand Ducates. n 
Con. Is it poſſible that any villanie ſhould be ſo deare? 


Boy. Thou ſhould'ſt rather aske if it were poſlible any 


villanie ſhould bee ſo rich ? for when rich villains have 

neede of poore ones , poore ones may make what price 

they will. 
' { on. T wonder at it. 

Bor, That ſhewesthou art unconfirm'd, thou knoweſt 
that the faſhion of a doublet, or a hat,or a cloake , 1s no- 
thing to a man. 

Con, Yes, it is apparell. 

Bor. T meane the faſhion. 

. Con. Yes the faſhion is the faſhion. 

Bor. Tuſh, I mayas well ſay the foole's the foole , but 


| ſerſt thou not what adeformed theefe thisfaſhion is? 


Watch. I know thatdeformed, a has bin a vile theefe, 


| this vii. yeares,agoes up and downe like a gentle-man:1 


remember his name. 

Bor. Did'{t thou not heare ſomie body? 

Con. No, 'twas the vane on the houſe. 

Bor. 'Seelt thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thiefe 
this faſhion is , how giddily a turnes abour all the Hot- 


Eennt, 


| 
| 


| my Maiſter Don Johs , ſaw a far off in the Orchard thy 


1 ever was knowne in the Common-wealth. 


blouds, betweene fouretcene & fiue & thirty, ſometime, | 
faſhioning them like Pharaves ſouldiours in therechjz 
painting, ſometime lik god Bels prieſts in the old Churqh 
window,{omtime like the ſhaven Herenles in the ſmirchy 
worm-caten tapeſtrie , where his cod-pcece ſcemesy 
maſhe as his. club... 

Cox. All thisI ſee,and ſee that the faſhion wearegoye 
moreapparell- then the man ; but art not thou thy ſelf 
giddie with the faſhion roo that thou haſt ſhifted our gf 
thy tale intotelling me of the faſhion? . ; 

© Bor, Notſoneither, bur know that I have to nigh 
wooed Hargaret the Lady Heroes gentle-woman , by the 
name of Hero,ſhe leanes me out at her miſtris chamb. 
window,bids me a thouſand times good night:I tel|thi 
tale. vildly. I ſhould firſt tell thee how the Prince Cla. 
dio and my Maiſter planted ,and placed , and poſſeſſed by 


amiable iacounter. | 

Cov. And thought thy CMargarer was Hero? 

Bor. Two of them did,the Prince and Clawdie,but th 
divell my Maiſter knew ſhe was Afargarer,and partly by 
his eathes, which firſt poſſeſt them , partly by the dark 
night which did deceive them, bur chicfely,by my vils| 
me, which did confirme any ſlander that Don lohn hail. 
made, away went Claudio enraged, ſwore hee wail 
meete her as he was apointed next morning at the Ten.| 
ple,and there, before the whole congregation ſhame hz| 
with what he ſaw o're night , and ſend her home my 
Without a husband. | | 

Watch. 1. We charge you in the Princes name ſtand, 

Watch. 2. Call up the right maiſter Conſtable, we hay 
here reconered the moſt dangerous peece of lechery,tha 


 Wazeh. 1. And one Deformed is one of them, [I knoy 
him, a weares a locke. 
Coy, Maiſters, maiſters. 
Watch.2. Youle be made bring deformed forth I we: 
rant you, | 
Con. Maiſters,never ſpeake , we charge you, letuss 
bey you to go with us. 
Bor. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,being 
taken up of theſe mens bils. | 
(ox. A commodity in queſtion I- warrant you,cone 
weele obey you. | Exean,| 
Enter Hero, and Margaret,and Urſula. | 
. Hero; Good Urſula wake my cofin Beatrice, and delir} 
her to riſe. | | 
UOrſa. 1 will Lady, 
Hero. And bid her come lither. 
Urſ: Well: FN | 
CHMey. Troth I thinke your other rebato were better. 
Bero. No pray thee good Meg, lle weare this. 
Afar. By my troth's not ſo good , and I warrant you| 
coſin will ſay ob. | 
Bero. My coſin's a foole , and thou art another, ik 
weare none but this. | 
Mar. like the new tire within excellently,if the haire 
were a thought bruwner: and your gown's a molt rare 
faſhion yfaith, I ſaw the Dutcheſſe of Miltaines gownt| 
that they praiſe ſo. : 
Bero, O that exceedesthey ſay, | 
ar. By my troth's but a night-gowne in reſpe&0f 
yours,cloth a gold andtuts,and lac'd withfilver,ſet with 
pearles,downe leeves,ſide ſleeves, and skirts, round ut- 
derborn witha blewiſh tinſel,but for a fine queint grace | 


FBero. G0 


ys 


fulland excellent fathion, yours is worth ten on't. | | 


i. 


—__— 


Much adoeabout Noothing. 
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Here, God give mee joy to weareit, for my heartis 
*$ - 4 : ? ; 

ne. Ewlive heavier ſoone, by the waight of a 
' man- ; | 
Hero. Fie upon thee, artnot aſham'd?  _ | 

Marge. Of what Lady * of ſpeaking honourably ? is 
not marriage honourable in a beggar? 1s not your Lord 
: honourable without marriage? I thinke you would have 
' me ſay, ſaving your reverence a husband : and bad thin- 
king do not wrelt true ſpeaking , Ile offend no body , Is 
| there any harme in the heavier for a husband ? none I 
 thinke, and it be the right husband , and the right wife, 
otherwiſe'tis light and not heavy,aske my Lady Bearrice 
elſe, here ſhe comes- 


Emer Bratrice: 


Hers. Good marrow Coze. 
Beat. Good marrow ſweet Here. 


Beat. Iam out of all other tune, me thinkes. 


burdey,) do you ing it and Ile dance 1t. | 
Beat. Ye light alove with your heeles ,then if your 


| husband have tables enough, you'll looke he ſhall lacke 


1 nobarnes. 


Mar. Oillegitimate conſtruftion ! I ſcorne that with 
my heeles. 
Beat. *Tis almoſt five a clocke cofin,*tis time you were 
ready,by my troth I am excceding ill, hey ho. 
Mar. For a hauke,a horie,or a husband? 
Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H, 
Mar. Well , and you be not turn'd Turke, there's no 
more failing by the ſtarre. 
Zeat. What meanes the foole trow? | 
ar. Nothing I, but God ſend every one their hearts 
dcfire. | 
Hero. Theſe gloves the Count ſent mce, they are att 


excellent perfume. 


Beat. I am ſtuftcofin, I cannot {mell. 2h 

. Mar. A maid and ituft! there's goodly catching of 
cole. 

Beat. O God helpe mc, God helpe me, how long have 


| you profelt apprehenfion? 


Ma. Ever ſince youleftit, doth not my wit become 


| me rarely? EO 
| | Beat. It is not ſeene enougb,you ſhould weare it in your 


cap, by my troth I am ſicke» 
Mar. Get you ſome of this diſtill'd cardaus benedifti 


| and lay it to your heart,it is the onely thing for a qualm. 


Hero. Theere thou prickſt her with a thifſeil. 
Beat. Benediitus , why benediftus ? you have fome mo- 


| rall in this bezedins. 


Mar, Morall > noby my troth, I have no morall mea- 
ning , I meant plaine holy thifſell, you may thinke per- 
chance that | thinke you are in love,nay birlady I am not 
ſuch a foole tothinke what I liſt , nor I liſt not to thinke 


my hart out of thinking,thar you arein love , or that you 
will be in love, orthat you can be in love : yet Benedscke 
was ſuch another,and now is he become a man, he ſwore 
hee would never marry , and yet now in deſpight of his 
heart he cates his meat without grudsing , and how you 
may be converted I know not, but me thinkes you looke 
with your eyes as other women do. 
Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes. 


Hero, Why how now? do you ſpeake in the ſick tune? | 
phy tn anon, God helpe I woulddefire they were, but infaith honeſt 


Mar. Claps into Light a love , (that goes withouta 


what I can,nor indeed I cannot thinke,if I would thinke | 


| they ſay, when the age is in the wit 1s out, God helpe us, 


. well, GolJ's a good man, and two men ride of hore, 


i 


Em _—__—_—_—_ 


Mar. Not a falſe gallop, C.. 
PONY _ EmerPrſuls. 
FY7/#. Madam, with draw, the Prince, the Count,] Gg> 
ntor Benedicke, Don lohn,and all the gallants of the towne 
CO - _ you - Ch = R 
ero, Helpe toarefle me good co 
Vrſula. : , ——" 


Enter Leonato, 
Leonato. What would you with me, 
bour ? : 
Couft. Dog. Mary fir I would have ſome confidence 
with you, that decernes you nearcly. _= 
Leon. Bricte I pray you, for you ſec itis a bufie time 
with me. | 
Conſt. Dog. Mary thisit is firs” 
Heaab. Yes intruthir isfir. 
Leon, W hat isit my good friends? | 
. Con. Dog, Goodman Verges fir (peakesa little of the 


matrer , an old man fir, and his wits are not ſo blunt, as 


and the Conftable, and the Headborongh. 
honeft neigh- 


as the skin betweene his browes. 

Head. Yes [thanke God, I amas honeſt as any man li- 
vang, that is an old man, andno honeſtes then 1. 

C 9#. Dog, Compariſons are odorous, palabras, neigh- | 
bour Verges. | 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. | 

(on. Dog, Itpleaſes your worſhip to fay ſo,but we are 
the poore Dukes Officers,bur truly for mine owne part, 
1fI were astedious asa King, I could ticd 1n my heart to 
beſtow itall of your worſhip. 

Leos, All thy tediouſnefle oh me, ah ? : 

Cn. Dog. Yea, and *tyrerc athouſand times more than 
tis,tor 1 heare as good exclamation on your Worſhip as 
of any man in the City, and though I be but a poore man, 
am glad to heare it. 

Head.. And ſoam TI. 

Leon, I would faine know what you have to ſay. 

Heads. Marry (ir our watch to night , excepting your 
worſhips preſence, haye tane a couple of as arrant knaves 
as any in Meſſina. 

Con. Dog, A good old man fir, he will be talking as | 


It isa world toſee: well faid yfaith neighbour Yerges, 


one muſt ride behind, an honeit fouic yfaich fir, by ray 
troth he 1s, as eyer broke bread, bur God 1s to be wor- 
ſhipt,all menarenot alike, alas good neighbour. 

Leon. Indced neighbour he comes roo ſhort of yous 

Con. Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. | muſtleave you: 

Cn. Dog, One word fir, our watch fir have indeed 
comprehended twoaſpitious perſons,and we would haye 
them this morning examined before your worſhip. 

Leon. Takethcir examination your clfe, and bring it | 
me, Iam now in great haſte, as may appeare unto you. 

C oxft; It ſhall be ſuiagance. (Ex. 

Leon. Drinke fome wine ere you goe t fare you well, 

Meſſ. My Lord, they ſtay for you to give your daugh- 
ter to her husband. 

Leon. Ile waituponthem, I am ready. a 
Dogh. Goe good partner, goe get you to Francis See- | 
coal:, bid him bring his pen and inkehorne tothe Gaole: 
we arenow toexamine thoſe men. 

Verges. And we mult doe 1t wiſely. 


Dogh, Wee will ſpare for no witte I warrant you: 
h K3 heere, | 


” 
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ly get thelearned writer to ſet downe our eExcommunt- 
cation, and meet me ar che Tailes £xenm© 


—__—_——_— 


388 eA tus Quartus. 
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Eiter Prince, Bail ard, Leonato, Frier ,Clandio,Benediche, 
Hero, and Beatrice. 


| Leo. Come Frier Francw,be bricfc; onely to the plaine 
' forme of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular 
duties afterwards. IN” 
Fran. You come hither,ny Lord; to marry this Lady. 
Clan. No. Ns 
Leo. Tobe maried to her ; Frier, you come to marric 
her. 2 this 
Frier, Lady , you come hither to be married to 
Count. 
Hero. T doe. ; : 
Frier. If cither of you know any inward impediment 
' why you ſhould notbe conjoyned, I charge you on your 
 ſoules to utter it. | 
Clan. Know you any, Hero? 
Hero. None my Lord: E 
F rier. Know you any,Count? 
Leon. I dare make his anſwer, None- 
Clas: O what men dare do! what men may do! what 
men caily do! 
Bene. How now ! interje&ions ? why then,ſome be 
of laughing as ha,ha, he: 
Claz: Stand theeby Frier, father,by your leave, 
Will you with free and vnconſtrained foule 
Give me this maid your daughter? 
Leon. As freely ſonne as God did give her me- 
Clap. And what have I togive you back,whole worth 
May counterpoile this rich and precious gift? 
Prin. Nothing,unlefle you render her aga1ne- 
Claw. Sweet Prince , you learne me noble thankfulnes: 
There Leenato, take her backe againe, 
Give not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 
Shee's but the ſigne and ſemblance of her honour: 
Behold how like a maid the bluſhes hecre! 
O whatauthority and ſhew of truth 
Can cunning finne cover it ſelfe withall! 
Comes not that bloud,as modeſt evidence, 
To witnefle ſimple Vertue ? would you not ſweare 
All you that ſee her, that ſhe were a maide, 
By theſe exterior ſhewes ? But ſhe is none: 
She knowes the heat of a luxurious bed: 
| Her bluſh is guiltinefſe,not modeſtie. 
Leo. W hat do you meane,my Lord? 
Clas. Not to be married, 
Not knit my ſoule toan approved wanton. | 
Lon. Deere my Lord,if youin your owne proofe, 
Have vanquiſht the reſiſtance of her youth, 
And madedefeat of her virginity. : (her, 
Clas.T know what you would fay:if I have knowne 
You will fay, ſhe did imbrace meas a husband, 
And ſoextenuate the forechand finne : No Leonato, 
I never tempted her with word too large, 
But as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhewed 
Baſhfull ſincerity and comely loue. 
| Hero. And ſem'dI ever otherwiſe to you? 


heere's that ſhall drine ſome of them-toa non-come, On- | | 


rr ng 


Clax. Ont on thee ſeeming, I will write againſt ir, 
Youſeeme to me as Diane in her Orbe, | 
Aschaſteas is the budde ere it be blowne: 

But you are more intemperate in your blood, 

Than Ven, or thoſe painpred animalls, 

That rage in ſavage ſenſuality.” | 

Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeake ſo wide) 

Leon. Sweete Prince,why ſpeake riot you? 

Prix. W hat ſhould T ſpecke? 

I ſtand diſhonour'd that have goneabour, 

To linke my deare friend to a common tale. of 
Leon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or do I but dreame? - 
BaF. Sir, they are (poken,, and theſe things are true, | 
Bene. This lovkes not like a nuptiall. s 
Hero. True, O God! 

(lan. Leonato, ſtand T here? | 

Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother? 

Is this face Heroes? are our eyes our owne? 

Leos. All this 1s ſo, but what of this my Lord? 

Clan. Let me but move one queſtion to-your daughter, | 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, | 
That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do ſo asthou art my childe. 

Hero, O God defend me,how am I beſet, 

W hat kinde of catechizing call you this? 

Lee. Tomake you anſwer truly to your name. 

Here. Is it not Here? who can blot that name 
With any juſt reproach? 

Clax. Marry that can Hero, 

Hero it ſelfe can blot out Heroes vertue. | 
What man was he, talkt withyou yeſternight, 
Out at your window betwitxt twelve and one? 
Now if youatt a maid anſwer to this. 

Hero. I talkt with no manat that howre my Lord. 
Prin.Why then youare no maiden. Leonaro, | 
I am ſorry you mult heare : upon mine honor, 

My ſelfe, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did ſee her, heare her,at that howre laſt night, 
Talke with a ruiHan at her chatnber window, 
Who hath indeed molt like a liberall villaine, 
Confeſt the vile encounters they have had 

A thouſand times in ſecret. 

John. Fic, fie,they arenot to be named my Lord; 
Not to be ſpoken of, . 

There is not chaſtity enough in language, 
Without offence to utter them:thus pretty Lady 
I am ſorry for thy much miſgovernement. 

Clazs. O Hero)\what a Hero had(ſt thou beene 
If halfe thy outward graces had beene placed 
About thy thoughts and connfailes of thy heart? 
But fare thee well,moſt foule;moſt faire, farewell 
Thou pure impiety,and impious purity, 

For thee Ile lockeup all the gates of Love, 
And on my cie-lids ſhall Conjecture hang, 
Toturne all beauty into thoughts of harme, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. 

Lo. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me? 

Beat. Why how now cofin,whertore ſink you down? 

Baſt. Come,let vs go:theſe things come thus to light, 
Smother her ſpirits ups 

Zene. How doth the Lady? 

Bear. Dead I thinke,helpe vncle, 

Here, why Hero, V ncle,Signor Benedicke, Frier. 

Leo. O Fate ! take notaway thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame 


Thar may be wiſht for. 
. - Beat. How 


—— 
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Beat, How now colin Here? 
Fri. Have comfort Lady. 
Lee. Dolt thou looke up? | 
Fri, Y ca, wherefore ſhould ſhenot? _ #4 
Les. Wherefore? Why doth not.every carthly thing 
Cry ſhame upon her? Could ſhe heere denie 
The ſtorie thatis printed in her blood? 
Do not live Hero, do not opethine eyes: 
For did I thinke thou wouldlt not quickly die, 
Thought Lthy ſpirits were {tronger then thy ſhames, 
My ſeife would an the reareward of reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 
Chid I, for that at frugall Natures frame? 
One too much by thee ; why hadI one? 
Why ever was't thou lovely 1a my eics? 
Why had I not with charicable hand 
Tooke up a beggars iſflue at my gates; 


| Who ſincered thus, and mir'd with infamie, 


I might have ſaid,no part of it 1s mine: 
This ſhame derives it {elfe from unknowne loines, 
But mine,and mine I loy'd, and minel prais'd, 
And mine that 1 was proud on,mine ſo much, 
That I my (elfe, was tomy ſelfe not mine: 
Valewing of her,why ſhe, O ſhe is falne 
Intoa pir of Inke,that the wide ſea 
Hath drops too tew to waſh her cleane againe, 
And ſalt too little, which may ſeaſon give 
To her fouie tainted fleſh. 
Bene. Sir, ſir, be patient : for my part,I am ſo attired 
in wonder, I know not what to ſay. 
Bea. © on my ſoule my coſin 1s belied. = 
Beve. Lady, were you her bedfellow laſt night? 
Bea. No truly:not,although vatill laſt night, 
I have this twelvemonth bin her bedfellow. 
Leon, Confirm'd,confirm'd, O that is ſtronger made 
Which was before barr'dup with ribs of iron. 
Would the Prince lie,and (audiowould he lie 
Who lov'd her ſo,that ſpeaking of her foulneſle, 


{ Waſh'd it with tcaces? Hence from her,let her die. 


Fri. Heare mea little , for I have onely bene {ilent fo 


| long, and givenway vnto this courſe of fortune, by no- 


ting of the Lady,I have mackt 

A thouſand bluſhing apparitions, 

To ſtart into her face, a thouſand innocent ſhames, 
In Angel whitnefle beare away thoſe bluſhes, 

And 11 her eie there hath appear'd a fire 

To burne theerrors that theſe Princes hold 

Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a foole, 

Truſt not my reading, nor my obſcruations, 
Which with experimentall ſcale doth warrant 

The tenure of my booke :.truſt not my age, 


\ | My reverence,calling,nor diuinity, 


If this ſ\iveet Lady lye not guiltleſſe heere, 
Vnder ſome biting error: 
Leo. Friar, it cannot bes 
Thou ſeeſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath left, 
Ts, that ſhe will not adde to her damnation 
A ſinneof perjury, ſhenot denies it: 
Why ſeck'ſt thou then to cover with excuſe, 
That which appeares in proper nakedneſſe? 
Fri. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 
Hero. They know that do accuſe me, I know none: 
IfI know more of any man alive | 
Then thar which maiden modeltie doth warrant, 
Let all my ſinnes lacke mercy. O my Father, 
Prove you that any man with me converſt, 


|| Refuſe me, hate 


} Theſe hands ſhall tcare 


At houres unmecte,or that 1 yeſternis Toy 
| Maintain'd the change of words cy ya creature, 
te me,torture me to.deathe :- ; 
. Fri. There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in the Prince: 
Ben, Two of them have the very-bent of honor, © 
And if their witedomes be miſled inthis; 
The practiſe of it lives in lohathe baſtard, 
Whoſe ſpirits toile in frame of villanies.. 
Lee. I khow-not:if they ſpeake but cruth of her, Ting 
| her:tf they wrong her honour, 
. The proudeft of them ſhall-well heare of it- 
' Time hath not yet ſo dried this bloud of mine, 
; Nor age fo cateup my: invention 


» 


| Nor Fortune made ſuch havockeof my meanes, 
' Nor my bad lite reft me ſo much of friends, 

| Bur they ſhall finde,awak'd in ſuch a kinde, 

| Both ſtrength of limbe, and policie of minde; 

| Ability in meanes,and choiſe of friends, 


| To quit me of them throughly. 


| Fri. Pauſeawhile, 

Andlet my counſell ſway you in this caſe, * + 
Your daughter heere the Princeſſe(left for dead} 
. Let her awhile be ſecretly kept in, 

And publiſh it, that ſhe is dead indeed: 
Maintaine a mourning oftentation, 
Andon your Families old monument, 


| Hang mournfull Epitaphes,and doall rites, - 


That appertaine vnto a burall. | , 
Leo, What ſhall become of this? W hat will this do? 
Fri, Marry this well carried, ſhall on her behalfe, 

Change ſlander to remorſe;that is ſome good, 

But not tor that dreame I on this ſtrange courſe, 

But on this travaile looke for greater births 

She dying, as it muſt be fo maintain'd, 

Vpen the inſtant that ſhe wasaccus'd, 
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| Shall be lamented, pittied,and excus'd 


Of every hearer : tor it ſo fals out, 

That what we have, we prize notto the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 
Why then we zacke the yalue,then we finde 

The vertue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 

W hiles it was ours, ſo will it fare with Claudio: 
When he ſhall heare ſhe dycd upon his words, 
Th'Icea of her life ſhall ſweetly creepe 

Into his ſtudy of imagination. 

Andevery lovely Organ of her life; 

Shall come apparel'd in more precious habite; 
More moving,delicate,and ful of life, 

Into the eye and proſpect of his ſoule | 
Than when ſheliv'd indeed : then ſhall he mourne, 
If ever Love had intercſt in his Liver, | 
And wiſh he had not ſo accuſed her: 

No,though he thought his accuſation true: 

Let this be ſo,and doubt not but ſuccefe 

Will faſhion the event in better ſhape, 

Then I can lay it downeinlikelihood. 

Butif allayme but this be levell'd falſe, 

The ſuppoſition of the Ladies death, 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 

Andaif it ſort not well,you may conceale her, 


| As beſt befits her wounded reputation, 


In ſome recluſive and religious life, 

Out of ll eyes,tongues, mindes and injuries; _ 
Bene. Signior Leonazo,, let the Frier adviſe you, 

And though you know my inwardneſlt and love 


Is very much ynto the Princeand {lawdo, 
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eALuch adoe about. Nothing. 


ig 


Yet, by mine horior,T will deale in this, 
As ſecretly and jaſtly, as your ſoule 
' Should with your body. 


Lo. Being 'that I low-in greefe, 


; The ſmalleft twine may leade me, 


Friy. Tis well conſented,preſently away, 


| For to {trange ſores, ſtrangely ay Kraine the cure, 
; Come Lady,die-to live, thisweddu 
| Perhaps is but prolong'd, have patience & endure. Exit. 


ng day  ' 


Bine. Lady Beatrice, have you: wept all this while? 
Beat. Yea,andT will weepe a whule longer. 
Bene. I will not deſire that. | Fr 
Beat. You have no reaſon,l doe it freely. ” F 
Bene. Surely 1 do beleeve your fair coſin is wrong'd. 
Bear. Ah, how much might the man deſerve of mee 
that would r1ght herl | "06 | 
Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip? 
Beat. A very even way,butnoſuch friend. 
Bene, May a man doe it? 
Beat. Tt is a mans ortice,but not yours- | ; 
Bene, 1] dolove nothing in the world ſo well as you,1s 
notthat {trange? ; 
Beat. As ſtrange as the thing I know not, it wereas 
ible for me to {ay,T loved nothing ſo well as you,but 


offi ; 
| bore me not,and yet 1 lie not, Iconfeſſe nothing , nor 


I deny nothing, I am ſorry for my couſin- 

Bene. By my {word Beatrwe thouloy' it me, 

Beat. Do not ſ{weare by it and car It. 

Bene. I will ſweare by it that you love mee,and I will 
make him eat it that fayes I love not you- 


{ -, Beat. Will younot eat your word? 
| ?Zere. With no fawce that can be deviſed toit, I pro- 


teſt T love thee. ; 
Beat. Why then God forgive me. 
Bene. VV hat offence ſweet Beatrice? | 


bout to protelt I loved you. 
Bene, And doit with all thy heart. 


isleft to protelt. 

Bene. Come, bid me doany thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill ( tawudio. | | 

Bene. Ha, not for the wide world: 

Beat. You kill me to denie, farewell. 

Bene. Tarrie {weet Beatrice. : | 

Beat. Tam gone, though I am heere,there is noloye in 
yOu, nay I pray you let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice: 

Beat. Infaith I will go. 5 

Bene. W ec'il be friends firſt, 

Beat. Y ou dare cafier be friends with mee , than fight 


| with mine enemy. 


| Bene. Is ( landiothine enemy? | 
Beat. Is anot approved inthe heighta villaine, that 
hath ſlandered, ſcorned,diſhonoured my kin{ſwoman? O 
that I were a man ! what, beare her in hand untill they 


Beat. You have ſtayed nic in a happy howre, I was a- 


Beat. I love you with {o much of my heart , that none 


Bear. Princes and Counties ! ſurely a Princely teſti. | 
mony, a goodly Count - Comfe& , a ſweet Galians fare. | 
ly, O that T were 'a man for his fake ! or that I had any 
friend wouldbe a man for my ſake!But manhood is me. 
ted into curtfies , -valour into complement, and men are 
onely turned into tongue, and trim ones r06: he is now 
as valiant as Hercsles,that onely tels a lie, and ſweares it: 
I cannot be a man with wiſhing; therfore I will die a wo. 
man with grieving. . | 
Bene. Tarry good Beatrice,by this handI lovethee.. 
| Beat. Vie it for my love ſome other way then ſwes 
ring by it. TE ds 8 
Bened. Thinke you in your ſoule the Count Clandis 
hath wrong'd Here? | 
Beat. Yea, as ſureas I have athought, or a ſoule. 
Gene. Enough , Iam engagde, I will challenge him] 
will kifſe your hand,and ſo leave you : by this hand (aw. 
dis ſhall render me deere account : as you heare of me; | 
ſo thinke of me : go comfort your cooſin, I mult fay ſhe 
is dead, and ſo farewell. | Exem, 


Enter the Conſtables, Borachio, and the Towne Clerks 
i” LOWNES. 


Keeper. Is our whole diflembly appeard? 
Cowicy, O a ſtoole and cuſhion tor the Sexton. 
Sexton. Which bethe malefators? 

_ e-tndrew.,Marry that am T, andmy partner. 

Cewley. Naythat's certaine , wee have the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sextor. But which arc the offenders that are to be ex. 
amined,letthem come before maſter Conſtable. 

Kemp. Yea marry, let them come before mce,whatis 
your name friend? | 

Bor. Borachio. 

Kem.Pray write downgporachio. Yours ſirra. 

Cox. 1 am a Gentleman fir,and my name is Cenrade. 

| Kee. Write downe Maſter gentleman Conrade : mai- 
ſters, do you ſerve God: mailters, it is proved alrcad 
thar you are little better than falſe knaves, and it will go 
necre to be thought ſo ſhortly, how anſwer you for you 
ſelves? 

Con. Marry fir, we ſay we are n6ne. 

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow I aſſure you, but] 
will go about with him : come you hither ſirra, a word 
1n your earefir , I fay to you, it isthought you are falk 
knavess 

For. Sir, Iſay to you,we are none. 

Kemp. Well, {tand aſide , fore God they are both ina 
tale:have you writ drowne that they are none? | 

Sext. Maiſter Conſtable , you go not the way toe 
amine, you mult call forth the watch that are their ac 
Cuſers. | F 
Rem. Yea marry , that's the cfteſt way,let the watch 
come forth:maſters, I charge you inthe Princes nams 
accuſe theſe men. 


Watch t. This manſaid ſir , that Dons Tobuthe Princes 
brother wasa villaine, 
Kemp. Write down, Prince John a villaine:why thisis 
fat perjuric;to call a Princes brother villaine, 
Bor. Mailſter Conſtable. 
Kew, Pray thee fellow peace, Ido not like thy looke,] 
promiſe thee. 
Sexton, W hat heard you him ſay elſe? 4þ 
Watch 8. Mary that he had received a thouſand Dt 
kates of Dos John , for accuſing the Lady Hero oy 
, | w- 


fully. K 


come to take hands , and then with publike accuſation 
{ uncovered ſlander, unmittigared rancour ? O God that I 
4 werea man 11 wouldeat his heart in the marker-place. 
- Bene, Heare me Beatrice. 
Bear. Talke with a man out at a window , proper 
ſaying. F- 
Bene. Nay but Beatrice, 
Bear. Sweet Hero, ſhe is wrong'd,ſhee is ſlandered, 
ſhe is vndone. oo 
Sene. Bett? 


tn 


- 


| ſome about him: bring him awayzO that I had been 
| downe anaſle ! | | 


2 


| was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner refus'd, 


| downerthe Princes Ozlicer Coxcombe : come, binde them 


| ſuſpet my yeeres? O that hee were hcere to write mee 
] downe an affe! but maiſters,remember that I am an aſſe: 


| afe:Nothou villaine, } art full of piety as ſball be prov'd 


| upon thee by good witneſle, Iam 
4 which is more,an otficer,and which 1s more, 


| In every lincament,branch,ſhape,and forme: 
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es. Flat Burglaric as ever was committed. 
Sr. Y ca by th maſſe thar it is. '” 

'Sextox. What elſe fellow? 0 4 oo = 

Watch. 1. And that Count Claudiodid meane upon his 
words, to diſgrace Herobefore th whole aſſembly , and 
not marry her. » Pr ES Lab 

Kemp. O villaine ! thou wilt be condemn'd into ever- 
laſting redemption for chis. 

Sexton. Whas clfe? 

Patch. T his 1sall. 

Sexton. And this is more maiſtersthen you can deny, 
Prince /ohnis this morning ſecretly ſtolnc away 3 'Hero 


and aponthe griefe of this ſodainely died: Maiſter Con- 

ſtable, let theſe men be bound, and brought to Leonazo, 

L will goe before;and ſhew him their examination. 
Conſt, Come, let them be opinion'd. 

- Sex. Let them be in the hands of Coxombe. : 

Kem. Gods my life, where's the Sexton?lct him write 


thou naughty varlet. | 
(onley. Away, you are an afſſe, you are an afle. 
Kemp. Doſt thou not ſuſpe& my place? doſt thounot 


though itbe not written down, yer forget not y Tam an 


T am a wiſe fellow, and 
a houſhoul- 


der, and which is more,as pretty a peece of fleſh as any 1n 


and one that hath two .,gownes, and every thing hand- 


Exit. 


m_—_—_—_—_—_——_— 


eA tus Cats. 


Enter Leonato and ha brother. : 

Brother. If you goe on thus,you will kill your ſelfe, 
And 'tis not wiſedome thus to ſecond gricie, 
Againſt your ſelfe.” : 

Leon. I pray thee ceaſe thy counſaile, 
Which falls into mine cares as profitlefle, 
AS water in a fjue : give not me counſaile, 
Norlet no comfort els delight mine care, 
But ſuch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſute with mine. 
Bring me a father that ſolov'd his childe, 
Whoſe joy of her is over-whelmed like mine. 
And bid him ſpeake of patience, 
Meſure his woe the length and bredth of mine, 
And let it anſwere every {traine for ſtraine, 
As thus for thus, and ſuch a griefe for ſuch, 


If ſucha one will ſmile and ſtroke his beard, 
And ſorrow,wagge,crie hem;when he ſhould grone, 


| 


; 


5 
" 


Patch griefe with proverbs, make misfortune drunke, 
Waith-candle-waſters : bring him yer to ne, 
And1 of him will gather patience 
But there is no fuch man;tor brother, men 
Can counfaile,and ſpeake comfort to that griefe, 
Which they themſelves not feele, but taſting it, 

heir counſaile turnes to paſſion, which before, 


t 


At 


Meilina,and one that knowes the Law, goe to,anda rich 
| fellow enough,goto , and a fellow that hath had lofies, 


writ | 


Would give preceptiall medicine to rage, 
Fetter ſtrong madneſſe in a filken thred, 


No,no,'tisall mens ofice,to ſpeake patience 

To thoſethat wring vader the load of ſorrow: 

But no mans vertue nor ſufficiencie 

To be ſomorall, when he ſhall endure 

My griefs cry lowder then advertiſement. 
Broth, Therein do men from children t 


For there was never yet Philoſopher, 

That could endure the tooth-akepatiently, 
How ever they have writ the ſtileof gods, 
And made a puſhat chance and ſufferance. _ 


Make thoſe that doe offend you,ſuffer too. 
My ſoule dothteli me, Hero is belied, - 
And all ofthem that thus diſhonour her.-, 


Enter Prince and Claudio, 
Brot. Aerecomes the Prince and 
Prin. Good den,oood deh. 
Claz. Good day to both of you. 
Leon. Heare you my Lords? 
- Prin. We have ſome haſte Leoneto. 


Are you ſo haſty now? well.all is one. 
Prin. Nay,do not quarrel with us, good old 


Some of us would ly low, 
Clas. Who wrongs him? 


I feare thee nor. 

(!ax. Marry beſhrew my hand, 
If it ſhould give your age ſuch cauſe of feare, 
Infaith my hand mcant nothing to my ſword. 


I ſpeake not like a dotard,nor a foole, 
As under priviledge of age to bragge; 


Were I not old,know Clexazto thy head, 


That I am forc'dtolay my reverence by, 
And with grey haires and bruiſe of many daies, 
Doe challenge thee totriall of a man, 

I ſay thou haſt belied mine innocent childe. : 


| Thy ſlander hath gonethrough and through her 


And ſhe lies buried with heranceſtors: 

O in a tombe where never ſcandall ſlept, 

Save this of hers, fram'dby thy villanic. 

Clas. My villany? : 

Leon. T hine Claudio,thineT ſay. 

Prin, Youſay notright old man. 

Leon. My Lord,my Lord, 

Ie prove it on his body if he dare, | 
Deſpight his nice fence,and his ative pratiſe, 


| His Male of youth, and bloome of luſtzhood. 


Clan. Away,T will not have todo with you- 


If thou kilſt me boy, thou ſhalt kill a man. 
Bro.He ſhall kill two of us,and men indeed, 
But that's no matter let him kill one firſt: 


—_— 


Charme ache with ayre;and agony with words. 


The like himſeltfe : thereforegive me no counſaile, 


ins differs 


* Leo. 1 pray thee peace, I will be fleſh and bloud, 


Broth. Yet bend notall the harme upon your ſclfe, 


- 


Leon. There thou ſpeak'ſt reaſon,nay I will doe ſo, 
And that ſhall Clazdio know,ſo ſhall the Prince, 


Clandio haſtily. 


Leo.Some haſte my Lord!well,fare you well my Lord, | 


man. 


Brox. It he could right himſeife with quarcelling, 
Leon. Marry thou doſt wrong me,thou difſembler,thou: 
]. Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
Leo. Tuſh,tuſh,man,never fleere and jeſt at me, 


WhatTI have done being yong,or what would doe, 


Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent childeand me, 


heart, 


Leo. Canft thou ſo daffe me? thou haſt kild my child, 
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Win me and weareme, let him anſwere me, 
Come follow me boy,comeſir boy, come follow me 
Sir boy, ile whip youfrom your toying fence; 
Nay,as 1 am agenileman, I will. | | 
Leon. Brother. ; AEST 
Bro. Content your ſelfe,God knows I lov'd my necce; 
And ſhe is dead,ſlander'd to death by villaines, | 
That dareas well anſwer a man indecd, 
AsI dare take a ſerpent by the tongue» 
Boyes,apes,braggarts, Iackes,milke-ſops. 
Leon. Brother eAnthory. PRESS. 
Prot, Hold you content, what man?I know them,yea 
And what they weigh,cven to the vtmoſt ſcruple, 
Scambling,out-facing,falhion-mongring boyes,1 
That lye,and cog,and floutzdeprave,andſlander, 
Gocantiquely and ſhow outward hidiouſneſle, 
And ſpeake of haife a dozen dang'rous words, 
How they might hurt their-encmics,if they durit. 
And this 1s all. een 
Levz. Burt brother Anthony. 
Avt.Come, *tisno matter, 


| Donot you meddle, let me dealc in this. 


Prs. Gentlemen both,;we will not wake your patience, 
My heart is fory for your daughters death: - 


1 But on my honour ſhe was charg'd with nothing 
{ But was truc,and very. full of proofe. 


Leon. My Lord,my Lord: 
Pro. I will not heare you. | 
: Emer Benearcke. 

Lee. No ! conic brother,away, I will be heard. 
 Exemnt ambo. 

Bro. And ſhall, or ſome of us will ſmart for it. - 

Prin, See,{ce,here comes the man we went to ſecke, 

(tas. Now ſignior, what newes? | 

| Ben, Good day my Lord: 
Prin. Welcome {ignior , youare almoſt come to part 


{ almolt afray. 


Clan. Wee had like to have had our two noſes ſnapt 
off with two old men without teeth. Si 

Prin. Leonato and his brother , what think'ſt thou?had 
wee fought, I doubt we ſhould have beene too yong for 
them. 

Ben. In afalſe quarcell there is no'true valour, I cameto 
| ſeeke you both. 

{{ar. We have beene up and downe to ſecke thee, for 
weare high proofe melancholly,aad would faine bave it 
beaten away,wilt thou uſe thy wit? 

Ben. It is in my ſcabverd,ſhall I draw it? 

Prin. Doeſt thou weare thy wit by thy ſide? 

{las, Never any did ſo,though very many have beene 
beſide their wit, I wil bid thee draw,as we dothe min- 
ſreis,draw to pleaſure us. | 
' Prin. As Taman honeſt man helookespale , artthou 
ſicke,or angry? | | 

(az. What ! courage man : what though care kil'd a 
cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Ben. Sir , I ſhall mcete your wit inthe careere , and 
you chargeit againſt me, 1 pray you chule another ſub- 
ject. 

{tar. Nay then give him another ſtaffe, thislaſt was 
broke crofle- 

Prin. By this light,he changes more and more,I think 
hebe angry indeed. 

Clars. If he be, he knowes how to turne his girdle. 

Fen, Shall I ſpeakea word in your care? 


Claw, God bleſſe me from a challenge. 


| head anda Capon , the which if Ido not carve mott cy. 


| propreſt man in Italy. 


Ben. You area villaine, 1 jeſt not,l willimak 
how yow dare, with what you dare,and wheti yas 
do me right, or I will proteſt your cowardiſe : youlave | 
kill'd a fweete Lady , and her death ſhall fall heavy on 
you, let me heare from you. | | 

Clas. Well, I will mecte you; fo I may haye good 
cheare. MOLE bb | 

Prin, W hat, a feaſt? EE Th. if, X | 

Clas. I faith I thanke him , he hath bid me to a calyes 


F 


riouſly, ſay my knife's naught, ſhall I riot findea wood. 
cocke too? I oprn 
Ber. Sir,your wit ambles well, it gocs caſily. 

Pro. Ile teil thee how Beatrice prais'd thy wit the 0. | 
ther day : I faid thou hadſt a fine wit:true ſaies ſhea fine 
little.one : nofaid I, a great wit : right ſaics ſhee, a great 
groſle one : nay ſaid I,a good wit : juſt faid ſhe, it hurts 
no body : nay ſaid 1, the gentleman is wile : certain ſaid 
ſhe, a wiſe gentleman : nay ſaid 1 , he hath the tongues; 


thatT belecve ſaid ſhee, for hee ſwore a thing to me on | 


munday night , which he forſwore on tueſday morning: 
there's a double touge , there's two tongues : thus did 
ſhee at howre together tranſ-ſhape thy particular ver. 
tues, yet at laſt ſhe concluded with afigh ,thou waſt the | 

Car. For the which ſhe wept heartily ; and ſaid ſhee 
car'd not. Is 

Prin. Yeathat ſhe did, bur yet for all that; and if ſhee 
did riot hate him deadly, ſhe would love hiin dearely,the 
old mansdaughter told us all. . RR 

Cles. All, all, and moreover , God ſaw him when hee 
washid in the ga;den- 


Prin. But when ſhall we ſet the ſavage Bulls hornes | 
| on the ſenſible Benedicks head? 


Clav. Yea and text vnder-neath, heere dwells Bene- 
dicke the married man. | 
Bexe: Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde, I will 
leave you now to your goſlep- like humor , you breake 
jelts as braggards dotheir blades, which God be thank- 
ed hurt not : my Lord, for your many courteſies I thank 
you , I muſt diſcontinue your company , your brother | 
the Baſtard is: fled from Meſſina: you have among you, 
KilPd a ſwecte and innocent Lady : for my Lord Lacke- 
beard there , he and 1 ſhall meete, and till then peace be 
with him. 
Prin. the is in catneſt. | 
Clas. In molt protound carneſt, aud Ile warrant you, 
for the love of Beatrice. | 
' Prin. And hath challeng'd thee: 
Claz, Molt ſincerely. 
Prin. W hat a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his 
doublet and hoſe, and leaves off his wit. þ 


Enter Conſtable, Conrade, and Borachio. - 41 


Clay, Heis then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape 
a DoRorto fuch a man. | 

Prin. But foft you, let me ſee, plucke up my heart,and 
be ſad,did he not ſay my brother was fled? 

Con#, Come you fir, if juſtice cannottame you ,ſhee 
ſhall ne'ce weigh more reaſons in her ballance,nay , and 
you bea curſing hypocrite once,you mult be lookr to- 

Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound?B« 
rachio one, : 
Cas, Harken after their offence my Lord. 
Prin: Officers, what offence have theſe men done: | 
Con. Marric 
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| Conſt, Mairtefir,, they have committed falſe report, 
moreover they. have ſpoken untruths , ſecondarily they 
are flanders , fixt and laſtly , they have belyed a Ladie, 
thicdly,they w_ verified unjuſt things;and to conclude 
they are lying knaves. 
"Prix. Firſt I askethee what they have done , thirdly 
T aske thee what's their offence, ſixt and laſtly why they 
are committed , and to conclude , what you lay to their | 
charge. : LEY $45 | 
Clas. Rightly reaſoned, and in his owne diviſion,and 
by my troth there's one meaning well ſuted. | 
Pri, Whom have you offended maiſters,that; you are 
thus bound to your anſwer? this learned Conſtable 1s too 
cunning to be vnderſtood, what's your offence? . | 
Bor. Sweate Prince ,let me go no farther to mine an- | 
| Giyere : do you heare me , and let this Count kill mee : I 
have deceived even your very eyes : what your wilſc- 
domes conld not dilcover, theſe ſhallow tovles have 
brought to light, who in the night ovecheard me confe(- 
fingro this man , how Don John your brother incenſed 
meto flander the Lady Hers,how. you were brought into 
the Orchard, and ſaw me coutt Aargaret in Heroes gar- 
ments; how you diſgrac'd her when you ſhould marrie 
her ; my villanie they have upon record, which 1 had ra- 
ther ſcale with my death,then repeate over tomy ſhame: 
the Lady is dead upon mine and my maiſters falſe accu- 
fation : and bricfely , I deſire nothing bur the reward of 
a vilaine. | 
Pris. Runs not this ſpeech like yron through your 
bloud? | , pon 
im I have drunke poiſon whiles he vtter'd it. 
rin. But did my Brother ſer thee on to this? 
Boy. Yea,and paid me rich for the praftiſe of it. 
Prin. He is coinpos'd and fram'd of treachery, 
And fled he is upon this villany. | 
Clax. Sweet Hero,now thy image doth appeare 
In the rare ſemblance that I loy'd it firſt. Ll 
Conſt. Come,bring away the plaintiffes , by this time 
our Sexton hath reformed Sign4or Leonato of the matter: 
| and maiſters,do not forget to {pecifie when tune & place 
ſhall ſerve,that I am an Aſle. 
(es. 2. Here, here comes maiſter Sigmor Leonats , and 
the Sexton too. 


o 


Enter Leonato. 


Leon. Which is the villaine?let me ſec his eyes, 
That when 1 note another man like him, 
I may avoide him : which of theſe is he? 
Bor.If you woul know your wronger,looke on me. 
Leon. Art thon art thou the ſlave that with thy breath 
haſt kild mine innocent childe? 
Bor. Yea, even I alone. 
Zeon. No,not ſo villaine,thou belieſt thy ſelfe, 
Here ſtand a paire of honourable men, | 
Athird is fled that had a hand in it: 
I thanke you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with your highand worthy decdes, 
Twas bravely done if you bethitike you of it. 
' Clan. I know not how to pray your patience, 
YetI muſt ſpeake,chooſe your revenge your ſelfe; 
Impoſe me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my ſinne,yet ſinn'd Inot, 
But in miſtaking, 
Prin, By my ſoule nor T, 


. 


| 


| Your overkindnefſe doth wri 


| hard-harted and will end nething for Gods 


I would bend vnder any heavy waight; 
That hcele enjoyne me to. 
. Leon, I cannot bid you daughter live, 
That were ithpoſſible;but T-praie you both; 
Poſlefle the people in CMeſſora here, 
Haw innocent ſhe dicd;andif your love 
Can labour aught in fad invention; 
Hang her anepitaph upon her toomb; 
And fing it to her bones,fing it to night: 
To moxrow morning come you to my houſe; 
And ſince you could not be my ſonnein law, 
Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter; 
Alinoſt tlie copie of my childethar's dead,  - 
And ſhealone 1s heire to both of us, 
Give her the right you ſhould havegiy'n her coin: 
And ſo dies my revenge. : 
' (fan. Onoblefir! © | 
ng teares from re; 
I do embrace your ofter, and ditpoſe 
For henceforth of poore Clandio. * . | 
Zeon. To morrow then I will expe& your comming; 
To night I take my leave:this naughty man + : 
Shall face to face be brought to CAtargarer, 
Whol beleeve was packet in all this wrong, 
Hired to it by your brother. « 20 
Bor. No by my ſoule ſhe was not, ' 
Nor knew not what ſhe did when fheſpoke tome; 
But alwates hath bin juſt and vertyous, 
In anything that I do know by her.-. - 
off, Moroever fir, which indeed. is 


't not under white 
afle , I beſcecch you let it be remenibred' in his puniſh- 
ment, and alfothe watch heard them talke of one Defot- 
med,they ſay he wearesa key in his cate and alock hang- 
ing by ir, and borrowes mony in Gods naine , the which 
he hathus'd ſolong,and never paied,that now men grow 
ed an x fake : praie 
you examine him upon that point: 
Leon. I thanke thee for thy care and honeſt paines. 

Conft. Your worſhip ſpeakes like a molt thankefull & 
reverend yourh, and 1 praiſe God for you. 

Leon. There's for thy paines. 

{onft. God fave the foundation. 

Leon, Goe, I diſcharge thee of thy priſoner , and 1 
thanke thee. "Y 

Conf, T leave an arrant knave with your worſhip, 
which I beleech your worſhip to corre& your ſelfe; for 
the exampleof others : God keepe your worſhippe, I 
wiſh your worſhip well, God reftore you to health, 
I humbly give you leave to depart, and if a merrie ince- 
ring may bee wiſht, God prohibite it : come neigh- 

Ours. 

Leon. Vntill tomorrow morning, Lords, farewell: 
Exenm. 
Brot. Farewell my Lords, wee looke for you to mor- 
row-« | 

Prin. We will not faile. 

Clas. Tonightile mourne with Hero, 

Leon. Bring you theſe fellowes on, wee'l talke with 
An__ how her atquaintance grew with this lewd 

ellow- 


| | E xexent. 
| Enter Beneaithe and Margarets © © 
Ben. Pray thee ſweete Miſtris Margaret, deſerve | 
well at my hands, by helping me to the ſpeech of Fee. 


rice, 


And yet to ſatisfiethis good old man, | 


Mar. Wul | 


and blacke, this plaintiffe here,the offendour did call mee 


th ee 3 
%# - 
. . 
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Ae. Will youthen writte me a Sonnet in praiſe of | 


| my beaurie? | 


Bene. Info higha ſtile Margaret , that noman living 


velt it. 

Mar. To have no man come over me,why, ſhall I al 
waies keepe below ſtaircs? BEHS 

Bene. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches. | e 

Mar. And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles, which 
hit, but hurt nor. 


woman : and fo b pray thee call Beatrice , I giue thee the 


: bucklers. 


Mer. Give us the ſwords, wee have bucklers of our 
OWne- 

Bene. If you uſe them e 1argaret,you mult put in the 
pikes with a-vige , and rhey are dangerous weapons for 


{ Maides: 


Har. Well ; I will call Bearriceto you, whoT thinke 
hath legges: _. '-. » Exit Margarite. 

Bene. And therefore will come. The god of love that 
ſits above,and knowes me, and knowes me, how pittifull 
I deſerve. I meane in ſinging , but in loving, Leander the 
good ſwimmec , Troilous the firſt imployer of pandars, | 
and a whole bookefull of theſe quondam carpet-mon- 
gers, whole name yet runne ſmoothly in the. even rode 
of a blanke verſe , why they were never ſo truely turned 


{| overas my poore ſelte jn love : marry I cannot ſhew it 


rime, L have tried, I can finde out no rime to Ladie but 
badie an innocents rime : for ſcorne; horne, a hard rime: 
for ſchoole foolea babling rime : very ominous endings, 
no, I was not boxne vnder a riming Planner , for I cannot 
wooe in feltiyall tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice. 


{ Sweete Beatrice would'ſt thou come when I cal'd thee? 


Beat. Yea Signior,and depart when you bid me, 

Bexe. O ſtay but till then. 

Beat, Then,is ſpoken : fare you well now,and yet ere 
I go,let me go with that I came, which is, with know- 
ing what hath paſt betweene you and Clandso. 

Bene. Onely foule words , and thereupon I will kiſſe 
thee. | | 
Beat. Foule words is but foule wind , and foule winde 
is but foule breath,and foule breath 1s noiſome,therefore 

I will depart unkiſt. 

Bene. Thou haſt frighted the word out of his right 
ſence,ſo forcibie is thy wit , but I muſt tell thee plainely, 
Claxdio vndergocs my challenge,and either I mult ſhort- 
ly heare from him, or I will ſubſcribe him a coward,and 
I pray thee now teli me, for which of my bad parts didiſt 
thou fir{t-fall in love with me? _ | 

. Bear. For them all together , which maintain'd ſo po- 
litique aſtate of evill, that they will notadmit any good 
part to intermingle with'them : but for which of my 
good parts did you firlt ſuffer Joye for me? : 

' Bene. Suffer love ! a good epithite , Ido ſuffer love in- 
cede, for I love thee againſt my will. 

Bert. In ſpight of your heart I thinke, alas poore heart, 
if you ſpight it for my ſake,I will ſpighr it for yours, for 
I will never love that which my friend hates. 

. Bened. Thou and I are too wiſe to wooe peacea- 
blie. - | | 

Bear. It appearcs net in this confeſſion,there's not oge 


wiſe man among twenty that will praifE himſclfe. 


ſhall come over it , for in moſt comcly truth thou deſer- | longer in monuments , then the Bels ring,and the Wig. 


Bene. A moſt manly wit CAHeargaret, it will not hurt a | 


Dapples the drowſie Eaſt with ſpots of grey: 


Bene. An old, anold inſtance PBearrice, thatlivwinl 
the time of good-neighbours , if a man doe norerethy 
this age his owne tombeere he dies , hee ſhall live ng: 


dow weepes. 23 
Bear. And how long. is that thinke you? | 
Bene. Queſtion, why an hower in clamour and aquar.] 

ter in rhewme;therfore is it moſt expedient for the wiſe | 

if Don worme( his conſcience) finde no impediments 
the contrary, tobe the trumpet of his owne vertyes; ag 

Iam to my ſelfe {o much for praiſing my ſelfe,who I my 

ſelfe will beare witnefſeis praiſe worthy , and now tl 

me how doth your colin? | | 
Beat. V ery ll. 
Bene. and lew do you? 
Beat. Very ill too. 


Emter Vrſhla. 


Bene, Serve God,love me,and mend, there will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in haſte. | | 
Urſ. Madam, you muſt come to your Vncle, yonders| 
old coileat home , it is proved my Lady Hero hath bin}; 
falſely accuſde , the Prince and Claudio mightily abuſte,| 
and Dos John jsthe author of all , who is fied and gong; 
will you come preſently? | | 
Beat. Will you go heare this newes Signior? | 
Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap,and bebw| 
ried in thy eyes : and moreover , I will ge with theeto| 
thy Vucles. Excum,| 


Enter Claudio, Prince, aud three or foure with T apers.. 


Clax. Is this the monument of Leonato? 
Lora. It is my Lord. Epitaph. I 
" Done to death by ſlinderons tongues, 
IV as the Hero that here lies: | 
Death in guerdon of her wrovgs, 
Gzves her fame which never dics : 
So the life that died with ſhame, 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 
Hang thou there upon the tombe, 
Prasſing ber when | am domhe. 
Cas, Now mulick ſound and ſing your ſulemne kymne, 


_ SOng. 
Pardon goddeſſe of the night, 
T hoſe that ſlew thy virgin knight, 
For the which with ſongs of woe, 
Ronnd about her tombe they goe: 
IHianight afſift onr mone helpe.vs to ſigh and gronee 

| Headily heamty. 

Graues yawne and yeelat your dead, 
Till death be witered, 
Heavenly heavenly. 


 (thisright- | 
Lo. Now untothy bones good night, yeerely will | do}! 
Prin. Good morrow maiſters , put your Torches out, 
The wolves have preied,and looke,the gentle day - 
Before the wheeles of Phoebus, round about 


Thanks. to. you all,and leave us, fare you well. 
Clax. Good morrow maiſters,cach his ſeverall way. 
Frin. Comeletus hence,and put oh other weedes, 
And then ro Leonatoes we will goe. | 
Cliz.And Hymen now withluckier iſſue ſpeed; They 
e1- 


—_—_ .u____. 
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Much adoe about Nothing. 


Thenthis for whom we rendred up this woe. = Exemn. 
Enter Leongo, Bene. Marg, Urſula,old man,Frier, Hero. 
Frier. Did [not te!l you ſhe was intiocent ? : 
Leo, So arethe Prince and Clandis whoaccus'd her, 

Vpon theerroarthar you heard debated, : 

But Margaret was in ſome fault for'this; 

Although againſt her will as it appeares, 

In the true courſe of all the queſtion. 

01d. Well,Iam glad that ail things ſort ſo well. 

Ben, And ſoam 1,being elle by taich enforc'd, 


{| To call yong {7audioto a reckoning tor it. 


Leo. Wcll daughter,and yong Gentlewomenall, 
Withdraw intoa Chamber by your ſelves, 
And when I ſend for you,come hither mask'd : 
The Prince and C [audio promis'd by this houre 
To viſit me,you know your orice Brother, 
You mull be father co your Brothers daughter, : 
And give her to yong Clandeo. Exeunt Ladies. 
Old. Which I willdoe with confirm'd countenances 
Zen. Frier, muſt intreat your paines, Ithinke. 
Frier, Todoe what Signtor ? 
Ben, To binde me,or undoe me,one of them : 
Signior Leonaro,truth it 1s good Signtor, 
Your Neece regards me with an eye of favour, 
014. That eye my daughter lent her,'cis moſt true, 
Ben. And I doe withaneye of love requitce her. 
Leo. The fight whereof I thinke you had from me, 
From {audzo and che ! rince,but whar's your will ? 
Ben, Your anſwer ſir is Enigmaticall, 
But for my will, my will is, your good will 
May ſtand with ours, this day to be conjzoyn'd, 
PIth ſtate of honourable marrizge, 
In which good Frier I ſhall defire your helpe. 
Leo. My heart is with your liking. 
Fryer. And my helpe. 
Enter Prince and Clardio with attendants, 
Prin, Good morrow to this faire allembiy. 
Leo, Good morrow Prince,gvood morrow Claudio, 
We here attend youyare you yer determin'd, 
Today to marry with my brothers daughter ? 
Clax. Ile hold my minde were ſhe an Ethiope. 
Les. Call ber forth brother, heres the Frier ready. 
Prin. Good morrow Benedicke, why what's the: marrer? 
Thar you have ſucha February face, 
So full of trolt, of fttorme, and clowdineſle. 
(as. I.thinke he thinkes uponthe ſavage ball : 


Tuſh, fearenot man, we'litip thy hornes with gold, 
And ail £xropa ſhall rejoyce at thee, 
As once Exropadid at luſty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beaſt in loves 
Ben. Ball ove fir , had an amiable low, 


| And ſome ſuch (trauge bull leapr your fathers Cow, 
| A got a Calfe in that ſame noble fear, | 


Muchlike to you, for you have juſt hisblear. 
Enter br oth:y, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Vrſuls, 

Cla. Forthis I owe you: here comes other recknings- 
Which is the Lady I mult ſeize upon ? 

Leo. This fame is ſhe, and 1 doe giveFou her. 

(1a. Why then ſhe's mine, ſweet let meſee your face. 

Leon, No thatyou ſhallnot, till yourtake her hand, 
Before this Frier, and ſweare to marry her. 

(ta, Give me your hand before this holy Frier, 
lam yorſt husband it you like of me. 

Hero, And when I liv*d I was your other wife, 
And when youlov'd, you were my other husband. 

Claw. Another Hero ? 


Hero. Nothing certainer. 
One Hero died,bur I doe live, 
And ſurely as 1 live; I am a maid. 

Prin. The former Hero, Hero that is dead. 

Leon. Shee died'my Lord, but whiles her ſlander lin'd, 

Frier. All thisamazement can Iqualivie, j 
When after that the holy ritesarecnded, 
Ile tell youlargcly of faire Heroes death : 
Meanetime [ct wonder ſceme tami'1ar, 
Andco the chappell ter us preſently; - 

Ben. Set and taire Frier,which is Beatrice? 

Beat. I an{wer to thatname,what is your will ? 

Bene. Doenot you love me? 

Bea'. Why no,no more then reaſon. 

Bene, Why then your Vncle,and the Prince,% Cla#dio, 
have becne deceived,they ſwore you.did, | 

beat. Doe not you love me ? | 

Beze, Troth no,no more then reaſon. 

Beat. Why then my Colin Aargarer and Ur/uld 
Are much d«ceiu'd,tor they did tweare you did. 

Bene, They ſwore you were almolt ticke for me. 

Beat. They (wore yu were wel-nyc dead for me. 

Bene. 'Tis nomatter,then you doe not love me? 

Seat. Notruly but in friendly reco:npence. 

Leon, Come Colin, Iam; ſure you love the gentleman. 

Clan, And Iic be tworne upon't that he loves her, 
For heres a paper wri«ten in his hand, 

A haiting fonnet ot his owne pure braine, 
Faſhioned to Beatrice. 

Hero, And heeres another, 

Writ in my cofins hand,ſtoine from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Beneazcke. 

Bene, A miracle, here's our owne hands againſt our. 
hearts : come I wiil have thee, but by this light I take 
thee for pitti. 

Zeat. 1 wouldnot denie you, but by this good day, 1 
yceld upon great perſwaſion, and partly ro fave your life, 
for I was told,you werein aconſumption. 

Leon, Peace | will ttop your mouth. 

Prin. How doltthou Benedichethe married man? 

Bene. Tietell thee what Prince : a Coiledge of witte= 
crackers cannot flout mee out of my humoar, doſt thou 
thinke I care for a Satyre or an Epigram ?nogit a man will 
be beaten with braines, a ſhall weare nothing handſome 
about him : in bricfc, fince I do purpoſe to marry, I will 
thinke nothing toany purpoſe that the world can ſay a- 
gain{t it ; and therefore never fioutat me, for I have ſaid 
againſt it : for man isa giddy thing, and this 1s my conclu- 
fion : for thy part Claudro, I dic thirke to have beaten 
thee, bur in thatthou arr like to be my kinſman, live un- 
bruis'd,and love my coſin. 

(7a; | had well hop'd y wouldeſt have denied Beatrice, y 
I might have cudgel'd thee out of tby ſingle lite, to make 
thee a double dealer, which out of queſtion thou wilt be, 
if my Couſin do not looke exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene, Come, come, weare friends, let's haye a dance 
ere we are marricd,that we may iighten our own hearts, 
and our wives hceles. 

Leon. Wce'll have dancing afterwards. 

Fexe,Firſt,of my word, therefore play muſicke.Prince, 
thou art {ad, get thee a wife, gettheea wife, there is no 
ſtaffe more reverend then one tipt with norn. Enter Mef. 

Meſſen. My Lord,your brother /ohnis cane in flight, 
And brought with armed men backe to CHeſſira. 

Bene. Thinke not on him till to morrow, ite deviſe 
thee brave puniſhments for him: ſtrike up Pipers. Davrce, 
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 eAttus Primus, Scana Prima. 


Enter Ferdinand King of N. avarre,Brron,Longavile,anti 
Daemae. 


Ferdinand, 
PEEYEt Fame,that all hunt after in their lives, 
L+S@ Live regiſtred upon our brazen Tombes, 
2&5 And then grace us in the diſgrace of death : 
When ſpight of cormorant devouring Time, 
Th'endevour of this preſent breath may buy 
That honour which ſhall bate his Sythes keene edge, 
And makeus heires of all eternitic. 
Therefore brave Conquerors(for ſo you arc) 
That warre againſt your owne affeftions, 
And the huge Army of the worlds deſires ; 
Out late Edi& ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force, 
Navarre ſhall be the wonder of the world. 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplativeinliving Art. 
You three, Biren, Dumaine,and Longavile, 
Have {worne for three yeeresterme to live with me, 
My fellow Schollers,and to keepe thoſe ſtatutes 
That are recorded in this ſcedule here. 
Your oathes are paſt,and now ſubſcribe your names : 
That his owne hand may ſtrike his honour downe; 
That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein : | 
If yonare arm'd ta doe,as ſworne to doe, 
Subſcribe to your deepe oathes,and keepe them to. 
Long. lam refolv'd, tis but athree yeeres faſt ; 
The minde ſhall banquet,though the body pire, 
Fat paunches have leane pates : and dainty bits, 
Make rich the ribs,burt bankerout the wats. 
Damatis. My loving Lord, Damaine is mortified, 
The grofler manner oftheſe worlds delights, 
He throwesupon the groſſe worlds baſler {laves : 
To lovegto wealth,to pompe, I pineand die; 
With all theſe living in Philoſophy. 
Biron, Ican bur ſay their proteſtation over, 
| So much(deare Liege)] have already ſworne, 
That is,to live and ſtudy herethree yeeres. 
Bur there are other ſtrict obſervances : 
As not toſee a woman in that terme, 
Which T hope well is notenrolled there. 
And one day in a weeke to touch no foode : 
And but one meale on every day beſide ; 
The which T hope is not enrolled there. 
And then toflcepe but three houres in the night, 
Andnotbe ſeeneto winke of all the day, 
When I-was wont tothinke no harme all night, 
And makea darke nighttoo of halfe the day : 
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| Which I hope well is.not enrolled there. 
O,theſe are barren raskes, teo hard to keepe, 
Notto ſee Ladies,ſtudy,faſt,not ſleepe. 


Ferd, Your oath is paſt to paſſe away from theſe, 
Biron, Let me ſay no tny Liege,andif you pleaſe, 
I onely {wore to ſtudy with your Grace, 
And itay herein your Court for three yeares ſpace. 
Long. You {wore to that Biron;and tothe reſt, 
Bir, By yeaand nay fir,then I ſwore in jeſt. 
What isthe end of ſtudy,let me know ? | 
Ferd. Why that to know which clſe wee ſhould int | 
knows. (lenle, 


Ferd. T,that is ſtndies god-like recompence.. 
Bir, Come on then,I will ſweare to ſtudy ſo, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 
As thus,to ſtud y where I well may dine, 
WhenT to faſt expreſly am forbid. 
Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miftreſle fine, 
When Miſtrefſes from common ſenſe are hid. | 
Or having ſyorne too hard a keeping oath, 
Study to breake it,and not breake my troths« 
If ſtudies gaine be thus,and this be ſo, 
Study knowes that which yet it doth notknow, 
Sweare meto this,and I will ne're ſayno. 
Ferd. Theſebe the ſtops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
And traine our intelle&sto vaine delight. 


4 


Bir. Why? alldelights are vaine,and that moſt ral 
Which with paine purchas'd,doth inherit paine, | 
As painefully to poareupon a booke, 

Toſeeke the light of truth, while truth the while | 
Doth falſly blinde the eye-ſight of his looke : | 
Light ſeckinglight,doth light beguile : | 
So ere you find where light indarkneſle lies, 

Your light growesdarke by loſing of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleaſe theeye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 

Who dazling fo, that eye ſhall be his heed, 

And give him light that it wasblinded by. 

Study is like the heavens glorious Sunne, 

That will not be deepeſearch'd with ſawcy lookes: 
Small have conrfnuall plodders ever wonne, 

Save baſe authoritie from others Bookes. 

Theſe earthly Godfathers of heavens lights, 

That give a nameto every fixed ſtarre, 

Have no more profit oftheir ſhining nights, 

Then thoſe that walke,and wot not what they are; 
Too much to know,is to know nought but fame : 
And every Godfather can give a name. | 

Ferd, How well hee*s read,to reaſon againſt renal | 

| wn. 
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Bir. Things hid and bard(you meane)from comman| 
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Dar. Procceded well,to ſtop allgood proceeding. 
on, He weedesthe Corne,and ſtill lets grow-the wee- 
ding. IMES KJ 
Fir. The Spring is neare when Greene Geeſe are a 
| breedings . | 
Dam. How tollowesthat ? 
Bir. Fit in hisplace and time. 
Dum. In reaſon nothing. 
Fir. Something then an rune. 
Ferd. Bironis like anenvious ſneaping Froſt, 
That bites the firſt borne Infants of the Spring. 
- Bir. Well,ſay I amgwby ſhould proud Sunumer boaſt, 
Before the Birds have:any cauſc to ling ? 
Why ſhould 1 joy in any.abortive-birth? 
At Chriſtmas 1 no more defire a Role, 
Than wiſha Snow in Mayesnew fangled ſhowes : 
Bur like of each thing that in ſeaſon growes. 
So you to.ſtudy now it 15 t90 late, | 
That were toclymbe orethe houſet\unlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well,fit you out : goe home Biron : adue. 
Bir. No my good Lord, I have ſwornto ſtay with you. 
And though I have for barbariſme ſpoke more, 
Then for that Angell knowledge you can ſay, 
Yetconfident Ile keepe what 1 have ſwore, 
And bide the pennance of cach three yeeres day. 
Give me the Paper let ms readethe ſame, 
And to the tri decrees 1i2 write my name. 


Fer. How well this yeclding reſcues thee from ſhame. 


Bir. Item. Thatno woman ſhall come within a mile 
of,my Court. 
| Hath this been proclaimed? 
| Long. Foure dayes agoe. 
Bir. It's {ce the penalty. 
Onpaine of looſing her tongue. 
Who devis'd this penalty ? 
Lon, Marry that did l. 
Bir, Sweet Lord,and why ? 
Lon, Tofright them hence with that dread penalty, 
A dangerous Law againtt gemility. ; 
Trem,It any man be ieeneto talke with a woman with 
in the tearme ot three yeares , hee ſhall endure ſuch 
—_—_ ſhame as the reſt of che Court ſhall poſſibly 
evile. 
Bir. This Article my Liege your ſelfe muſt breake, 
For well you know here comes in Embaſlic 
The French Kings daughter,with your {elfe to ſpeake: 
| A Maide of Graceand compleat Mzjelty, 
About ſurrender up of Aquitaine : 
To her decrepit,ſicke,and bed-rid Father. 
Therefore this Article is made in vaine, 
Or vainely comes the admired Princeſle hither, 
Fer, What ſay you Eords ? 
Why,chis wasquite forgot. | 
Bir. So ſtudy evermore is overſhor, 
Whit it dath ſtudy to have what it would, 
Ttdoth forgettodoe thething ir ſhould : 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth moſt, 
Tis won as Townes with tire,ſo won,ſoloſt. 
Fer. We mult of force diſpence with this Decree; 
She muſt lic here on meere neceſſity. 
_ Þir. Neceſlity will make us all forſworne 
Three thouſand times within this three yeares ſpace : 
For every man with his affe&sis borne, ; 
Not by might maftred,bur by ſpeciall grace. 
It I breake faith,this word ſhall breake for me, 
 Tamforſworne on meere neceſſirie. 


| Sotothe Lawesat largeT write my name, 

And he that breakesthem in the leaft degree, 
Standsin attainder of etexnall ſhame. . 
Suggeſtions are to others as to me : - 

Buc I beleeve although i ſeemeſoloth, 
Lam the laſt that will laſt keepe his oath. 

Bur 1s there noquicke recreation granted? _ 
. Fer, Ithatthere is,our Court y ou know is haunted 
With a conceited Travailer of Spaine, 

A man jnallthe world new faſhion planted, 

That hatha mint of phraſes in his braine z 
One, whom the muſicke of his owne vaine tongue, 
Dothraviſh like inchanting harmony : 

A man of complements,whom right and wrong 
Have choſe as vmpire of their mutinie. 

This childe of fancie that Armads hight, 

Forinterim to our ſtudies ſhall relate, 
In high-borne words theworth of many a Knight ; 


:{ From tawny Spaizeloſt in the worlds debate, 


How you delight my Lords,I know net I, 
But I proteſt I loveto heare himlie, 
And I will uſe him for my Minſtrelfie, 
Bir. eArmado isa moſt illutirious wight, 
A man of fire,new words,Paſhions owne Knight» 
Lon. Coſtardthe ſwaincand he ſhall be our ſport, 
And foto ſtudie,three yeeresis but ſhort. XR, 


Emer a. Conſtable with Coftard with a Letter, 


\ Conft -Whichisthe Dukes owne perſon. | 
_ » Bar, This fellow, What would'ſt ?. | 
Con. I my ſelfe reprehend his owne perſon , for I 
his Graces Tharborough: But 1 would ſee his owne per- 
{on 1n ficth and bloud. 
Bir. This 1s he. 
Cor. Signior Arme, Arme commends you : 
There's villany abroad, this letter will ts}! you more: 


mee. 
Fer. A Letter from the magnificent eArmado. 


_ Bir. How low ſoever the matrer , I hope in God for 
; high words. 


LiEnce. 
Bir. Toheare, or forbeare hearing. 
Lon. To heare meekely fir, and to laugh moderately, 
or to forbeare both. 
Bir. Well fir, be it as the ſtile ſhall give us cauſe to 
clime in themerrineſle. 
C low. The matter is tome fir,as concerning [aquenerta. 
The manner of it is,I wastaken with the manner. 
Bir, In what manner ? | 
Clow.In mannerand forme following ſirall thoſethree. 
I was ſcene with her in the Mannor houſe, fittine with 


| her upon the Forme, and taken following her into the 


Parke :; which put together , is in manner and forme 
following. Now fir for the Manner ; Is the manner 
ofa man toſpeake to a Woman , for the Forme in ſome 
forme. 
Bir, For the following ſir. 
(tow, Asit ſhall follov} in my correction , agd God 
defend the right. | 
Fer, Will you heare this Letter with attention ? 
Bir, As-we would heare an Oracle. Ns | 
. 4 Suchisthe fimplicity of man to hearken after the 
Icſh. 


L 2 


am 


Clow, Sir, the Contemprs thereof are as touching 


Lon. A high hope for alow heaven, God grant us pa- 


| 


Fer. Great | 
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F\ er denand, exdſile Ky 
Reat Deputy th: Welkins Vicegerent , 42 domina- 
| G ror of —_— 27 ſoules earthes God, and bodies fo- 
ftering Patrone : ©, *: 75 
of#. Not a word of Coftard yet. 

Ferd. Soit ts. wh 

Coft. 1r may be ſo : but if he ſay it is ſo;heis intelling 
true z but ſo. 

Ferd, Peace, 

Clos. Be to megand every man that dares not fight. 

Ferd. Ne words, 

Clw, Of other mens ſecrets Ibeſeech you. 

Ferd. So it ts, beſieged with ſable colored melancholly, I 
did commynd the blacke oppreſſing bumonr ro the moſt whole- 
ſome Phyſicke of thy health- giving ayrec eAnd as I am 4 Gen- 
| elem in,berooke my ſclfe tow.the : the time When? about the 
fret honre When Beafts moſt graſe, Birds befF pecke, and men 
fit downe to that nouriſhment which # called Supper : So much 
for the time When. Now for the ground Which ? wich 1 
means | walis upon, it ts yeliped, Thy Parke. Then for the 
place Where i where I meane 1 did encounter that obſceye ind 
moſt p-epofteroms event that draweth from my ſnow white Fen 
the Ebox-colonred Inke , which heere thow veeweſt, beholdefF , 
| ſurvayeſt . or leeft, But to the place Where: [t ſtandeth 

N »:th No-th- Eaft and by Eaff from the Welt coraer of thy 
curious knotted Garden, Therg aid I ſee that low ſprited 
Swaine, tht haſe Minow of thy my th, ( Clowne. Mec? ) 
that unlettered ſmall-hnowing ſoule, ((ow.me? ) that ſhallow 
vaſſal'( Clow.'till M.-2)which 4s 1 remember yg ht Coltard, 
({.ow.O me) ſorted and conſorted contrary 10 thy eff abbJhed 
| proclaimed Editt and (ontinent Canon : Whichwuh,O with, 
| but with this 1 paſſion toſay wherewith : 
| Ch. Witha Weach: 

Ferd, With a childe of onr Grandamether Eve, « female; 


or for thy more nnderitanding a woman : hum, / ( as my ever 


' meed of puniſhment by the ſweet Graces Officer Anthony 
Dull,s 124% of good repute carriage,bearing and eſtimation, 
Anth.M:,an'c ſhall pleaſe you ? 1 am e-L-thony Dal. 
Ferd, For Taquenerta(ſs # the weaker veſſel called which 
| apprekended with the aforeſard Swain, ! keep ber as a veſſeh of 
thy Lawes fury and ſhall at the leaFF of thy fwret notice , bring 


| #urning heat of dutss. 
| Don Adriana de Armado. 


Bir. This isnot ſo well as I looked for , but the beſt 
that ever I heard. 
Ferd, 1 the beſt for the worſt. But firra,What ſay you 
torthis? 
Cle. SirI confeſſe the Wench. 
Fer. Did you hare the Proclamation ? 
Che. Idoeconfeſſe much of the hearing it, but little of 
the marking of it. 
_ Ferd. It was proclaimed a yceres impriſonment to bee 
taken with a Wench. 
Clo: It was taken with none fir, I wastakeu witha 
Damoſe!]. _ 
Ferd. Well,it was proclaimed Damoſell. 
Cle. This was no Damoſell neither fir, ſhee was a Vir- 
iN. 
y Ferd. It isſo varied too,for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Cle. If it were, I deny her Virginitie ; I was taken with 
a Maide. | 
Fer. This Maide will not ſerve your turne fir. 
Cle. This Maide will ſcrve my turne fir. 


| her to triall. Thine in all complements of d: voted and heart- 


eftcemed dntie prickes me on) have ſent to thee, to recerve the | 


| two words,the dancing horſe will tell you 


Fer. Sir I will pronounce your ſentence? , You fhal 
faſta Weeke with Branne and Wate:. . p 
of I had rather pray a Moneth with Mutton andPox. 
r . . x $17 
Ferd, And Don Armade ſhall be your Keeper. 
My Lord Bron, ſee him deliver'd ore, 
And goe we Lords to put in pradtice that; 
Which each to other hath ſo trongly ſworne, 
Bir. Ile lay my head roany good mans H-t, 
Theſe oathes and Lawes will prove an idle ſcorne, 
Sirra,come On: X | 
(to. 1 fuffer for thetrath fir © for trac it is, T was 
ken with [aquentria,and lagnevetta-is a true Girle , and 
therefore welcome the ſowre cup of proſperity,afflicing 
may one day ſmile againezand untill then- fit downe for. 
row: were ETEITE ; Exit 
Enter Armado a Braggart,aund Moth his Page. 
Brag. Boy, W hart figne 1s it when a man of great ſpirk 
growes melancholy ? 4-4 ; 
Boy. A great ſigne (ir,that he will looke ſad. | 
Brag. Why? ſadneſle is one and the ſelfe-lame thing 
deare Im 
Zoey. No,no,O Lord fir no. 
Brag. How canſt thou part 
my tender [uvenalt ? 
Boy. By afamiliar demonſtration of the working ,my| 
tough Signior. | , 
Brag. Why tough Signior ? Why tough ſignior Þ" | 
Boy. Why tender [nvenall? Why tender [uvenalt | 
Boy. I ſpoke it tender /averal, asa congruent ep 
kon,appertaining to thy yong dayes,which we may nog 
nate render. | | 
Boy. And T tough Signior , -as an appertinat title t| 
| 
| 


ſadnefle and melancholy 


your old time,which we azay name tough. 
Brag. Pretty andapt. 
Boz. How meane you fir,I pretty, and my ſaying apt? 
or I apt,and my ſaying pretty ? 
Brag. Thou pretty, becauſe little. | 
Boy. Little pretty, becauſe lictle ; wherefore apt ? 
Brag. And therefore apr,becauſe quicke. 
Boy. Speake you this 1n my praiſe Maſter ? 
Brag. In thy condipne praiſe. 
Zoj. 1 will praiſe an Eele withthe ſame praiſe. 
Brag. What ? thatan Eeic is ingenuous, 
Boy. That an Eele is quicke. | 
Brag. I doe ſay thou art quicke i anſyeres. That 
heat'it my blood. | 
Boy. Iam anſwer'd fir. 
B- 2g. I lovenottobecroſt. 4 
Boy.He ſpeaks the clean contrary,crofles love not him. 
Br.I have promis'd to ſtudy iij yeeres with the Duke 
Boy. You may doe it in an houre fir, 
Brag. impoſlible, 
Boy How many1s one thrice told ? 
Brag. Lamill at reckning, it fits the ſpirit of a Tapſltt, 
Soy. You are a Gentleman anda Gameſter fir. 
_ Brag. 1 contefe both, they are both the varniſh of 
complcat man. 
Boy. Then Iam ſure you know how much the grolſ 
ſumme of deuſ-aſe amounts to, 
Bag. It dothamovuntro one morethentwo, 
Boy. Which the baſe vulgar call chree. By.Tcue- 
Boy. Why fir isthis ſuch a peece of ftudy? Now here's 
three liudied,ere you'i] chrice winke, and how eafie tB 
to put yearesto the word three,and ſtudy three yeeresÞ] 


| Brag, þ 
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Brag. A moſt fine figure. 
Boy. To Prove you a Cypher. 


it is bate for a Souldier tolove ; foam l in love with a 
baſe Wench, If drawing my ſword againſt the humour 
of affetion, would deliver mee from the reprobace 
thought of it, I wouldrake Deſire pritoner, and rantome 
him to any French Courtier for a new devis'd curteſie . I 
thinkes I ſhould out-ſweare 
Cupid. Comfort me Boy, Whar great men have beene 
inlove? 

Boy. Hercnles, Maſter. | £2 21S 
' Brag. Moſt ſweet Herenles: more authority deare Boy, 
name more ; and ſweet my childe let them bee men of 

ood repute and carria 
: Boy. F ampſon, Maſter, he was a man of good: carriage, 
great carriage : for hee carried the Towne-gates On his 
backe like a Porter : and he was inlove. 

Brag. O weil-knit Sampſon, ſtrong joynted Sampſon ; 
[doe excell thee in my Rapier,as muchasthou didit mee 
in carrying gates: I am in love too, Who was Swpſons 
Love my deare oth ? 

Boy . A woman, Maſter. 

Brag. Of what complexion? 

Boy, Ofall the toure,or the three,or the two,or one of 
the foure. 

Brag. Tell me preciſcly of what Complexion? 

Boy. Ofthe Sea-water Greene lir. : 

Brag. Isthat one of the foure complexions ? 

Boy. As1 have read firand the beſt of .hem too. 
 #Brag. Greene indeed isthe colour of Lovers: but to 


1 havea Love of that colour, me thinkes Sampſon had ſmall 
| reaſon for it, He ſurely afteced her for her wit. 


Boy. It was ſo ſir,for ſhe had a greene wit. 

Brag. My Love is moſt immaculate whiteand red. 

Boy. Molt immaculate thoughts Maſter,arc masK'd un- 
der ſuch co:0urs. et 
; Brag. Definedefine, well educated infant, 

Boy. My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue afliſt 
mee. 

Brag. Sweet invocation of a childe,, moſt pretty and 
pathericall. 

Boy. If ſhe be made of white and red, L 
Her faults will ne're be knowne : 
For bluſhing cheekes by faults are bred, 
And feares by pale white ſhowne : ' 
Then if the feare,or be to blame, 


1] Bythis you ſhallnot know, - 


For (till her cheekes poſleſſe the ſame, 
Which native ſhe dothowe ; 


| A dangerous rime Maſter againſt the reaſon of white 


and r2dde. 
Brag. Is there not a Ballet Boy , of the King and the 
Begger ? 
- Boy. The world was very guilty of facha Ballet, ſome 
three Ages ſince,bur I thinke now tisnot to be found : or 
if it were,it would neither ſerve for the writing , nor the 
tune. | 
Brag. I will have that ſubje& newly writ ore , that 1 
miy example my digreffion by ſome mighty preſidents 
Boy.I doe love that Countrey Girle thar I tooke in the 
_ with the. rationall Hinde Cofard : ſhee deſerves 
Well, 221 | 
Boy. Tobe whip'd :-and yet a better Love then my 
Maſter,” | 


Brag. Sing Boy,my ſpirit growes heavy in love. 


i 


4 —_——— 


| 


Brag. I will hereupon coafeſſe I am in love: and as | 


Boy. And that's great maryell,loving a light Wench, 
Brag, 1 iay ſing. 


Boy. Forbcare till this company be paſts 
Enter ([lowne,Conſlable and Wench. 


Conf, Sir, the Dukes pleaſure, is thar you keepe' Co. 


fardiafe,and you matt let him rake no delight, nor no 
pennance, but he mult taſt three dayes a weeke : for this 


Damlfell,1 muſt keepe herar the Parke,ſhee is allow'd for | 


the Pod yn re you well. | Exis. 
rag. 1doe betray my ſeife with bluſhing : Maide: 

Brag. I will viſit thee at the Lodg. 

CHaid. That's here by. 

Brag. I know where itis ſituate. 

Maid. Lord how wiſe you are ! 

Brag. I willtell thee wonders. 

AMiaid. With that face? 

Brag. I love thee, 

Mad. So T heard you fay. 

Brag. Ando farewell. 

Maia. Faire weather after you. 

Come 1a 42way. "20: Exemnt. 

Brag. Viliaine,thou ſhaltfaſt for thy offencesere thou 
be pardoned. 

Clo, Well fir, hope when Idoe ir; I ſhalldoe it ona 
full (tomacke; | 

Brag. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſhed. 

Ci. Iam more bound to you then your fellowes , for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

(01. Take away this Viilaine,ſhut him up. 

Boy. Come youtranfſpreſling ſlave,away. 
| _ Lct menot be pentup fir, 1 will be faſt being 

oole. | 


Boy. No fir, that were faſt and looſe : thou ſhalt to 
priſon. | 

Clow. Well,if ever Idoeſeethe nierry dayes of deſo- 
lation thar I have ſcene ſome ſhall ſee. 

Boy. What ſhall ſome ec? | 

Clow, Nay nothing; Maſter orb, but what they 
looke upon. It 1s not for priſoners to be filent in their 
words,and therefore I will fay nothi2 : 1 thanke God, I 
have as little patience as another man and therefore I can 
be quiet. Exit. 

Brag. I docaffec the very ground ( which is baſe) 
where her ſhooe ( which is bafer ) guided by her foote 
(which is baſeſt)doth tread. I ſhall be forſworne(which 
15a great argument of fal/hood ) if I love. And how can 
thatbe true love,which is talſly attempted? Love isa'fa- 


miliar, Love isa Divell. There is no evill Angell bur | 


Love,yet Sgwp/oif was fo tempted , and hee had an excet- 
lent ſtrength :* Yet was Salomon ſo feduced , and hee id 
a very good wit. | Cupid? But-ſhaft istoo hard for Her- 
cules Clubbe , and therefore roo much oddes for a Sp4- 
niards Rapier : The firſt and ſecond cauſe will not ferye 
my turne : the Peſſado hee reſpedts not ,the Dnelohee 
regards not ; his diſgrace is to bee called: Boy , bat his 
glory isto ſubdue men. Adue Valour , ruſt Rapicr , bee 
{til Drum,for your manager is inlove; yea, hee loverh, 
Aſſiſt me ſomeextemporall-god of Rime , for I am fare I 
ſhall turne Sonnet. Deviſe Wir, write Pen, for I amfor 
whole volumes in folio. - 
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Enter the Princeſſe of France with three attending Eadies, 
and three Lords; 


Byjet: Now Madam np your deareſt ſpirits, 
Conſider whem the King your Father ſends: 
To whom heſends,and what's his Embaſlice 
Your ſelfc,held precious in the worlds eſteeme, 
To parlee with the ſole inheritour 
Of all perfe&ions that a man may owe, + 
Matcleſſe Naverre : the pleaofno lefſe weight 
Than Aguitaine,a Dowric for a Queene: 
Be noyv as prodigall of all deare grace, 
As Nature was in making Graces deare, 
When ſhe did ſtarve the generall world belide, 
And prodigally gave them all to yet 
Prin. Good L.Bojet,my beauty though but meane, 
Needes not the painted flouryh of your prailc : 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye, 
Not uttred by baſe ſale o& Chapmens tongues : 
I amleſſe proud to heare you tell my worth, 
Then you much willing to be counted wile, 
In ſpending thus your witin praiſe of mine. 
Butnow to taske the tasker,good Boyer, 
You are not ignorant,all-telling fame 
Doth noyſe abroad Mavearrehath madea vow, 
Till painefull ſtudy Chall our-wearethree yeares, 
No woman may approach his ſilent Court : 
Therefore to's {eemeth it aneedfull courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates, 
To know his pleaſure,and in that behalfe 
Bold of your worthinefſe, we ſingle you, 
As our beſt moving faire Soliciter : 
Tell him the Daughter of the King of Frexce, 
On ſerious buſineſſe,craving rs 4 diſpatch, 
Importunes perſonall conference with his Grace. 
Haſte,ſfignifie ſo much, while weattend, 
Like humble vifag'd Sutors his high will. 
Foyer. Proud of imployment, willingly I goe. Ex. 
. Prin. All prideis willing pride,and your's is ſo : 
Who arethe Votarics my loving Lords , that are yoy- 
fellowes with this vertuous Duke ? 
Lor. Lorgavileis one. 
Prin. Know youthe man? 
1 Lad. I knew him Madamat a marriage Feaſt, 
Berweene L.Perigert and the beauteous heire 
Of lagqnes F auconbridge ſolemnized. 
In Normandy ſaw I this Longavile, 
A man of ſoveraigne parts heis eſtean'd : 
Well fitted in the Arts,glorious in Armes : 
Nothing becomes him 1ll that he would well. 
Theenely ſoyle of his faire vertues glofſe, - 
(If vertnes gloſic will ſtaine with any ſoyle,) 
Isa ſharpe wit march'd with too blunt a will : | 
Whoſe edge hath power to cut, whoſe will till wils, - 
It ſhould none ſpare that come within his power. 
Prin, Some mcrry mocking Lord belike,iſt ſo ? 
Lad. 1. They fay ſo moſt, that moſt his humors know. 
Prix. Such ſhort liv'd ' wits doc wither as they grow. 
Who arethe reſt ? 
2 Lad. Tit yong Damnine a wellaccompliſh'd youth,) 


{ Ofall that Vertue love,for Vertue loved. 


| 


——— . 


Moſt power to doe moſt harme,leait knowing ill ; 
For he hath-wit tomake gn ill ſhape EE 
And ſhape to win grace though he had no wit. 

I ſaw himatthe Duke Alerzzerence, 

And much too little of that good I ſaw,  - 

Is my report to his great worthineſſe. 

Roſa; Another of theſe Students atthar time, 
Was there with him,as I have heard atruth. 
Birove they call him,buta merrier man, 
Witkinthe limir of bec mirth, 

I never ſpentan houreatalke withall, 

His eye begets occaſion for wit; 

Forevery obje& thatthe onedoth catch, 

The other turnesto a mirth-moving jeſt. 

Which his faire tongue(conceits Expoſitor) 
Delivers1n ſuch apt and gracious words, 

That aged cares play Trewantat his Tales, 

And yonger hearings are quite raviſhed. | 
So ſweetand voluble 1s his diſcourſe, "1 

Prin. God blefle my Ladics,are they all in love? 
That every one her owne hath garniſhed, | 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe. 

Ma. Heere comes Boyet. 


Emer Bojet, 


Prix. Now,what admittance Lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fairc approach; 
And he and his Competitors in oath, | 
Wereall addreſt romeete you gentle Lady 
Before I came : Marry thusI have learnt, 

He rather mcanes to lodge you in the field, | | 
Like one that comes hecre to beſicge his Court, y 
Than ſecke a diſpenſation for his oath : 
To kt yon enter his unpeopled houſe. 


Enter Navar ,Longavile, Dumaine and Birone; 


| Heere comes Naverre. 
N ev. Faire Princefle, welcometothe Court of Navs 


« Prm, Faire Igive youbacke againe , and welcome! 


| havenotyet : the roofe of his Court istoo high role 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields , too baſeyols| 
mine. 1 
Nav. You ſhall be welcome Madam romy Court. | 
Prin. 1 will be welcome then, Condu me thither. | 
Nav. Heare me deare Lady,I have {worne an oath | 
Frin, Our Lady helpe my Lord,hee'l be forſiyorns, | 
Nav. Not for the world faire Madam,by my will, 
Prin. Why,will ſhall breake it will,and nothingelle 
Nav. Your Ladiſhip is ignorant what it is. i 
Prix. Were my Lord ſo,his ignorance were wile, 
Wherenow his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
'Theare your Grace hath {worne out Houſ-keeping 2 
'Tisdeadly ſinne to keepe that oath my Lord, | 
And ſinne tobreakeit : 
Burt parden me,I am too ſodaine bold, 
To _ - aq. _ beſcemeth = | 
Vouchſafero readethe purpoſe of my comming, 
And ſodainely relglve me in my ale. | 
Nev. Madam, -xpill,i ſodainly I may. 
Prin. You will theſooncr that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjaj'd if you make me ſtay. 
Bir. Did not Idance with you in Brabant once ? 


| Roſa, DidnotTIdange with you in Brahawt once? | 


Bir. 1 
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'| Bir. I knowyoudid, | © | Sox. Lady, I will commendyouto my own heart. 
| Roſe. How needlefle was it thento aske the queſtion ® | Ls, Ro. Pray you doe my 5. ne or-Ant 

' Bir. You muſtnor be ſoquicke. dns : I would be gladto ſee it; bed 

Ro. 'T1s long of youthatſpur mee with ſuchqueſtions. Boy. Iweuld you heard it grone. 

Fir. Your wit's too hot it ſpeedstoo faſt , *twill tires La. Ro. Is the ſoule ſicke ? 

Reſo. Not till it leave the Rider inthe mire, | Boy. Sicke atthe heart. 


Bir. What time a day ? La. Ro. Alacke, let it bloud. 
| Roſa. The houre thar fooles ſhould askes | Zoey. Wouldthat doe it pood? 
Bir. Now faire befall-your maske. -- La, Ro: My Philicke fayes I. 
Roſa. Faire fall the face it covers: Bo. Will your prick't with youreye: 
Bir. And ſend you many lovers- La. Ro. Ne poynt, with my knife, 
Roſa. Amen, ſo you be none. | 8 oo Now God ſave thy life. 
Bw. Nay then will I be gone, La. Ro. And yours from long living. | 
Fer. Madame, your father heere doth intimate, Bir. I cannot ſtay thankſgiving: Exe. |. 
The paiment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, | Pet 
Being but th'one halfe, ofanintire famme, | Enter Dumaine. . | 
Disburſed, by my father in his warres, | Dam. Sir, I pray youa word : what Lady isthatfame? 
But ſay that he, or we, as neither have | Zoj. The heire of Alayſov, Roſalm her name. | 
Receiv'd that ſumme ; yet there remaines unpaid Dum. Agallant Lady, Mounſter fare you well. Exit. 
| A hundred thouſand more : in ſurety ofthe which, Enter Langavile, : 
One part of Aguiz4i*eis bound to us, Long. 1 beſeech youa word : what is ſkeinthe white? 
Although not valued tothe moneys worth. | Boy. A woman ſometimes,if you ſaw her in the light, 
| If thenthe King your father wor j Lovg. Perchancelight inthe light : I defire her name. 
But that one halfe which is &d, Boy. She hathbur one for her ſelfe , 
We will give up our right in Aquizaine, To deſire that were a ſhame. 
| And hold faire triendihip with his Majeſty : | Lov. Pray youſir, whoſe daughter? 
. But that itſeemeshe little purpoſeth, Boy. Her mothers, I have heard. 
For here he doth demand to haye repaid, Long, Gods bleſſing a your beard: 
An hundred thouſand Crownes, and not demands - - Boy. Good firbenot offended, 
One paiment of a hundredthouſand Crownes, She is an heire of Fawlconbridge. 
To have his titlelive in- Aquitaine, _ Long. Nay, my choller is ended ; | 
W hich-we much rather had depart withall, | | Shee isa moſt fvect Lady, | Exit. Long» 
And have the money by our fatherlent, Boy. Notunlike ſir, that may be. 
Then Aqniteine, ſoguelded as itis. | Enter Girone., 
Deare Princeſſe, were not his requeſts ſo farre — Bir, What's her name in the cap; 8 | 
From reaſons yeelding, your faire ſelfe ſhould make Boy. Katherine by good hap. 
A yeelding *gainſt ſome reaſon in my breſt, ft Br. Is ſhe wedded, or no. 
And goe well fatisfied to France againe. | Boy. Toher will fir, or ſo. | 
Prin, You doe the King my Father too much wrong, Bir, Youare welcome fir, adiew. ; 
And wrong the reputation of your name, Bey. Fare well tomefir, and welcome to you. Ex. 
| In ſounſeeming to conteſle receit 14. 1a. That laſt is Birone, the mery mad-cap Lord. 
Of that which harh ſo faithfully beene paid. | Not a word with him; but a jeſt. 
} Fer. I doeprotelt I never heard of it, Boy. And every jeſt but a word, 
| Andif you prove it, Ile repay irbacke, Fri, It was welldone of youtotake himat hisword. 
Or yeeld up eAgquitaine, Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to boord. 
Prin. Weaxreſt your word : Lad. Ma. Two hot Sheepes mary ; -- 
Boyer, you can. produce acquittances And wherefore not Ships ? ; (lips. 
For ſach a ſumme,from ſpeciall Officers, Boy. No ſheepe (ſweet Lamb) unlefſe we feed on your | 
4 Of Charles his Father. La. You ſheepe and I paſture: ſhall that finiſh the jeſt? 
Fer. Satisfie me ſo. Boy. So yougrant paſture for me. | 
, © Boyer. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet is not come La. Not ſo gentle beaſt: * , | 
i Where that andother ſpecialties are bound, My lips areno Common, though ſeverall they be. 
To morrow you ſhall have a fight of them. Boy. Belonging ro whom ? 
Fer, It ſhall ſuffice me zat which enterview, La. To my fortunesand me. 
| Allliberall reafon would I yeeld unto: Prin. Good wits will be jangling, but gentles agree: 
Meane time, receive ſuch welcome atmy hand, This civill warre of wits were much better uſed 
As Honour, without breach of Honor may On X.averand his bookemen, for heere*tis abas'd. 
Make tender of, tothy true worthineſſe, Boy. If my obſervation (which very ſeldomelyes 
You may not come faire Princefſe in my gates, | By the hearrs ſtill rhetoricke, diſcloſed with eyes) 
But heere withoart you ſhall be ſo receiy'd, Decetve me net now, A\ avaris infected. 
As you ſhall deeme your ſelfe lodg'd in my heart, Prix. With what ?. _ Fo 
Though ſodeni'd farther harbour in my houſe : Boy. With that which we Loversintitle affofted. 
Your owne good thoughts excuſe me, and farewell, Prin, Your reaſon.” | SO, 
Tomorrow we ſhall viſit you againe. Boy. Why all his behaviours doe maketheir retire, 


Prin.Sweet health and faire deſires conſort your grace. | To the court of his cye, peepingthorough deſires | 
Fer, Thy ewne wiſh, wiſh I thee, incvery place.Exit. | His heart likean Agor with your privtimpriſſed, | | 


Proud 


———— 
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E oves Labour's bf. | 


| Proud with his forme, in his cyc pride expreſſed, 
{ His tongueall impatient to ſpeake and not ſee, - 
| Did ſtumble with baſte in his eye-ſight tobe, 
Allſenſes to that fence did make their repaire, 
To feele onely looking on fairelt oft faire : 
{ Methougktall his ſences werelopckt in. his eye, 
As Tewels in Chriſtall for. ſomePrimceto buy. 
Who tendring their owne worthfrom whence they -wese 
Did point out to buy them alongas you paſt. -* © .. 
His faces owne margent did coate ſuch amazes,  - -- 
That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazess. * 
Ie give you eAquitaine,and all that is his, -:* 
And you give hiarfor my fake, but one loving kiſſe. 
' Prin. Cometo our Pavillion, Boyer is difpaſde. 

Boy. But to ſpeake that in words,which his cyc hath 
I onely have made a month of hiseye,:; (diſclol'd, 
By adding a tongue, which 1 knew will not lye. 

Lad. Ro, T houartau dld:Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 
$killfully. | #8 
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Lad.2: i Then was Fen like her mother, for her fa- 

ther IS but grim, « 4 : 7 
Boy. Doe you heare my 
Lad. 1. No 
Boy. Whatthenjaoe you ſee ? 
Lad. 2. I, our way.tobe gone. 
Boy. Youaretoghard for,mes 
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Tertia. 


A —— —_ 


&$meir Braggart, arid Boy. 
#< | F000... . IS RS 
Bra. Warble child, make-paionate.my ſenſe of Jhea- 


Boy. Concolinell.—— | DG ON 8 
Brag. Sweet Ayer, goe tenderneſſe of yeares.: take 
this Key, give enlargement to theſwaine, bring him fe- 


Love. SS 
Boy. Will you wip.yourlove witha French braute ? 
Brag. How meaneft thou,brauling in French:? - 

Boy. No my compleat:maſter, but to jigge off a. tune 
atthe tongues end, canary fo'it with the feete, humour 
it with turning up your eye : figba note and ſing a nare, 
ſometime through the throate: if you:ſwallowed love 
with ſinging, love ſometime thraugh the noſe, as.if you 
ſhuft up love by ſmelling love, with your hat penthouſc- 
like ore the ſhop of your eyes, : with your armescroſt on 
your thinebclly doublet, (likea Rabber on a ſpit) or your 


and kcepe not too long 1h;one tune, buta ſnip and away : 
theſe are complements,theſe are humours, theſe . betray 
nice wenches that would be betraicd without theſe, . and 
make them men of note :doe younote:menthat moſt are 
affeaed to theſe? | a gre? ; 

Brag. How haſt thou purchaſedthis experience ? 

Boy. By my penne of obſervation. Of”, 

Frag. But O, but O. 

Boy. The Hobby-horſe is forgot, 

Brag. Cal{t thou my love Hobbj-horſe. 

+ Boy. Mo Maſter the Hobbi-horſeis bur a Colt, and 

your Love perhaps, a Hackny : | | 


4 4-7 


Cy 


Lad. Ma. He is CopidsGrandfatheryand lJearnes news | 


Rinatly hither : I muſt imploy him in a leuct ro my . 


hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, * 


Burt have you forgot your Love ? 
Brag. Almoſt 1 had. 
Boy. Negligent ſtudent, learne her by heart: 
Brag. By heartgand in heart Boy. 


| 


prove. l Es a - +20 | 
Srag. What wilt thou prove ? ... . 


FILES 


cannot come by: Ker : in 


heartis in love withher : and « 
being out of heart that you? cant &joy her. 
Brag. I amall theſe three. - © * + 
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at all. 
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ters , 


ſadour for an Aſle;..- : - | | 
Brag, Ha, ba, What ſayeſt:thou? "+ 

for hcis very ſlow gated: but oe: 

, Brag. The way is rt, away: ' 
BY = {ſwift as Ir. - SES 

ra. Thy meaning pretty ingeni0 

tall heavy, dull, and ow So S * 
Boy. Minime honeſt Maſter, 
Brag. I ſay Lead is flow. - © | 
Boy. Yottare too ſwift ſir tolay ſo. . .- - - 

' Is that Lead ſlow which is fir'd from a Gunnie ? 


ft Hrag, Sweet ſmoke of Rhetorike, ' '. 
.-- F He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that's he: 


TI ſhoote theeat the. Swaine. 
Boy. Thump then, and.I flee. - -. _;- 
Brag. A meſtacute Iuvengl, vohible:and: 


fr 


- o; + 
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Moſt rude melancholly ; Valour givesthcEplacs * 
My Herald is return'd. ; LR 0 EN ESO) Lys 
| Enter Page, and Clowne. 


—— 


Pag. Awonder Maſter, here's a (+ oftard broken is 
ſhin. : > os ks 
e-7rm. Some enigma , ſome riddle , no. Lenvoy- be- 
gin. ac# . an» ge ogf? 


* 


male fir. Or fir, Plantanga plaine-Plantan : no £emvoy,no 
| Lexwoy, or Salvefir, buta Plantun. © 

Arm. By vertue thou inforceit laughter , thy filly 
thought, my ſpleene,the heaving of my lunges provokes 
metdtidicalous ſmiling: O pardon memy ſtarres,doth 


voy for a ſalve? 7 al ; 
Pag. Doethe wiſe thinke them other, is not Lenvoa 


Arm, No Pape, it isanepilogue ar diſcourſe to 
Some obſcure at ages. 18 bah tofore beene faine. | 
Now will I begin your morrall, and doe 
my: Lenwoy, * + _ 
The Foxe, the Ape,andthe Hyumble-Bee, 
Were {till at oddes, being but three= 
Pag.. Vatill the Gooſe came ourof doore, 
_ Stayingthe oddesby adding foure. 
'A good Lenvey, ending inthe Gooſe : would you 
ſire more? 


. (6. TheBoy hath ſold him a bargaine, a Gooſe, oy 


_—— 


_— —— 


_— 


Boy. Andout of heart Maſter 2 all thoſe threeT wit 


Foaje Aman, ifTlive (andrhiv) by; io, and withourg 
ihe: Hſkaur.: by heart _ love her; becanſe yon toe 
art yottlove her, becauſe your 
rt you loye her 
. Boz.,;And three times as much'more, and yet nothing 

Brag, Ferch hither the Swaine, he muſt carry me ale ; 
Boy. A meſſage welt ſicapithiz'd a Horſe to be embaſ- 


Bog, Marry-ir;you mult feyd+the Alſe uponthe Horſe, 
1s,1s not Leada ng | 
Tr rather Maſterino. © 


js 


Exh 
ny V ORE Ie! grace, 
By thy favour ſiveet Welkip;:Þmult figh jp thy face,” * 


(tp. No cgma, noriddle, no Lenvoy, no ſalve; Is'the | 


the inconſideratetake ſa/ve for Lenwoy,and the world Lew | 


make} 
you follow with| 


Fe: 


Fl 


\ hy. 


Loves Labour's loft.” 


Sir, your penay-worth is good, and your Gooſe be fat. 
Toke a nn well isas __ as faltand looſe : 
Let me ſeea fat Lenvoy, I that'sa far Gooſe. 
eArma. Come hicher, __ hirher 
ow didthis argument begin | 2:25 a0 
" Boy. By faving that a Coltard wasbrokeni1ia ſhine 
Then cal'd you for the Lenvoy. F £26 
Clow. True; and I for a Plantan : 
Thus came your argument 10 : rv 
Thenthe Bayes fat Leroy, the Gooſe that you bought, 
And he ended rhe market. ;. 257 mT 
Arma. But tell me ; How was there a Coftard broken 
ina ſhin? | . 
Pag. I wiltell youſencibly. 
C{ow. Thou hatt no feeling of it 2Loth, 
I will ſpeake that Lewvoy. Tap 
I Cofard ranning out, that was fafcly within, 
Fell over the threſhould, and broke my ſhin. 
eArm, We will talke no more of this matter. 
Clow. Till there be more matter in.the ſhin: 
eArm. Sirra Coftard, Pill infranchiſe thee. [57 
Clw. O, marry me to one =: I fmell ſome Le4- 
voy, ſome Gooſe inthis, Th: FTE ; 
Arm. By my-ſweet ſoule; I meane;ſetting theeatliber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perſon ; thou wertlmmured, re- 
{traines, captivated, bound. ; | : 
{low. True, true, and now you will be my purgation, 
andlet me looſe, | tf 
Arma. I give thee thy liberty, ſet thee from durance, 
and1n lica thereof, impoſe on thee nothing bur. this ; 


'Beare this ſignificant to the country Maide /aquenette : 


there is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine honors 

is rewarding my dependants. oth, follow. Ex. 
Pag. Like the ſequell I. | 

Signeur Coſterd adew. Exit. 
' Clow, My ſweet ounce of mansfleſh, my in-cony Iew: 

Now will I looke to his remuneration. 

Remuneration, O, that's the Latine word for three-far- 

things : Therc-farthings remuneration, W hat's the price 

ofthis yncle ? 1,d.no, Ile give you aremuneration;W hy? 

It carriesit remuneration : Why? It isa fairer name then 


a 40 wean I wil: never buy and ſell our of this 
word. 


Exntey Birone, 


Zir. Omy good knave {oftard, exceedingly well met. 


Clow, Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon ntay 


a man buy for a remuneration ? 
Bir, Whatis a remuneration ? . 
Coff. Marry fir, halfe penny farthing; 
bw, O, Why thenthree farthings worth of Silke. 
(oft. Ithanke your worſhip, God be wy you. 
| Sir, O ſtay ſlave, I mutt employ thee : 
| Asthou wilt win my favour, good my knave; 
Dot one thing for me that I ſhall intreate. 
Clow. When would you have it done fir ? 
Bw, O thisafter-noone. 
(low. Well, I willdoeitfir : Fare you well. 
Bir. O thou knoweſt not what it is. 
Clow, I ſhall know fir, when I have done it. 
Bir. Why villaine thow.muſt know firſt. 
Clo. I will come toyour worſhip to morrow morning. 
Bir. It muſt bedone thisafter-noone; 
Harke ſlave, it is butthis : | 
The Princeſſe comes to hunt herein the Parke ; 


ne. 


Andin her traine there is a gentleLady: - 
When tongues ſpeake ſweetly, thenthey name her nattie, 
And Roſatsne they call-herjaske for her. .  - t'/\ 
And to her white hand ſeethou doe conumend- .; | - -* 
This ſeal'dup counfaile. There's thyguerdon : goe,”'. | 
Ch. Guerdon, O fweet guerdon, better then reaune- 
ration,>alevenpence-farthing better : moſt ſwett. guer- | 
don. I will doe it ſix in print : guerdon, remuneration. * | 


Bir. O land I forfoothinlove; HAS | 
I that have beeneloves whip ? © 6: 
A very Beadle toa-humerous figh: A Criticke, . 
Nay, a night-watch Conſtable. ſic? i 
A donuneecting pedant orethe Boy, 
Then whom no mortallſo magnific 1 70007 
This wimpled, wbymng, purblind'waiward Boy, 
This ſignior I»nios gyant dwarfe,dun Cupid, 
Regent of Love-rimes; Lord of folded irmes, 
Th'annointed ſoveraigne of ſighes arid groancs : 
Licdge of all loytercrs and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King'of Codpeeces, 
Sole Emperator and great generall 


fy + 
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| Of trotting Parrators (O my little heatr.) 


And I to bea Corporall of his field, 
And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope?. 


What? I love !I ſuc !Iſeeke a wife, 


A wornan, that is like aGermane Clocke, 
Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 

never going a right, beingbut a Watch : 
But being watcht, that it may ſtill gee right. 
Nay, to be perjurde, which is worlt of all : 
And among three, to love the worſt of all, 
A whitly, wanton, with a velver brow - 
With two pitch bals ſtucke in her face for eyes. 
I, and by heaven, one that will doethe deed, 
Though efrgm were her Eunuch and her guarde. . 
And Ito ſigh for her ! to watch for her ! 
To pray for her, goe to: it isa plague 
That Cmpid will impoſe for my neglet; 
Of his almighty dreadfull little might. | 
Well, I will tove, write, ſigh, pray, ſte, and grone; 
Some men muſtlove my Lady, and ſome /oze. 


ia 


| Aﬀus Quartus. 


Enter the Princeſſe, 4 Forrefer, ber Ladies, and 
her Lords. 


Prin. Was that the King that ſpurd his horſe ſo hard, 
Againſtrhe ſteepe unriſing of the hill ? 
Boy, Tknow not, bur 1 thinke it was not he. 
Prin. Who ere a was, 2 ſhew'd a mounting mind : 
Well Lords; today we ſhall have our diſpatch, 
On Saterday we will returne to France. 
Then Ferreſter my friend, W here is the Buſh 
That we muſt ſtand and play the murrherer in 2 
For. Hereby uponthe edge of yonder Coppice, 
A Stand where you may make the faireſt ſhoote. 
Pris. I thanke my beauty, I am faire thar ſhoote, 
And thereupon thou ſpeak'it the faireſt ſhoote. 
| For, Pardon me Madam, for I meant not ſo. 
Prin. What, what? Firſt praiſe me, thenagaine fay no. 
Fſhoreliv'd pride. Not faire ?alacke for woe. 
For. Yes 
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Loves Labour's boft. | 


” 


For. Yes Madam faire. 
Pram.” Nay, never paint ine now, FO 
| Where faire 15 not, praiſe cannot.mend the brow. 
' Here (g00d:my glafte) take this for telling true: 
 Fairepaimenttortoule words, is more then due. - | 
Fer; Nothing but faireis that wbich you inherit.” 

- - Prin," See, ſee, my beaury willbe ſav'd by merit. 

O bereſfic in faire, fit for rheſe dayes, 
Agiving hand, though foule, ſhall have faire praiſe. 
But come, the Bow : Now Mercy goes to kill, i * 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill: | 
. Thus will I fave my eredit inthe ſhoote, 
Not wounding, pitty would not let me do't : 
: If wounding, then it was to ſhew my skill, 
| That more for praiſe, than purpoſe meant go kill. 
' And out of queſtion, ſoit is ſometames : 
Glory growes gailty ofdeteſted crimes, 
When for Fames fake, to praiſe an curward part, 
' We bendtothat, the working of the heart. 
 AsTfor praiſealone now fecketo pill 
' Thepoore Dcere blood, that my heart meanes no ill. 
Boy. Dce not carlt wives hold that ſelfe-ſoveraignty 
- | Onelyfor praiſe ſake, whenthey ſtrive to be 
Lords ore their Lords? 

Prin. Onely for praiſe, and praiſe we may afford, 

To any Lady that ſubdewes a Lord. 


——— 


Enter ( lowne, 


Boy. Here cones a member of the common-wealth. 
Clo. God dig-you-denall, pray you which is the head 


Lady? 
Prin Thou ſhalt know her fallow, by the reſt that have 


no heads. 

(, Whichis the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? 

Priz.. Thethickcſt, and the talleſt. 

Clo. Thethickeſt, and the talleſt: it is ſo,truth is truth, 
Ard your waſte Miſtris,wereas ſlender as my wit; 

One a theſe Maides girdles for your waſte ſhould be fit. 
Arc not ycu the chicte woman? Youare the thickeſt here, 
Pren, What's your will fir? What's your will ? 
Clo. I have a Lerter from Monſter Biroze, 
Toone Lady Roſalire, 

Pris. Othy lettcr, thy letter : He's a good friend of 
Stand aſide good bearer. (mine. 
Boyet, you can Carve, 

Breake up this Capon, 

Boy. I am bound toſcrve. 
This Letter is miſtooke : it importeth none here : 
It is write to /aquenetta. 

Prin. We will readeit, I tweare. 

Breake the necke of the Waxe, and every one give care. 


ms 


Boyer reades. 


BY heaven, that thouart faire, 1s moſt infallible : rrue 
that thon art beauteous, truth it ſcife that thou art | 
lovely : more fairer then faire, beautifull then beautious, 
rruer then truth ir ſelfe : bave comiſerationon thy heroj- 
call Vaſſall. The magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate King 
Cophetualct eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Beg- 
ger Ze*elophon : and he it was that might rightly ſay,Ve- 
ns, vidi, Vice ; Which to Anatomize in the vulgar, O 
baſe and obſcure vulgar; vide/icer, He came, Saw, and 0- 
vercame : he came one, ſee; two; covercame three. 
Who came? the King. Why did he come 2to fee. Why 


did he ſee ? to overcome. To whom .came he? to the 
Begger. What ſaw he ? the Begger. Who overcame 
he? the Begger. The concluſionis viftory : On whoſe 
fide? the King : the captive isipricht : On whoſe fide 2 
the Beggers. Thecataſtrophe'isa Nuptiall i On whoſe 
fide ? the Kings : noz on both in one; or one in both. 
theKing (for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the Bes. 
ger, for ſowitneſſeth thy lowlinefle. Shall T command 
thy love? I may, Shall I inforce thy love? 1 cold, 
Shall Tentreate thy love ? I vyill, What, ſhalt thou 
change for ragges, roabes : for tittles titles, for thy ſel 
me. Thus expeRing thy reply, I prophane my lips on 
thy toote, my eyes onthy pifturez aud my keart on thy 
every part, 


T hine in the deareſt deſigne of mdutry; 


Don Adrianade Artnado, 


Thus doſtthou hearethe Nemean Lion roare, 
Gainſt thee thou Lambe, that ſtafideſt as his prey : 
F 


Submiſſive fall his pr teete before, 

And he from forrage WIll inclineto play. 
But if thou ſtrive (poore ſoule) what artthouthen? 
Food for his rage, repaſture for hisden. 


Prix. . What plume of feather is he that indited this 
Letter > What vaine ? What Wecthercocke ? Did you 
ever hearebetter ? 

| Soy. Iam much dcceived, but Irewember the tile, 
Prin, Elſe your memory is bad, going ore it crewhile, 
Boy. This Armads is a Spaxiard that keeps here in cour 
A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, and one thar makes ſport | 
To the Prince and his Booke-mates | 
Priy. Thou fellow a word. 

| 


Who gavethee this Letter ? 
Cow. I told you, my Lord, 
Fri. To whom ſhould'{t thou give it ? 
Clow. From my Lordto my Lady. 
Prin, From which Lord, to which Lady ? 
(ow. From my Lord Berowne, a good maſter of ming 


| 
| 
| 
| 


To a Lady of France, that he call'd Roſaline. _ 
Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his letter, Come Lords away WW _-. 
Here ſweet, put up this, 'rwill be thinz anotherday. | "g 
Exenit.| 

Boy. Whoisthe ſhooter? Whois the ſhooter? | - 
Roſa. Sha'l T teach you ro know. : 
Boy. I my continent of beaury. | ! Gin 
Reſa. Why the that beares the Bow. Finely put off. WF. 
Boy. My Lady goesto killhornes, bur if thou marry f E 
Hang me by the necke, if hornesthat yeare milſcarry. 7 
Finely put on. Z 
Koſa, Well then, I am the ſhooter. | _ 
Boy. And who is your Deare? | Fi 
Refa. If we chooſe by hornes, your ſcife come 00 1: 

* neare. Finely pur on indeed, : | ted 
Mari, You {till wrangle with her Boyer,and ſhe ſtrikes 2 
at thebrow. Wl c.: 

Boy. But ſhee her ſelfe is hit lower : D 

Havel hit her now. 


/ 


Roſa. Shall come upon thee with an old ſaying, thi 
was a man when King Pippin of France was a little boy# 
rouching the hit ir. | | 

Boy. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that w# 
a \vornan when Queene Gninover of Britaine was 4 
wench, as touching the hit it. 


Roſh 


an 
T_T 


Thou canſt not hit itmy good man. 


13r 


— ona 


Roſa, Thou canſtn2t hit it; hit it; hit it, 


Boy. I cannot, ms cannot : _ 
d I cannot, another can» : Exits 
go By my troth moſt pleaſant, How both did fit 1t- 
Mar. A marke marveilous well ſhot, for they both 
did hit. | | | 

Boy. A marke, O marke butthat marks : a marke ſayes 
my Lady. . =y Ef , 

Let the marke have a pricke in't,to meate at,if it may be- 

Mar. Wide 2th bow hand, yfaith your hand is our. 

Cle. Indeed «muſt ſhoore nearer., or heele ne're hit 
the clout. | ; : 

Boy. And if my hand be ont, then belike you hand is 


IN. 
Cl. Then will ſhe get the upſhoot by cleaving the 
Pin. 
Mar. Come, come,yuntalke greaſcly, your lips grow 
foule. ns 
Ch. She's too hard for you at pricks, ſir challenge her 
to boule. : ; 
Bop. I feare too much rubbing : good night my good | 
Oule. 
Clo. By my ſoule a Swainie, a moſt ſimple Clowne.. 
Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and I have par him downe. 
O my troth moſt ſweete jefts, moſt incony vulgar wit, 
When it comes ſo ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely, as it were, 
{o fit. 
eArmado ath to ſide, O a moſt dainty man. 
To ſee him walke before a Lady, and to beare her Fan. 
To ſee him kife his hand, and how moſt ſweetly a will 
{weare: : 
And his Page at other fide, that handfull of yit, 
Ah heavens, 1tis a moſt pathericall nit. 
Sowla, {owlas Exeunt. 
Showte within. 


Enter Dall, Holofernes, the Pedant, and N athavicl; 


Nath. Very reverent ſport truely ,and done inthe teſti- 
mony of a good conſcience. 

Ped. The Deare was (as you know) fanguis in blood, 
ripeas a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Tewell in 
the care of Celts the sky : the welken the heaven, and a- 
non falleth like a Crab on the face of Terra, the ſoyle,the 
land, thecarth. 

Curat, N ath. Truly Maſter Holifernes,the epythites are 


[ ſweetly varicd like a {chollerat theleaſt : but fir Iaflure 


yee, it wasa Bucke of the firſt head, 

Hol. Sir NN athaniel, haud credo, 

Dul. *Twas not a hand credo, *twasa Pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarousintimation : yet a kind of infi- 
nuation, as it were #2 944, in way of explication facere :as 
it werereplication, or rather oſtentere,to ſhow as it were 
his inclination after his undrefſed,unpoliſhed, uneduca- 
ted, unpruned, untrained,or rather unlettered, or rathe- 

| ret unconfirmed faſhion, to inſert againe my hand credo 
| for a Deare, 

| D#', I faid the Deare was nota haxdcredo, *twas 4 Pri- 
| cker. 

| Hol. Twice ſod ſimplicity, bis co, O thou mon- 
| ſter ignorance, how deformed dooſt thou louke? 

| Nath. Sir he hathnever fed of the dainties that are 
| bred in a booke; 
| He hath not cate paper as it were : 
{ He hath not drunke inke. 


nn... 


4 


Loves Labour Soft, 


8 


. His intelle& is not repleniſhed, he is onely an animall, 


onely ſenſible in the duller parts : and ſichbarren plants 

are {ct before us,that we rhankefull ſhould bez which we 

taſte and feeling,are for thoſe partsthat doe fruftifie in us 

more then he, 

For as it would ill become me to be vaine, indiſcreet, or 
afoole ; 

So were there a patchſcton Learning, to ſee him in a 
Schoole. 


| But omnebenelay 1, being of an old Fathers mind, 


Many can brooke the weather, that love not the wind. 

Dul. Youtwo are book-men : Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at {avs birth, that's not 
five weekes old as yet ? | 


Dal. 

Dull. What is dif5nna? 

Nath. A tittle to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moone. 

Hol. The Moone wasa month old when Adam was 

no more. ({core. 

And wrought not to five-weekes when he came to five- 
Thalluften holds inthe Exchange. | 

Dal, Tistrue indeed, the Collufion holdsin the Ex- 
change. 


Hot. God comfort thy capacity,I ſay thallafion holds 
in the Exchange. 


| 


Dul. And 1 faythe poluſion holds in the Exchange : 
for the Moone is never but a month old ;. and 1 fay be». 


ſide that,'twas a Pricket that the Princeſle kild, 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel , will you heare an extemporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare, and to humour 
the ignorant call'dthe Deare, the Princefickili'd a Pric- 
ket: 

Nath, Perge, good Maſter Holofernes, perge, ſo it ſhall 
pleaſe youtoabrogate ſcurility. | 

Hol. I will ſomething affc& the letter, for it argues 
facility; 


T he praysfull Princeſſe pearſt andpricke 
a pretty pleating Pricket, 
Som: ſay a Sore, but not a ſore, 
till now made ſorewith ſhooting. 
The Dog ges aid yell, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorell jumps from thicket : 
Or Pricker-ſore, or elſe Sorell , 
the people fall a hooting. 
If Sore bee ſore, then ell to Sore, 
wakes fifty ſores O ſorell : 
Ofone ſore I an hundred maks 
by adding but one more L. 


Nath, A rare talent. DE 
Dat. Ita talent be a claw, looke how he clawes him 
with a talent. 


Nath. This is agiftthatT have ſimple : ſimple, a foo- « 


I:ſk extravagant ſpirit, fall of formes; figures, ſhapes,ob- 
jects, Ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. Theſe 
are begot in the ventricle of memory, nouriſht in the 
wombe of primater, and delivered upon the metlewing 
of occaſion: butthe giftis 00d in thoſe in whom it 18 
acute, and I am thankefull for it. 

Hol. Sir, Ipraiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may ty 
pariſhioners, for their Sonnes are well tutor d by you, 
and their Daughters profit very greatly under you : you 
area good member ofthe common-wealth. 

Nath: Me hercle, If their Sonnes be ingennous, yas 

all 


| 


| 


| 


Hol. Ditiijoma goodman Dull , Difiiſima goodman | 


) 
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ſhall wantno inſtruction : If their Daughters be capable, 
L will putit to them. But Yir ſapit qui parece loquitnr, a 
ſoule Feminine ſaluteth us. 


E ner Taquenetta, and the (lowne. 


Taque.God give you good morrow Maſter Parſer. 
Nath. Maſter Parſon, quaſs Perſone? And if one ſhould 
be perft, Which is the one? 


a hogſhead. & 

Nath. Of perfing a Hogſhead, a good luſter of conceit 
in aturph of Earth, fire cnough for a Flint,Pearle enough 
for a Swine : *tis pretty,it is well. : 

Jags. Good Maſter Parſon be ſo good as reade me this 
Letter, it was given me by Coftard, and ſent me from 
Don eArmatho : I beſeech you reade ite 

Nath. Fauſt precor gelida, qnango, pecuu omne ſub vm- 
bra, ruminat, and ſo forth. Ah good old CMantnan, I 
may ſpeake of thee as the traveller doth of Venice, Vene- 
chi, venachea,qui non te vide, 4 non te piacch. Old CHMan- 
tran, old Mantuan. Who underſtandethihee pot, vt ye 
fellamifa. Vnder pardon fir, What are the contents?or 
rather as Horrace {ayes in his, W har ! my ſoule verles, 

_ Hol: I lir,and yery learncd. 
Nath, Let me hearea ſiaffe, a ſtanza, a verſe, Lege do- 

mine. 

If Love make me forſworne, how ſhall I ſ\weare to loue ? 

Ahneuer faith could hold if not to beautic vowed. 

Thoughto my ſclfe forſworne, torthee Ile faithfull proue. 

Thoſe thoughts to me were Okes, to thee like Ofiers 
bowed. 

Study his byas leaves, and makes his booke thine eyes. 

Whereall _ pleaſures live, that Art would compre- 
hen . 

If knowledge be the marke, to know thee ſhall ſuitice, 

Well learned isthat tongue, that well can thee commend. 

All ignorant rhat ſoule, that ſees thee without wonder. 

W hich is to me {ome praiſe, thatI thy partsadmire ; 

Thy eye /oves lightning beares, thy voyce his dreadfull 
thunder. 

Which not to anger bent, is muſique, and ſweet fires 

C<leſtiall as thouart, Oh pardon lovethis wrong, 

Thar ſings heavens praiſe, with ſuch an earthly rongue. 

Pedro. You find netthe apoſtraphas, andſo miſſe the 
accent. Let me ſi/peruiſe the cangenet. 

Nath. Here are onely numbersratified, but for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poeſic carer : Os 
vidins Naſo wasthe man. And why in deed N.4fo, but 
for ſmelling out the odoriferous floures of fancy ? the 
jerkes of invention imitary is nothipg: So doth the 
Hound his maſter, the Ape his keeper, thetyred Horſe 
his rider : But Damoſelia Virgin, Was this directed to 

ou? 

laque. I fir from one mounſier Berowne, one of the 
ſtrange Queenes Lords. | 

N ath. 1 will overglance the ſuperſcript. 

Tothe ſnow-whitehanl of the moſt beautious Lady, Roſaline. 
I will looke againe on the intellet of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the party written to the perſon writen 
unto. 

Toxr Ladiſhips in all deſired imployment, Berowne. 

Per. Sir Holsfernes, this Berowneis oneof the Vortaries 
with the King, and heare he hath framed a Letter to a ſe- 
quent of the ſtranger Queenes : which accidentally, or 
by the way of progreſſion, hath miſcarricd. Trip and 


Clo. Marry Maſter Schoolemaſter, hethat is likeſt to 


goc my ſweet, deliverthis Paper into the: hand of th, 
King,it may concerhe much 3 ſtay notthy complemany; 


| forgive thy duety, adue. 


Maid. Good (oftard goe with me; 

Sir God fave your life. C 
Co##, Have with thee my girle; bm, 
Hol. Sir you have done this in the feare of God very 

religioufly : and as a certaine father faith 

Ped. Sir teilnot me of the father, I doe feare Colon, 
ble colours. But roreturne to the Verſes,Did they plea 
you fir I athanel? ET. 

Nath. Marveilous well for the pen. 

Pega. 1 doe dine to day at the fathers of a certaine Þy. 
pill of mine, where if (being repaſt )it ſhallpleaſc your 
Sratific the table witha Grace, I will on my priviledge| 
have with the parents of the foreſaid Child or Pupil, 
undertake your bien vennto, where 1 will prove thak 
Verſesto bee very unlearned, neither (avouring of Poe 
try, Wit, nor Invention. 1 beſeech your Society, 

Nath. And thanke you to : for ſociety (faith the tex 
15 the happineſſe of life, 

Peaa. And certesthe text moſt infallibly concludesi, 
Str I doe invite youtoo, you ſhall nor ſay me nay : pay 

Verba, 
Away, the gentlesareat their game, and we will toay 
- + recreation. 


 Exemt, 


Enter Birone with a Paper in his hand, alone. 


Biro. The King he is hunting the Deare, 
I ar courſing my ſelfe. 

They have pitcht a Toyle, I am toyling ina pytc 
pitch that defiles ; detile, a foule word : Well, ſet the 
downe ſorrow ; for ſothey ſay the focle ſaid, and fofy 
I, andIthe foole : Wellproved wit. By the Lord thy 
Love 1s as mad as 44ax, it kils ſheepe, it kils me, 1; 
ſheepe ; Well proved againe a my fide.- I willnot love; 
if I doc, hang me : yfaichIwillnot. O but her eye: by 
this light, but for her eye,I would not love her ; yes, fit 
her twoeyes. Well, I doe nothing in the world bur he 
and lyein my throate. By heaven I doe love, and it hat 
taughtmeto Rime, and to be mallicholy : and here 
part of my Rime, and heere my mallicholly. Well, it 
bath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowne bore it, the 
Foole ſent it, and the Lady hath it :{\weet Clowne, {wes 
ter Foole, ſweeteſt Lady. By the world, I would not ar] 
a pin, ifcheother three were in. Here comes one withi| 
paper, God give him grace to grons. | 

He fanas aſide. 
Kun, Ay me |! | 
Bir. Shot by heaven : proceed ſweet (pid, thou halt 
thumpt him with thy Birdvoit under the left pap:in faith] 
ſecrets. | 

King. Soſweet a kifſe the golden Sunne gives not, 
To thole freſh morning drops upon the Rote, 

As thy eye beames when their freſh Rayes have ſmot 
The night of dew that on my cheeks downe flowes. 
Nor ſhinesthe {ilver Moone one halfe fo bright, 
Through the tranſparent boſome of the deepe, 

As doth thy facethroughteares of mine give light : 
Thou ſhirt in every teare that I doe weepe, 
Nodrop,but as a Coach doth carry thee, | 
Sorideit thou truumphing in my woe, | 
Doe but behold the tearesrhar ſwell in me, | 


The King entreth, | 


And they thy glory througlymy griefe will ſhew : : | 
| 


OE 


—_— 
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Burdoenot love thy ſelfe, thenthou wilt keepe 

My teares for glaſles, and ſtill make me weepe. = 
O Queene of Queenes, how farredoſt thouexcell, 
No chought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 
How ſhall ſhes know my griefes? Ile dropthe paper. 
Sweet icaves ſhade folly. Who is he comes heere ? 


Enter Longavile. The King ſteps aſide, 
What | Longavill! and reading : liſten care. + 
Bir. Now in thy likenefſe, onz more toole appeare. 
Log. Ay me, Iam forſworne. | : 
Bir. Why he comesin like a perjurd, wearing papers» 
Long. Inlove I hope, ſweer fellowſhip in ſhame: 
Bir. One dirunkard loves another of the name. 
Log. Am I the firſt that have bin perjur'd ſo? (know, 
Bir. 1 could put thee in comfort, not by two that 1 
Thou makeſt the triumphery, the corner cap of ſociety, 
The ſhape of Loves Tiburne, that hangs up limplicity. 
Lox. 1 feare theſe ſtubborne lines lacke power to move. 
| O ſivecet Maris, Empreſle of my love, 
Theſe numbers will I teare, and write in proſe. 
Bir. O! Rimes arc guardson wanton Cupids hoſe, 
Disftigurenot bis Shop. 
Lon. This ſame ſhall goe. He reads the Sonnet. 
Did not the heavenly Rhetoricke of thine eye, 
- 'Gainit whom the world cannot hold argument, 
Perſwage my heart to thus falſe perjury ? 
Uowes for thee broke deſerve not puniſhment. 
A Womanl forſwore, but [will prove, 
T hog b:1ng a Godd:ſſe, Iforſwore not thee. 
My Vow was earthly, thou a keaventy Love. 
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all diſgrace in mt. 
Uowes arebut breath, and breath a vapour 1, 
Then thou ſatre Sun, which on my earth dveft ſhine, ' 
Exhal ſt this vapor-vow, intheett ts; 
If broken then, it ts no fault of mine : 
1f by me broke, What foole us not ſo wiſe, 
|  Tolpoſe an oath, to win a Paradiſe ? 
Bir. This isthe tiver veine, which makes fleſha deity, 
Agrcenc Gooſe, a Goddefle, pure pare Idolatry. 
| God amend us, God amend, weare much out o'th'way. 


Enter Dumaine. 
lon. By whom thall I ſend this 1 (company ?) Stay, 
Bir. All hid, all hid, an old infantplay, 
{ Like a demy God, here fit I inthe sky, 
And wreiched fooles ſecrets heedfully orc-eyes 
More Sackes tothe myll 1O heavens I have my wiſh, 
Damainetransform'd, foure Woodcocks ina diſh. 
Dum. O molt divine Kate. 
Bro. O molt prophane coxcombe. 
| Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortall eye. 
Ber. By earth ſhe isnot, corporall, there you lye. 
Dum. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber coted. 


; | Bir. AnAmber coloured Raven was well noted. 


Dwum. As upright asthe Cedar. 
Bzr. StoopeT ſay, her ſhoulder is with-child: 
Dum. As faireas day. | 
Bir. 1as ſome dayes, but then no ſunne mult ſhine. 
Dum. O that 1 had my wiſh ? 
Long. And I had mine. 
Kin. And mine too good Lord, 
Bwr. Amen, {0 I had mine: Is not that a good word ? 
D#m. I would forget her, but a Fever ſhe 
Raignes in my bloud, and will remembred be. 
Biz. A Fever inyourbloud | why then inciſion 


| Theſe wormes for loving, that are molt in love? 


——— 


—— 


Would ler heroutin Sawcers, {weet miſpriſion. 
Dam. Once more Ile read the Ode that I have writ. 
Bir. Once more Ile marke how Love can varry Wit. 


Dawainereades his $ onunee.” 


On 4 day, alacke the day : 
Love, whoſe Month # every May, 
Spied a bloſſome paſſing faire, 
Þ laying in the wanton ayre : ; 
Through th: Velvet, leaves the wind, 
e All nunſcenc, can paſſage find. 
: That the Lover ſicke to death, 
Wiſh d bimſelfe the heavens breath. _- 
AHyre (quoth he) thy cheekes may blow, 
Are, would I might triumph ſo. 
But alacke my hand ts ſworne, 
N ere to plucke thee from thy throne: | 
Vow alacke for youth nemmeete, 
Yoath ſo apt to plucke aſweet. 
Doe not call it ſinne in me, > 
That 1 am forſworne for thee. 
T box for whom Tove wonld ſweare, 
Tuno but an c/Ethiop were, 
e-L:d deny bimſelfefor Tove, 
Turning mortall for thy Love, 


This will I ſend, and ſomething elſe more plaine. 
That ſhall expreſſe my true-loves faſting paine, 
O would the K ing, Birone, and Longavile, 
Were Lovers too, ul to example il], | 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note; 
For none offend, where all alikedoe dote. 

Long. Dumaine,thy Love is farre from charity, 
That in Loves griefedeſir'ſt ſociety : 
You may looke pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be ore-heard, and taken napping ſo. 

King. Come fir, you bluſh : as his, yourcaſc is ſuch, 
Youchid at him, offending twiceas much. 
You doenot love Maria? Longawile, | 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile z 
Nor never lay his wreathed armes athwart 
His loving boſome, to keepe downe his heart» 
I had beenecloſely ſhrowded in this buſh, 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
I heard your guilty Rimes, obſeru'd your faſhion ; - 
Saw ſighes recke from you, noted well your paſſion. 
Aye me, fayes one |. O /ove, the other cries! | 
Her haires were Gold, Criſtall the others eyes. 
You would for Paradiſe breake faith and troth, 
And Jove for your Love would infringe an oath. 
W hat will Biroze ſay when that he ſhall heare 
A faith infringed, which ſuch a zeale did ſweare- 
How will he \corne? how will he ſpend his wit ? 
How will hetriumph, leape, and laugh ar ic? 
For all the wealth that ever I did ſee, 
I would not have him know ſo much by me. 

Bir. Now ſtep1forth to whip hypoccriſie. 
Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. _ 
Good heart, W hat gracc haſt thou thus to reprove 
Your eyes doe make nocouches in your teares: 
Thereis no certaine Princeſſe that appeares, 
You'll notbe perjur'd, tis a hatefull thing: 
Toſh, none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting- 
But are you not aſham'd ? nay, are you not 
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All three of you, to be thas much ore ſhot ? 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did ſee : 
But I a Beame doe find ineach of three, | 
O what a Scene of fool'ry have I ſeene, 
Offighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teenc - 

O me, with what ſtri& patience havel fat, 

Toſee a King tranformed toa Gnat ? 

To ſee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound Salomon tuning a Iygge? 

And Neftor play at puſh-pin with the boyes, 

And Cruticke Tymos laugh at idletoyes. 


| Wherelics thy griefe? O tell me good Dumaine. 


And gentle Longevile, where lyes thy paine ? 
Liedges? all about the breſt. 

A Candle hoa ! | 

Kin. Too bitter is thy jeſt, 


| Arewe betrayed thus to thy over-view ? 


Bxr, Not you by me, but I bertayedto you. 
T that am honeſt, I that hold it ſinne 
To breake the vow Iam ingaged in; 
I am betrayed by keeping company 
With men, like men of {trang inconſtancy. 
When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in rime? 
Or grone for Joaze ? or ſpend a minutes time, : 
In pruning me, when ſhall you heare that 1 will praiſe a 


Km. Soft, Whither away ſofaſt? 
A true man, ora theefe, that gallops ſo. 
Bir. I poſt from Love, good Lover let me go. 


Enter Iaquenetta, and (, lowne. 
Taque. God bleſſe the King. 
Kin, W hat Preſent haſt thou there ? 
| Ch. Somecertaine treaſon. 
Kin, W hat makes treaſon heere ? 
Clo, Nay it makesnothing fir. 
Kin, If it marrenothing neither, 
Thetreaſonand yon goe in peace together. 
Taqne, I befeech your Grace letthis Letter be read, 


4 Our perſon miſdoubts it : it was treaſon he ſaid. 


Ki». B wore,reade it over. Hereades the Letter. 


| W here hadfſt thou it. 


Taque. Of Coitard. 

Kin.. Where hadſtthou it? _ + 

Co, Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio, 

Kin. How now,what is in you? why doſtthou teare it? 
Bir. Atoy my Liedge, atoy : your grace needs not 


{ feare it. - 


Log. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore let's 
heare it; 

Dm. It is Birones writting, and heere is his name. 
Bir. Ahyou whorcſon loggerhead, you were borne 
' to doe me ſhame: 


| Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefle, I confeſſe. 


King. What ? 


| Bir. Thatyouthree fooles, lackt me foole, to make 


up the meſle. 
He, he, and you :and you my Liedge, and I," 


Are picke-purſes in Love, and we deſerve to dyc. 


| Odiſmiſſe thisaudience, and I ſhall tell you more. 


Dam. Nowthe number 1s even. 

Bir. Truc,true, we are foure; will theſe Turtles be 
gone ? 

Kin. Hence firs, away. (Exit. 


Clo. Walkeafidethe true folke,and let the traytors ſtay. 


PR IT 


hand, a foot, a face, an eye :a gatc,a ſtate,a brow, a brelt, 
4 a waſte, a leggec, a lieme. 


| For native bloud iscounted painting now : 


A — 


Bir. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace x 
As true iwe areasfleſh and bloud can be. 
The Sca will ebbe and flow, heaven will ſhew his face; | 
Young bloud doth not obey an old decree. 
We cannot crofſe the cauſe why weare borne : 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworne. | 
King. What, did thefe rent lines ſhew ſome love of 
thine? _- (Roſalmg, 
Bir, Did they, quoth you ? Who ſeesthe heavenly 
That (likea rude and favage man of /»ae.) 
At the firſt openingofthe gorgeous Eaſt, 
Bowes not his vaſlall head, and ſtrooken blind, 
Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient breaſt? 
W hat peremptory Eage-ſighted eye 
Dareslooke uponthe heaven of her brow, 
Thatisnot blinded by her Majeſty ? 
Kin, What zeale, what fury, hath inſpir'd thee now? 
My Love (her Miſtris) is a gracious Moone, 
She (an attending Starre) ſcarce ſeene a light. 
Bir. My eyesare then no eyes, nor 1 Birone. 
O, but for my Love, day would turne tonight, 
Of all complexions the cul'd ſoveraignty, 
Doe meet as ata faire in her faire checke, 
Where ſeverall Worthies make one dignity, | 
Where nothing wants, that want it ſclte doth ſecke. 
Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle tongues, 
Fye painted Rethoricke, O ſhe needs itnot, - 
To things of ſale, aſcllers praiſe belongs : 
She paſles praiſe, then praiſe too ſhort doth blot. 
* Awithered Hermite, fiveſcore winters worne, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varniſh Age, asif new borne, 
And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 
O 'tis the Sunne that maketh all things ſhine. 
King. By heaven, thy Love is blacke as Ebony» 
Bir. Is Ebony like her ? O word divine? 
A wifeof ſuch wood were felicity. 
O who can giveanoath? Where is abooke ? 
That 1 may ſweare beauty doth beauty lacke, 
It that ſhe learne not of her eye to looke : 
No face is fairc that is not full ſoblacke. 
K+n, O paradoxc, blacke 1s the badge of hell, 
The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night : 
And beauties creſt becomes the heavens well. 
Bir. Divels ſooneſt tempt reſembling ſpirits of light. 
O if in blacke my Ladicsbrowes be deckr, 
It mournes, that painting an viſurping haire 
Should ravith doters with a falſe aſpect : 
And therefore is ſhe borne to make blacke, faire. 
Her favourturnes the faſhion of the dayes, 


And therefore red that would avoyd diſprailc, 

Paints it ſelfe blacke, to imitate her brow. 
Dw#r. To lookelike her are Chimny-{weepers blacke: 
Lon. And fince her time, are Colliers counted bright 
King, And Aethiops of their ſweet complexion crake: 
Dam. Darkeneeds no Candles now, for darke is light. 
Bir. Your miſtrefſes darenever come 1n raine, 

For feare their colours ſhould be walht away. 
Kr, *Twere good yours did : for fir to tell you plaints 

le find a fairer face not waſhtto day. | 
Bir. Ile prove her faire, or talke rill dooms-day here: 
Kis. No Divell will fright theethen ſo much as {h&- 
Dam. I never knew manhold vile {tuffe ſodeere. 
Lox, Looke, ber'es thy love, my footand her face ſes | 


Bir. Oifthe ſtreets were paued with thine eyes, g | 
er 
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Herfeer were mich too dainty for ſuch tread. 


Dzm. O vile; then as ſhe goes whatupward lyes > - 


The ſtreet ſhould ſec as ſhe walk'd over head. 
Kin, But what of this, are we not all in love? 
Bir. Nothing ſo ſure, and thereby all forſwortle, 


Kine Then leave this chat, and good Birexe nuw prove 


Our loving lawfull, and our faith not torne. | 
Dn. I marry there, ſome flattery for this evill. 
Long. O ſome authority how to proceed, 


Somerrickes, ſome quillets, how to cheat the divell. 


Dam, Some ſalve for perjury. 
Bir, O 'tis more then neede 

Haveat you thenatfeRions menat armes, 
Conſider what you firſt did {weare unto : 

To faſt, to ſtudy, and to ſeenowoman: 

Flat treaſon gainſt the Kingly ftate of youth- 
Say, Can you faſt ? your ſtomackes are too young * 
And abſtinence ingenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 
In that each of you have forſworne his Booke- 
Can you ſtill dreame and pore, and thereon looke? 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of ſtudies exceilence, 
Wirchout the beauty of a womans face , 

From womens eyes this DoArine I derive, 
They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs, 
From whence doth ſpring the rrue Promerhean fires 
Why, univerſall plodding, poyſons up 

The nimble ſpirirs in the arteries, 

As motion and long duting action tyres 

The finnowy vigour of the travaller, 

Now for not looking ona womans face, 

You have in that for{worne the uſe of eyes 3 

And ſtudy too, the cauſer of your vow. 

For where 1s any Author in the world, 

Teaches ſuch beauty asa womanseye : 

Learning is but an adjunct to our ſelfe, 

And where we are, our tcarning likewiſe 19, 

Then when our ſelves we ſee in Ladieseyes, 

Doe we not itkewite ſee our learning there 3 

O nehave made a Vow to ſtudy, Lords, 

And inthat vow we have forſworne oar Bookes : 
For when would you (my Lerige) or you, or you? 
Inleaden contemplation have found our 

Such fiery Nuwbersas the prompting eyes, 

Of beauries tutors have inrich'd you with : 

Other ſlow Arts ititirely keepe thebraine : 

And therefore finding barraine praQizers, 

Scarce ſhew a haryett of their heavy toyles 

But Love firſtlearned in a Ladies eyes, 
Livesnotalone immured in the braine : 

But with the motion ofAall clements, 

Ceurſes as ſwift as thought inevery power, 

And gives to every power adouble power, 

Above their functions and their offices: 

Itaddesa precious ſeeing to the eye : 

A Lovers eyes will gazean Eagleblind. 

A Loverseare will heare the loweſt found: 

When the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtopt, 

Loves feeling 1s more ſoftand ſenſible, 

Then are the tender hornes of Cockled Snayles. 
Loves tongue proves dainty Bachue, groſſe 1n taſte, 
For Valour, is not Love a Hercules > 
Still climing trees in the Heſperides. 

Subtill as Sphinx, as ſweetand muſicall, 

As bright- 4pollo's Lute, ſtrung with his haire, 


—=— 


Asbright Apolo's Lute; ſtrung with his haire: 

And when Love ſpeakes, the voyce ofall the gods, 
Make heaven drowlſie withthe harmony, 

Never durſt Poet touch a pen to write, 

Y.ntill his Inke were tempred with Loves ſighes : 
O then hislines would raviſh ſavage cares; 

And plant in Tyrants mild *kumility, 


| From womens eyesthisdoftrine | derive. 
| They ſparcle ftill the right Powerbegn fire, 


They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 
Thar ſhew, containe, and nouriſh all the world. 
Elſe nonear all.jn ought proves excellent. | 
Then fooles you were theſe women to forſweare ; 


| Or keeping what is ſworne, you will prove fooles. 


For Wiſedomes ſake (a word that all men love) 
Or for Lovesſake, a word that loves all men. 
Or for Mensſake, the author of theſe Women: 
Or Womensfſake, by whom we men are men, 


| Let us once looſe our vathes to find our ſeives, 


Orelſe we looſe our ſelves, to keepe our oathes : 
It1s religion to be thus forſworne. 
For Charity it ſelfe fulfills the Law : 
And who can ſever love from Charity? 
Kin. Saint Cupidchen, and Souldiers to the field. 
Bir. Advance your ſtandards, and uponthem Lords: 
Pell, mell,-downe with them ; but be firſt advis'd, 
In confliſh thar you getthe Sunne of them. | 
Lon. _ to plaine dealing, Lay theſe glozes by, 
Shall we reſolve to wooe thele girles of France? 
Kin. And winnethemtoo, therefore let usdevile, 
Some entertainment for them intheir Tents. 
Bir. Firlt from the Parke let us conduct themthicher, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Ofhis faire Mifſtreſle, in the afternoone | 
We will with ſome {trange paſtime ſolace them : 
Such asthe ſhortneſle of the time can ſhape, 
For Revels, Dances, Maskes, and merry houres, 
Fore-runnefairc Love, ftrewing herx_way with floyres. 
Kin. Away, away, notime ſhall ve omitted, 
That will be rime,and may by us be fitted. 
Bir, Alone, alone ſowed Cockell, reap'd no Corne, 
And Inſtice alwayes whirles in equall meaſure : 
Light Wenches may prove plagues to men forfworne, 
If ſo, our Copper buyes no vetter treaſure- 
| Extnnt. 


_—_—— 


Aus Quartus. 
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Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull, 


Peaa. Satrs quid ſuſficite 

Car. I praiſe God for you ſir, your reaſons at dinner 
have beene ſharpe and ſententious:plcafant without ſcur- 
rillity, witty without affecation,augacious without 1um- 

udency, learned without opinion, and ſtrange withour 
berefis : I did conuerſcthis quondam day with a compa» 
nion of the Kings, whois intituled; nominated, or called, 
Don Adriano de Armatho. ' ,.. - - + fe | 

Ped. Novi bominurs tangizans te, His humour is lofty, 


{ his difcourſe peremptory : his tongue filed, his eye am- 


birjious, his gare majeRticall, and his gencrall bebavi- 
our vaine, ridiculous, and thraſonicall. He is too picked, 


| too {pruce, too affected, too odd, as it were, t90 pere- 


grinate, as I may callit. 


M 2 _— (rat. 
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Cwrat. A moſt ſingular and choiſe Epithat, 
| Draw ont his Table-hodke. 
Ped. Hedraweth outthe thred of his verboſity, fi- 


{ ner then the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor ſuch pha- 


natical} phancafims, ſach infociable and poynt deviſe 
companions, ſuch rackers of ortagriphy, as to ſpcake 
dout fine,when he ſhould {ay doubt; det, when be ſheuld 
pronounce debt; debt, nordet: he clepeth a Calfe, 
Caufe : halfe, haufe :neighbour vocarwy nebour; neigh a- 
breviatedne : this is abhominable, which he would call 
»ize, to make franticke, lunaticke?  » 

Cara. Lans deo, bene intelligo. 

Peda. Bome boon for boon preſcian, alittle ſcarch , twill 
ſerve. 


abhominable : it infinuateth me of infamy : »einreligh do- | 


Enter Brap gart, Boy. 


(rat. Uides-ne quis venit ? 
Peda, Video, & gandio. 
Br. 7 . Chirr Ao 
Peda. Quare Chirra, not Sirra ? 
Brag. Men of peace well incountred. 
Pede. Moſt mullitary fir, falutation, 
Boy. They have becne at a great feaſt of Languages, 
and ſtole the ſcraps. | 
Clow. O they have liv'd long on the almes-basket- of 
words. I marvell thy M. hath not eaten thee for a word, 
for thou art not ſo-long by the head as honorificabilitu- 
dinitatibus : Thouart eaſter ſwallowed then a flapdra- 
ON « 
, Page. Peace, the peale begins. 
Brag. Mounſier, are you not lettered ? | 
Page. Yes, yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke : 
What is Ab ſpeld backward with the horne on his head ? 
Peat. Ba, preritia witha horne added. 
Pag. Ba moſt ſeely Sheepe, witha horne: you hearc his 
learning. | | 
Ped. Pun quis, thou Conſonant ? 
Peg. Thelaſtof the five Vowels if You repeat them, 
or the fifrifT. 
Ped. 1 willrepeatthem : a eI: 
Pag. The Sheepe, the other rwo concludes it 01. 
Brag. Now by the falt wave of the mediterancum, a 
ſweet tutch,aquicke veaewe of wit,(nip ſnap,quicke and 
home, it rejoyceth my intelle&, true wit. : 
haul Offercd by a child to an old man : which 1s wit- 
old. | 
Peds. What is the figure ? What isthe figure ? 
' Page. Hories. 
Peda. Thoudifſputes't like an Infant : goc whip thy 
Gipge. 
Fag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and IT will 
whip about your Infamy «nm citaa gigge of a Cuckolds 


Ce 
'-- Clow. And I had but one penny in the world , thou 


ſhould(t have it to buy Ginger bread: Hold, there is the 
very Remuneration I had of rhy maſter, thou halfpenny 
_ of wit, thou Pidgeon-egge of diſcretion. O and the 


cavens were {o pleaſed, thatthou wert but-my Baſtard ; 


Whar a joyfull father wouldſt thou make me 2 Goe ro, 
thou haſt it ad dv#g:/, at the fingers ends, as they ſay. 
Peda. Oh I ſincll falſe Latine, . dunghel for vnguem. 
Brad. Artſ-man preambulat, we will be fin ſed from 
the barbarous. Doc you not educate youth at the Charg- 
houſeonthe top of the Mountaine ? | 
| Peda., Or Monsthe hill. 


Brag. At your ſweetpleaſute, for the Moutitaine, 
Peas. I doe [avs queſtion. | 
Princeſſeat 


feion, to congratulate t r Pavilion, in 


the after-noone. 
ble, congruent, atid meaſurable f6r the after-noone : the 
ſir, Idoeaflure. 


miliar, I doeafſure ye very good friend: for whatisin. 
ward betweene us, let it paſſe. I doe beſcech thee 
| metnber thy eurteſie, Ibeſcechthee apparcll thy head: 


and of great import indeed tob : but let that paſſe, tor] 
muſt tell thee it will pleaſe his Grace (by the work) 
ſometime to leane upon my poore ſhoulder, and with 
his royall finger thus dally with my excrement, with my 
muſtachio ; but ſweet heart let that paſſe. By the world 


{ I recount no- fable, ſome certaine ſpeciall honours i| 


pleaſeth his Greatneſſe to impartto eArmado a Souldier, 
a man of travell, that hath ſcene the world : bur let thy 
paſſe; the very all of all is : but ſiveet heart, I doe ins 


Brag. Sir,itis the Kings molt ſweet pleaſure and af- | 
the pofteriors of this day, which the rude multitude cj | 
Ped. The po#terios of the day, moſt generous fir, is liz.| 
werd is wellculd, choiſe, ſweet, and apt I doe aſſure you| 
Brag. Sir, the King isa noble Gentleman, and my fi. 


and ameng other importanate and tnoſt ſerious defignes, | 


plore ſecrecy, that the King woutd have me preſent the 
Princefle({weet chucke) with ſome delightfull oftents 


are goodat ſuch eruptions, and ſodaine breaking out 


end to crave your aſliftance. 
Peas, Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine War- 


rendred by our aſſiſtantsat the Kings command : and thi 


Worthies. 
preſent them ? 


tleman /udas Machabers ; this Swaine (becauſe of hu| 
great limme or joynt) ſhall paſſe Forpey the great, tis| 
Page Hercules, 
Brag. Pardon fir, error : He is not quantity enougl| 
for that Worthiesthumbe, he isnot ſo big as rhe end of| 
his Club, | 
Peaa. Shall T haveaudience ? he ſhall preſent Here 
tes 18 minority : his enter and exit ſhall be ſtrangling 4] 
Snake ; and I will have an Apology for that purpoſe. | 
Pag. Anexcellent device: fo if any of the audience] 
hifſe, you may cry, Well done Hercsles, now thou cat 
ſheſt the Snake; that is the way to make an offence gt 
cious, though few have the grace to doe it, 
Bras. For the reſt of the Worthies ? 
Peaa. I will play three my ſelte, 
Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman. 
Brag. Shall I tell youa thing ? 
Peaa, Weattend. 
Brag. We will have, ifthis fadge nor, an Antique 1 
beſeech you follow, | 
Ped. Viagood-tnan Dal, thou haſt ſpoken no wordall 
this while. | 
Dull. Ner underſtood none neither fir. 
Ped. Alone, we will ewploy thee. 
Dull. Tle make one in a dance, or ſo: or I will play | 


of þ 


tion, or ſhow, or pageant, or anticke, or fire-worke:| 
Now, underſtanding that the Curate and your ſweet ſelf] 


myrth (as it were) I have acquainted you withall, to the} 
thies. Sir Holofernes, as concerning ſome entertainme| 
of time, ſome ſhown the poſterior of this day, to b| 


moſt gallant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, bear] 
the Princeſle : Ifay none ſo fit as to preſent the Nite| 


Carat. Where will you find men worthy enoughw| 


Peda. Toſua, your ſelfe : my ſelfe, and this gallant gets} 


A fog tad 3 a tas 
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onthe aber to the Worthies,and let them dance the hey. 
Ped, Moſt Dal, honeſt D»#,toour ſport away. E «it. 


Enter Princeſſe, and Ladies. 
Pris. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich erewe depart, 
If airings come thus plentifully 1n. 
A Lady wal'dabout with Diamonds :looke you, what I 
have from the loving King. . | 
Reſa. Madam, came nothing clſc along with that ? 
Prin. Nothing butthis : yesas muchlove in Rime, 
As would be cram'd upina ſheet of paper 
Writon both fides the leafe, margent and all, 
Thar he was faine to ſcale on (*pids name. 
Roſa. That was the way to make his god-head wax : 
For he hath beene five thouſand yeeres a boy. 
Kath. 1, anda ſhrewd unhappy gallowes too. _ 
Roſa.You'll ne*re be triends with him,a kild your ſiſter. 
Kath, He made her melancholy, fad, and heavy, 
And fo ſhe died: had ſhe beene light like you, 
Of ſuch a merry nimble ſtirring ſpirit, 
She might a beene a Grandam ere ſhe died. 
And ſo may you : Fora light heart lives longs 
Roſa. What's your darke meaning mouſe; of chis light 
word? 
| Kath. Alight condition ina beauty darke. | 
Roſa. Weneed more light to find your meaning out. 
Kart. You'll marrethe light by raking it in ſnuffe : . 
Therefore Ile darkely end the argument. 
Reſ. Looke what you doe, youdoe it ſtill Ith darke. 
Kat. So doenot you, for youarea light Wench. 
Roſa, Indeed 1 waigh nor you, and therefore light. 
Ka, You waigh me not, O that's you care not for me. 
Rof. Great reaſon : for paſt care, 1s ſtillpalt care. 
Prin. Well bandied both, a ſer of Wit well playcd. 
But Roſaline, you have a Favour too ? 
Whoſent ir ?and what isit ? 
Roſi I wovld you knew. 
And if my face were but as faire as yours, 
My Favour were as great, be witneſſethis. 


| O he hath drawne my picture in his letter. 


] O thar your face were full of Ocs. 


| But Karberme, what was ſenttoyou 


Nay, 1 have Verſes too, I thanke Birone, 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
I werethe faireſt goddeſfe on the ground. 

I am compar'd to twenty thouland faires. 


Prix, Any thing like? 

Ref. Muchin the letters, nothing inthepraiſe. 
Prin. Beauteous as Incke : a good concluſion» 
| Kar, Faireasatext B. ina Coppy booke. 

.  Reſe Watepenbils. How ? let me not dye your debtor, | 
' My red Dominicall, my golden letter. 


| 


' Prin, APox of that jeſt, and I beſhrew all Shrowes: 
- From faire Damaine ? 
" Kath, Madam, thisGlove. 
. Prin, Did henotſend you twaine ? 
| Kath. Yes Madam : and moreover, 
- Some thouſand V erſes of afaithfull Lover 
'A huge tranſlation of hypocriſie, 
_Vildly compild, prefound ſimplicity. 
| Mar. This, and theſe Pearls, to me ſent Longavile. 
TheLetteristoo leng by halfe a mile. | 
- Prin, Ithinke no lefſe : Doft thou not wiſh in heart 
The Chaine were longer, and the Letter ſhort? 
Mar. 1, or I would theſe hands might never part. 


- 
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Roſa. They are worſe fodlesto purctiaſe mocking ſo. | 


That ſame Bironeile tortureere] goc. = 
O that I knew he were but in by th'weeke, 
How I would make him fawne, and beg; and ſecke, 
And waitthe ſeaſon, andobſervethe times, 
And ſpend his prodigall witsin booteles rimes. 
And ſhape his ſervicealltomy beheſts, 
And make him proud to make me proud with jeſtss 
So pertaunt like would I o'reſway his ſtate, 
Thar he ſhould be my faole; and I hisfate. 
Prin. None are ſo ſurely caught, when they are catcht, 
AS Wit tarn'd foole: folly in Wiſedome hatch'd, 
Hath wiſedomes warrant, andthe helpe of Schoole, 
And Wits owne grace to graces learned Foole ? 
Rof. The bloud of youth burnes not with ſuch exceſle, 
Asgravitiesreyolt to wantonefſe, . 
Iar. Folly infooles beares not ſo ſtrong anote, 
As fool'ry inthe Wiſe, when Wir doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
Toprove by Wit, worth in ſimplicity. 
Enter Boyer. FE Mas 
Prin. Heere comes Boyer, and mirth in his face. 
Boy. O I am ſtab'd with laughter, Wher's her Grace? 
Prin, Thy newes Boyer ? 
Boy. Prepare Madame, prepare- | 
Arme Wenchesarme, incounters mounted are, 
Againſt your Peace, Love doth approach, diſguis'd ; 
Armedin arguments, you'll be ſupriz'd. 
Maſter your Wits, ſtand in your owne defence, 
Or hide your heads like Cowards, and fiyc hence. 
Prin. Saint Denny, to S. Citpid : What are they, 
That chargetheir breath againſt us? Say {cout ſay. 
Boy. Vnder the cole ſhade of a Siccamore, 
I thought tocloſe mine eycsſome halfean houre : 


| When loe tointerrupt my purpos'd reſt, 


Toward that ſhade I might behold addreft, 

The King and his companions : warily 

I ſtole into a neighbour thicket by, | 
And over-heard, what you ſhall over-heare : 
That by and by diſguis'd they will be heere. 
Their Herald isa pretty knaviſh Page : 

That well by heart bath con'd his embaſſage, 
AQion and accent did they teach him therc. 
Thus mult thou ſpeake,and thus thy body beare. 


- And everand anon they madea doubt, 


Preſence majeſticall would put him out : 

For quoth the King, an Angell ſhall thou ſee : 

Yet feare not thou, but ſpeake audaciouſly. 

The Boy reply'd, an Angell is not evill: 

I ſhould havefear'd her, had ſhe beene a devill. 
With thatall laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 
Making the bold wagge by their praiſes bolder. | 
One rub'd his elboethas, and flecr'd, pnd ſwore, 

A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 

Another with his finger, and his thumb, 

Cry'd vi4, we will doo't, come what will come. 

The third he caper'd and cried, All goes well. 

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and downe he fell : 


 Withthat they all did tamble on thegroupd, 


With ſuch a zealous laughter ſo profound, 

That in this ſpleene ridiculous appeares, 

To checke their folly paſſions, ſolemne teares. 
Prin, But what, but what, come they to viſitus? 
Boy. They doe, 7 doe ; andare apparel'd thus, 

Like M/#covites, or Ruſſievs, or 1 geſles 

Their purpoſe isto partee, to court, anddance, 
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Andevery one his Love-feat willadvance, | 
Vnto his ſeverall Miſtrefſe : which they'll know 
By favours ſeverall, which they did beſtow. 

Prin, And will they ſo? the Gallants ſhall be taskt 
For Ladies ; we will every one be maskr, 
And nota man ofthem ſhall havethe grace 
Deſpight of {ute, to ſee a Ladies face. : 
Hold Roſalize, this Favour thou ſhalt weare, 
And then the King will court thee for his Dearc: 
Hold, take thou this my ſweet, and give methine, 
Se ſhall Birenetake me for Roſaline. 


_ | And change your Favours too, ſo ſhall your Loves 


Wooecontrary, decciv'd by theſe removes. _ 
Roſa, Come on then, weare the favours moſt in ſight. 
Kath. Butin this changing, What is your intent ? 
Pris. The effeR of my intcntisto crofle theirs: 
They doe it but in mocking merriment, 
 Andmockefor mocke is onely my intent. 
Their ſeverall counſels they unboſome ſhall, 
To Loves milſtooke, and ſo be mockt withall. 
Vpon thenext occaſion that we meete, 
With Vitſages diſplayed totalke and greete. | 
Roſa. But ſhall we dance, if they deſire ustoo't? 
Prin. No, to the death we will not movea foor, 
Nor to their pen'd ſpcech render we no grace : 
But while 'tis ſpoke, each turne away her face. 
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part, 
Prin. Therefore I doc it, and I make nodoubt, 
. The reſt will ne're come in, if he be out. 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport orethrowne : 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne. 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking entended game, 
And they wellmocket, depart away with ſhame. Sonnd. 
Boy. The Trumpet ſounds , be magkr, the maskers 
COME. 


Enter Black mores with muſicke, the Boy with a ſpeech, 
and thereit of the Lords diſgmiſed. 


Page. All baile, th: richeft Beaxties on the earth . 
Bir, Beauties nO richer then rich Taffata. 
Pag. eAboly parcel! of the faireſt dames that ever tarn'd 

thr backes to mortall viewes. 

| The Ladiesturnethcirbackesto him. 
Bir. Their eyesvillaine, their eyes. 
Pag. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal viewes, 

Ont 
Bir. True, out indeed. | 
Pag. Ont of your favors heavenly ſpirit vanchſafe 

N ot to behold. : 
Bir. Once to behold, rogue. 
Pag. Once to behold with your Sunne beamed eyes, 

With your Sunnebeamed ejes. 
Bir. They will notanſwer to that Epythite, 

You were beſt call it Daughter-beamed eyes. 
Pag. They doe not marke me, andthat brings me our, 
Ber. Isthis your perfeRnefle ? be gon youTogue. 
Roſa, What wouldtheſe ſtrangers ? | 

Know their minds Boyer. 

If they doe ſpeake our language, *tis our will 

That ſome plaine man recounttheir purpoſes. 

Know whatthy would ? 
Boy. What would you with the Princes? 
Bir. Nothing but peace, and gentle viſitation. 


Rof. What would they, fay they ? 


_— 


Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle viſitation, .-  ; 
Roſa. Why that they have, and bid them ſo be gore, | 
Boy. Shelſayes you have it, and you may be gone, ; 
Ki. Say'to her we have meaſur'd many miles, © 

To tread a Meaſure with you onthe graſle. vi Ne 
Boy. They fay that they have meatur'd many a mile, * 

To tread a Meaſure with youon this grafle. ; 
Roſa. Itisnot ſo. Askethera how many inches ._ 

Is in one mile? If they have meaſur'd many, 

The meaſure then of one is eaſly told. xt 4 
Boy. It tocome hither, you have meaſur'd miles, | 

And many miles: the Princefle bids you tell, | 

How many inches doth fill up one mile ? | 
Br. Tell her we meaſure them by weary ſteps.) 

Boy. She heares her ſelfe. - | 
Roſa. How many weary ſteps, 

Of many weary mules you have orc-gone, 

Are numbred in the travell of one mile ? f 
Bir. Wenumber nothing that we ſpend for you, - 

Our duty is ſo rich, ſo infinite, ; 

That we may doe it ſtill withoutaccompt. 

Vouchſafe to ſhew the ſunthine of your face, | 

That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it. vil 
Roſa. My face is but a Moone andclouded too. | 
Kin. Bleſſed are clouds, to doe asſuch clouds doe, | 

Vouchſafe bright Moone, and theſe thy ſtarresto ſhin] 

(Thoſeclouds removed) upon our watery eyne, | 
Roſa. O vaine peticioner, beg a greater matter, 

Thou now requeits but Mooneſhine in the waters 
Kin, Then in our meaſure, vouchſafe but one change, 

Thou bidſt me beg, this begging isnot ſtrange. | 
Roſa. Play muſickethen : nay you.muſt doe it ſoon, 

Not yet no dance : thus change 1 like the Moone, __ 
Kin. Will you not dance : How come you thus 

firanged ? EE bs 5 
Roſa. You tooke the Moone at full, but now ihe! 

changed ? 

Kin, Yer ſtill ſhe is the Moone, and I the Man: 
Roſa. The mulicke playes, vouchſafe ſome motion 

It : Our eares vouchſate it. ; 
Kin. But your legges ſhould doe it, | 
Rof. Since you are | <Frms.agier come here by chang 

We'llnot be nice, take hands, we will not dance« 
Kin. Why take you hands then? ' 

Roſa. Oncly to part fricnds. 

Curtſie ſweet hearts, and ſo the Meaſure ends. 
Kin. More meaſure ofthis meaſure, benot nice. 

Roſa. We canafford no more at ſuchaprice. | 
Rin.Priſe your ſelves then : what buys your compel! 
Reſa. Your abſence onely. | 
Kin, That can never be. he 

Roſa. Then cannot we be bought: and ſoadue, 

Twice to your Yiſor, and halfe once to yous 
Kin. If you deny to dance, lct's hold more chat, 
Ref. In private then, 

Kis. Iam beſt pleaſd with that. | 
Bir. White handed Miſtris, one ſweet word withthtt| 
Prin, Hony,and Milke, and Suger :there is threes. - | 
Bir. Nay then two treyes, and if you grow ſonice/ / | 

Methegline, Wort, and Malmſey ; well runne dice; ' | 

There's halfea dozen ſweets. Tx | 
Pren, Seventh ſweet adue, ſince you can cog, -- 

Ile play no more with you. [4 
Bir. One word inſecret, 
Prix, Let it notbe ſweets 
Zir. Thou greev'ſt my gall, 
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Take you that for your faire Lady. 


1 As mach in private, and Ile bid adieu. 


| Fleeter then arrows,bullets, wind,thought,{wifter things 


 Arethele the breed of wits fo wondred ar ? 


| The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 


| Intheir owne 


| They will diſge 
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Prin, Gall, bitter. 
Bir. Therefore meete. - | 

D#. Will you vouchſafe with me to change a word ? 
Alas. Name it. | 

Dum. Faire Lady : ; 

Mar, Say you ſo? Faire Lord 


Dum, Pleale it you, 


Mar. What, was your vizard made withouta tongue? 

Long. I know the reafog Lady why youaske. 

Mar. O for your reaſon, quickly fir, I long. 

Long, You have a double toogue within your maske. 
And would affoord my ſpeechlctle vizard halfe. 

Mar, Vealequoth the Dutchman; is not Veale a 
Calfe? * 

Leng, A Calfe faire Lady ? 

Mar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. 


Loves Labonr's loft. 
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| Prin, Willtheyreturne >?  _ | 
Boy. They will they will, God knowes, | 
And leape for joy, though they are lame with blowes : 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repaire, 
Blow like ſweer Roſes, in this ſummer aire: | 
4 How blow? how blow ? Speake to be under> 
00d. 

Boy, Faire Ladies maskt, are Roſes intheir bud : 
Ditmaske, their damaske ſweet commixture ſhowne, 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Roſes blowne. 

Priv. Avant perplexity : W hat ſhall we doe, 

If they returne intheir owne ſhapes to wooe ? 

Roſa. Good Madam, if by me you'li beadvis'd, 
| Ler's mocke them ſtil! as well knowne as diſguisd 2 
Letus complaine to them what fooles were heare, 
Diſguis'd like Muſcovites in ſhapeleſſe geare : 

And wonder what they were, and to whatend 
Their ſhallow ſhowes,and Prologue vildely pen'd, 


Long. Let's part the word. 
Mar. No, Ile not be your halfe : _ | 
Take all and weane 1t, it may provean Oxe: 
Long. Leoke how you butto your ſclfe intheſe ſharpe 
mockes. $00 
Will you give hornes chaſt Lady ? Doe not ſo. 
Her. Then dyea Calfe before your hornes doe grow. 
Lon. One word in private with youre I dye. 
CHar. Bleat loftly then, the Butcher heares you cry- 
Boy. The tongues of mocking wenches are as Keene 
As 1s the Razors edge, inviſible :; 
Cutting a ſmaller haire then may be ſcene, 
Above the ſenſe of ſence ſoſenſible ; 
Seemeththeir conference, their conccits have wings, 


Rofſ. Not one word more my maides,breake off, breake 


Bir. By heaven, all dry beaten with pure ſcoffe. 

Km. Farc-well madde Wenches, you have ſimple 
wits « Ex ennt. 

Prin. Twenty adicus my frozen Muſcovits. 


Boy. Tapers theyare, with your ſect breathes puſt 
out. 

Roſa. Wel-liking wits they have, groſſe, groſle, far,fat. 

Prev. O poverty in wit, Kingly poore fiout. 
Will they not (thinke you) bang themſelves ro night ? 
Orever but in vizards ſhew their taces : 
This pert Biroze was out of count'nance quite. 

Ref. O ! They were all in lamentable caſes. 


Prin, Birone did ſweare himſelie out of all {uite. 

CMar. Dumaine wasat my ſervice, and his {word ; 
Nopoint (quoth I :)my ſervant ſtraight was mute. 

Ka. Lord Longavile {aid I came orc his heart : 

And trow you what he call'd me ? 

Prin. Qualme perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 

Prin. Goe lickneſle asthou art, | 
Reſ. Well, better wits have worne plaiae ſtatute caps, 
But will you heare;the King is my love ſwortic. 

Prin. And quicke Bjrone hath plighted faith to me. 

Kat. And Longavile was for my ſervice borne. 

Mer. Dwumaine is mine as ſure asbarke on tree; 

Boy, Madan, and pretty miltreſſes give care, 
Immediately they will againe be heere 

S: @r ic cannever be, 


þ 


And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be preſented at our Tentro us. 
Soy. Ladies, withdraw : the gallanes areat hand. 
Prin. Whip to our Tents, as Rocs runnes ore Land. 
Exeun. 
Emnter the King and thereft. 


King. Faire fir,God fave 
Boy. Goneto her Tent. 

Pleale ir your Majeſty command me any ſervice toher? 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me audicnce for ohe word. 
Boy. I will, and ſo will ſhe, I know my Lord: Exit« 
Bir. This fellow pickesup wit as Pigeons peaſe; 

And utters it againe, when /ovedoth pleaſe, 

Heis Wits Pedler, and retailes his Wares; 

At Wakes,and Waſſels, Meetings, Markets, Faires. 

And wethatſell by grofle, the Lord doth know, 

Have notthe grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his fleeve. 

Had he bin Adam, he had tempted Ewe. 

He can carve too, andliſpe : Why thisis he, 

That kiſt away his hand in courtehie, 

Thisis the Ape of Forme, Monſieur the nice, 


you, Wher's the Princeſle ? 


| That when he playcsat Tables, chidesthe Dice 


In honorable tearmes : Nay he can ſing 
A meane moſt meanly, and in Y ſhering 
Mend him who can : the Ladies call him ſweet, 
The (taires as hetreads on them kifſe his feete. 
This1s the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
Te ſhew his teethas white as Whale his bone, 
And conſciences that willnot dye in debr, 
Pay him the duty of hony-rongued bojer. 
Kin. A bliſter on bis ſweet rongue with my heart, 
Thar put Armadees Page our of his part. 


Enter Ladies, 


Bir. See whereit comes. Behaviour what wer't thou, 
Till this madman ſhew'd thee > And what art thonnow? 
Kin, All hule ſweet Madam,and faire time of day. 

Prin, Faire in all Haile is foulezas I conceive. \ 
Kin, Conſtrue my ſpeeches betrer;if you may. 
Prin, Then wiſh me better, I will give youleave; 
Kin. We cameto viſit you, and purpoſe now 


{ Toleade you to our Court, vouchſafe it chen. 


Prin. This field ſhall hold me, and fo hold your voy : 


| Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur'd men. 


this harſh indignity. 
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Kin. Rebuke me notfor that which youprovoke:; "Þ 
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Thevertue of your eye muſt breake my oath.  _ 

Pr. You nickname vertue : vice you ſhould have ſpoke: 

For vertues effice never breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 

| As the unſullicd Lilly, 1proteſt, 

A world of tormentsthoughT ſhould endure, 

I would not yeeid to be your houſes guelt : 

So much I hate a breaking cauſe to be 

4 Of heavenly oathes, vow'd with integrity: 

Kin. O you haveliv'd in delolation heere, 

Vnſeene, unviſited, much to our ſhame: 

Prin. Not ſo my Lord, it isnot ſo 1 ſweare, 

We have had paſtimes heere, and pleaſant game, 

A meſle of Ruſſians left us but of late. 

Ks., How Madam ? Ruſlians ? 
Prin, I 1n truth, my Lord. 

Trim gallants , full ef Courtſhip and of ſtate. 
Roſa. Madam ſpeake true. Itisnot ſomy Lord: 

My Lady (to the manner of the dayes) 

In curtehie gives undeſerving praile. 

We fourec indeed confronted were with foure 

In-Rufſian habit: Heere they ſtayed an houre, 

1 And talk'd apace: and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not bleſſe us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fooles ; but this I thinke, 

| Whenthey are thirſty, fooles would faine have drinke. 
Bir. This jeſt isdry to me. Faire gentle ſweet, 

Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh,when we greete 

Witheyesbeſt ſeeing, heavens fiery eye: 

By light weloſe light : your capacity 

Is of that natuge, that to your huge ſtore, 

Wiſe things ſeeme fooliſh, and rich things but poore. 
Ref. This proves you wiſe and rich : for in my cycom== 
Bir. I ama foole, and full of poverty. 

Roſ. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to ſnatch wordsfrom my tongue. 
Bir. O, Iam yours andall that I poſleſſe. 
Roſ. All the foole mine. 
Ber. Icannot give youleſſe. 
Roſ. Which of the Vizards was it that you wote ? 
Bir. Where ? when? What Vizard? 

Why demand you this ? : 

1 Roſe There, then, that vizard, thatſuperfluouscaſe, 
That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better face. 

Kin, Wearc diſcried, 
They'l mockeus now downeright. 
Dk. Letus confeſſe, and turne it to a jeſt. 
Prix. Amaz'd my Lord? Why lookes your Higtmeſfle 
| ſadde? 
Roſ. Helpe hold his browes, hee'l ſwound :why looke 
you pale ? 

Sex-ſicke Ithinke comming from Muſcovy. 
Bir.Thus poure the ſtarres downe plagues 

Can any face of braſſe hold longer out ? 

Heere ſtand I, Lady dart thy skill at me, 

Bruiſe me with ſcorne, confound me witha flout. 

Thruſt thy ſharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

| Cut meto peeces with thy keene conceit : 

And I will wiſh thee never more todance, 

Nor never morein Ruſſian habit waite. 

O ! never will I truſt ts ſpeeches pen'd, 

| Nor tothe motion ofa Schoole-boyes tongue, 

Nornever come in vizard to my friend, 

Nor wooinrime like a blind-harpers ſongue, 

Taffata phraſes, ſilken tearmes preciſe, 

| Threc-pil'd Hyperboles, ſpruce affeRion;; 


for perjury. 
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Have bluwne me full of maggor oſtentation. © + — | 
I doe forſweare them, and I hecre proteſt, = 
By this white Glove (how white the hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſt 1 
In ruſlet yeas, and honelt kerſic nocs- 

And to begin Wench; fo God helpe me law, 

Myloverto thee is ſound, ſ«vs cracke or flaw. 

Roſa. Sans, ſans, I pray you» 
Bir. Yet 1 haveatricke 

Of the old rage ; beare with me, I am ſicke. 

Ile leave it by degrees : ſoft, letus ſee, 

Write Lord hane mercy ox #s, on thoſe three, 

They are infeRed, io their hearts itlyes: _ 

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes: 

Theſe Lordsare viſited, you are not free: 

For the Lords tokens on you doe 1 ſee. 
Prin. No, they are free that gavetheſe tokens to ns. 
Biy. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeeke not toundoe us. + 
Roſ” It is not ſo ; for how canthis betrue, 

That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſethat ſue. _ 

Bir. Peace, for I will not have to doe with you, © | 
Roſ: Nor ſhall not, if 1 doe asI intend. : | 
Bir. Speake for your ſelves, my witisat an end. * | 
King. Teach nsſweet Madame, for our rude tranſgn{| 
ſion, ſome faire excuſe. | 
Frin, The faireſt is confeſſion. A 
Were younot heere but even vow, diſguis'd? 
Kin, Madam, I was. 
Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 
Kin, I was faire Madam. 
Prin. When youthen were heere, | 
W hat did you whiſper in your Ladies eare ? 
Kin. That more then all the world I did reſpeRt 

R Prin. When ſac ſhall challenge this, you wull 
cre | 
Kun, Vpon mine Honor no. 

Prix. Peace, peace, forbeare : 

Your oath once broke, you force not to forſweare. © | 
Kin. Deſpiſe me when I breake this vath of mine. 
Prin. I will, and therefore keepe it. Roſaiive, 

W kat did the Ruſſian whiſper in your eare ? 

Roſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me deare 

As precious eye-ſight, and did value me 

Above this World : adding there moreover, 

That he would Wed me, or elſe dye my Lover. 

Prin, God give thee joy of him : the Noble Lord 

Moſt honorably doth uphold his word. 

Kin, W hat meane you Madame? 

By my life, my troth, 

I never ſworethis Lady ſuch anoath. ; 

| Ref. By heaven youdid ; and toconfirme it plaine, 

you gave me this : But take it fir againe. 

Kwmg. My faith and this, the Princefſe I did give, 

I knew her by this Tewell on her ſleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did ſhe weare, 

And Lord Bron: (ithanke bim) is my deare. 

What ? Will you have me, or your Pearle againe ? 
Bir. Neither of either, I remit both twaine. 

I ſce the tricke on't : Heere was a conſent, | 

Knowing aforchand of our merriment, | 

To daſh it like a Chriſtmas Comedy. hh 

Some carry-tale, ſome pleaſe-man, ſome ſlight Zany, . 

Some mumble-newes, ſome trencher-knight,ſome [ 

That ſmiles his checke in yeares, and knowes the trickt, 

To make my Lady langh, when ſhe's diſpos'd ; 7 
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'Y Told our intents before : which oncedifclos'd, 

Ul The Ladicsdid change Fayours, and then we = 

Following the figaes, woo'd but the ſigne of. {lis 

Nowto our perjury, to adde niore terror, 

Weare againe forſworne in will and error. 

Muchupon this ir is ; and might not you =» 

foreſtall our ſport, to makeus thus untrue ? 

Doe not you know my Ladies foot by'th ſquicys 

And laugh uponthe apple of her eye ? | 

And ſtand berweene her backe Mr, and the fire, 

Holdinga trencher, jelting merrily 7 

You pur our Page out : goe, youare allowd 

Die when you will, a ſmocke ſhall be your ſhrowd. 

Youlcere upon me, doe you? There's an eye 

Wounds like a Leaden ſword. . 
Boy. Full merrily hath: this brave manager, this car- 

reere beene runne. 7 | | 

- Bir, Loe, he is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have done, 


Enter Clowne. 


Welcomepure wit, thou parti a faire fray: 

Clo. O Lord fir, they would kno, 
WWhetherthe three Worthies ſhall come in,or no; 
Bir. W hat, are there butthree ? 

{tew. Nofir, butit is vara fine, 
or every onepurſents three. 
Bir. And threetimes thrice 1s nine. 
(1s. Notlſo fir, under correction fir,T hope it isnot ſo. 
ou cannot beg us fir,l can aſſure you ſir, we know what 
we know - Ihope fir three times thrice fir, 
Bir. Is not nine. bes | 
(ts. Vnder correction fir, wee know where-untill it 
doth amounts 
Bir. By Tove, Talwayes tooke three threes for nine. 
Ch. OLord fir, it were pitty you ſhould per your 
ving by reckning fir. 
Bir. How much is1t? 
Clo. O Lordiir, the parties themſelves, the actors fir 
ill ſhew where-untiil it doth amount : for mine owne 
art,Ilam (asthey ſay,but toperfeR one man in one poore 
nan) Pompion the great fir. 

Bir. Artthou one of the Worthies ? 

('o. Itpleaſed themtothinke me worthy of Pompey 
ie great : for mine owne part, I know not the degree 
fthe Worthy, but Iam to ſtand for him. 
' Bir. Goe, bid them prepare. 

Cl. Wewlil tarne it finely off fir, we will take ſome 
"King, Birone, they will ſhame us : 
them not approach. 
18 Zi. Wearc ſhame-proofe my Lord : and *tis ſome 
jolicy, to have one ſhew worſe thenthe Kings and his 
ompany. 
Kin, I fay they ſhall not come. 
8 Prin. Nay my good Lord, let me ore rule younow ; 

[lat ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. _ 
Where Zeale ftrivesto content, and the contents 
Dies in the Zeale of that which it preſents : 
FW icic forme confounded, makes moſt forine in mirth, 
When greatthings labouring periſhin their birth, 
8. A right deſcription of our ſport my Lord. 


Enter Bra ggart. 


Frag, Annointed, I implore ſomuchexpence of thy 


Exit. | 


| And lay my eArmes before the legs of this ſw eet Laſſe of 


royall ſweet breath, as will vtter a brace of wards; 
Fri, Doththis man ſerve God? 
Bw. Why aske you? bode: | | 
Prin. He ſpeak's not like 4 mani of God's making. 

Brag. That's all one my faire ſweet hony Monarch : 


Too too vaine, too too vaine. But we will pur it (as they 
lay) to Fortuna delaguar. I wiſh you the peace of mind 
mott royall cupplement. 
King. Here 1slike to be a good preſence of Worthies; 
He preſents H: or of Troy, the Swaine Powpey the great, 
the Pariſh Curate : Alexander, Armadoes Page Herewles, 
the Pedant [udas Machabens : And if theſe foure Wor- 
thiesin their firſt ſhew thrive, theſe foure will change 
habites, and preſent the other five. 
Bir. There is five 1a the firſt ſhew. 
Kin. Yoaarcdeceived, tis not ſo. 
Bir. The Pedanr, the Brag gart, the Hedge-Prieſt, the 
Foole, and the Boy. 
A bare throw at Novum,and the whole world againe, 
Camot pricke out five ſuch, take each onein's vaine. 
Kin.T he ſhip is under ſaile,and here ſhe comes amaine. 


Enter Pompey, 


Clo. I Pompey am. 
Boy. You lye, youare not he. 
, Clo. I Pompey am. 
Boy. Wuh Libbards head on knee, 
Bir. Well ſaid old mocker, 
I muit needs be friends with thee. 
Clo. 1 Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam d the big- 
Ds. The great. x 
.Cio. it is great fir : Pompey ſurnam'd the great : 
Tha oft in field, wth T arge and Shield, | 
ard rake my foe to ſweat : 
And travailing along this coat, 1 btere am "come by chance, 


France. 
If your Ladiſhip would ſay thankes Pompey, I had :done. 
Prin, Gxeatthankes great Pompey. 
Ctr. Tisnot fo much worth : but I hope I was per- 
fea. I made alittle fault in great. 


| Worthy. 
E mter Curate, for Alexander. 


Carat. When inthe world 11i'd, I was the worlds (om | 

mander : 

Ay Scutcheon plaine declares that 1 am Aliſanaer. | 

Boy. Your noſe ſaiesno, you are not: 

For it ſtandstoo right. 

Bir. Your nole {mls ho, in this moſt tender ſinelling 

Knight. Ns | 

Prin, The Conqueror is diſmaid ; 

Proceed good Alexanaer. 

Cur. when in the world 

mander. by 

Boy. Molttrue, 'tis right : you were ſo Aliſander. 

Bir.. Pompey the great.. - 

(to. Your lervantand Coſtard. : 

Bir. Take away the Conqueror, take away Alſander. 

Clo. O fir, you have overthrowne Aliſender the con- 

querot z you will be icrap'd out-of the painted _— 
Us. 


rs 


{ lived, I'was the worldes Com- 


Bir. My hat to a halfe-peny, Pompey proves the beſt | 


By Eaft,weft;North,and South, 1 ſpred my conquering might | 


| 


For Iproteſt, the Schooimaſter is exceeding fanraſticalk- | 


— 


od 
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this : your Lion that holds his Pollax ſitting on a cloſe 
ſtoole, will be given to Ajax. He will be the ninth wor- 
thy. A Conqueror, and affraid to ſpeake > Runne away 
for ſhane Aliſander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you : a fo0- 
liſh mild man, an honeſt man,looke you,and ſoone daſht- 
He is a marvelloas good neighbour inſooth, and a very 
good Bowler ; but for Aliſander, alas you ſee, how t1S 2 
Lictle ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comming, 
will ſpeaketheir mind in ſome other ſort. 
Clo, Stand aſide good Pompey. 


Enter Pedent for Indus, and the Boy for Hereales. 


Exit Cloi 


Ped. Great Hercules is preſented by this Impe, 
Whoſe Club kil'd (erberm that three-headed Can, 
And when he was a babe, achild, a ſhrimpe, 
Thusdid he ſtrangle Scrpents in his Han : 
Omoniamn, he ſeemeth in minority, 

Ergo, I come withthis Apology. _ 
Keepe ſome ſtate in thy Exit, and vaniſh- 
Ped. Tudas I am. 
arg A Tuoas ? 
Pea. N ot Iſcariet fir. 
Tudas I Pan ay Machabec, 
Dum. ladus Machabewsclipt, 18 _ Indas. 
Bir. A kiſſingtraitor. How att thou prov'd ſudu ? 
Ped. Indu 1 am. 
Dum. The more ſhame for you Judas: 
Ped. What meane you fir ? 
- Boy. To make [udas hang himſclfe, 
Ped. Begin ſir, you are my elder. 
Bir. Well follow'd, /ndas was hang'd on an Elder. 
Ped. I will not be put out of countenance, 
Bir. Becauſe thou haſt no face- 
Ped. What is this. 
Boy, A Citterne head, 
D#xm. The head ofa bodkin, 
Bir, A deaths face ina ring. ; 
Lon. The face of an old Roman coyne, ſcarce ſcene. 
Boy. The pummell of ({#/ars Faulchion. 
Dxms. The cary'd-bone face on a Flaske. 
Bir. Saint Georges halfe cheeke in a brooch. 
Dum. I, and in abrooch of Lead. 
Bir, I, and worne in the cap of a Tooth-drawer . 
And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance. 
Ped. You have put me out of countenance. - 
Bir. Falſe,we have giventhee faces. 
Ped. But you have out-fac'd them all. 
Bir. And thou wer't a Lion, we would doe fo. 
Boy. Therefore as he is, an Aﬀe, Iet him goe : 
And fo adicu ſweet [#de. Nay, why doſt thou ſtay? 
Daum. For the latter end of his name. | 
Bir. For the aſeto the [uae : give it him. Ind-as a- 
Way. 
| Ped. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 
Boy. A lightfor monſicur [#das, it growes darke, he 
may ſtumble. | 

Prin, Alas 

| baited. 


Exit Boy, 


poore THachabers , how hath he beene 


'Exter Bra ggart. 


Bir, Hide thy head Aohilles, heere comes Hefor in 
Armes. | 

Dum. Though my mockes come-home by ;me, I will 
now be merry. + 

King. Hettor was buta Troyan in reſpe of this, 


A 


| 


Boy. But isthis Heftor? _. "1 
Kin. Ithinke He&or wasnot ſocleanc timber'd, 
Lon. His leggeis too big for He@or, ; 
Dam, More Calfe cerrtaine. 

Boy. Noz he is beſt inducd in the ſmall. 

Bir. This can'ot be Helter. 

Dam. He'sa god or a Painter, for he makes faces, 

Brag. The Armipotent Mares, of Lawnces the almyy, 
gave Hettor a gift. : 

Dum, A gilt NutmeSe, 

Bir. ALemmon. 

Los. Stucke with Cloves. 

Dum. Nocloven: | 

Brag. The eArmipotent Mars, of Launces the 
Gave Hettor a gift, the heire of Tllion ; 
A mas ſo breathed, that certaine he would fight : yea 
From morne till night, out of bis Pavillion. | 
Iam that Flower, 

Dum. That Mint. 

Long, That Cullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile reine thy tongue, 

Lon, 1 miſt rather give it the reine : for it runny 
gainſt Heftor, | 

Dum, I, and Heffor's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The ſweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Sweet chuckes, beat not the bones of the buried : 
But I will forward with my device; ; 
Sweet Royalty beſtow on me the Sence of hearing. 


Birone Heps forth. 
Prin, Speake brave Heftor, weare much delights 
Brag. Idoe adorethy ſweet Graces ſlipper. x ** 
Boy, Loves her by the foot. 
Dum. He may not by the yard. 
Brag. This Hebtor farre ſurmonnted Hanniball. 
Theparty i gone, ' 
(0. Fellow Hefor, ſhe is gone ; the 1s two mond 
on her way. | 
Brag. What meaneſt thou ? | 2% 
Clo, Faith unlefſe you play the honeſt Troyan,t 
poore Wench is caſt away : ſhe's quicke,.the child bry 
1n her belly already : tis yours. 3 
Brag. Doſt thouinfamonize me among Potentates!: 
Thou ſhalt dye. | ; 
(to. Then ſhall Hefor be whipt for [aquener ti 
_— by him, and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead 
im Ay 


Dam, Moſt rare Pompey. 
Boy. Renowned Pompey. | 
Bir, Greater then great, great, great, great Pompry': ; 
Pompey the huge. =} | 1 
Dum. Hetlor trembles. 2 
Bir. Pompey 1s moved, more Atees more Atees 1s 
them, or ſtirre them on. n 
Daum, Hettor will challenge him. 
Bir. 1,if ahaveno more mans blood in's belly, 


tha 
will ſupa Flea. , 


. Brag. By the North-pole I doe challenge thee. * þ 


Co. I will not fight with apolelikea Northern ma; 
Ile flaſh, He doe itbythe ſword : I pray you let mevt 
row my Armes againe, | ; 

Dam. Roome torthe incenſed Worthies: 

(7. Ile doe it inmy ſhirt, 

Daum, Moſt reſolute Pompey. F 

Page. Maſter, let me take you a button hole lower* 
Doe you not ſee Pompey is uncaſing forthe combat my 
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meane yon 2? you will loſe.your repuration. | ; 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldicrs pardon me, I will nos 
combat in my ſhirt. ; . 

Dx. You may not deny it, 
lenge» - 
Brag. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Bir. What reaſon have you fort? 

Bra. The naked truth of it 1s, I haveno ſhirt, 
Igoe woolward for penance. 

Zo. True, and it was 1n joyned him in Romefor want 
of Linnen : ſince when, Ile be ſworne he wore none, but 
adiſhclout of I«quenertas, and that hee weares next his 


heart for afavour. 


Pompey hath made the chal- 


Emer a Meſſenger, Monfieur Marcaae. 


Mar. God fave you Madam. : 
Prin, Weicome arcade, but that thou interrupteſt 
our merriment. _ 
Merc, I amſorry Madam, for the newes I bring 1s 
heavy in my tongue. The King your father. 
' Prin, Dead for my life. 
Mar. Even ſo: My tale istold, 
Bir. Worthics away, the Scene begins to cloud 
Bra. For mine ownepart , I breathe free breath :I 
ave ſecne the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
liſcretion, and I will right my ſclfe like a Souldier. 


Xin. How fare's your Majeſty? _ 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I witi away tO night. 
Kin. Madam not fo, I doe beſcech you ltay, 
Prin. Prepare I ſay. Ithanke you gracious Lords 
orall your faireendeyours and entreats: 
ut of a new ſad-ſoule, that you vouchiafe, 
n your rich wiſedome to excuſe, or hide, 

he liberall oppoſition of our ſpirits, ' 
fover-boldly we have borne our ſelves, 
the converſe of breath (your gentleneſle ' 
as guilty of it.) Farewell worthy Lord : 
heavy heart beares not an humble tonguc. 
xcuſe me ſo, Eomming ſo ſhort of thankes, 
or my great ſuit, {o eaſily obtain'd. | | 
Kin. The extreme parts of time, cxtremely formes 
II cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed : 
nd often at hjs very looſe decidcs 
hat, which long proceſle couldnot arbitrate. 

nd though the mourning brow of progeny 
orbid the ſmiling curteſte of Love : 
he holy ſuite which faine it would convince, 
et ſince loves argument was firlt on foote; 
not the cloud of ſorrow juſtle it 
om what it purpoſed : ſinceto walle 
not by much ſo wholſomeprofitable, 
to rejoyce at friends but newly found. 
Prin, T underſtand you not, my greefes are donble. 
Bir, Honeſt plain words,beſt pierce the cares of griefe 
id by theſe badges underſtand the King, 
Wor jour faire ſakes have we neglected time, 
aid foule play with our oatbes : your beaury Ladies 
Ph much deformed us, faſhioning-our humors 
"Frentothe oppoſedend of our intents. 

id what in os hath ſeem'd ridiculous : 
SLove is full of unbefitting ſtraines, 
J wanton asa child, skipping and vaine. 
Form dby the eye, and therefore like the eye . 
ul of ſtraying ſhapes, of habits, and of formes 


friendslo ſt; 


vl 
car 


E xennt Worthies. 
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Varying in ſubjeRts as the eye doth roule, 
Ta every varied objeRtinhisglance : - 
-coated preſence of looſe love 

Put on by ys, if in your heavenly eyes, 
Have milbecom'd our oathes and gravities. . 
Thoſc heavenly eyes that looke into theſe faults , 
Suggeſted us to make : therefore Ladies h 
Our love being yours, the error that Love makes 
Islikewiſe yours. Wetoour ſelves provefalſe, 
By being once falſe, for ever to be rrue 
To thoſe that makeus both, faire Ladyes you, 
And even that falſhood init ſelfe a finne, 
Thuspurifies itſelfe, and turnes to graces 

Prin. Wehave receiv'd your Letters, full of Love 
Your Favours, the Ambaſſadors of Love. 
And in our maiden counſaile rated them, 
Atcourtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, and curteſie, 
As bumbaſt andaslining to thetime ; 
But moredeyout then theſe are our reſpe&s 
Have we not beene, and therefore met your loves 
Intheir owne faſhion, like a merriment. 


—— 


Long. Sodid our lookes. 

Roſa. Wee didnot coate them ſo, 

King. Now at the lateft minute of the houre, 
Grant us your Joves. | 

Prim. Atime methinkes too ſhort, 
To make a world-without-cnd Þargaine in ; 
No, nomy Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of deare guiltineſſe, andtherefore this : 
If for my Love (as there is no ſuch cauſc) 
You will doe ought, this ſhall you doe tor me, 
Your oath I will not truſt : but goe with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorne and naked Hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleaſures of the world : 
There ſtay, untill the twelve Ccleſtiall Signes 
Have brought about their annuall reckoning. 
If this auſtere inſociable life, 
Change not your offer made in heate of blood : 


| 1f frolts, and faſts, hard lodging; and thin weedes 


Nip not the gaudy blofſomes of your Love, 
Burt thatir beare this triall, and laſt love : 
Thenat theexpiration of the yeare, . 
Come challenge me, challenge me by theſe deſerts, 
And by this Virgin palme, now kiſſing thine, 
I will bethine : and till that inſtant ſhut 
My woefull ſelte up in a mourning houle, 
Raining the teares of lamentation, 
For the remembrance of my Fathers deatb. 
If this thou doe deny, let eur hands part, 
"Neither intitled in the others heart. | 
King. If this, or morethenthis, I would deny, 
To flatrer up theſe powers of mine with reſt, 
The ſodaine hand of death cloſe up mine eye. 
Hence ever then, my heart is in thy breſt. 
Bir. And whatto me my Love? and what to me? 


Youare attaint with fault and perjury : 

Therefore if youmy favour meane to get, _ 

A twelvemonth ſhall you ſpend, and never relt, 

But ſeeke the weary beds of people ficke, 
Dum. But what to me my love ? but what to me ? 
Kat. A wife ? a beard, faire health,and honeſty; 

With three-fold love, I wiſh you all theſethree. 
Dum. O ſhall I ſay, Ithankc you gentle wife ? 


.} Far, Not ſo my Lord, atwelvemonth anda day, 


Du. Our letters Madam, ſhew'd much more then jeſt. 


Roſe. You mult be purgedtoo, your ſinnes are rack'd, 


Tle 


" We... 
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Ile marke no wordsthat ſmootbfac'd wooers ſay. Plough for her ſweet love three yceres. But moſt efigg| 

Come when the King doth.to my Lady come-+ + | med greatnefle,wiil you heare the Dialogue that the tyy 

Then if I have much love, lle give you ſome. Leatned men have compiled, in praiſe of the Owle a 
Dum. Ile ſerve thee true and faithfully till then. the Cuckoyy ? It ſhould have fellowed in theend ofgiy| 
Kath. Yet{weare not,lcaſt ye be forſworne agen. ſhew. - 0 ce Re. | 
Long. What ſayes Maria? | Xs. Calltheia forth quickly,we will doe fo. 
CHMari, At thetwelve-months end, Brag. Holla, Approach. | 

Ile change my blacke Gowne,for a fatthfull friend. | 
Loy, Ile ſtay withpatience : but the time is long. _ Enter all. | 
Mars. Theliker you,few talicr are ſo yong. This fide is Hiews, Winter. "SY 
Bir. Studies my Lady ? Miſtris,looke on me, | This Yer,the Spring : the one maintained by the Onk, | 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye : The other by the Cuckow. "H] 

W hat hamble ſuite attends thy anſwer there, Fer begin. 

Impoſe ſome ſervice on ime for my Love. 
Roſa. Oft have I heard of you my Lord Birone, The Song. 

Before I ſaw you : and the worlds large tongue 

Proclaimes you fer a man repleate with mockes, then Daſies pied, and Violets blew, 

Fu] of compariſons,and wounding floutes : And Cuckew-buds of yellow hew : 

Waich you on all eſtates will execute, And Lady-ſmecks ali ſilver white, 

Thatlie-within the ajercy of your wit. Doe paint the Medowes with delight 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, The Cargwlihinetey Tree, D 

And therewithall co win me,if you pleaſe, AMockes married men,for thus fings he, 

Without the which I am nor to be won : — Cuckow. | 

| You ſhallthistwelve-month terme from day to day, Cuchow,(uckow : O word of feare, 

Viſite the ſpecchleſſe ficke,and ſtill converſe | Unpleaſing to a married cares 

With greatiing wretches : and your taske ſhall >e, "ih 

Withall the fierce endevour of your wit; When Shepheards pipe on Oaten firawes, | 

Toenforce the pained impotent ro ſmile. And merry Larkes are Ploughmens clockes : 
Bir. To move wilde laughter in thethroat of death? When Twrtles tread, and Rookes and Dawes, 

It cannot be,it is impoſlible, | And Maidens bleach their ſummer ſmockes: 

Mirth cannot move a ſoule in agonie. | The Cuckow then onevery tree | 


Roſa. Why thar'sthe way to choke a gibing ſpirit, | Hockes married men ; for thus fings be, 


Whoſe influence is begot of that looſe grace, Cuckow. | 
Which ſhallow laughing hearers give to foolgs : Cuckow,Cuckow : O word of feare, 
A jeitsproſperitie,lies inthe care G Vuplcaſing to a married eare. 
Of him that heares ir,never in the tongue ++ | 
Of him that makes1t : then,if ſickly eares, 'M | Winter: 
Deaft with theclamors of their owne deare groanes, When Iſickles hang by the wall, 
Will heare your idle ſcornes ; continue then, end Dicke the Shepheard blowes his naile ; | 
And T will have you,and that fault withall. And Tom brares Logges into the Hall, | 
But if they will not,throw away that ſpirit, And Milke comes frozen bome tn paile * g 
And Iſhall finde.you empty of that fault, hen blood ts nipt and wayes be fowle, 
Right joyfull of your reformation. | Then nightly ſings the ſtarmg Owle 
Bir. 'Ativelve-month ? Well : befall what will befall T #-whit to-who, S 
Tle jeſt a twelve-month inan Hoſpirall. A merry note, \ 
Prin. I {weet my Lord,and fo I take my leave, While greafie Tone doth keele the pot. 
King. No Madam,we will bring you on your way. | 
Bir. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play : When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 
Tacke hath not Gill : theſe Ladies courteſie And coffing drownes the P arſons Saw 
Might well have made our ſport a Cemedie. | And Birds ſit brooding in the Snow, 
King. Come fir,it wauts a twelve-month and a day, end Marrians Noſe lookesred andraw: 
And then *twill end. When roated Crabs hiſte in the bowle, A 
Bir, That's too long for a Play, Then nightly ſings the aring Owle, 
| 'T #-whit to who : M 
Enter Bragpgart. eAmerry note, TI 
Brag. Sweet Majeſty vouchſafe me. White grea(ie Lone doth keele the pot. . 
Prim. Was not that Hetftoy ? | WM A 
Dam. The worthy Knight of Troy. Brag. The words of Mercarie, = | 
Brag. I will kifſe thy Royall finger ,and take leave. Are harſh after the ſongs of Apollo q po Th 
I ama Vetary , I have vow'd to Iaquenetta to hold the | You that way ; we this way. Re 7 
Exennt omnes, || 1 
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Enter T heſens, Hippolita with others 


Theſeus. 


= Ow faire Hippolita,onr nupriall houre - 

3 Draweson apace:foure happy dates bring in 
Another Moon: but oh,me thinks, how flow 
This old Moon wanes ? She lingers my de- 
| (fires 


= = 
SONS | 
Like to a Step-dame,ora Dowager, | 
Long withering out a yong mans revennew- 
Hip. Foure daies will quickly ſteep theſelves in flights, 
Foure nights will quickly dreame away the time: 
And then the Moone, like to a filver bow. 
Now bent in heaven,ſhallbehold the right 
Of our folemaities. 
The, Go Philoſtrate, 
Stirre up the Athenian youth to merr1ments, 
Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirth, 
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: 
The pale companion is nor for eur pompe. 
ppb woo'd thee withmy ſword, 
And wonne thy love,doing thee injuries: 
| But I will wedtheein another key, * 
With pompe,with triumph, and with revelling. 


— 


Enter Egans and his danghter Hermia, Lyſanaer, 
and Demetrias. | | 
Ege. Happy be Theſens,our renowned Duke- 

The. Thanks good £yens: what's the news with thee? 

Ege. Full of vexation, come T,with complaint '* 
Againſt my childe,my daughter Hermia. 
Stand forch Demetrius. 
My Noble Lord, - 
This man hath my conſent to marry her. 

Stana forth Lyſander. 

And my gracious Duke, g 
This hath bewitch'd theboſome of my childe: 
Thou,thou Zy/ander,thou haſt given her rimes, 
And interchang'd love-tokens with my childe: 
| Thou haſt by Moone-light at her widow ſung, 
| With faining voice, verſes of faining love, 
| And ſtolne the impreſſion of her fantafie, 
Wrth bracelets of thy haire, rings,gawdes, conccits, 
Knackes, trifles,Noſe-gaies, ſweet \meats(meſſengers 
Of ſtrong prevailment in vnhardned/youth) 


TI. 
1.3 


——_—_—__——_ 


_— 


With cunning haſt thou filch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her obedience (which is dueto me) 
To ſtuborne harſhneſſe. And my gracious Duke, 
Be it ſo ſhe will not heere before your Grace, 
Conſent to marry with Demerravs, 
I beg the ancient priviledge of Athens; 
As ſhe 1s mine,I may diſpoſe of her; 
W hich ſhall be cither to this Gentleman, 
Or to herdeath, according to our Law, 
Immediately provided inthatcaſe. 
The. W hat ſay you Hermiatte advis'd faire Maid. 
To you your Father ſhould be as a God; 
One that compos'd your beauties;yea and one 
To whom you are but as a forme in waxe 
By him imprinted : and within his power, 
Toleave the figure,or disfigureit: 
Demetrins is a worthy Gentleman. 
Her. So is Lyſander. 
The. In himlelfe he is. 
But in this kinde, wanting your fathers yoice 
The other muſt be held the worthier. _ 
Her. I would my father look'd but with my eyes. 
The. Rather your cies muſt with his judgment looke. 
Her: I do entreat your Grice to pardon me, 
I know notby what power I am-made bold, 
Nor how it may coriterne my modeſtic 
In ſuch a preſence heere to pleade my thoughts: 
ButI beſeech your Grace, that I may know 
The worſt thar may befall me tn this caſe, 
If I refuſe to wed Demetrius. | 
The. Either to die the death,or to abjure 
For ever the ſacicty of men: | | 
Therefore faire Hermia queſtion your deſires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether(if you yceld not to your fathers choice) 
You canendure the livery of a Nunne, 
For ayeto be in ſhady Cloiſter meyw'd, 
To live a barren ſiſter all your life, 
Chanting faint hymnes to.the:.cold fruitlefſe Moone, 
Thrice bleſſed they that maiſter ſo their blood, 
To undergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage, 
But carthlier happy 1s the Roſe diftil'd, 


Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 


Growes,lives, and dies, in —_— bleſſeduefle. 


= et Lan» 
= 


_—. 
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Her. So will I grow,{olive,ſodic my Lord, 
Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patent up | 
Vnto his Lordſhip, to whoſe unwithed yoake, 
My ſoule confents not to give {overaigrity« 
; The. Take time to pauſe,and by the next new Moon 
The ſcaling day betwixt my love and me, 
For everlaſting bond of fellowſhip: 
Vpon thatday either prepare to dic, 
For diſobedience to you fathers will, 
Or elſe to wed Demerrim as hee would, 
Or on Dianges Altar to. proteſt 
For aie,auſterity, and fingle life. 
Dem. Relent ſweet Hermia, and Lyſander,yeclde 
Thy crazed title to my certaine right, 
Lyſ. You have her fathgrs love,Demerrixs: 
Let me have Hermiaes:doyou marry him. 
Egems. Scornfull Lyſander,true,he hath my Love; 
And what is mine, my love ſhall render him. 
And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her, 
I doeſtate vnato Demerrins. 
Ly/. I am my Lord ,as well deriy'd as he, 
As well poſſelt:my love is morethen his: 
My fortunes every way as fairely ranck'd 
(If not with vantage)as Demetrens : 
And(which is more then all theſe boaſtscan be) 
Iam beloy'd of beautcous Hermsa . 
W hy ſhould not I then proſecute my right? 
Demetrixs , [le auOuch it to his head, 
Made love to I edars daughter, Helena, 
And won her {oule:and ſhe(ſweet Lady )dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry, 
Vponthis ſpotted and inconſtant mans 
The. 1 muſt confeſſe, that Ihave heard ſo much, 
And with Demerriusthought to have ſpoke thereof: 
| But being over-full of ſelte-affaires, 
My minde did loſe it. But Demerrivs come, 
And come Egess,you ſhall go with me, 
l have ſome private ſchooling for you both: 
For you faire Hermia,looke you arme your ſelfe; 
To fit your fancies to your Fathers will; 
Or elſe the Law of Athens yeelds you vp 
(W hich by no meanes we may extenuate) 
To death,or to a vorw of fingle life. 
Come my Heppe/ita, what cheare my love? 
Demetrius and Egens g0 along: 
I muſt imploy you in ſoine buſineſſe 
Againſt our nuptialls,and conferre with you 
Of ſomething,neerely that concernes your ſelves. 
Ege. With dutic and deſire we follow you: Exeunt. 
CManet Lyſander and Hermia. 
Lyſ. How now my love? Why is your cheek ſo pale? 
How chance the Roſcs there do fade fo faſt? 
Her. Belike for want of raine, which I could well 
Beteeme them, from the tempeit of mine eyes. 
Ly/. Hermia tor ought that ever I could ceade, 
Could ever heare by tale or hiſtory, | 
The courſe of true love neverdid run ſmooth, 
But cither it was different in blood. 
Her. O croſle!too high to beenthral'd tolove. 
Ly/. Orclſe miſgraffed, in reſpeR of yeares. 
Her. O ſpight!too old tobe ingag'd to yong.- 
Lyſ. Or elſe it ſtood upon the choſe of merir. 
Her. O hall ! to chooſe love by anothers eye. 
Lyſ. Or if there were a ſimpathie in choiſe, 
Warre,death,or fickneſſe, did lay fiege to it; | 


Making it momentarie,asa ſound: 


| Of great revennew,and ſhe hath no childe, 


TT. ns 


Swiftas a ſhadow,ſhort as any dreame, 
Briefe as the lightning in the collied night, 
That(in a ſplecne)vntolds both heaven and carth; 
And cre aman hath power to ſay, hehold, 
The jawes of darknefle do deyoure it up: 
So quuicke bright things come to confuſion, 
Her. It thea true Lovers have beene ever croſt, 
It ſtandsas an edict in deſtiny: | 
Thea let us teach our triall patience, 
Becauſe it is a cuſtomary crofle, | 
As dueto loye, as thoughts,and dreamies,and ſighes, 
Witſhes and teares;poore Fancies followers. 
Ly{. A good periwaſion;therefore heare me Hermia, 
I have a Widdow Aunt,a dowager, 


Frem Athens is her houſe remov'd ſeven leagues, 
And ſhe reſpects me, as her onely ſonne: 
There gentle Hermia,may I marry thee, 
And to that place, the ſharpe Athenian Law 
Cannot purſue us. If thou lov'it me,then 
Steale forth thy fathers houſe to morrow night: 
And in the wood,a league without the towne, 
(Wherel did mcete thee once with Belen, 
To doobſervance for a morne of May) 
There will I ſtay for thee. 
Her. My good Lyſander, - 
I ſweare tothee,by Cupids ſtrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt arrow with the golden head, 
By the ſimplicity of Venus Doves, 
By that which knitteth ſoules,and proſpers love, 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queene, 
W hen the falſe Troyan vnder faile was ſeene, by 
By all the vowes that ever men have broke, 
(In number more then ever women ſpoke) 
In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To morrow truly will I mecte with thee. 

Ly/. Keepe promiſe love:looke here comes Helen, 


| | Enter Helena. 

Her. God ſpeede faire Helena , whither away? 

Hel. Cal yon me faire ?thatfaire againe unſay, 
Demerrizs loves you faire : O happy faire! 
Your eyesare loadſtarres,and your tongues {ſweet ayre 
Moretuncable then Larke to ſhepheards eare, : 
When wheatc is greene, when hauthorne buds appear, 
Sicknefle is catching :O were favour ſo, 
Your werds Ide catch, faire Hermia cre I go, 
My care ſhould catch your yoice, my eye,your eye, 
My tongue ſhould catch your tongues ſweet melodie, | 
Were the world mine, Demerrins being batcd, 
The reſt Ile give to be toyou tranſlated. 
© teach me how you looke, and with what art 
You ſway the motion of Demerrior hart, 

Her. I frowneupon him,yet be loves me ſtill. 

Hel. Othat your frownes would teach my ſmiles 


FO >» Wot mk cm. Or erties 


ſuch skil. Mar 
Mer. | give him curſes, yet he gives me love. . TX 
Hel. O that my prayerscould ſuch affeRiori moot: WiN| 1 tt 
Her. The moreT hate the more he followes me. - "ill _ 
Het. The more Ilove, the more he hateth me, A 
Her. His folly Helena is none of mine. _ - 


Hel.None but your beauty,wold that 


Lyſander and my ſelfe will fliethis place. 
Before the time I did Ly/arder fee, 
Seem'd Athens likea Paradiſe to mee» 
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'O then, what graces in my Love do dwell, 
That he hath curn'd a heaveninto hell? 

Lyſ. Hielew, to you our mindes we will vnfold, 
To morrow night, when Fhebedoth behold 
Her ſilver vilage,in the watry glafſe, 

Decking with liquid pearle,the bladed grafſe 
(Atime that Lovers flights doth ſtill conceale) 
ſhrough Athens gates, have we devis'd to ſteale, 

Her. And in the wood,where often you and I, 
Vponfaint Primroſe beds, were wont to lye, 
Emptying our boſomes, of their counſel iweld: 


| There my Lyſ«nder, and my {clfe ſhall meete, 


And thence from Athens turne away our cyes 
To ſceke new friends and ſtrange companions; 
Farewell ſweet play-fellow,pray thou tor us, 
And good lacke grant thee thy Demetrrixs. 

Keepe word Lyſanaer, we muſt ſtarve our ſight, 
From lovers foode,till morrow deepe midnight. 


p Exit m_ 
- I will my Hermia, Helenaadieu, ; 
As _— = him, | nr dotes on you. Exit Lyſanaer. 
Het, How happy ſome,ore otherſome can be? 
Through Atbezs 1 am thought as faire as ſhe. 
But what of that ? Demrtris thinkes not ſo: - 
He will not know;whatall,but he doth know, 
Andas hee erres, doting on Hermias eyes; 
So 1, admiring of his qualitics: 
Things baſe and vilde, holding no quantity; 
Love can tranſpoſe to forme and dignity, 
Lovelookes not with the eyes, but with the minde, 
And therefore is wing'd Cwpzd painted blinde. 


Nor hath loves minde of any judgementtaſte: 
Wings and 110 eyes,figure,vnheedy haſte. 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a childe; 
Becaule in choiſe he often is beguil'd, 

. As waggiſh boyes in game themſelves forſwcare; 
So the boy Love is perjur'd every where. 
For cre D-merrins lookt on Hermias eyne, 
He hail'd downe oathes that he was only mine. 
And when this Haile ſome heat from Hermafelt, 
So he diſſolv'd,and ſhowres of oathes did melt. 
I will go tell him of faire Hermias flight: 
Then to the wood will he,to morrow night, 
Purſue her; and for his intelligence, 
If I have thankes;it is a deere expence: 
But heerein meane I toenrich my paine, 


To have his ſight thither, and backe againe. Exn, 


Enter Quince the Carpenter , Snug the [oyner , Bottoms the 


Weaver, Flute the bellowes-mender , Snont the Tinker , and 


Starveling the T, ator. 


2%. Is allour company heere? 
Bot. You were beſt to callthem generally ; man by 
man, according to the ſcrip. 
2a, Hereis the ſcrowle of every mans nanie ; which 
is thought fit through all Achens ; 1toplay in our Enter: 
lude before the Dukeand the Dutches ; on his wedding 
ay at night. _ | 
Bot. Firlt, good Peter 2uince,ſay what the play treats 
on:then reade the names of the Actors : and ſo grow or 
| to a point: | 
| Qs. Marry our play is the moſt lamentable Comedy, 
| and moſt cruell death of Prams ant Thisbie. | 
| Bot, 


_m SY 


A very good peecc of worke I afſure you;and a | 


merry. Now goed Peter Quince ,. call forth your Actor 
by the ſcrowle. Maiſters ſpread your ſelyes. 
Lmince, Anſwere as I call you. Nick, Batrome the 
Weaver. | | 
: na Ready ; name what part I am for , and pros 
ceed. 
Quince. You Nithe Bortome are ſet downe for Pyra- 
1. 
Bot. W hat is Pyramas, a lover, ora tyrant? 
| Quince. A Lover that kils himſclfe molt gallantly for 
ove, « 
_ Bot. That will aske ſome teares inthe true perfor 
ming of it : if I do.it,letthe audience looke to their cies3 
TI will moove ſtormes ; I will condole in ſome meaſure; 
To the relt yet;my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could 
play Erctes rarely , or a part tgteare a. Cat 1n;to make all 
{plittheraging Rocks;and ſhivering ſhocks ſhall breake 


from farre, and make and marre the fooiiſh Fares. This 
was lofty. Now name the reſt of the Flayers. This 
- Eveles veine , a tyrants veine: a lover is more condo» 
ing. 
Qazr. Fraxcis Flute the bellowes-mender. 
Flu, Heere Peter Quice,, 
Qs. You mult take Thisbje on you, 
Fls. W hat is Thisbie,a wandring Knight? 
Qs. It is the Lady that Pyramws mult love. 
Flu. Nay faith , Jet not mceplay a woman, I havea 
beard comming. | 
Qs. That's all one, you ſhallplay itin a Maske,and you 
may ſpeake as ſmall as you will. 
Bot. And I may hide my face;let me play Thisbietoo: 


| Ile ſpeake in a monſtrous little voyce ; ſhiſxe T hiſne, ah 
ator my loverdeare , thy Tbisbie deare, and Lady 
ATC.) BaEE 
Qu. No no, you muſt play Pyramas;and Flute, you 
Thisby, . | 
Bot, Well, proceed. - 
Qz. Robin Starvelng the Taylor. 
Star. Heere Peter Quince, 
: Quince. Robin Starveling ,vou mult play Thisbizs mo- 
ther? E149 
Tom Snowt, the tinker. 
Snewt. Heere Peer Quince. | 
Qs. You Pyramss father ; my ſelfe, Thisbies father: 


| Smgpe the loyner, you the Lyons part ; and I hope there 


is a play fitted. | 

Snug. Have you the Lyons part written? pray you if 
it be, give it me, for I am {low of ſtudie. | 

Qs. You may do it extempore , for it is nothing but 

roaring- EE TE | 

Boz. Let mee play the :Lyon too, I willroare that f 
will doe any mans heart good to heare me. I will roare, 
that I will make the Duke ſay , Let him roare againe ; iet 
him roare againe. 

#. if you ſhould doc ittoo terribly ; you would 
fright the Dutcheſſe and the Ladies , that they wouid 
{hrike, and that were enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang us everery niothers ſonne. 
Bortome. I graunt you friends, if that you ſhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wittes, they "would 
have no more diſcretion bur to hang us: but I will ag- 
gSravate my voyce 10, thar I will roare you as gently 


ingale. 
Phras 


Qui*ze. You can play no part but Piramws, for 
> * - .-. - mus 


PR” 9 


aSany ſucking Dove ; T will roare and 'twere any Night- | 


the locks of priſon gates , and Fbibbus carre ſhall ſhine | 


| 
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mu is aſweet-fac'd may , a proper manas one ſhall ſee in | 


a ſuramers day ; a molt lovely Gentleman-like man,ther- 
fore you mult needs play Pram. : 
' Bor. Well, I will vndectakeit. Whatbeard wereT beſt 
to play it in? 
vin, W hy,what you will. 

Por. I will diſcharge it, incither your ſtraw-colour 
beard, your orange tawnie beard , your purple 1n graine 
beard, or your French-crowne colour'd beard,your per- 
fet yellow. : 

Orin, Some of yourFrench-Crownes have no haire 
at all,and then you will play bare-fac'd. But maiſters here 
are your parts, and I am to intreat you, requeft you , and 
deſire you, to con them by to morrow night:and meet 
me in thepalace wood, a mile without the Towne, by 
Moone-light , there we will rehearſe : forif we meete 1n 
the Citic, we ſhalbe dog'd with company, and our deul- 
| ſes knowne. In the meane time, I will draw a bil of pro- 
perties, ſuch as our play wants. I pray you faile menot. 

Ber. We will meete, and there we may rehearſe more 
-75 eqgpatd and couragiouſly. Take paine, be perfect ,a- 

—_ 
Bin. At the Dukes oake we meete- 


Bot. Enough, ho!d or cut bow-ſtrings. Exeunt. 


——_——— 


' eAfus Secundus. 


Enter a Fajrie at ont doore,and Robin good- 
fellow at another. 
Rob. How now ſpirit, whither wander you? : 
Fzi. Over hill,over dale; through buſh,through briar, 
Over parke,over pale, through flood, through fire, 
I do wander every where,ſwifter then} Moons ſphere; 
AndI ferve the Fairy Qucene , to dew her orbs upon the 
The Cowſlips tall, her penſioners be, (green- 
In their gold coats.ſpots you lee, 
Thoſe be Rubies, Fairie favors, 
In thoſe freckles,live their favors, 
I muſt goſccke ſome der dreps heere, 
And hang a pearle in every cowſlipseare. 
Faceweil thou Lob of ſpirits,lle be gon, 
Our Queeneand all her Elues come heere anon- 
Rob. The King doth keepe his Revels here to night, 
Take heed the Queene come not within his ſight, 
For Oberon is pal(sing fell and wrath, 
Becauſe that ſhe, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy ſtolne froman IndianKing, - 
She never had ſo ſweet a changeling, 
And jealous Oberen would havethe childe 
Knight of his tcaine, to trace the Forreſts wilde. 
But ſhe(perforce)with-holds the loved boy, 
Crownes him with flowers, and makes him all her joy. 
And now they never mette ingrove,or greene, 
By fountaineclecre,or ſpang] ed ſtar-lighr ſheene, 
But they do ſquare, that all their Elues tor feare 
Creepe into Acorne cupsand hide them there. 
Fas. Either I miſtake your ſhape and making quite, 
| Or el{e you are that ſhrew'd and knaviſh ſpirit 
| Cal'd Robin Good-fellow. Are you nor hee, 
* That frightsthe maidens of the Villagree, 
| Skim milke,and ſometimes labour in the querne, 
' Andbootlefſe makethe breathleſle huſwife cherne, 
And ſometime make the drinke tobeare no barme, 


Miſleade night-wanderers,laughing at their harme, "| 


Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you, and ſ{iveet Pucke, 
You dotheir worke,and they ſhall have good lucke. 
Are not you he? 
Rob. Thou ſpeakſt aright ; 

I am that merrie wanderer of the night: 
T jeſt to Oberox,and make hinvſmule, - 
WhenT a fat and beane-fed horſe beguile, 
Neighing in likenefle of a filly toale, 
And ſometime lurkeT in a Goſſips bole, 
In very likeneſle of a roaſted crab: 
And when ſhe drinkes, againſt her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. 
The wiſeſt Aunt telling the taddett tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ſtoole,miſtaketh me, 
Then ſlip I from herbum, downe topples ſhe, 
And cailour cries,and fals into a coffe. 
Andthen the whole quire hold their hips,and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and ſweare, 
A merrier houre was never walted there. 
But reome Fairy,hecre comes Oberon. 

Fai. And heere niy Miſtris: 
Would that we were gones 


Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with his traine, 
and the Ducene at another with hers, x 


06. 1!l met by Moone-light, 

Proud Tytania. 

Dn. W hat, jealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence. 
I have forſworne his bed and company. 

06, Tarrie raſh Wanton;am not | thy Lord?__ 

2«, Then I muſt be thy Lady:burT know 

When thou waſt ſtolue away fom Fairy Land, 
And in the ſhape of Cors»,ſate all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corne,and verſing love 
Toamourous Phillida. Why art thou heere 
Come from the fartheſt ſteepe of /ndza? 
But that forſooth the bouncing e4mazon 
Your buskin'd Miltrefſe,and your Warrior love, 
To Theſens mult be Weddcd, and you come, 
To give their bed joy and proſperity. 

02. How canſt thou thus for ſhame 7yrarie, 
Glance at my credire,with Hippelita? 
Knowing I know thy love to Theſers? 
Did{t thou notleade him through the glimmering nigt 
From Peregenis, whom he raviſhed? 
And make him with faire Eagles breake his faith 
With Ariadne,and e-7ntiopa? 

9x. Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſie, 
And never ſince the middle Summers ſpring 
Met we on hill, in dale,forreſt,or mead, 
By paved fountaine;or by ruſhie brooke, 
Or in the beached margent of the ſea, 
Todance our ringlets to the whiſtling Winde, 
But with thy braules thou haſt diſturh'd our ſport- 
Therefore the Windes, piping to vsinvaine, 
As inrevenge, baveſuck'd up from the ſea 
Contagious fogges: Which falling in the Land, 
Hath every petty River made ſo proud, 
That they have over-borne their Continents. 
The Oxe hath therefore ſtretch'd his yoake in vaine, 
The Ploughman loſt his ſweat,and the greene Corne 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard: 
The fold ſtands empty in the drowned field, 
And Crowes are fatted with the murrion flocke, 


Pa 


— 


——_—_—— 


—— x 


—— 4 


EY PR FE P je % —_— m £ 
Pr EE II—_ pr ——_— _—_— 


Tn 


A Midjſammer mightsDreame. mn 


Dn —— 


The nine mens Morris 1s = up _— 
Andthe queint Mazes inthe wanton grecne, 
For rb, of tread ate tindiſtinguiſhable. 

The humane mortals want their winter heere, 
No night is now with hymne or caroll bleſt; 
Therefore the Moone(the governeſle of floods) 
Pale in her anger, waſhes all the alre; ; 
That Rheumaricke diſeaſes do abound. 

And thorough this diſtemperature,we {ce 

The ſeaſons alter ; hoared-headed froſts 

Fall in the freſh lap of the crimſon Roſe; 

| Andon old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne, - 

An odorous Chaplet of ſiveet Sommer buds 
Isas in mockry iet. The ſpring, the Sommer, 
The childing Autumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the.mazed world, 


By their increaſe,now knowes not which is whuch; 


And this ſame progeny of evills comes 
From our debate, from our diflention, 
We are their parents and originall. 

06. Do you amend it then,it ies 1n you, 
| Why ſhould Trance crofle her Oberon? 
| Ido but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my Henchman. 

Q.Set your heart at rcit, 

The Fairy land buyesnot the child of-me. 
His mother was a Votreſle of my Order, 
And in the ſpiced [ndiazaire, by night 
Full often hath ſhe goſlipt by my ſide, 
And fat with me on Neprunes yellow lands, 
Marking th'embarked traders on the flood, 
When we have laught to ſcethe failes conceive, 
And grow big bellicd with the wapton winde: 
Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate; 


Following ( her wombe then rich with my yong {quire) 


Would imitate,and failc upon the Land, 
To fetch metrifles,and returne againe, 

As from a yoyage,rich with merchand1zc. 
But ſhe being mortall of that boy did dye, - 
And for her ſake I do reare up her boy, 

And for her ſake I will not part with him. 


06. How long within this wood intend you ſtay? 


a. Perchance till after Theſexs wedding day. 

If you will patiently dance imour Round, 

And ſee our Moone-light revels, go with us; 

If not,ſhun meand I will ſpare your haunts. 
06. Give methat boy,and I will go with thee. 
Qs. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away: 


We ſhall chide downeright,if 11longer Ray. Exenn. 
06.Well,go thy way:thou ſhalt not from this grove, 


Till I torment thee for this injury. 

My gentle Pncke come hither ; thou remembreſt 
Since I ſat upona promontory, 
And hearda Meare-maide ona Dolphins backe, 
Vttering ſuch dulcet and harmonious breath, 
That the rude ſea grew civill at her ſong, 


And certaine ſtarres ſhot madly from their Spheares, | 


To heare the Seazmaids muſicke. 
Px. 1 remember. ; 
O6. That very time I ſay(butthou couldſt not ) 
Flying betweene the cold Moone and the earth, 
('*pidallarm*d;a certaine aime he tooke 
Ata faire Veſtall;throned by the Weſt, 
And loos'd his love-ſhaft ſmartly from his boy, 
As it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſand hearts, 
But I might ſce youg Copids fiery ſhaft 


— 
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| And the imperiall Votreſle paſied on, 


' What worſer place can can[ beg in your love, 
| (And yet a place of high reſpe& with me) 


In maiden meditation, tancy-free. - - _ 

Yet markt I where+the bolr of Cwpid fell. 

It fell upon a little weſterne flower: I 
Before, milke-white : now purple with loves wound; 
And maidens call it, Love 1 idlenefle. 

Fetch me that flawer;the hearb I ſhew'd thee once, 
Thc juyce of it,on ſleeping eye-lids laid, 
Will make or man or woman-madly dote 

Vpon the next live creature that ir fees. 

Fetch me this hearbe, and be thou heere againe, | 
Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a league. | 


Px, le put a girdle about the earth, in forty minutes. | 


Exit. + 
O06. Having once this-juyce, 
Ile watch Titeniazwhen ſhe is aſleepe, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 
The next thing when ſhe waking lookesupon, 
{Bc it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 
On medling Monkey,or on bufie Ape) 
Shee thall purſue ir, with the ſoule of love. 
Anderel take this charme off from her ſight, 
(As 1 cantake it with another hearbe) 
le make her render up her Page to me. 
But who comes heere?I am inviſible, 
And 1 will over-heare their conference. 


Emer Demetrins, Helena following hins. 


Dem. I love thee not, therefore purſue menor, 
Where is Zy/ander,and faire Hermsa? 
The one le ſtay, the other itayeth me. 
Thou told{t me they were ſtolne into this wood; 
And hecre am I, and wood within this wood, 
Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermya. | 
Hence get thee gone,and follow me no more. 

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant, 
Bur yet you draw not Iron,for my heart 
Is true as ftecle;Leave you your power to draw, 
And I ſhall have no power to follow you. 

Dem. Do entice you?dolI ſpeake you faire? 
Or rather doI not in plaineſt truth, 
Tell you I donot, nor 1 cannot love you? 

Hel. Andeven for that doT love thee the more: 
I am your ſpaniell, and Demetrins, 
The more you beat me, I will fawne on you. 
Vie me butas your ſpamicll;ſpurne me, ſtrike me, 
Neglett me,loſe me;onely give me jeaue 
(Vnworthyas Iam)to follow you. 


Then to be yied as you do your dogge? S 
Dem. Tempt not too muchthe hatred of my ſpirit, 
For I am ſicke when I dolooke onthee. 
Hel. And Iam ficke whenlT looke not on you. 
Dem. You doe impeach your modeſty too much; 
To leave the Citty,and commit your ſelfe 
Into the hands of one that loves you nor, 
To truſt the opportunity of night, - 
And the ill counſell of a deſert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginitys + 
Hel. Your vertue is my priviledge : for that. 
It is not night when I doe {ce your face. 
Therefore Ithinke.Lam notin thenight,, | 
Nor doth this wood lacke worldsof company,” «: 
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For youin my refpe& are all the world. 
Then how can it be ſaid [ am alone, 
W hea all the world is heere to looke on me? 

Dem. Le run from thee,and hide mein the brakes, 
| And leave thee to the mercy of wilde beaſts. 

Het. The wildeſt hath not fucha heart as you; 
Runne when you will,the ſtory ſhall be chang'd: 
Apollo flies,and Daphne holds the chaſe, 

The Dove purſues the Griitin,the milde Hinde 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootleſle ſpeede, 
When cowardiſe puriues,and valour flies. 
Dem. I will not ſtay thy queſtions, let me go; 
Or if thou follow me, do not beleeve, 
But 1 ſhall do thee miſchicfe in the wood. 
Hel. 1,in the Temple, in the Townezand Field 
You do me miſchicfe. Fye Demerrins, 
'| Your wrongs do ſet a {candall on my ſexe: 
Wecannot fight for love, as men may do; 
We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to wooe. 
I follow thee,and makea heaven of hell, | 
Todie upon the hand I love ſo well. Exit. 
Ob. Fare thce well Nymph,erc he do leave this grove, 
| Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſceckethy love. 
Haſt thou the lower there? Welcome wanderer. 


Enter Puke, 


Pa. I, there it 1s. 

O6. 1 pray theegive itme, 
I know a banke where the wildetime blowes, 
W here Oxſlips and the nodding Violet growes, 
Quite over-cannoped with luſcious woodbine, 
| With ſweet muske roſes,and with Eglantine, 
' T here ſleepes Tyrania, ſometime of the night, 
| Lul'd intheſe flowers,with dances and delight: 
| And there theſnake throwes her enammel'd skinne, 
Weed. wide enough to wrap a Fairy in. 
And withthe juyce of this lie ſtreake hereyes, 
And make her full of hatefull fantaſies. 
Take thou ſome of it, and ſceke through this grove; 
A {meet «-4therian Lady is in love 
With a diſdainefull youth : annoint/his eyes, 
Butdo it when the next thing heeſpies, 
May be the Lady. Thowſhalc knojy the man, 
By the e5/enian garments he hath,on. 
. Effect it with ſome care,that he majuprov 
More fond on her,then ſhe upon her love; 
And looke thou meet me ere the firſt Cocke crow. 

Px. Feare not my Lord,your ſervant ſhall do fo. E xi. 

| E:ter Ducene of Fairies, with her traine. 
| a. Come,now a Roundell, anda Fairy ſong: 

Then for the third part of a minute hence, 

| Some to kill Cankers in the muskeroſe buds, 
| Some warre with Reremiſe,for their leathern wings, 
. To make my {mall Eives coates,and ſome keepe backe 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At onyqueint ſpirits:Sing me now aſfleepe, 
| Then to your offices,and let me reſt. 


Fasies Sing. 


You ſpotted Snakes with dowble tongue, 
T horny Hedgehogges be not ſeevc, 

N emts and biinde wormes dd no wrong, 
| Come not neere onr Fairy Q ueene. 

| Philemele with meloate, 
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Sing in your ſweet Lullaby, 
Lulla,lulla lullaby tulla tulia Julaby : 
Never barme,nor ſpel,nor charme, 
Come onr lovely Lady nye, 
So good night with Lullaby. ' 

2. Fairy. Weaving Spiaers come not heere, 
Hence you long leg d Spinners, hence : 
Beetles blacke approach not neere: 
Worme nor Snayle do no offence. 

DP bilomele with melody ce 
I. Fairy. Hence away, now all is well: 
One aloofe fland (eminell, 


Emer Oberon. 

Ob. What thou ſceſt whenthou doſt wake, 
Do it for thy true Love take: 
Love and languiſh for his ſake. 
Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Beare, 
Pard,or Boare with briſtled haire, 
In thy eye that ſhall appeare, 
When thou wak'ſt, it is thy deare, 
Wake when ſome vile thing is necre+ 


' Emer Lyſander and Hermia. 


Le: Faire love, you faint with wandring in the weood 
And to ſpeake troth,I have forgot our way: þ 
Weelll reſt us Hermna, if youthinke it good, 
Andrtarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it ſo Lyſander:finde you out a bed, 

For I upon this banke will reſt my head. 

Ly{: One turfe ſhall ſerve as pillow for ns both, * 

One heart,one bed, two boſomes; and one troth. 
Her. Nay good Lyſander, for my ſake my deere 
Lie further off yet,do nor lie ſo neere. | 

Ly/. O take the ſence ſweet,of my innocence, 
Love takes the meaning, in loves conference, 

I meaffe that my heart unto yours is kuit, 

So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two boſomes interchanged with an oath, 
So then two boſomes, and a ſingle troth. 
Thenby your ſide,no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying ſo, Hermia, I do not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily: 

Now much beſhrew my manners, and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander lied. 

Burt gentle friend, for loveand courteſic 

Lie further off, in humane modeſty, 

Such {eparation,as-may well be faid, 

Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide, 

So farre be diſtant,and good nighti{weet friend: 
Thy love ne're alter,t!ll thy ſweet life end. 

Lf. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer,ſayT, 

And then end life, when Tend loyalty : 
Heereis my bed,ſleepe give thee all his reſt, | 
Her. With halfethar wiſh,the wiſhers eyes be prel | 
Enter Pucke. T hey flufts 

P#. Through the Forreſt have I gone, 

But Athenian finde I none, 

On whoſe eyes I might approve 

This flowers forcein ſtirring love, 
Nightand filence : whois heere? 
Weedes of «4thens he doth weare: 
This js he(my maiſter ſaid) _ 
Deſpiſed the e9thenian maide: 

And heere the maiden ſteeping ſound, 
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| So awake when I am gone: 
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On the danke and durty ground. 

Pretty ſoule,ſhe durit not lye 

Neere this lacke-love,this kilt-curteſie. 

Chaurlg, upon thy eyes I throw | 

All the power this charme doth owe: ) 
W hen thou wak'{&,let love forbid 

Sleepe his ſeate on thy eye-lid. 


Eor I muſt now to Oberon, Exit. 


Enter Demetrins and Helenarunning 


Hel. Say, though thou kill me, ſweete Demetrins. 
De. I charge thee hence,and do not haunt me thus. 
Hel. O wilt thou darkling leave me?do not {0. 
De. Stay on thy perill,L alone will go. 3 
| Exit Demetrius. 
Hel. O I am out of breath,in this fond chace, 
The more my prayer,the leſſer is my grace, 
Happy is Hermze,whereſoere ſhe lics: 
For ſhe hath blefled and attractive cyes- 
How came her eyes ſo bright?Not with ſalt teares- 
If ſo,my eyes are oftner waſht then hers. 
No,no,[am as ugly asa Beare: 
For beaſts that meete me, runne away for feare , 
Therefore no mavalle, though Demetrius 
Do as a monſter,fly my preſence thus, 
What wicked and diſlembling glafle of mine, 
Made me compare with Hermias ſphery eyne? 
But who is here? Ly{ander on the ground: 
Deade or aſleepe?1 ſee no bloud,no wound, 
Lyſazger, if you live, good fir awake. 
Lyſ: Andrun through fire [ will for thy ſweet fake. 
Tranſparent Helena,nature here ſhews art, 
That throughthy boſome makes me ſee thy heart. 
W here Demetrixs ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to periſh on my ſword! 
. Hel. Donot iay to Lyſander,fay not ſo: 
What though he love your Hermia?Lord, what though? 
Yet Hermza itill loves you:then be content. 
Ly/. Content with Herms:? No, I do repent 
The redious minutes 1 with her have ſpent. 
Not Hermia,but Helena now T love: | 
Who will not changea Raven fora Dove? 
The wiil of man is by his reaſon ſway'd: 
And reaſon fayes you are the worthier Maide. 
Things growing are not ripe untill their ſeaſon: 
Sol being yong,tiilnow ripe not to reaſon, 
And touching now the point of humane skill, 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhall tomy will, 
And leades me to your cyes,where I orelooke 
Loves ſtories;written in Loves richeſt booke. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? 
When at your hands did I deſerve this ſcorne? 
Lt not enongh,iſt not enough,yong man, 
That I did never, no nor never can, 
Deſervea {weetelooke from Demerrins eye, 
But you muſt fourmy inſwticiency? 
Good troth you da me wrong(good-ſooth you do) 
In ſuch difdainfull manner,me to wooe. 
But fare you well : perforce I mutt confeſle, 
I thought you Lord of more true gentleneſſe. 
Oh, thata Lady of one man refus'd, 
Should of another therefore be abus'd. Exit. 
Ly/. She ſees not Hermia: Herms fleepe thou there, 
And never maiſt thou come L Jſanacy neere: 
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For asa ſurfeit of the ſiveeteſt things 
The deepeſt loathing toa ſtomacke brings: - 
Or asthe hereſics that men do leave, 
Are hated moſt of thoſe that did deceive: 
So thou,my ſurfeit,and my hereſie, 
tallbe hared;but the moſt of me, | 
And all my powers addrefle your love and might,  . 
To honour Helen,and to be her Knight. =. 
Her, Helpe me Zyſender,helpe me,do thy beſt 
To pluckethis crawling ſerpent from my breſt. 
Aye me,for pitty, what a dreame was here? 
Lyſender looke,how I doquake with feare: 
Me-thought a ſerpent cate my heart away, 
Andyert ſateſmilling at his cruell prey. | 


: Lyſander,what remov'd?Lyſander,Lor d, 


What,our of hearing,gone?No ſound,ne word? 
Alacke where are you?ſpeake and if you heare: 
Speake of all loves:I ſwound almoſt with feare« 
No, then I well perceive you are not nye, 


Either death or you lle finde immediately. Exit 


eA tus Tertins, 


E ter the Clownes, 


Boe. Are weall met? 

2mm, Par , pat,and here's a maryailous convenient 
place for our reheartail. This greene plot ſhall bee our 
itape,this hauthorne brakeÞur ryring houſe, and we will 
doit inaction, as we willdoit before the Duke: 

Bot. Peter D nince? 

Peter. W hat ſai{t thou,bully Borrow? 

Bot. There are things 1n this Cemedy of Piramms and 
Tbisby, that will never pleaſe. Firſt, Prranpns muit draw a 
ſword to kill himfelfe : which the Ladics cannor abide. 
How anſwere you that? 

Snowt. Berlaken,a parlons feare. 

Star. I belceve we mult leave the kiiling out, when all 
is done, 

Bottome. Not a whit, I have a device to make all well. 
Write me a Prologue, and letthe Prologue ſeemeto ſay, 
we will do no harme with our ſwords , and that Pyramns 
15not kilf*d indeede : and for the more better aſſurance, 
tell them, that I Piramns am not Piramus, but Bottome the 
Weaver; this will put them our of fcare. - 

Qs. Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue,and it ſhall be 
written in eighr and fixe. 

Bot. No , make ito more, let it be written in eight |. 


.and eight, 


Snort. Will not the Ladics be afcar'd of the Lyon? 

Star. I feare it, I promiſe you. | 

Bor.Maiſters,you ought to conſider with your ſelves, 
to bring in(God ſhield us)a Lyon among Ladies,is a moſt :| 
dreadfull thing. For there is not a more feare full wilde | 
foule then your Lyon living : and wee ought to looke }- 
tOit. 

Snont. Therefore another Prologue muſt tell hee isnot 
a Lyon. m_ 

Box. Nay, you muſt name his name, and halte his face | 
muſt be ſeene through the Lyons necke, and he himſclfe 
muſt ſpeake through, ſaying thus,or to the ſame defe*t: | 
Ladies , or faire Ladies , I would wiſh you, or I would 
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requeſt | 


.4 | 
{ requeſt you,or I would entreat you , not to feare , not to 


om 


A eMidſommer nights Dreame. 


| — 


tremble: my life for yours. If you thinke I come hither 
asa Lyon, 1t were pittty of may life. No , I am no ſuch 
thing, I am a man as other men are ; and there indeed let 
him name his name , and tell him plainly hee 1s Sug the 
Joyner | : 
Quince. Well, it ſhall be ſo ; but there is two hard 
things , that is, to bring the Moone-li1ght into a cham- 
ber:tor you know,P rams: and Thisky mecte by Moone- 
light. | 
: Snug. Doththe Moone ſhine that night wee glay our, 

lay? 
4 "For. A Calender, a Calender,looke in the Almanack, 
finde our Moone-ſhine, finde out Moone-ſ[hmne. 

Emer Packe. 
Quin. Yes, it doth ſhine that night. 
Ber. Why then may youleavea caſcment of the great 

chamber window(where we play)open, and the Moone 


may ſhine in at the caſement. =» 
Qs. 1, or clſe one muſt come in with a buſh of thorns 


| andalanthorne, and ſay he concs to disfigure,or to pre- 
4 Yent the perſon of Moone-ſhine. Then there 1s another 


thing, we muſt have a wall in the great Chamber;for P:- 
ram and Thisbie (faics the itory) did talke through the 
chinke of a wall. 

$ns. You can never bring in a wall. W hat ſay you 
Bottome? 

Bot. Some man or other muſt preſent wall, andlet 
him have ſome Plaſter , or ſome Lome, oc ſome rough 
calt about him, to ſignifie wall ; orlet him hold his 
gers thus ; and through that cranny, ſhall Pyramas , and 
Thisby whiſper. 

Qs, If that may be, thenall is well, Come , fit downe 
every mothers ſonne , and rehearſe your parts. Pyremes, 
you begin ; when you have ſpoken your ſpeech, enter 
into thar Brake , and ſo every one according to his cues 


Enter Robin. 


Rob. What hempen home-ſpuns have we ſwaggering 


here, ; 
| So neere the Cradle of the Faiery Queene? 


What,a Play toward? Ile be an auditor: 


An Actor too perhaps,if I {ee cauſe. 
Qz. Speake Pyramss: Thisby ſtand forth." 


Pir. Thisby,the lowers of odious fayors ſweete. 

Qs. Odours,odours. 

Px. Odours favors ſweete, 
So hath thy breath,my deareit.7hisby deare. 
But harke,avoyce : {tay chou but here a while, 
And by and by 1 will to thee appeare. Exit. Pire 

Pu. A ſtranger Ppramnsthen creplaid here. 

Thiſ.Muſt I ſpeake now? | 

Pet. I marry muſt you. For you: muſt vnderſtand he 
gocs but to ſee a noiſe that he heard, and is to come a- 

aine. 

: This. Moſt radiant P:ramns, molt Lilly white of hue, 
Of colour like thered roſe on triumphant bryer, 


Moſt brisky Iuucnall,and cke molt lovely Iew, 


Astrue as trueſt horle,that yet would never tyre, 


Ile meete thee Piramns, at N\nniestoombe. 
Pet.” Ninustoombe man : why, you muſt not ſpeake 


' that yet; that you anſwere to Piramms : you ſpeake all 


your partat once, CUES andall. Piramuscnter,your cue is 


paſt z it is never tyre. 
Thiſ. O, as true as trueſt horſe, that yet would never 


tyre: 


Pir. If I were faire, Thiſby I were onely thine. 
Pet. O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We are hanted ; pray 


maiſters, flye maiſters, helpe.. | 
The ( lownes all Exeum. 


Pa, Ie follow you, Ile leade youabour a Round, 
Through bogge , through buſh,through brake,through 
Sometimea horſe Ile be,ſometime a hound; (dryer, 
A hogge, a headlefſe Beare,ſometimea fire, 
And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rore,and burne, _ 
Like horie, hound, hog, Beare,fire,at every turne. Ex, 

Emer Piramnus with the Aſſe head. 


Bot. Why do they run away ? This is a knavery of 
them to make me afcard. Emer Snowt, 
S#. O Botteme,thou art chang'd;W hat do lI ſee on ther? 
Bot, What do you ſee? You ſee an Aﬀec-head of your 
owne, do you? 


Enter Peter Quince. 


Pet. Bleſle thee Betrome,bleſle thee;thou art tranſlated, | 
Ex. 5h 
Bet. 1 ſec their knavery this is to makean aſſeofme| 
to fright me if they Could ; but I will nor ſtirre from| 
this place,do whatthey can. I will walke up and downe| 
here,and I will fing that they ſhall hearc I am not afraid, 
The Wooell cocke, fo blacke of hew, 
W ith Orenge-tawny bull. 
The Throſtle, with his note ſo true, 
The Wren and little quill. - 
Tita, W hat Angell wakes me from my flowry bed? | 
Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow,and the Larke, | 


| 
| 
| 


The plainſong Cuckow gray; 

W hole notetull many a man doth marke, 

| And dares not an{were,nay. 

For indeed, who would ſet his wit to ſo fooliſh a bird? 

Who would givea bird the lye,though he cry Cuckoy, 

never ſo? | 
Ta. 1 pray thee gentle mortall, fing againe, 

Mane eare 1s much enamored of thy note; 

On the firit view to ſay, toſweare love thee. 

So 1s mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape, 

And thy faire vertues force(perforce) doth move me. | 
Bot. Me-thinkes mailſtrefle , you ſhould have litth| 

reaſon for that : and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and low 

keepe little company together , now-adayes. The more 

the pitty,that ſome honelt neigbours will not mak then 

friends. Nay, I can glecke upon occaſion. 
Tyte. Thou artas wiſe as thou art beautifull. 

Bot. Not fo neither: butif I had wit enoughto ge 
out of this wood , I have cnoughto ſerve mine own]: 
turne. 

Tjta. Out of this wood,do not deſire togo, 
Thou ſhalt remaine here,whether thou wilt orno. 
I ama ſpirit of no common rate: 
The Summer {till doth tend upon my ſtate, 
And Ido love thee ;therefore go with me, 
Ie give thee Fairies to attend on thee; 
And they ſhall tetch-thee Iewelsfrom thedeepe, 
And fing,while thou on preſſed flowers dot leepe; 
And I will purgethy mortall groſſeneſle ſo, 
That thou ſhaltlike anairy ſpirit go. 


Emer P eaſe-bloſſome, C obwed, Moth, | Muſtard: 
ſeede, and foure Fairies. ; 


wt” 


_—mm——_—_— 


Fai. Ready ; andI ,and1, and I, Where ſhallweg# 


Li 
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Tita. Be kinde and curteous tothis Gentleman, | 
Hop in his walkes,and gamdole in hts cles, 
Feede him with Apricocks,and Dewberries, | 
Wirth purple Grapes,greene F igs,and Mulberries, 
The honie-bags ſteale from the humble Bees, 
And for nighr-tapers crop their waxen thighes, 
And light them at the fierie-Glow-wormes eyes, 
To have my loveto bed, and to ariſe: 
And pluke the wings from painted Butterflies, 
To fan the Moone-beames from his ſleeping cies: 
Nod to him Eltes, and do him curteſies: 
1. Fas. Haile mortall, haile- 
2. Fai. Halle. 
3- Fai. Haile. ; ps 
Bor.I cry your worſhips mercy hartily; I beſcech your 
worſhips name. 
Cob. Cobwed. : 
Zor. 1 ſhall deſire you of more acquaintance, good 
Maiſter Cobwed:if I cut my finger, [ ſhall make bold with 
7OU- 
Gate name honeſt Gentleman? 
Peaſ. Peaſe bloſſome. 
meg I cf _ commend mee to miſtreſſe Squaj, 
your mother , and to maiſter Peaſcod your father. Good 
maiſter Peaſe-bloſſome,l ſhall deſire of you more acquain- 
tance too. Your nameT beſcech you (ir? 
Hnſ. Mnltard-ſeede, 
Bot. Good maiſter Muſtard ſeede , I know your patt- | 
ence well:that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-beefe hath 
devoured many a gentleman of your houſe. I promiſe 
you, your Kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. I 
rag you more acquaintance ; good Maiſter Muſtard- 
Tia. Come waite upon him,lead him tomy bower. 
The Moone me-thinks,lookes wich a watrie eie, 


Soat his fight, away his fellowes flie, F5 
Andat our ſtampe,here ore and ore one fals; 
He murther cries,and helpe from Athens cals. A 
Their ſenſe thus weake,lolt with their fears thus ſtrong, 
Made ſenſeleſſe things begin to do them wrong. 
For briars and thornesat their apparell ſnatch, }_ 
Someſleeves,ſome hats,from yeeldersall things catch, 
Ted them on inthis diſtracted feare, 
And lefttſweete Pirammns tranſlated there: 
When in that moment(ſo it came to paſſe) - 
Tyrania waked,and ſtraight way lov'd an Aﬀle. 

0b. This tals our better then I could deviſe: 
But haſt thou yet lacht the Athenians eyes, 
With the love juyce,as I did bid thee do? 

Reb .I tooke hin ficeping(that is finiſht too) 
And the ethenian woman by his ſide;. 
That when he wal*t,of force ſhe muſt be eyde. 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia; 


O6. Stand cloſe,this is the ſame eAthenian. 
Keob. This is the woman;butnot this the man. 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſo? 
Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter foe. 
Her. Now I but chide,but I ſhould vſe thee worles 
For thou(l feare)haſt given me cauſeto cure, 
If thou haſt ſlainc Zyſander in his leepe, 
Being ore ſhooes 1nbloud, plunge in the deepe,and kill 
me too: 
The Sunne was not ſo trueunto the day, 
As he to me: Would he have ſtollenaway, 
From ſleeping Hermia? Ile beleeve as ſoone 
This wholecarth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May through the Center creepe;and lo diſpleaſe 


And when ſhe ag 19509" BY every little lower, 
Lamenting ſome enforced chaltity-. | A 
Tye up my lovers tongue, bring him filently. Exit. 
Emer King of Fairies, ſolus, 


06.1 wonder if Tianiabe awak't; 
Then whar it was that next came in her eye, 
Which ſhe mult dote on, in extremity. 


Enter Packe. 

Here comes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit; 
What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 

Pack. My Miſtris with a monſter is in love, 
Neere to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
W hile the was in her dull and ſleeping hower, 
A crew of patches,rude Mechanicals, 
That worke for bread upon eAthezian (tals, 
Were met together to rehearſe a Play, 
Intended for great Theſess nuptiall day: 
The ſhalloweſt thick-skin of that barren ſort, 
Who Piramws preſented,in their ſport, 
Forſooke his Scene,and centred ina brake, 
WhenlT did him at this advantage take, 
An Aﬀes nole I fixed on his head. 
Anon his Thisbie muſt be anſwered, | 
And forth my Mimmick comes : whenthey him ſpic, 
As Wilde-geeſe,that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or ruſſed-pated choughes,many in ſort 
(Riſing and cawing at the guns report) 
Sever themſclves, and madly ſweepe the slye: 


| Whether he be dead or no, 


Her brothers noonetide,with th" Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou haſt murdred him, 

So ſhould a murtherer looke,ſodead,ſo grim. 
Dem.So ſhould the murderer leoke,and ſo ſhould T, 

Pierſt through the heart with your ſtearne cruelty: 

Yetyouthe murderer looks as bright as cleare, 

As youder Yenws in her glimmering ſpheare. + 

Her. What's this tomy Lyſander ? where is he? 

Ah good Demerrins, wiltthou give him me? 

Dem, I'de rather give his carkaſle to my hounds. 
Flr. Out dog,out cur,thou driv'ſt me paſt the bounds 

Of maidens patience. Haſt thouſlaine him then? 

Henceforth be never numbred among men. © 

Oh, once tell true,and even for my ſake, 

| Durſt thou alookt upon him,being awake? 

And haſt thou kilfd him fleeping?O brave tutch: 

Could nota worme, an Adder do ſo'mnch? 

And Adder did it : for with doubler tongue 

Then thine(thou ſerpent)never Adder ſtung, _ 
Dem. You ſpend your paſſion on amiſpris'd mood , 

I am not guilty of Lyſaxders blood: 

Nor is hedead for ought that I can tell; 
Her. I pray thee tell methen that he is wel. : 
Dem. And if i cevld, what ſhould I ger therefore? 
Her. A priviledge, never to ſee me more; | 

And from thy hated preſence part I : ſee me no more | 

' Exit. 

Dem. There is no following her inthis fierce veine, 

So ſorrowes heauineſſe doth heavier grow: 

For debt that bankrout ſlip doth forrow owe, 


Which now in ſome ſlight meaſure it will pay, 


Here therefore fora while I wili remaine. | | 


——————— 


+ 
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If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay. Lie downe. 
06. What haſt thou done ? Thou haſt miſtaken quite 

And laid the love juyce on ſome true loves fight: 

Ofthy miſpriſion,mult perforce enſue 

Some true love turn'd, and nota falſe turn'd true: 
Rob. Then fate ore-rules,that one man holding troth; 

A million faile, confounding oath on oath. | 
Rob, About the wood,goe {wifter then the winde, 

And Helens of eAthenslooke thou finde. 

All fancy-ſicke ſhe is,and pale of cheere, 

With fighes of love;that coſts the freſh bloud deare. 

By ſomeilluſion ſee thou bring her heere; 
Le charme his eyes againſt ſhe doth appeare, 

{ Reb. I go, I go, looke how I go, 

Swifter then arrow from the Tartarsbawe, 
06. Flower of this purple die, 

Hit with C#pidsarchery, 

Sinke it apple of his cye, 

When his love he dotheſpy; 

Let her ſhine as gloriouſly 

Asthe Yew of the Sky. 

When thou waK'it if ſhe be by 

Beg of her for remedy. 


Exit. 


Enter Pucke. 

Pack. Captaine of our Fairy band, 
Helena is heereat hand, 
And the youth,miſtooke by me, 
Pleading for a Lovers fce. 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? 
Lord, what fooles theſe mortals be! 

Cb.Stand afide : the noyſe they make; 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake. 

Pack, Then will two at once wooe one; 

That muſt needs be {port alone: 
And thoſe thingsdo beſt pleaſe me, 
That befali prepoſterouſly. 


Enter Lyſander and Helena. 

Ly: Why ſhould you thiak y I ſhould weoe in ſcorne? 
{ Scorne and derifion never comes in teares: 
Looke when I' vow I weepe,and vowes ſo borne, 
In their nativity all truth appeares. 
How can theſe things in meiſeeme ſcorne to you? 
' Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true. 
Het. You doadyance your cunning more and more, 
Whentruth kils truth,O diueltſh holy fray! 
Theſe vowesare Hermias. Will you give her ore? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh. 
Your vowes to her and me,(put in rwo ſcales) 
Will even weigh,and both as light as tales. 
Ly. T had no judgement, when to her I ſwore. 
Hel. Nor none in my minde,now you glye her ore. 
Lyſ: Demerrins loves her, and he loves not you. Awa. 
Dem. O Helen, goddefie,nimph,perfet, divine, 
To what? my love,ſhall I compare thine eyne; 
Chriſtall is muddy,O how ripe in ſhow, 
Thy lips,thoſe kiſling cherries, tempting grow! 
That pure congealed white, high Tawrzs ſnow, 
Fan'd with the Eafterne winde,turnestoa crow, 
Whenthou holdſt up thy hand. O let me kiſſe 
This Princeſſe of pure white, this ſeale of blifle, 

Hel. © ſpight 1 © hell !1 ſee you are all benr 
To {et againſt me, for your merriment: 
If you were civill,and knew curteſie, 
You would not do me thus much injury. 


—_— 


te. 


; Canyou not hate mezas I know you do, 


| Would ſo offend a Virgin, and extort 


| Looke where thy Love comes, yonder is thy deare. 


But you muſt joyne in ſoules to mocke me to? 
If you are men, as men you are in ſhow, 

You would not vie agentle Lady ſo? 

To vow and {weare, and ſuperpraiſe my parts, 
W hen 1 am ſure you hate me with your hearts: 
You bothare Rivals,and love Hermia, 

And now both Rivals, to mocke Helena. 

A trim exploit,a manly enterprize, 

To conjure teates up ina poore maids eyes, 
With your dcrifion ; none of noble ſort, 


A pore ſoules patience, all to make you ſport: 
Lyſ. Youare unkind Demetrizes;be not ſo, 
For youlove Hermss ; this you know Lknow:; 
And here with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermias love I yeeld you up my part; 
And yours of Helene, tome bequeath, 
Whom Ido jove;and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breath. 
Dem. Lyſanaer,keep thy Herma, I will none: 
If ereI lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her,butas guelt-wiſe ſojourn'd, 
And now to Hetes it is home return'd, 
There to remaine. 
Lyf. It is not ſo. | 
De.Diſparage not the faith thou doſt not kriow, 
Leſt to thy perill thou abide it deare. 


a Y .w So 0 


©nter Hermia, 


Her, Dark night,that' from the eye his funRion take 
The care more quicke of apprehenſion makes, 
W herein it doth impaire the ſeeing ſenſe, 
It pales the hearing duuble recompence. 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſander found, 
Mane care(1 thanke it)brought me to that ſound, 
But why vakindly didſt thou leave me ſo? (togd| 
Ly/an. Why ſhould hee ſtay whom Love doth prele] 
Her, What love could preſſe Lyſander from my fide] 
Lyſe Lyſanderslove(that would not let him bide) | 
Faire Helena; who more engilds the night, 
Then all yon fiery oes, and cies of light. 
Why ſcek'{t thou me ? Could not this make thee knoy, 
The hate I bare thee,made me leave thee ſo? 
Her. Y ou ipeake not as you thinke;it cannot be. 
Hel. Loe,ſhe is one of this confederacy, 
Now I perceive they have conjoyn'd all three, 
To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 


b- — EFF 


Injurious Hermia,moſt yngratetull maid, | 
| Have you conſpir'd,have you withtheſe contriv'd Bu 
Tobaite me, with this foule deriſfion? { 
Is all the counſell that we two have ſhar'd, Or 
The filters vowes,the houres that we have ſpear, # 
When we have chid the haſty footed time, Wh 
For parting us ; O and is all forgot? L 
All ſchooledaies friendſhip, child-hood innocence? Out 
We Hermia,like two Artificiail gods, f 
Have with ou needlcs,created both one flower, F 
Both on oneſampler, ſitting on one cuſhion, | £ 
Both warbling of one ſong,both in-one key; | L 
As if our hands, our fides,voices, and mindes [Av 
Had beene incorporate. So we grew together, ll £ 
Like toa double cherry, ſeeming parted, | FR 
(7 

| 


Bur yeta vnion 1n partition, 


i 


. » - - - _ 
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wha nts} 


Two lovely berrics molded on-one ſtem, 
So with two ſeeming bodieszbut one heart, 
Two of the firlt life;coars In Heraldry, ; 
Duc but to one and crowned with one creſt. 
And will you rent our ancient loveaſunder, 
To joyne with men in {corning your poore friend? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly. 
' Our ſexeas well asI, may chide you for it, 
Though [ alone do tcele the 10j urie, 

Eer. [am amazed at your paiiionate words, 
I ſcorne you not ; It ſeemes that you {corne me; 

Hel. Have you not ſet Lyſander , ag in ſcorne 
To foliow me, and praiſe my cies and face? 
And made your other love, Demetrius 
(Whoeven but now did ſpurne me with his foote) 
To call me goddeſle , nimph;divineand rare, 
Precious, celcſtiall 2 Wherefore ſpeakes he this 
| To her he hates? And wherefore doth Lyſander 

| Deaic your love(ſorich within his ſoule) 
| And tender me(torſooth) affection, 
Bur by your ſerring on,by your conſent? 
What though I be nor ſoin graceas you, 
So hung upon with love,{o fortunate? 
(Burt miſcrable moſt, to love vnloy'd) 
This you ſhould pitty,rather then defpiſc. 
Her. I underſtand not what you meane by this. 
Hel. I, do,perſever,counterteirt ſad lookes, 
Make mauthes upon me when I turne my backe, 
Winkeeach at other, hold the ſweet jeſt up: 
This ſport well carried,ſhall be chronicled, 
If you have any pitty,grace,or manners, 
You would not make me ſuch an argument: 
But fare ye well, *tis partly mine owne fault, 
Which death or abſence ſoone ſhall remedy. 
Lyſ. Stay gentle Helena, heare my excuſe, 
My love,my ſoule,faire Helena. 

Hel. O excellent} _ 

Her. Sweet, do nut {corne her (0. | 

Dems. If ſhe cannot entreate, I can compell, 

Lyſ. Thou canſt compell,no more then the entreate. 
Thy threats have no more ſtrength thenher weak praiſe: 
Heten, I love thee, by my life I doe; 

T ſweare by that which I willlsſe for thee, 
To prove him falfe,that ſaiesT love thee not. 

Dem. I fay, I love thee more then he can do. - 

Lyſ: If thou lay ſo; with-draw and prove it too, 

Dem. Quick, come. 

Her. Lyſander,whereto tends all this? 

Lyſ. Away,you Ethiope. 

| Dem. No,no, Sir, ſeeme to breake looſe; 
Take 0nas you would follow, 
But yet come not: you are a tame man,Yo. 

Ly: Hang off thou cat,thou bur; vile thinglet looſe, 
Or I wil ſhake thee from me like a ſerpent. 

Her. Why are you growne ſo rude? 
What change is this {wecte Love? 
Ly/. Thy love? out tawny Tarter,out; 
Out loathed medicine;O hated poiſon hence. 
Her. Do you not jeſt? | 
He!. Yes ſooth,and fo do YOu, 
| Ly{-Demetrins:T will keep my word with thee: 
| Dem, would I had your bond:for I perceive 
| A weake bond holds you ; Ile nor truſt your word. 
Ly/: W hat,ſhould T hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her dead? 
| Although I hate her, Ile not harme her ſo. _ | 
| Her, What, can you do me greater harme then hate? 


| 


001088 


' T told him of your ſtealthunto this wood. 


Hate me, wherefore?O me,what newes my Love? 
Am not 1 Hermie? "Are notyou Lyſander? 
I am as faire now , as I wasere whulc. - 
Since night you loy*d me;yet ſince night you lefrme: 
Why then youleft me (O the gods farbid) 
In earneſt, ſhall I ſay? 
And never did deſire toſce thee more; 
Therefore be out ot hope, of queſtion,of doubt; 
Be certalne,nothing truer: *tis no jeſt, 
That I dohate thee,and love Helene, | 
Her. O me,you jugler,you canker bloſſome; 1 
Youtheefe of tove;W hat, have you come by night; 
And ſtolne my loves heart from him? | 
Het. Fine ytaith: 
Have you no modelty,no maiden ſhame, | 
No touch of baſbfulnefſe > What, will you teare ! 
Impatlent anſwers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie,you counterfeit,you puppet, you. 
Her. Pappet ?why to ? 1, that way goes the game; {| 
Now I perceive that ſhe hath made compare 
Betweene our ſtatures,ſhe hath vrg'd her height, 
And with her per{onage; her tall perſonage, 
Her height(fortooth) the hath prevail'd with him. 
And are you growne fo highin hiseſteeme, 
Becauſe lan, 10 dwarfiſh,and ſolow? 
How lowam T, thou painted May-pole?Speake, 
How low am 1? ] am not yet ſolow, 
But that my nailes can reach unto thineeyes. 
Hel. I pray you though you mocke me, gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me; 1 was never curlt: 
I have no gift at all in ſhrewiſhneſſe; 
I am a right maide for my cowardize; 
Let her not ſtrike me : you perhaps may thinke, 
Becauſe ſhe is ſomething lower then my lelfe; 
That I can match her, 
Her. Lower ? harke againe. 
Hel, Good Hermia,do not be ſo bitter with me; 
I evermore didlove you Hermia, 
Did ever keepe your counſels,neyer wronged you; 
Save that in love unto Demerrins, 


He followed you,for loyelI followd him, 

But he hath chid me hence,andthreatned me 

To ſtrike mez{purne me, nay to kill me tooz 

And now,ſo you will let me quict go, 

To +Athens will I beare my folly backe, 

And follow yauno further. Let me go. 

You ſee how ſimple,and how fond I am. | 
Her, Why get you gone: who iſt that hinders you? - 
Hel. A fooliſh heart;that I leave here behinde. © 
Her, Whar,with Lyſander ? | : 
Her. With Demetrins, ROI W200 
Lyſ. Be not afraid;ſhe ſhall not harme thee Helena: ' © 
Dem. No ir,ſhe ſhall not,though you take her part. 
Hel. O when ſhe's angry,the is keene and ſhrewd 

She wasa vixen when ſhe went to [chioole, 

And though ſhe be but little, ſhe is-flerce. = 
Her. Little againe?Nothing butlowand little? * 

Why will you ſuffer her to flour me thus? Dt 

Let me cometo her. © | 
Iyſ, Get you gone you Uwarfe; _ £238 SY 

You minimns , of hindring knot-grafſe matla, [4 | 

You bead, you acorne. ' | - 
Dew. You are too orficious, 


; By 


In her behalfe that ſcoines your ſervices: 


—_ 


——— 
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| Let her alone,ſpeake not of Helexa; 
Take not her part. For if thou doſt intend 
1 Neverſolittle ſhew of loveto her, 
4 Thou ſhalt abide it. 
Lyſ. Now ſhe holds me not, 
| Now follow ifthou dar'ſt,to try whoſe right, 
Of thine or mine is moſt in Helena. + 
Dem. Follow?Nay , Ile go with thee cheeke by jowle. 
Exit Lyſander and Demetrins. 
Her. You Miltri$ all this coyle is long of you. 
Nay, go not backe. 
Hel. I will not truſt you T, 
| Nor longer ſtay in your curſt company. 
| Your hands then mine,arc quicker for a fray, 
| My legs are longer though to runne away. 


Exter Oberon and Prcke. 
O06. This is thy negligence, ſtill thou miſtak'ſt, 
Or elſe committ'{t thy knaveries willingly 
Puck, Beleeve me, King of ſhadowes,l miſtooke, 
Did not you tell me, 1 ſhould know the man, 
| By the e4thenian garments he hath on? 
And ofarre blameleſle proves my enterprize, 
That I have nointed an Athenians cies, 
And ſo farre am I glad, it fo did ſort, 
As this theirjangling I eſteemea ſport, 
| ©O6. Thou ſeeſt theſe Lovers ſeeke a place to fight, 
Hie therefore Robin,overcalt rhe night, 
The ſtarry Welkin cover thou anon, 
With drooping fogge as biacke as Acheroy, 
Andlcad theſe telty Rivals fo aſtray, 
As one come not within anothers way. 
Like to Lyſazder,ſomerime frame thy tongue; ' 
Then ſtirre Demtrins vp with bitter wron 
And ſometime raile thou hike Demerrins, - 
And from each other looke thou leade them thus, 
Till ore their browes, death-counterfeiting flecpe 
With leaden Igs,and Battie-wings doth creepe ; 
Then cruſh this hearbe into Lyſanders cic, 
Whoſe liquor hath this vertuous property, 
Totake from thence all error,with his might, 
And make his eie-bals role with wonted fight. 
When they next wake, all this deriſion 
Shall ſeeme a dreame;and fruitleſle viſion, 
And backe to Athers ſhall the Lovers wend 
With league, whoſe date till death ſhall never end. 
Whites I in this affaire do thee imply, 
Ile to my Queene,and beg her {ndia» Boy; 
And then I will her charmed eicreleaſe 
From monſters yiew,andall things ſhall be peace. 
Pack, My Fairy.Lord,, this muſt be done with haſte, 
For nights-ſwft Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 
And yonder ſhines eA*roras harbinger; ' |: 
At whoſe approach Ghoſts wandring here and there, 
| Troope heme to Church-yards; damned ſpirits all, 
That'in croſſe-waies and flouds:have buriall, 
Already to their wormy beds are gone, 
For feareleaſt day-ſhouldlooke their ſhames vpon, 
They wilfully themſelves cxile from light; - 
And muſt for aye conſort with blacke broyyd n 
O6. But we are ſpirits of another ſort: ©: 7: 
7, with the morning love have oft made ſport, 
| Andike a Forreſter,the groves may tread, --- 
Even till the Eaſterne gate all fieriered, 
Opening on Neptwre, with faire bleſſed beames, 
Turnes into yellow gold, his ſalt greene ſtreames. 


But notwithſtanding haſte,make nodelay: | 
We may cffe&t this buſineſſe;zyctere day- " 
Puck. Vp and downe,vp and downe,I will leade they | 
up and done: I am fear'd! in field and towne. Goblin eqs | 
them up and downe : here comes one. | 
Enter Lyſander. 
Lyſ. W here art thou, proud Demetrins? 
Speake thou now. 
Reb. Here villaine, drawne & readie. Whereartthoy 
Ly: I will be with thee ſtraight. | | 
Reb. Follow mc thento plainer ground. | 


Enter Demiatrins. 

Dem, Lyſander,ſpeake againe; 

Thou runaway,thou coward, art thou fled? 
Speake in ſome buſh: Where doſt thou hide thy head? | 
Reb. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ſtars, 

Telling the buſhes that thou look'it for wars, | 
And wilt not come ? Come recreant, come thou Childs 
Tle whip thee with a rod. He is defii'd 

That drawesa ſword on thee. 

Dem. Yca, art thou there? | 

Ro. Follow my voice, we'l try no manhood here.&, 

Lyſ. He goes before me, and till dares me on, 
When I come where he cals me,then he's gone. 

The villaine is much lighter heel'd then I: | 
I followed faft , but falter he did fly; ſoifiing plus, 
That fallen am I in darke vneven way, 
And here will reſt me. Come thou gentle day: /e da 
For if but once thou ſhew methy pray light; 2 
Ie finde Demerriss,and revenge this ſpight. 

Emer Robin and Demetrixes. 

Rob. Ho,ho;ho,coward, why com'tt thou not? 

Dem. Abide mc; it thou dar'ſt. For well I wot, 
Thou runſt before me,ſhifting every place, 

And dar'it not ſtanq nor looke me 1a the face: 
W here art thou? 
Rob. Come hither,I am here. 
Dem. Nay then thou mock'ft me ; thou ſhalt buyth 
deere, ; 
If ever I thy face by day-light ſee. 
Now go thy way:faitnnefle conftraineth me, 
To meaſure out my lengrh on this cold bed, 
By daies approach looketo be viſited. 
Enter Helena, 

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy houres,ſhine comforts from the Eaſt, 
That I may backe to e-9thens by day-light, 

From theſe that my poore company deteſt; 
And ſleepe that ſometime ſhuts up ſorrowes cic, 
Steale me a while from mine owne companie«» Sy 

Rob. Yet but three?Come one more, 
Two of both kindes makes up foure. 
Here ſhe comes, curſt and ſad, 


Cupid is a knavith lad, | 
__ Onter Hermia. 
Thus to make poore females mad. 
Her, Never ſo wearie,never fo in woe, | A 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torne with briars, By 


I can no further crawle,no further go; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my deſires. 

Here will Treſt me tillthe breake of day, | F, 

Heavens ſhield Zyfander, if they meane a fray. | 
Reb. Onthe ground ſe ſound F | 

Ie apply youretc,gentle lover,remedy, 

| Wh Ade wak'ſt, thou rak'ſt 4 | 

True delight inthe ſight of thy former Ladies eic, i 
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' And the Country Proverbe knowne, 
That every man ſhould take his owne, 
In your waking ſhall be ſhowne. _ 
lacke ſhall have /il ,nought ſhall goe 1ll, 
| The man ſhall have his Marcagaine, and all ſhall be well, 


They ſleepe all the Aft. 


eA ns Quartus. 


—— 
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Enter DQueene of Fairies, and Clowne, and Fairies, and the 
King behind them. 


Tits, Come, ſit thee downeupon this lowry bed, 

While | thy amiable cheekesdoecoy, 
And ſcke muske roles in thy ſleeke ſmoothe head, 
And kilſethy faire large cares, my gentle joy 
Clow, Where's Peaſe bloſſome ? 
eaſ, Ready» 

—_ Send my head, Feaſe-bloſſomr. Where's Moun- 
feur Cobweb. | | 

(0b. Ready. 

Clo, Mounſieur Cobweh,good Mounfieur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill me a.red hipt humble-Bee 
on the top of a thiſtle ; and good Mounſicur bring mee 
the hony bag. Doe nec fret your ſelfe too much in the 
ation, Mounſieur ; and good Mounſicur have a care the 
hony bag breake not, I would beloth to have you ovyer- 
flowne with a hony-bag ſigniour. Where's Mounſicur 
Muſtardſeed? . 

Muſe Ready. 

Clo, Give me yournewfe, Mounſieur Muftaraſcea. 
Pray you leave your courteſic good Mounſicur. 


— — 


O how I love thee ! how I dote on thee! 


| Andthinke no more of this nights accidents, | 


Mnaſ. What's your will? 

Cle. Nothing good Mounſicur, but to helpe Cavalero 
Cobweb to ſcratch. I muſtto the Barbers Mounſieur, or 
methinkesT am marvellous hairy about the tace. And I 
am ſucha tender aſſe,it my haire doe but tickle me,I mult | 
ſcratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou heare ſome muſicke, my ſweet 
love? 

Clo, Thavea reaſonable good eare in muſicke. Letus 
have the tongues and the bones, 


D—_— ——— 


CMuſicke Tongs, Rurall Mnſicke, 


Tits. Or ſay ſweet Love, what thoudcfireſt to cate. 

(fo. Truely a pecke of Provender; I could munch 
your good dry Oates. Me thinkes I have a great defire 
" a bottle of hay : good hay, ſweet hay hath no fel- 
ow. 

Tita. 1 bavea ventarous Fairy, 

That ſhall ſceke the Squirrels hoard, 
And fetch theenew Nuts. 

Clo, I had rather have a handfull or two ef dried peaſe. 
But I pray you let none of your people ſtirre me, I have 
an expoſition of {leepe come upon me. 

Tyta. Sleepe thou, and 1 will windethee inmy armes, 
Fairies be gone, and be alwayes away. 

So doth the woodbine, the ſweet Honyluckle, 
Gently entwiſt ; the female Iny ſo 
Enrings the barky fingers ofthe Elme, 


Enter Robin goodfellow, and Oberon. 

Ob. Welcome good Robin : 
Seclt thou this ſiyeer ſight ? 
Her dotage nov. I doe begin topitty. 
For mecring her of late behind the wood, 
Sccking ſweet ſayors for this hatefull foole, 
I did upbraid her, and fall our with her. 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded, 
With coroner of freſhand fragrant flowers. 
And that ſame dew which ſometime on the buds, 
Was wont to {well like round and orient pearles ; 
Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes, 
Like tearesthat did their owne diſgrace beyaile. 
WhenT hadat my pleaſure taunted her, 
And ſhe in milde termes beg'd my patience, 
I then didaske of her, her changeiing child, 
Which ſtraight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ſence 
To beare him to my Bower in Fairy Land. 
And now I have the Boy, Iwillundoe 
This batefull imperfection of her eyes, 
And gentle Pucke, take this transformed ſcalpe, 
From off the head of this Athenian ſwaine ; 
Thar he awaking when the other doe, 
May allto Athens backe againerepaire,, - | 


But as the fierce vexation of a dreame, | 
But firlt I will releaſe the Fairy Queene, 


Bethon as thou waſt wont to be; 

. See as thou waſt wont to ſee. 
Diansbud, or Cupids flower, 
Hathſnch force and bleſſed power. 


Now my Titania wake you my ſweet Queene: 
Tita. My Oberon, what viſions have 1 ſeen ! 
Me-thought I was enamoured of an Aſſe, 
. 05. Therelyes your love. 
Tia, How came theſe things to paſlle ? 
Oh, how mine eyes doe loath this viſage now } | 
Ob. Silence a while. Robintake off his head : | 
Titania, maſicke call, and ſtrike more dead 
Then cammon fleepe ; of all theſe, fine the ſenſe. 
Tits. Mutickc, ho muſicke, ſuch as charmeth fleepe. v” 
CAHnficke ftill, | 
Rob. When thon awak'f, with thine owne fooles eyes 
peepe. (me 
Ob. Sound muſicke; come my Queene,take hands with 
And rocke the ground whereon theſe ſleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new inamity, | 
And will to morrow midnight, ſolemnly 
Dance in Duke Theſeus houſe trriumphantly, 
And blefle it to all faire poſterity. 
There ſhall theſe paires of faichfull Lovers be 
Wedded, with 7 heſenr, all in jollity. 
Rob. Faire King atcend, and marke, | 
I doe heare the morning Larke. 
Os. Then my Queene in ſilenceſad, 
Trip weafter the nights ſhade ; | 
We the Globe can compaſſe ſoone, 
Swifter thenthe wandring Moone. 
Tita, Come my Lord, and inour flight, 
Tell me how it camethis night, 
That I ſleeping heere was found, 
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Exeunt. 
rinde Hornes. 
Enter Theſens, Fgeus, Hippolita and all bis traie. 

Theſ: Goe one of you, find outthe Forreſter, 
For now our obſcrvation is perform'd ; 

And ſince we have the vaward of the day, 

My Love ſhall heare the muſicke of my hounds. 
Vncouple in'the Welterne valley, let them goe; 
Diſpatch I ſay, and find the Forreſter. 

We will faire Queene, up to the Mountaines top, 
And marke the muſicall confuſion - 
Of hounds and eccho in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Herealesand Cadmm once, 
When ina wood of Creete they bayed the Beare 
With hounds of Sparta ; never did I heare 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 

The skies, the fountaines, every region necre, 
Seem'd all one mutuall cry. I'never heard 
So muſicall a diſcord, fuch ſweet thunder. : 

Theſ: My hounds are brcd out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew'd, ſo ſanded, andrtheir heads are bung 
With eares that ſweepe away the morning dew, 
Crooke-kneed, and dew-lapt, like Th:ſſalias Buls, 
1 Slow in purſuit, but match'd in mouth like bels, 
Each under each. A cry moretuneable 
Was never hollawcd to, nor checr'd with korne, 
In Creete, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly; 

Iudge when you keare. But ſoft, whatnimphs are theſc? 

Eve. My Lord, this is my daughter here aſlcepe, 
And this Lyſander, this Demetrins 1s, 

This Helena, old Nedars Helena, 
I wonder of this being heere together, 

The. No doubt they roſe up carly, to obſerve 
The right of May ; and hearing our intent, | 
Came heerc in grace of our ſolemnity. 

Bur ſpeake Egems, is not thisthe day 
That Hermia ſhould give anſwer of her choice ? 
> Eoge. Itismy Lord. 
The Goe bid the huntſ{-men wake them with their 


horness 


With theſe mortalls on the ground. 


| Hernes and they wake. 
Shout within, they all flart up. 

Theſ. Good morrow friends : Saint Falentine is paſt, 
Begin theſe ,wood-birds but to couple now ?. 

Lyſ. Pardon my Lord. 

T heſ. I pray you all ſtand up, 
I know you two are Rivallenemies. 
How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is ſo farre from jealouſie, 
To ſleepe by hate, and fcare no enmity, 

Ly/. My Lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, 
Halfe flcepe, halfe waking. Bur as yet, I ſweare, 
I cannottruly fay how I came hcere. 
But as I thinke (for truly would I ſpeake) 
And now I doe bethinke me, ſo itis, 
I came with Hermia hither.. Our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the perill of the e-Zthenian Lay. 

Ege. Enough, cnough, my Lord : you haye enough ; 
T beg the Law, the Law, upon his head ; 
They would have ſtolne away, they would Demerrine, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me :; 
You of your wife, and me of my conſent ; 
Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your wife. 

Dew, My Lord, faire Helen told me of their ſtealth, 
Of this their purpoſe hither, ro this wood, 


AndIin fury hither followed them; - 

Faire Heleza, in fancy followed me. 

But my good Lord, 1 wot not by what power, 

(But by ſome power it is) my love - . 

To Hermia (melted as the ſnow) 

Seemes to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude, 


| Which in my childhood T did deatupon : 


And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
Theobje and the pleaſure of mine eye, 


Is onely Helena. To her, my Lord, 


WasI betroth'd, erel ſee Hermia, 
But like a ſickeneſſe did I loath this food: 
But as in health, come to my natural taſte, 
Now doe I wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore betrueto it. 
T heſ. Faire Lovers, you are fortunately met ; 
Ot this diſcourſe we ſhall keare more anon. 
Eres, I will over-beare your will ; 
For inthe Temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit. p R 


| Andfor the morning now is ſomething worne, 


Our purpos'd hunting ſhall be ſetaſidc. 
Away, withus to Athens ; three and three, 
We'll hold a feaſt in great ſolemnity. 

Come Heppolita. Exit Duke and Lordi, 

Dem, Theſethings ſeeme ſmall and undiſtinguiſhabk, 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds, 

Her, Me-thinkesI ſee theſe things with parted eye, 
W hen every things ſeemes double. 

Bel, Some-thinkes : ' 

And I have found Demetrixe, like a jewell, 
Mine owne, and not mine ovvne:; 

Dem, Itſcemes to me, + 
That yet ive fleepe, we dreame. Doe hot you thinke, 
The Duke was heere, and bid us follow him? 

Her. Yea, and my Father. 

Hel, And Hippolua, 

Zy/. And he bid us follow tothe Temple. 

Dem. W by then weare awake ; lets foilow him, and 
by the way let us recount our dreames. f 

Bottome wakes. Exit Love 

Clo. When my cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer, 
My next is, moſt faire Pirams, Hey ho. Peter DO nine! 
Flutethe bellowes-mender ? Sxoxt the tinker ? Starts 
ling? Gods my life !Stolne hence, and left me aſleepe:1 
have had a moſt race viſion. 1 had a dreame, paſt the wit 
of man, to ſay, what dreame it was. Man is but an Ae, 
if he gocabuut to expound this dreame. Me-thoughtl| 
was, there is no man cantell what. Me thought I was] 
and me-thought I had. But man is but a patch'd fools,| 
if he will offer to ſay,what me-thought I had. The cyedt 
man hath hot heard, the eare of man hath not ſeene, mans 
hand is not able to taſte, his tongue to conceive, nor his| 
heart toreport, what my dreame was. I will get Pat 
Qince to write a ballet of thisdreame, it ſhall be called} 
Bottomes Dreame, bccauſe it hath no bottome ; and I wil} 
ſing it inthelatter end of a play, before the Duke. Pere| 
adyenture, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall ſingit| 
at her death. | Exit, | 


Evter Quince, Flute, T kuby, Snont, and Starvelinge | 


Dui. Have you ſentto Bottomes houſe? Is he cone| 
home yet ? . | 


orted. 
P Thic W| 


Sta. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is tran 
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Thiſ. Ifhe come not, then the play ismar'd. It goes not 
forward, dothit? _ .. ne IS Nees 

9%. Itisnot poſſible: you have not a man in all 4- 
thens, able to diſcharge Pirama but he. 

Thif. No, he hath ſimply the beſt wit of any handy- 
craft man in Athens. - | mo : 

95. Yea, and the beſt perſon too, and he is a very 
Paramour, for a ſ{weet voyce- ns 5; | 

Thif. You muſt ſay, Paragon. A Paramour 1s (God 
bleſſe us) a thing ofnaught. 


Enter Snug the lojnere. x 

Suug, Maſters, the Duke 1s comming from the .'Tem- 
ple, and thereis two or three Lordsand Ladies more mar- 
ricd.If our ſport had gone forward, we hadall been made 
MENs | __ 

Thif.. O ſieet bully Bettowe : thus hath he loſt ſixe- 

pencea day, during hislife; be could not have ſcaped fix- 

pence a day. And the Duke hadnot given hin fixpence 

a day for playing Piramm, Ile be hang'd, He would have 

deſerved it. Sixpencea day in Piremme, or nothing. 
Euter Bottoms, 

Bos. Where are theſe Lads? Where aretheſc hearts? 

Q xj. Bottome, O molt couragious day ! O moſt happy 
hourc | : 

Bot. Maſters, Iamto diſcourſe wonders ; but asKke me 
not what, For if I tell you, I am no true Arberian. 1 will 
tell youevery thing as it fell out. 

Oxi. Let us heare,ſwect Borromse, - 

Bot, Not a word of mc: all that I will tell you, is, that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell together, good 
{trings to your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, 
meete,preſcntly at the Palace, every. man looke ore his 
pur : for the ſhort and the longs, our play is preferred : 

n any caſe let Thwby have cleane linnen : and let not him 
that playes the Lion, paire his nailes, for they ſhall hang 
out for the Lions clawes. And moſt deare, Actors, cate 
no Onions, ner Garlicke; for we are ts utter {ſweet 
breath,and I doe not doubt but to heare them ſay, it is a 
ſweet Comedy. No more words: away, gocaway- 

E xeunt 


Attus Quintus. | 


— | m——_— 


—— 


Enter Theſems, Hippolita, Egens and his Lords. 


Hep. Tis ſtrange my Theſeus 9 that theſe lovers ſpcake of 
Theſ. More ſtrange then true. I never may beleeve 
Theſe anticke fables, nor theſe Fairy toyes, . 
Loversand mad men have ſuch ſeething braines, 
Such ſhaping phantaſies, that apprehend more 
Then coole reaſon ever cowprehends. 
The Lunaricke, the Lover, and the Poer, 
Are of imagination all compaR. 
One ſees moredivels then vaſte hell can hold ; 
That is the mad man. The Lover, all asfranticke, * 
Sces Helens beauty in a brow ot Egype. 
The Poerseye in a fine frenzy rollin 
Doth glance frem heaven to earth, from earth to heaven. 
Andas imagination bodies forth the formes of things 
Vaknowne; the Poetspenturnes them to ſhapes, 
And gives teayrenothing, a local habitation, 


AeMidfonmer nights Dreame. 


And a name. Such-tricks hath ſtrong imagination, 


That if it would but apprehend ſome joy, 
It comprehends ſome Eringer of that joy. 
Or in the night, imagining ſome feare 
How eaſie isa buſh ' an aBeare ? 
Hip. Butall the ſtory of the night told over, 
And all their mindstransfigur'd 1o together, 
More witnefſeth than fancies images, 
And growes to ſomething of great conſtancy ; 
But howſocver, ſtrange, andadmirable. 


Enter Lovers, L ſander ,Demetrins, Hermia, 
and Hel: na. 


The. Heere come the lovers, full of joy and mirth : 
Toy, gentle friends, joy and freſh dayes of love 
Accompany your hcarts. 

Ly/. Morethen to us, 

Watte 1n your royall walkes,your boord, your bed. 

: Theſs Come now, what maskes, what dances ſhall we 
ave, | 

To weare away this long age ofchree houres:; 

Betweene our after ſupper, and bed-time ? 

W here 1s our uſuall manager of micth ? 

What Revels are in hand? Isthere no play, 

Toeaſe the anguiſh of a torturing koure'? 

Call £44, 

Ege. Heere mighty Theſes. 

Kew Say, what abridgement have you for this eve- 
ning ? 

W hat maske? What mulicke? How ſhall we beguile 
The lazytime, if not with ſome delight? 
Ege, Thereis a bricte how many ſports are rife : 


| Make choiſe of which your Highneſle will ſee firſt, 


Ly: Thebattcll with the Centaurs to be ſuvg 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe. | 
The. We'llnone of that. That haye I told my love 
In glory of my kinſman Hercules. 
Lyſ. The riot of the tiplic Bachanals, 


_ Tearing the Thracian ſinger, in their rage ? 


The. That isan old device, and it was plaid 
WhenlT from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 
Ly/, The thrice three Muſes, mourning for che death 
of learning, late deccalt in beggery. 
Theſe. That is ſome Satire keene and criticall, 
Not ſo:ting with a ruptiall ceremony. 
Ly/. A tedious bricfe Scere of yong Piramus, 
And his love Thby ; very tragical! mirth. 

The. Merry and tragicall ? Tedious, and brief? That is, 
hot ice, and wondrous ſtrange ſvow. How fhall we find 
the concord of this diſcord ? | 

Ege. Aplay there is my Lord, fome ten words iong, 
Which is as briefes as 1 have knownea play ; 


| But by ten words, my Lord, it istoo long ; 


Which makesit tedious. Foiin allthe play, 
here is not one word apr, one Player fitted. 
And tragicall my ooble Lord itis: 
For Piramu therein doth kill himſclte; 
Which when I faw rehearſt, I mult confefſe, 
Made mine eyes water : but more merry teares, 
The paſſion of loud laughter never ſhed. 
7heſ. Whatare they that doe play it? 
Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere, 
Which never labour'd in their minds till now ; 
And now havetoyled their unbreathed memories 
With this ſame play, againſt your nuptialls 
The. And we will hearc its : oy 
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But wonder on, till truth make all things plaine. 
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| enongh to ſpeake, but to ſpeakerrue. | 


| Enter Pyramus, and Thiby, Wall, Moone-ſhine, and Lyon. 


A Midfommer niphts Dreame. 


— 


Phi. No, mynoble Lord, it is not for you. I have heard | 


It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 


Valefle you can find ſport in their intents, * © 

Extreamely ſtretcht; and cond with cruell paine, *_ 

To doe you ſervice. it 
Theſ. T will heare that play. For never any thing, 

Canbe amiſſe, when ſimpleneſſc and duty tender it. 

Goc bring thetn in; and take your places, Ladies. 
Hip, I love not to ſee wretchedneſſe orecharged ; 

And duty in his ſervice periſhing. . 
Theſ. Why gentle ſweet, you ſhall ſee no ſuch thing- 
Hip. He ſayes, they can doe nothing in this kind. 
Theſ: The kinder we,to give them thankes for nothing; 

Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miftake; 

And what poore duty cannot doc, noble reſpeRt 

Takes it in might, not merrit. - 

Where I have come, great Clearkes have purpoſed 

Togreete me with premediratd welcomes ; 

Where I have ſeenethem ſhiver and looke pale, 

Make periods inthe midft of ſentences, 

Throttletheir praRiz'daccent in their feares, 

And inconcluſion, dumbly have broke off, 

Not paying mea welcome. Truſt me ſweet, 

Out of this ſilence yet, I pickt a welcome : 

And in the modeſty of fearefull duty, 

I reade as much, as from the ratling tongue 

Of ſaucy and audacious cloquence. | 

Love therefore, and tongue-tide ſimplicity, 

In leaſt, ſpeake moſt, ro my capacity. 
Ege. So pleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreſt. 
D#k, Let him approach. Flor, Trum. 

Enter the Prologue. 


Dmnince. 
Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you ſhould thinke, we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple skill, * 
That is the true beginning of our end. 
Conſider then, we come burin deſpight. 


. Wedoenot come, as minding to content you, 


Ourtrue intent is. All for your delight, 
We are not heerc. That you ſhould here repent you, 
The AQors arc at hand ; and by their ſhow, 
You ſhall know all, that you are like to know. 

Theſ. This fellow doth not ſtand upon points. 

Lyſ. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt : he | 
knowesnot the ſtop. A good morall my Lord. It is not 


Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
child on the Recorder, a ſound, butnor in gevernment. 
Theſ. Hisſpecch was like a tangled chaine : nothing 
impaired, but all diſordered. Who isthe next ? 
Tawyjer with a Trumpet before them. 


Pre. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this ſhow, 


This man is Pirawws, if you would know ; 

This beauteous Lady, Thiby is certaine. 

This marrwithlyme and rough-caſt, doth preſent 

Wall, the vile wall, which did theſe lovers ſunder : 

And through walls chinke(poore ſoules)they arc content 
To whiſper. At the which, letno man wonder. 

This man; with Lanthorne,dog, and buſh of thorne, 
Preſenteth moone-ſhine. For if you will know, 

By moone-ſhine did theſe Lovers thinke no ſcorne 


Thisgrizly beaſt (which Lyon hight by name) 
Thetruſty 7h#by, comming firſt by night, © © 
Did'ſcarre away, or rather $d affright : ' 
And as ſhe fled, her mantle ſhe did fall; 
Which Lyon vile with bloody month didſtaine. = 
Anon comes Prams, ſweet youth and tall, 
And finds his gentle Thiobies Mantle,flaines © 
W hercat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade; * 
He bravely broacht his boiling bloudy breaſt,” ' * 
And Thuby,tarrying in Mulberry ſhade, "0 
His dagger drew, and died. For ll the reſt, 
Let Lyon, Moone-ſhine, Wall, and Lovers gwaine, 
At large diſcourſe, While here they doe remaine: 
"Exit all but Wal, | 
Thef. T wonder if the Lion be toſpeake, 
Dem. No wonder, my Lord : one Lion may, wha' 
many Aﬀesdoe. _ "Sy LEN 
Exit Lyon, Thiby, and Mooneſhine. 
Wall. Inthis fame Interlude, it doth befali, 
That I, one Swowr(by name) preſent a wall: 
And ſucha wall, as 1 would have you thinke, 
That had jn it a crannies hole or chinke : 
Through which the Lovers, Fir«aww and Thity 
Did whiſper often, very ſecretly. - 
| This loame, this rough-caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhey, 
} That Iam that ſame Wall; the truth is ſo. | 
And this thecranny is, right and ſinter, 1 
Through which the fcarefull Lovers are to whiſper, | | 
Thef. Would you defire Lime and Haire to ſpeake be 
ter? 
Dem. It is the witticſt partition, that ever Iheard | 
diſcourſe, my Lord. h 
Theſ. Piramus drawes necre the Wall, ſilence. 
Enter Pyravans 2 
Pir, O grim lookt night, O night with hue ſo black 
O night, which ever art, when day is not : 
O night, O night, alacke,alacke, alacke, 
I feare my Thubies promile is forgot. 
And thou O wall, thou ſweet and lovely wall, 
That ſtandes betweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, O wall, O ſweetand lovely wall, 
Shew me thy chinke, to blinke through with mine 
Thankes courteous wall. Jove ſhield thee well for this| 
But whatlſec 1? No Thwby docl ſec. | 
O wicked wall, through whom I ſee no blifſe, 
Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me. | 
Theſ. The wall me-thinkes being ſenſible, ſhould oi] 
againe, | 
Pir. Noin truth fir, he ſhould not. Deceiving me, 
Is Thishes cue ; ſhe is toenter, and I am to fpy y 
Her through the wall. You ſhall ſee it will fall. 


| 


Enter Thisbies. 
Pat as I told you ; yonder ſhe. comes. | 
+, Thiſ. O wall, tull often haſt thou heard my mones, | 
For parting my fairc Piramw, and me. 
My cherry lips have often kiſt thy ſtones; 
Thy ſtones with Limeand Haire knit up inthee. 
Pjra, 1 hearea voyce; now will Ito the chinke, 
To ſpy and I can ſee my Thisbies face. Thichy? © 
Thiſ. My love thouart, my Love 1thinke. | 
- Pr. Thinke what thou wilt, 1 am thy Lovers gra&; 
Andiike Lowerder am I truſty till. | 
Thi. And Ilike Helentill the Fates me kill. 
Pir. Not Shefalus to Procrm, was ſotrue. 


To meetat Ninw toombe,there,there to wooe : 


Thif. "As Shalafm to Frecrm, I to you. 


_ 


_"_ 
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Pir. Okifſeme through the hole of this vile wall. 


Thiſ. I kiſſethe wals hole,. not your lipsatall. _ 
Pir. Wilt thouat N.jmies tombe mecte me firaight 


ay ? 5 12h 
Thi Tide life, tide death, 1 come without delay. 
Wal. Thus bave I Wal, my part diſcharged ſo; 
And being done, thus Yallaway doth goe. Exit Cow, 
\ Dxk. Now is the morall downe betweene the two 
eighbours, | ; 
m_ No remedy my Lord, when Walsare ſo wilfull, 
o heare without warning. _ | 
5 Dat.” This is the ciliek fuffe that ere I heard. 
Dsk. The beſt in this kind are but ſhadowes, and the 
worſt are no worſe if imagination amendthem, ; 
Dt. It muſt be your imagination then, and not theirs. 
D#k. If we imagine no worſe of them then they of 
themſelves', they way paſſe for excellent men. Here 
comes tiwo noble beaſts, in a manand a Lion. 


Enter Lyon, and Moone ſhine, 
Lyen. You Ladycs, you (whoſe gentle hearts do feare 
: The ſmalleſt monſtrous moule that creepes on floore) 
May now perchance, both quake. and tremble heere, 
When Lion rough in wildeſt ragedoth roare. 
Then know that 1, one Sawg the Ioyner am 
A Lion fell, nor elſeno Lions damme : 
For if I ſhould as Lioncome in ſtrife 
Into this place, *twere pitty of my life. ; 

Ds. A very gentle beaſt, and of a good conſcience. 

Dem. The very beſtat a beaſt,my Lord, that ereI ſaw: 

Lif, This Lion's a very Fox for his valer. 

Dx. True, and a Gooſe for his diſcretion. 

Dew, Not ſo my Lord: for his valor cannot carry 
| bis diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. 

Ds. His diſcrction I am ſure cannot carry his valor : 
for the Gooſe carries not the Fox. It is well; leave it to 
hisdiſcretion, and let us hearken tothe Moone. 

Moos, This Lanthornedoth the horned Moone pre- 
{ent. — 

De. He ſhould have worne the hornes on his head. 

Ds. He isno creſcent, and his hones are inviſible, 
within the circumference. | 

Moon. Thislantnorne doth the horned Moone pre- 
ſent : My ſclfe, the mani'th Moone doth ſeeme to be. 

Dex. This isthe greateſt error of all the reft ; the man 
| ſhould be putintothe Lanthorne. How is it elſe the man 
1th Moone ? | 

Dem. Hedares not come there for the candle. 

For you ſee, it isalready in ſhwffe. 

| Dwr. Iam weary of this Moone; would he would 
change. 

Ds. Itappeares by his ſaall light of diſcretion, that 

| he is inthe wane : but yet in courteſie, in all reaſon, we 
muſt ſtay the time. 

Lyſ. Proceed Moone. 
| Zou. Allthat T have toſay, is to tell you, that the 

Lanthorne isthe Moone ; I, the man in the Moone ; this 
thorne buſh, my thorne buſh ; and this dog, my dog. 
| Dem. Why all theſe ſhould bein the Lanthorne : for 

they arein the Moone. But filence, heere comes T hbuby, 


; Enter Thuby. 
Thiſ. This is old Niznies tombe : where is my love ? 


Lye. Oh. 
The Lionroares, Thicby runnes off. 
Dem, Well roar'd Lion. 


Dx. Well run Thad... 

Dxt. Well ſhone Moone. | 
Truly the Moone ſhines with a good grace: 

Dz. Well mouz'd Lion. | 

Dem. And then came Piramzus. 

Ly: And ſothe Lion vaniſhe.” 


Enter Piramm. | 
Pyr. Sweet Meone,]I thanke thee for thy ſunny beames, | 
I thanke thee Moone, for ſhiningnow ſo bright : : 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ſtreames,.* 
I truſt to taſte of trueſt T baker light. LE 
Bur ſtay ; O ſpight ! but marke, poore Knight, - 
VW hat dreadful} dole is heere ? 
Eyes doe you ſee ! How can itbe ! 
O dainty Ducke : O Deere ! | 
Thy mantle good ; what ſtaind with blood ! 
Approch you Furies fell ; 
O Fates ! come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 
Qualile, cruſh, conelude, and quell. 
Ds. This paſſion, and the death of adearefricnd, 
Would goe neete to make a manlooke fad. 
Dm, Beſhrew my heart, bar Ipitty the man. 
Pir. O wherefore Nature, did'{t thou Lionsframe ? 
Since Lion vild hath heere deflour'd my deere : | 
Which is: no, no, which was the faireſt Dame 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with cheere: 
Come teares, confgund-: Out ſword, and wound 
The pap of Piram : 
I, that left pap, where heart doth hop ; 
Thus dye1, this, thus, thus. Hg 
Now am Idead, now aml fled, my ſoule is in the sky, 
Tongue loſe thy light, Moone take thy flight, 
Now, dye, dye, dye, dyc, dye. 
Dem. No dye, butan ace for him» for he is but one. 
2 Lefle then an ace man. For-he is dead, he is no- 
thing. 
Ds. With the helpe of a Surgeon, he might yet reco» 
ver, and prove an Aﬀe, 
Dat. How chance Moone-ſhine is gone before ? 
T hwby comesbacke, and finds her Lover. 


Enter Thaby, 


Dak. She will find him by ſtarre-light. | 
Heere ſhe comes, and her pallion ends the play. 

Dw#t. Me thinkes ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one for 
ſuch a Piramus; I hope ſhe will be briefe. | 

Dem, A Moth will turne the ballance, which P:ram, 


which Ths6by is the better. (eyes. 
Ly/. She hath ſpyed him already, with thoſe ſweer 
Dem. And thus ſhe meanes, videlicer. 
Thw, Aſleepe my Love? What, dead my Dove ? 
O Piramus arile : 
Speake ,ſpeake. Quite dumbe? Dead, dead ? A tombe 
Muſt cover thy ſweet eyes. | 
Theſc Lilly Lips, this cherry noſe, 
Theſe yellow Cowſlip checkes 
Are gone, are gone: Lovers make mone : 
Hiseyes were greeneas Leckes. 
O liſters three, come, come to mee, 
With hands as pale as Milke, 
Lay them in gore, ſince you have ſhore 
With ſheeres, histhred of filke. 
Tongue not a word : Come truſty ſword : 
Come blade; my breſt — : 
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And farewell friends, thus Thibyends ; 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. 
Dk, Moon-ſhine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Dems. [, and Wall too. | 
Bot. No, [ affure yov, the wall is downe, that parted 
their Fathers. Will it pleaſe youto ſec the Epilogue, or 
'to go a Bergomaske dance, betweene two of our com- 
pany 
| Dk. No Epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs 
no excuſe, Never excuſe ; for when the players are all 
dead, there need none to be blarned. Marry, if he thar 
' writ it had plaid Piramms, and hung himſelfe in Th:5bies 
garter, it would have beene a fine Tragedy : and fo it is 
truely, and very notably diſcharg'd. But come, your 


A Midſommer nishtsDreame, 


| By the dead and drowhie fier, 
Every Elfeand Fairy ſpright, 
Hop as light as bird from brier, 
And this Dirty after me, ſing and dance it trippinglye./-/: 
Tita. Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roate, L 
To cach word a warbling note. 
Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 
Will we ſing and blefle this place, 
The Song. 

N ow wntill the breake of dy, . 

Through this houſe each Fairy ſti ay. 

T o the beſt Bride-bed will we, 

Which by us ſoall bleſſed be : 

eAnd the iſſue there create, 


Burgomaske 3 let your Epilogue alone. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 
Lovers to bed, *tis almoſt Fairy time. 

*| 1 feare we ſhall out-lceepe the comming morne, 
AS much as we this night have over-warcht. 
This palpable groſſe play hath well begwl'd 
The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed, 
A fortnight hold we thisſolemaity, 

In nightly Revels ; and new iollity. 


Enter Pucke. 
Packs Now the hungry Lyons rores, 

And the Wolfe beholds the Moone : 
- Whileſt the heavy ploughman ſnores, 
All with weary taske forc-done. 
Now the waſted brands doe glow, 
WhiP the {critch-owle, ſcritching loud, 
Purs the wretch thar lyes in woe, 
In remembrance of a fhrowd. 
' Now it is the time of night, - 
T hat the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 
Inthe Church-way paths to glide, 
And we Fairies, that doe runne, 
By the triple Hezates teame, 
From the preſence of the Sunne, 
Following darkenefle like adreame, 
Now are frollicke'; not a Mouſe 
Shall diſturbe this hallowed houſe, 
T am ſent with broome before, 
Toſwcep theduſt behind the doore. 


Enter King and Dueene of Fairies, with their traine. 
0b. Through the houſe give glimmering light, 


Ever thall be fortunate ; 

So ſhall all the conples three, 

Ever true in loving be ; 

eAndthe blots of N atares hand, 
Shall not in their iſſue Ftand, | 
Never mole, harelip, nor ſcarre, 
Nor marke prodigions, ſuch as are 
Deſpiſed in N ativity, 

Shall «pox their children be. 

With this field dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy take bu gate, 

end each ſeverall chamber bleſſe, 
Through this Pallace with ſweet peace, 
Ever ſhall in ſafety re#?, 

end the —_ i bleſt. 

Trip away, make no ſtay ; 

Meat me all by breake of day. 


 Rebin. If we ſhadowes have offended, 
Thioke bur this (and all is mended) 
That you have but flumbred here, 
While theſe viſions did appeare. 
And this weake and idle theame, 

No more yeelding but a dreame, 
Gentles, doe not reprehend. 

It you pardon, we wUl mend. 

And as I am an honeſt Pucke, 

If we have unearned lucke, 

New to ſcape the Serpents tongue, 
We will make amendserelong: 

Elſe the Pxcke a lyar call. 

So good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands, if we be friends, 
And Robin ſhall reſtore amends, 
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eAtthus Primus, 
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Enter «Anthonis, Salarino, and Salanio, 


| Anthonio. 
N ſooth I know not why I am ſo faJ, 
It wearies me : you ſay it wearies you 3 =» 
- NG But how I caught it, found ir, or came by it, 
W har ſtuffe *tis made of, whereof it 1s borne, 

I am tolcarne : and ſuch a Want-wit ſadnefſe makes of 

OF © 
That I have much adoe to know my ſelfe. 

Sal, Your mindis tolling on the Ocean, 
There where your Argoſics with portly ſaile 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood, 
Orasit were the Pageants of the ſea, 
Doe over-pecre the petty Traihquers 
That curthie to them, doe them reverence 

As they fie by them with cheir woven wings. 
| Saa. Bcleeve meſir, had I fuch venture forth 
The better part of my affections, would 
| Be with wy hopes abroad. 1 ſhould be {till 
| Plucking the giafſe to know were lits the winde, 
| Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and rodes 2 
And every obje:t that might make me feare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubr 
Would make me ſad. 

Sal. My wince cooling my broth, 
Would blow m2 to an Ague, when Ithoughtr 
What harme a wind tco great might doe at fea, 
I ould not ſee the (andic houre-glafle runne, 
But I ſhould thinke of ſhallowes, and of flats, 
| And ſee my wealthy Andrew docks in (and, 
| Vailing her high top lower then her ribs 


| ; 


| 
; 
| 


To killc her buria'l ; ſhould I goe to Church 


| And ſee the holy edifice of tone, 


And not bethinke me {traighc of dangerous rockee, 
Which touching bur my gentic Veſſels ſide 


|. Would {catrer all her ſpices on the ſtreame, 
Enrobe the roring waters with my ſilkes, 

| And ina word, but even now worth this, 

| And now worth nothing. Shall I have the chought 

| Tothinke on this, and ſhall I Jacke the thought 

| Tharſucha thing bechanc'd would make me 1a4 ? 

| But tellnot me, I kno.y Azthonio 

| Isſad tothinke upon his merchandize. 
.. eAnth. Belceve meno, Ithanke my fortune for it, 
My ventures arenot 1n one bottone truſted, 
Norto one place ; nor is my whote eſtate 
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Vpon the fortune of this preſent yeere : 
Therefore my merchandize rhakes me not fad ; 
Sola. Why then youare inlove. 
Arth. Fie, fie. 
Sola. Net in love neither | then let us ſay you are ſad 
Becauſe you are not merry ; and *twere ascafie 
For you tolaugh and leape, andſay youare merry 
Becauſe you are not ſad. Now by two-headed /anm, 
Nature hath fram'd firavge fellowes in her time : | 
Some that will evermore peepe through their eyes, 
And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. 
And other of ſuch vinegar afpec, 
That they*1ll not ſhew their tecth in way ofſmile, 
Though Ne#toy ſweare the jclt be laughable. 
Enter Baſſanio ,Lorenſo, andratianda | 
Sola, Heere comes baſſanio, | 
Your molt noble Kinſman, 
Gratieno, and Lorenſos, Faryewell, 
We leave you now with better company. | 
Sals. I would have ſtaid riil I had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me, 
Anth, Your worth is very deere in my regard. _ |} 
I rake 1t your ownEbuſines calls on you, 
And you embrace th'accaſion to depart. 
Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. (when 2 ' 
Baſſ. Good figniors both, when ſhail we laugh? ſay, | 
You grow exce<ding ſtrange : mult ir be ſo? 
Sal. Wee'il make our leyſures to attend on yours. | 
| Exennt Salarine, ard Sol:mo, 
Lord. My Lord Baſſano, ſince you have found Aithonie 
Werwo will leaveyou, butar dinner time 
I pray you have in mind where we mult mmeete, | | 
Baſſ. 1 will not faile you. 
Grat. You looke not well figaior Anth-»50, 
You haveteo muchreſpect uponthe world : 
They looſe it that doe buy ic with muck care, 
Beleeve me you are marvelloufly chang'd. 
Anth. I hold the world batas the world, Gratiaro, 
A ſtage, where every man mult play a part, 
And mine a {ad one. 
Grati, Let me play the foole, 
With mirth and lavgteer : let old wrinckles come, 
And let my Liver rather heate with wine, 
Then my heat coole with mortifying grones. 
Why ſhould a man whoſe bloud is warme within , | 
| Sitlike bis Grandfire, cut in Alablafter ? | 
| Sleepe when be wakes ? and creepe into the Taundies . | 
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The Merchant of Uenice. 


By being peeviſh ? I tell thee what Anthonis, 
I love how and it is my love that ſpeakes : 
There area ſort of men, whole viſages 
Doe creame and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 
Anddoe a willfull Rilnefle cnteftaine, 
With purpoſe tobe dreſt in an opinton . 
Of wiſedome, gravity, profound conceit, 
As who ſhould fay, Iam fir an Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barke. 
O my Anthomo, I doe know of thee 
That therefore onely are reputed wiſe, 
For ſaying nothing ; when I am very ſure 
If they ſhould ſpcake, would almoſt damme thoſe cares 
Which hcaring them would call their brothers fooles : 
Te tell thee more of this another time. 
But fiſh not with this malancholly baite 
For this foole Gudgion, this opinien : 
Come good Lorenzo, faryewell a while, 
Ile end my exhortation after dinner. : 
Loy. Well,we will lea ve you then till dinner time. 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumbe wiſc men, 
For Gratiano never let's me ſpeake. 
Gra. Well, keepe me company but two yeares moy 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine owne tongue. 
ent. Fare you well,[le grow atalker for this geare+ 


Gra. Thankes ifaith, for lilence is onely anno 
its 


In a neats tongne dri'd, and a maid not vendiblc. 
ent. It is that any thing now. 


And thankfully reſt debter for the firſt. 

Ant. You know me wal, and herein ſpend but time 
To wind about my love with circumſtance, 
And out of doubt you doe to me more wrong 
In making queſtion of my uttermoſt, 
Thanif you had made waſte of all I have : 
Thendoe but ſay to me what I ſhould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
AndT am preſt unto it : therefore ſpeake. 

Baſſ. In Belmont isa lady richly left, 
And fhe 1s faire, and fairer then that word, 
Of wondrous vertues ; ſometimes from her eyes, 
I did receive faire ſprechleſſe meſſages : 
Her name 1s Portia, nothing undervallewd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus Portia, 
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 
For the foure windes blow in from every coaſt 
Renowned ſutors, and her ſunny lockes 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, | 
Which makes her ſeat of Be/mons (hokhos ftrond,! 
And many [aſoxs come in queſt of her. | 
O my A=thoxio, had Ibut the meanes 
To hold a rivall place with one of them, - 
I havea mind preſages me ſuch thrift, 


[i 


\ That TI ſhould queſtionleſle be fortunate. 


Ant. Thou knowſt that all my fortunesare at ſea, 
Neither have I mony, nor commdity - 
To raiſea preſent ſumme, therefore goe forth 


Try what my credit can in YVexicedoc, 
That ſhall berackt even to the uttermoſt, 
To furniſh thee to Belmont to faire Portia. 
Goe preſently enquire, andſo will I 


Baſ. Gratiano ſpeakes an infinite deale of nothing, more 
thenany man in all Venice, his reaſons are two graines 
of wheate hid intwo buſhels of chaffe : you ſhall ſeeke 
all day ere you find them, and when you have them they 


are not worth the ſearch. 
Ant. Well: tell me now, what Lady is the ſame 

To whom you ſwore a ſecret Pilgrimage 
That you to day promis'd totell me of ? 

Baf. Tis not unknowne to you Anthonts 
How much I have diſabled mine eſtate, 
| By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling port 
Then my faint mcanes would grant continuance ; 
Nor doe I now make mone to be abridg'd 
From ſuch a noble rate, but my cheifecare 
Isto come fairely off frem the great debts 
Wherein my time ſomething too prodigall 
Hathleft me gag'd : to you e-Huhonio 
I owethe molt in mony, and 1a love, 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To umburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 
How to get cleere of all the debts I owe. 

Amt. 1 pray you good Baſſanolet me know it, 
j Andif it ſtandas you your lelfe {till doe, 
Withinthe eye of honour, be aſſur'd 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt meanes 
Lye all unlock'd to your occafions- 

Baſſ. In my ſchoole dayes, whenT had loſt one ſhaft 
I ſhot his fellow ofthe ſelfeſame flight | 
Theſelfeſame way, with more aduiſed watch 
To find the other forth, and by adventuring both, 
[ oft found both. 1urge this child-hood proofe, 
Becauſe what followes is pure innocence. 
IT owe you much, ,and like a willfull youth, 
That which [ owe is loſt : but if you pleaſe 
To ſhoore another arrow that ſelfe way 
Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I doe not doubt, 
As I will watch the ayme : Or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard backe againe, 


Where money is, and Ino queſtion make 
To have it of my truſt, or for my ſake. E xe 


Enter Portia with her waiting woman® Neriſſa, 


Ports, By my troth N erriſſa, my little body is a wa 
ry of this great world. 1 

Ner. You would be ,\weet Madam, if your mike 
were in the ſame abundance as your good fortunes 
and yet for ought I ſee, they are as ſicke that ſurfer wil 
too much, as they that ſtarve- with nothing it isno jag 
happineſle therefore to be ſeated in the meane, ſupet! 
o comes ſooner by white haires, but comperency li 

onger - | by: 

Por. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner, They would be better if well followed. 

Por. If to doe were as cafic asto knoywy what weregi 
to doe, Chappels had beene Churches, and poore tt 
cottages Princes Pallaces : it is a good Divine that 


lowes his owne inſtruRions ; I can eafier teach rye 
ty what were good to be done, then be one of the tyt# 
ty to follow mire owne teaching : the braine may 
lawes for the blood, buta hot temper leapes ore aa 
decree, ſuch a hare is madnefle the youth, to skip@ 
the meſhes of good counſaile the cripple ; but thusf 
ſon is not in faſhion to cheoſe me a husband ; O me, 
word chooſe, I may neither chooſe whom I would, i 
refuſe whom I diſlike, ſo isthe will of a living dang 
curb'd by the will of adead father : is it not hard Gy 
riſa, that I cannot chooſe one, nor refuſe none ? 
Ner., Your father was ever vertuous, and holy # 
at their death have good inſpirations, therefore the We 
tery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts of 6% 
Silver, and Lead , whereof who chooſes his mean 
CL VO 
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,will no doubt iever be choſen by any right- 
| areTinhs you ſhall rightly love: but what warmt 


| them, I wil deſcribe them,and 
{ tion levell at ipy affection. 


| deaths head with a bone in his 


man, in 


———— 


ag a 


| he borcowed a boxe of the eare © 
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i3 therein youraffe&ion, towards any of- theſe Princely 

(aters thatarealready come? - 
over-name them; and as thou. nameft 

nfo Fr according ro tay deſcrip- 


_ Firſt there is the Neapelitane Prince. © -- 
yon I that's a colt indeed, for he:doth nothing but 
talke of his horſe, and he makes it a great appropriation 


: to his owne good parts that hecan ſhoo.him himſelte: I 
on Cached my Lady his mother plaid fallc 
Smyth. | | 


with 4 


Ner. Then is there the County Palentige. a 
. Por. He doth nothing but frowne (aswho ſhould ſay, 
and you will not have me,choofe : he heares merry tales 
and ſinilesnor, I fearc he willprovethe weeping Philo- 
ſopher when he growes old, being ſo full of unemnnerly 
ſadnefſe in his youth.) I had rather to. be married to a 
mouth, then to either of 
theſe: God defend rhe from theſe two - 0 

Ner. How ay youby the French Lord, Mounſier 
Le Bonne? | 07, 'f ; 

Pro. God made him, and therefore let him paſſe for 2 
truth I know it is ſinne to bea:rhocker, bnt he ! 


why he hath a horſe bercer then the Neapolita ns;.a bet- 


| ter bad habite of frowning then the Count Palentine, he 
| is every gtaninno man, ifa Tarſſell ſing, he fals ſtraighr 


a capringzhe will fence with his owne ſhadow. If I ſhould 


| marry him, I ſhould marry twenty-- husbands : if he 


would deſpiſe me;l would forgive bum, for if he love me 
to madnefic; I ſhould never'requite him. cf IRE 

Ner. What ſay you then to Fancenbridge, the yong Ba- 
ron of England? | 

Por, You know I ſay nothing t6 him, for he under- 
ſtandsnot me, nor I him : he hath neither Larone, French, 
haF /taljar, and you will come 1nto the Courtand ſweare 


jj that I have a poore penny-worth in the &npis/p ; he is a 


proper mans picture, butalas who canconverſe with a 
dumbe ſhow ? how odly he is ſuited, Ithinke he bought 
his doublet in aty;his round hoſe in France, his bonnet 
in Germaxy, and bis behaviour every where. 4:4 
Ner. What thinke you of the other Lord his neigh- 


 bour ? © 


charity in him, for 
the Engliſhman, and 
{worne he would pay him againe when' he -was able. 1 
thinke the Frenchman became his ſurety, and ſcald under 


Per. That he hatha neighbourl 


| for another. .: 


Ner.. How like you the yong Germiaine,the Duke of 


| 
| Saxonier Nepheny ? 


Por, Very wvildely in the morning when he is ſober, 


| and moſt vildely inthe afternoone when he is drunke ; 


| when he is beſt, he is alittle worſe then a man,and when 


heis worſt, heis little better thena beaſt : and the worſt 
en thatever fell,T hope I-ſhali make ſhift to goc without 
| him, | | 


Ner. If he ſhould offer to chooſe, and chooſe the riphi 
Casket, you ſhould refuſeto performe your Fathers will, 


If you ſhould refuſe roaccept him. 
: Por. Therefore for feare of theworſt, I pray thee ſer 


a deepeglaſle of Reiniſh-wine onthe contrary Casker, 
for if the divellbe' within, and that tegwptation without, 
I know he willchoofe it. I will dos any thing Noyrriſſa 
cre I will be married to aſpunge. ey 


4 Ner. You need not feare Lady the having any of theſe 
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h | 


1 e-Znthomo ſhall be bound. 


Lords theyhave achuainted mewith' their etermiritti- 
ons, whichis indeedtoreturnetotherr home; and to rrou- - 


ble you with ne more ſuite, .unlefle you may be wone by * 


onthe Caskets. i. p 37. 3% 
 Por,/ If Tlive to. be as old a3*S#57a; I will-dye"s 
chaſte 'as Dians:.unleffe 1 be obtfitied 'by the eninner 
of my. Fathers will ;  Lam/glad this parcell of wooers 
arc ſorcaſonable, for there is not! one atnong-thita bur” 
I doate on his very abſence: andT wiſhthena'Fiirede- 
parture. = 
Ney.. Doe you ndt remember” Lady in your Fa- 
thers time, a Vexctzar, a Scholler and a Seuldier that 
came hither in company of the Marqueſſe of Hounifer- 
rat * . r WV 4 Rl *—'F> $ +a © & 
=_ Yes, yes, it was Baſſas; as I thinks, ſowa$hee 
CA N "s :4& , - . 
Ner, True Madam, he of all the men that ever my 
— eyes look'd upon, wasthe beſt deſerving a faire 
ady. 1 | 


Por. Tremember him will, and 1 remember him wor- 


tome other ſort theri you Fathers impolition, depending 


| thy of thy praiſe. 


Entez a SCYVNg-INAN» 


Ser.The foure ſtrangers ſeeke you Madam to rake their 
leave : and chere is a fore-runner come froma fift, 
the Prince of Morere, who brings word the Prince his 
Mafter will be hereto night. * + + 
Por. If T could bid the fift welcome with ſo hearr 


o 


as Ican bid the other foure firewell, T ſhould be glad of 


hisapproach : if He have the condition ofa Saint, and the 
complexiorrofadivell, I had rather he ſhould ſhrive me 
then wive me. Come Nerrifs, ſirra goe before ; whiles 
we ſhutthe gate npotione wooer, another knocksat-the | 
doore:; Exemn, 


Enter Poſſanio with $ bylocke the Iew. 


Shy. Three thouſand ducates, well. 
Baſ. I fir, for three months, 
Shy. Forthree mouths, well. - 


Baſſ. For the which, as [told you, 

Shy. © Anthevio ſhall become bound, well. 

Saſſ. May you ſted me ? Will you pleaſnre me ? 
Shall 1 know your anſwer. | | 

Shy. Three thoufand ducars for three moneths, 
And e-Anthonio bound, 

Zaſ. Youranſwer to tha. - 

Shy. Anthenio is 4 good man. 

Baſſ, 
trary, 4 | 

Shy. No, no, no,no, no: my meaning in ſaying he is a 
good man, 15 to have you underſtand me that he is ſuifis - 
cient, yethis meanes are in ſuppoſition: he hath an Argo | 
fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies, I under- 
ſtand moreover upon the Ryalto, lic katha third at Mexi- 
co,a fourth for England, and other ventures hee hath 
ſquandred abroad, but ſhips are but boords, Saylers but 


, 


Have you heard any imputation to the con- 


| men, there be landsrats, and water ratS,' water theeves, 


and land theeves, I meane Pyrats ; and then there is the 
perrill of waters,windes,and rocks : theman rtsnotwith=. | 
ſtanding ſaificient, three thouſand ducates, I thinke T 


.may take His bond. 


Baſ. Beaſſured you may. | 
. _Tew.. 


I" 


Thee Merchant of Venice. * 


And thrift is bleſſing if menſtcaleit nor. ' | +); - 
Anth. This was a venture firthat /acobſerv'd for, 
. Athingnot in his powerto bringto paſſe, 
But ſway'd and faſhion'd by the:hand of heaven. 
Was this inſerted tomake interreſt good ? 
Or is your Gold ard Silver Ewes and Rams ? 
Shy. I cannot tell, I make it breeds as faſt, 
But note me figntore: | 21 


166 


At I willbe aſured I may:: and (that I may. bee afſu- | 
red, I willbcthinke mce, may I ſpcake with e4»:ho- 


Baſ. If it pleaſe youto dine with.us 

lew. Yes, to ſmell porke,ito cate of the habitation 
which your Prophet the Nazarite conjured the diveltin- 
to ; 1 will buy withyou, ſell with you, 'talke with you, 
walke with you, and ſo. following : but I will not cate 


—— 


with you, drinke with you, nor pray. with you. 
* What newe$on the Ryalto, who is he comes here ? 


Enter «Ant homo. 


Baſ: This is fignior Anthone. | 
lew. How like a fawning publican he lookes. 
I hate him for he ts a Chriſtian : 
But more, for that in low ſimplicity 
He lends out money gratis, ane brings downe 
The rate of uſance here with us in Vemce, 
IFI can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feede fat the ancient grudge 1 beare him. 
| He hates our ſacred Nation, and he railes 
Eventhere were Merchants moſt doe congregate 
On me, my bargaines, and my well-worne thrift, 
Which he calls interreſt : Curſed be my Trybe 
Ifl forgive him. . | 
Baſ. Shylocke, doe you heare. 
Sby. Tam debating of my preſent ſtore, 
And bythe neere gelle of my memory 
I cannot inſtantly raiſe up the groſle 
Of full three thouſand ducats: what of that ? 
T#ball a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furniſh me ; but ſoft, how many months 
Doe youdefire? Ret you faire good ſignior, 
Your worſhip was the laſt man in our mouthes. 
fAnth. Shy/ocke, albeit I neitherlend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of exceſle, 
Yet toſupply the ripe wants of my friend, 
Ne breakea cuſtome : is he yet poſleſt 
How much he u ould ? 
Shy. I, I,thrce thouſand ducats. 
Ant. And for three months. | 
Shy. 1 had forgor, three months, you told me ſo. 
Well then, your bond : and let me ſec, but heare you, 
Me thoughts you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon advantage. 
Anth. 1 doenever uſe it. 
Shy. When /acob graz'd his Vncle Lobans ſheepe, 
This /aceb from our huly Abram was 
(As his wiſe mother wrought in his behalfe) 
The third poſſcſer ; I, he was the third. 
| At. And what of him, did he take interreſt? 
Shy. No, nottake intereſt, not as you would ſay 
DireRly intereit, marke what /acob did, 
When Laban and himſelfe were comprimyz'd 
That all the canclings which were ſtreaktand pied 
Should fall as acobshier, the Ewes being rancke, 
In end of Autumne turned to the Rammes, 
And whev the worke of generation was 
Betweene theſe woolly breeders in the aR, 
The $kilfull ſhepheard pil'd me certaine wands, 
| Andinthe dooing of the deed of kind, 
He ſtuckethem up before the fulſome Ewes, 
Who then conceaving, did incaning time 
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were Jacobs. 
This wasa way to thrive, and he wasbleſt : 
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Ant. Marke youthis Baſſazio 
The divell can eite Scripture tor his purpoſe, 
An evill ſoule producing holy witnefle, 
Is like a villaine with a ſmiling cheeke, 


| A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 


O what a goodly outſide falſchaod hath.  . 
Shy. Three thouſand ducats, 'tisa good round ſumme, 

Three months from twelve, then let me {cethe rate. 
ent. Well Shylocke, ſhall we be beho[dingto you }-. 
Shy. Signior Anthowio, matyy a time and oft 

In the Ryalto you have rated me 

About my monyes and my ufances: _ 

Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 

(For ſuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe. 

You call me misbeleever,cut-throate dog, 


And'ſpet upon my Iewiſh gaberdine, 
Andall for uſe of that which is mine owne. | 
Wellchen, ic now appearcs you necd my helpe : 
Goe to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shjlocke, we would have moneyes, you lay ſo: 
You thardid voide your rheumeupon my beard, 
And foote me as you ſpurnea ſtranger curre 
Over your threſhold, moneyes is your ſuite. 
W hat ſhould I ſay to you 7 Should I not ſay, 
Hatha dog money ? is it poſſible 
Acurre ſhould lend three thouſand ducats? or 
Shall Tbend low, aridin a bond-mans key 
With bated breath, and whiſpring bumbleneſſe, | 
Say this : Faire fir, you ſpect on me on Wedneſday laſt; 
Your ſpurn'd me ſuch aday ;anorher time 
You cald me dog; and for theſe curtefies 
Ye lend you thus much moneyes. 
Ant. 1 am as like to cail thee ſoagaine, 
Toſpet on thee againe, to ſpurne thee too. 
It thou wilt iend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friend, for when did friendſhip take 
A breed of barraine mettall of his friend ? 
Burt lend it rather to thine enemye, 
Who if he breake, thou mailt with better face 
Exactthe penalties. 
Shy. Why looke you how you ſtorme, 
I would be friends with you, and-have your love, 
Forget the ſhamesthar you have Rained me with, 
Supplie your preſent wants, and take no doite | 
Otuſance for my monyes,and youle not heare me, 
This is kiud I offer, 
Baſ. This were kindneſſe. 
Shy. This kindneſſe will I howe, 
Goe with me to a Notary, ſeale me there 
Your ſingle bond, and in a merry ſport 
If you repay me not ou ſucha day, 
Inſucha place, ſuch ſum or ſums as-are 
Exprelt in the condition, Ictthe forfeite 
Be nominated for an <quall pound 
Of your faire fleſh, tobe cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it pleaſeth me. 
Ant. Content infaith, Ile ſealeto ſucha bond, 
Aud ſay there is much kindneſſe in the Iew: 
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Baſs. You ſhall not ſeale toſacha bond for me, 
Tlerather dwell in my neceflity. bs 
eAnt. Why feare not man, I willnot forteite it, 
Within theſe two months, rhar's a month before 
This bond expires,lI doe expect returne 
Of thrice three times the valew of this bond, 
| . O father Abram, what theſe Chriſtians are, 
Whoſe owne hard dealing teaches them ſuſpect 
The thoughtsof others : Pray youtell methis, 
If he ſhould breake his day, whar ſhould I gaine 
By the exaRtion of the fortciture ? 
| A pound of mays fleſh taken from a man, 
1s not ſo eſtimable, profitable neither 
Asfleſh of Muttons, Beefes, or Guates. I ſay 
To buy his favour, I extendthis friendſhip, 
| Tf he will take it, ſo: if not adiew, 
for my love I pray you wrong me not. 
_ Ye Shylcke, I Y ill ſeale umto this bond. 
Shy. Then meete me forthwith ar.the Notaries, 
Give him direction for this merry bond,” 
And I will gocand purſe the ducats ſtraite : 
Seeto my houſe left in the fearefull guard 
Of anuntbrifty knave : and preſently | 
Ile be with you. : Exe. 
eAnt. Hye thee gentle Iew. This Hebrew will curne 
Chriſtian, he growes kind. Ss ; 
Baſ. I like not fairexearmes and , a villaines mind. 
An. Comeon,inthis there can beno diſmay, 
My Shippescome homea month before the day. _ 
XEeHnNts 


———— 


Aus Secundus. 
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Enter Morochins a tawny Move all white, and three or 
. foure followers accordingly, with Portsa, 
Nerriſſa, and their traine, 
Flo. Cornets. 


Mor. Miſlike me not for my complexion, 
The ſhadoivedliverie of the burniſht ſunne, 
To whom I am a neighbour , and neere bred. 
Bring me the faireſt creature Northward borne, 
Where Phabw fire ſcarce thawes the ylicles, 
And let us make inciſion for your love, 
Toprove whoſe blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 
I tell thee Lady this aſpeR of mine | 
Hath feard the valiant, (by my love Iſ\weare) 
he beſt regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
ave lov'd rttoo: I would not change this hue, 
xcept toſteale your thoughts my gentle Queene, 
| Por. In tearmes of choite I am not ſoly led 
by nice direRtion of a maidens eyes : 
deſfides, thelottry of my deiteny 
bars me the right of voluntary chooſing : 
But if my father had not ſcanted me, 
d bedg'd me by his wit to yeeld my ſelfe 
i8wife, who wins me by that meanes I told you, 
Your ſelfe (renowned Prince) then ſtood as faire 
5 any commer I hayelook'd on yet 
vr my affection. 
UMor, Even for that I thanke you, 

efore I pray you leade me tothe Caskets 
0try my fortune : By this Symitar 


That flew the Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three ficlds of Sultan Solymar, 
I would ore-ſtare rhe ſterneſt eyesthar looke x 
Out-brave the heart moſt daring on the carth:; 
Plucke the yong fucking Cubs trom'the ſhe Beare, 
Yea, mocke the Lion when he rores for prey 
To winthe Lady, Bur alas the while, | 
If Hercnlesand Lychas play atdice 
Which isthe berrer man, the greater throw 
' May turneby fortune from the weaker band : 
SO 1S eMlcides beaten by his rage, 
And ſo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Miffe that which oneunworthier may attaine, 
And dye with grieving. 
Ppt. You muſt take your chance, 
And Either not attemptto chooſe acall, 
Or ſweare before you choole, if you chooſe wrong 
Never to ſpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefor be advis'd. 
' for. Nor will not, come bring me unto my chance. . 
Poy. Firſt forward to the temple, afcer dinner 
Your hazard ſhall be made. 
Ar. Good fertune then, 
To make me bleit or curſed'ſtamong men. 


Cornets, 
Exeann, 


Enter the Clowne alore, 


{1s. Certainely, my conſcience will ſerve me to runne 
from this Iew my Maſter : the fiend is at mine elbow, 
and remprs me, ſaying to me, {obbe, Launceler lobbe,vood 
Lawncelet, or good lebbe, or good Lauvceles [obbe, nfe 
your legs,takethe ſtart, runne away: wy conſcience fayes 
no; take heed honeſt Lawnceler, take heed honeſt Tobbe, 
or as afore-ſaid honeſt Lexnceler 1obb:, doe not runne, 
{corne running with thy heeles ; well, the moſt couragi- 


the fiend, for the heavens rouſe upa brave minde fayes 
the fiend, and runne ; well, my-conſcience hanging about 
the necke of my heart, ſayes very wiſtly tome ; my ho- 


ther an honeſt womans ſonne, for indeed my father did 


 ſcmeting ſmacke, ſomething grow too ; he had a kind of 
talte;wel,my conſcience fayes Laxnceletbouge not,bouge 
{ayes the fiend, beuge not ſayes my confcience,conſcience 
fay I you counſaile well, fiend fayI you counſaile weil, 
to be ruPd by my conſcience I ſhould ſtay with the Tew 
my Maſter, who (God blefle the marke) isa kind of di- 
vell; andro runne away from the Tew I ſhould be ruled b 
the fiend, who ſaving your reverenceis the diveli him- 
ſelfe : certainely the Izw is the very divell incarnation, 
andin my conſcience, my conſcience is a kind of hard 
conſcience, to offer to counſaile me ro ſtay with the Iew; 
the fiend givesthe more friendly countaile ;1 will ranne 
fiend, my heeles are at your commandement , I will 
runne. 


| Enter old Gobbo with a Baſket. 


ovs fiend bids me packe, fie ayes the tiend, away fayes þ 


neſt friend Lawnceler, being an honeſt mans ſonne, or ra- þ 


< ar Cots. oe ee os, th 


| 


| 
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Goh. Maſter yong-man, you T pray you, which is the | 


way to Maſter lewes? 
Lan. O heavens, this is my true begotten father, who 
being more then ſand-blind, high gravell blind, knowes | 
me not, Iwill rry confufions with him. 
Gob. Maiſter yong Gentleman, I pray you which is 
the way to Maſter Iewes. | 
Laun, Turne upon your right hand at the 
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ing, but at the nextturningof all on your left; marry 
atthe very nexc turning, turne of no hand, but turne 
- downe indirely to the [ewes houſe. EY 

Gob. Be Gods ſonties*twill be a hard way to bit, can 
you tell me whether one Lawnceler that dwcils-with him, 
dwell with him or no. 

Lawn. Talke you of yong Maſter Laxncelet, marke me 
| now, now will I raiſe the waters; talke you of yong 
Maſter Lawuncelet ? | 

Geb. No Maſter ſir, but a poore mans ſonne, his Fa- 
ther though Iſay't is an honeſt exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to live. 

Laus. Well, let his Father be whata will, wetalke of 
yong Maſter Launcelet. 

Goh, Your worſhips friend and Lanncelet. 

Lawn. But I pray you ergo old man, ergo] beſcech you, 
ealke you of yong Maſter Lawrceler. 

Gel, Of Laxxcelet, ant pleaſe your maſterſhip. 

Laxn. Ergo Maſter Lawncelet, talke not of maſter Lann- 
celet Fatherfor the yong gentleman according to fates ard 
deſtinies, and ſuch odde fayings,the ſiſters three,and ſuch 
branches of learning, in indeed deceaſed , or as you 
would fay in plaine tearmes, gone to heaven. : 

| Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very ſtatic 
of my age, my very prop. ; 

Lann.Doel looke like a cndgell or a hovell-poſt,a ſtatfe 
oraprop : doe you know me Father. 

Gob. Alacke the day, I know you not yong Gentlc- 
man, but I pray you tell me, ismy boy Ged relt his foule 
alive or dead. 

Lann, Doe you not know me Father, 

Gob. Alackefir I am fand blind, I know you not. 

Lann, Nay,indecd if you had your eyes you might 
faile of the knowing me : itis a wiſe Father that knowes 
his owne child, Well,old man,I wil tell you news of your 
ſonne, give me your bleſſing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans ſonne may, but inthe 
endrruth willnot. 

Gob. Pray you lir ſtand up,'T am ſure youare not Lawr- 
celet my boy. | 

Lazy, Pray you let's have no more foolingabout it,but 
give me your blefling : Iam Lawrcelet your boy that was 
your ſonne that is, your child that ſhall be. 

Gob, I cannot thinke you are my ſonne. 

Lann. T know not what I ſhall thinke of that : but I am 
Laxxceletthe Iewes man, and I am ſure CHargery your 
wife is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is 7argery indeed, Ile be ſworne if 
thou be Lawncelet, rhou art mine owne fleſh and blood: 
Lord worſhipt might he be, what a beard haſt thou gor; 
1 thou haſt got more haire on thy chin, then Dobbin my 
| philhorſe has on his taile. 

Lax, It ſhould ſeeme then that Dobbins taile growes 
backeward. I am ſure he had more baire of his taile then 
T have of my face whenT laſt ſaw him. 

. Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd : how dooſt thou and 
thy Maſter agree, I have brought him a preſent ; how 
gree you now ? 

Laxn. Well, well, but for mine owne part, as I have 
ſet up my reſt to run away,ſo I will not reſt till I have run 
ſome ground ; my Maſter'sa very Iew, give him. a pre- 
ſent, give hima halter, Iam: famiſhr in his ſervice. You 
'may tell every finger I have with my ribs : father I am 
glad you are come, give me your preſent to one Maſter 
Baſſavio, who indeed gives rare new Liveries, ifI ſerve 
not him, I willrunne as farreasGod has any ground. O 


—___— 


_—_—-___ 


| 


rare fortupe, here comes the man,' to him. Father, foe 3 
ama lew ifT ſervethe Iew any longer. £3:{ p35 


per be ready at the fartheſt by five of the clocke : ſeetheke 
Letters delivered, putthe Liveries to making, and de 
lire Gratsano to come anone tomy lodging. T 


would fir as my Father ſhall ſpecific. 

ſerve. 

Iew, and have adefire as my Father ſhall ſpecihie. 
rence) are ſcarce catercoſins. 

having done me wrong, doth cauſe me as my Father be 
10g I hepe an old man ſhall frutific unto you. 

. Gob, 1 have here adiſh of Doves that 1 would 
upon your worſhip, and my ſuite 1£. 

{cife,as your worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old ma, 


and thopgh I ſay it, though old man, yet poore man ny 
Father. - 


Shylecke thy Maſter ſpoke with me this day, | Uk 
And hath perfer'd thee, if it be preferment | | 
Toleave arich Iewes ſervice, to become | 
The follower of ſo poorea Gentleman. | 


my Mafter Shyleckeend you fir, 


My beſt efteemd acquaintance, hie thee gon- 


Enter Baſſanio with a follower or wo, 
Baſſe. You may doe ſo, but let it beſo baſted thatſup, 


Laun. To him Father. 

Gob God blefle your worſhip. 

Baſſ. Gramercy, weuld'ft thou ought with me. 

Gob. Here's my ſonne fir, a poore boy. 
Lau. Not apooreboy fir, but the rich Tewes manthat 


Geb. He hath a great infection fir, as one would ſayty 


Laun, Indeed 'the ſhort and the long is, I ſerye the 


Goeb, His Maſter and-he (ſaving your worſhips reve- 


Lans. Tobe bricfe, the very truth is , that the Joy 


beſion 


Eaus. In very bricfe, the ſuite is impertinent to ny 


Baſ... One ſpeake for both, what would you ? | 
Lann, Serve youlſir. | bj 
Gob, That is the. very defe& of the matter fir. | 
Baſſ. 1know thee well, thou haſt obtain'd thy ſuite, | 


C/o. The old proverbe is very well parted betweene 
you have the grace a 


Godflir, and he hath enough. "WF |.c 
Bafſe Thou ſpeak'*ſt it well; goe Father with thy ſous, | 7 
Takeleave of thy old Maſter, and enquire = 8 
My lodging out, give hima Livery A 
More garded thcn his fellowes : ſec it done. 3 L 
Ch. Father in, I cannot geta {ervice, no, 1 have n G 
a tongue in my head well: .if any man in Jraly havin |, 
fairer table which doth offer to ſweareupon a books, 1 Se 
ſhall have good fortune ; poetoo, here's a fimple line 6 
life, here's a ſmall trifle of wives, alas, fiftcene wiveul | p. 
nothing, a leven widdowes and nine maides is a finpt il | 1. 
comming in for one man, and then to ſcape drown | c 
thrice, and tobe inperill of my lite with the edge ofak | , + 
therbed, hercare ſimple ſcapes: well, if Fortune V4 | 
woman, ſhe's a good wench for this gere : Father co | aj. 
Letake my leave of the lew in the twinkling. .|To 
Exit Clone. if | o, 
as I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, I at 
Theſe things being bought and orderly beſtowed Ift 
Returne in haſte, for I'doe feaſt to night | Ber 


Leon. My beſt endevours ſhall be done herein-+ 


Emter Gratiano . 
Gra. Where's your Maſter. 
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| «ont Yonder fir he walkes. 


Gra. Signior Baſſanio. 
Baſ. Gratians- ; "I: 
Gra. have aſuiteto you, 


| . Baſ. You have obtain'd it. 


Gra. You muſt not denic me, I muſt go with you to 


ont. | 
Zaſ. Why then you mult : but heare thee Gratsano, 


| Thou art t00 wilde,too rude,and bold of yoice, 

Parts that become thee happily enough, 

"And in ſuch eyes as ours appeare not faults; 

| But where they are not knowne, why there they ſhow 


Something too liberall, pray thee take paine 


| Toallay with ſome cold drops of modeſtic 


Thy skipping ſpirit , leaſt through thy wilde behawour 
I bemiſconſterd in the place I goto, 

And looſe my hopes. 

74. Signior Baſſanio, heare me, 

0 not put on a ſober habite, 


Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely, 
Nay more,while grace is ſaying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat,and figh and ſay Amen: 

V (call the obſervance of civility 

Like one well ſtudicd in a ſad oftent 6 


| Topleaſe his Grandam,never truſt me more. 
} ZBaſ. Well, weſhall ſee your bearing. 


Gra. Nay but I barre to night , you ſhall not gage me 


| By what we do to-night. 


Baſ. No that were pitty, 


{ I would intreateyou rather to put on 
| Your boldeſt ſuite of mirth, for we have friends 
| That purpoſe merriment : but fare you well, 


I have ſome bufineſle. 

Gra. AndI muſt to Lorenzoandthe reſt, 
But we will viſite-you at ſuppertime. Exenm 
Enter Ieſſica and the Clowne. 


Teſ.1 am ſorry thou wilt leave = Father fo, 
-Our houle is hell,and thou a merry divell 

Did'ſt rob it of ſome taſte of tediouſneſle; 

But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee, 
And Laxceler,ſoone at ſupper ſhalt thou ſee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new Maiſters gueſt, 

Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, 


| And fo farewell:I would not have my Father 


See mee talke with thee. | | 
Elo. Adue, teares exhibit my tongue, moſt beautifull 


| Pagan , moſt (weete Iew , if a Chriſtian did not play the 


knaveand get thee, I am much deceived ; but adue,theſe 


| fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drowne my manly ſpirit: 


adue. . rd rig 
 fef, Farewell good Lanceler. 
Alacke, what hainous finne is it in me 
To be aſhamed to be my Fathers childe, 
But though I ama daughrer to his blood, 
Iam not to his manners : O Lerenzo, 
If thou keepe promiſe I ſhall end this ltrife, 


Exit. 


| Beromea Chriſtian and thy loving wife. 
- 


| Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo ,Salarino, and Solania 

| Lo, Nay,we willflinke away in ſupper time, 
Diſguiſe us at my lodging,and returne all in an houre. 
© Gra, We have not made gogd preparation. 


, S«l. We have not ſpoke us yer of Torch-bearers” + | 


mm "= OI o 


a 


And better in my minde not vndertooke. 


« H£Emter Lancelet with a Letter. | 


{ceme to-ſignifie. 
Ze.I know the hand,in faith *ris a faire hand, 

And whither then the paper it writ on, 

I the faire hand that writ. - | 
Gra. Love-newes in faith. 
14. By your leave fir. 
Lor. W hither goeſt thou? 

_ £a. Marry fir ro bid my old Maiſter the 7ew to ſup'to 

night with my new Maifſter the Chriſtian. 
Lor. Hold here, take this,tell gentle /e/ica 

I will not faile her, ſpeake it privately: 

Go CO—_ » will you prepare you for this Maske to 

night 

I am provided of a Torch-bearer. 
Sl. I marry, ile be gone about it ſtrait. 
Sol. And ſo will I. 
Lor.Meete me and Gratiazoat Gratianos lodging 

Some houre hence, | 
Sat.” Tis good wee do (o. 
Gra. Was not that Lerrer from faire Jeſſica? 
Lo.1 muit needes tell thee all, ſhe hath dire&ed 

How I ſhall take herfrom her Fathers houſe, 

What goldand jewels ſheis furniſht with, 

W hat Pages ſuite ſhe hath in readinefſe; 

If ere the /ew her Father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughters ſake; 


Exit. 


| And never dare misfortune crofſle her foote. 


Valeſſe ſhe do it vnder this excuſe, 

That ſhe is 1fſue to a faithleſlſe ew: 

Come go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, 
Faire Jefſica ſhall be my Torch-dearer. Ext. 
Enter Tew, and his man that wasthe (Towne. 


{ew. Well,thou ſhall ſee,thy eyes ſhall be thy judge, - 
The difference of old Shy/ocke and Baſſanio; | 
W hat Jeſſica, thou ſhalt not gurmandize 
As thou haſt done with me:whart leſfiica? 
And ſleepe,and tnore,and rend apparrell out. 
Why /eſficaT ſay. 
Clo. Why Jeſſica. 
Shy. W ho bids thee call?I do not bid thee call, - 
2 Clo. Yaur worſhip was wont to tell me 
I could donothing without bidding. 
| | Emer Ieſſica. 
Teſ: Call you ? what is your will? 
Shj.I ambid forth to ſupper [-/a, 
Thereare my Keyes : but wherefore ſhould I go? 
I am not bid for love,they flatter me, 
Bur yet le go in hate,tofeede upon 
The prodigall Chriſtian. Je//ica my girle, 
Looke to my houſe,l amrightloath:to go, 
There is ſome ill a bruing towards my reſt, 
For I did drcame of money bags to-night. 
| (lo. Tbeſeech you fir go,my yong Mailter 
Doth expe your reproach. 
Sby.Sodo I his. | wo 
Cle. And they have conſpired toget 


Lox. 'Tis now but foure of clock,we have two houres 
| To furniſh us ; friend Lancelet what's the newes? © 


Las. And it ſhall pleaſe you to breake up this , it ſhall 


Exit.C lowne. | 


—— QT} WW—_—___ _ @C/@©wu.. 


| ,I will not ſay | 
youſhall ſee a- Maske, but if youdo, then it was not for | 
nothing that my- noſe fell a bleeding on-blacke _— | 
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aſhwenſday was foure yeere in th'afternoone. 
_ Shy. What arc their maskes?heare you me Jeſſica, 
Lock up my doores, and when you heare the drum 
And the vile ſquealing of the wry-neckt Fite, 
Ciambcr not you up to the caſements then, 
Nor thruſt your head into the publicke ſtreete 
Togaze on Chriſtian fooles with varniſht faces: 
But ſtop my houſes eares,I meane my caſcments, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow fopperic enter 
My ſober houſe. By lacobs ſtaffe I ſweare, 
I haveno minde of feaſting forth to night: 
But Iwillgo; go you before me firra, 
Say I will come. 
(ew. T will go before fir. +1: 
Milſtris looke out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriltian by, 
Will be worth a Iewes eyes 
Shy. What faics that foole of Hagars off - ſpring? 
ha. | 
Tef. His words were farewell miſtris,nothing elſe. 
8hy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge feeder: 
Snaile-ſlow in profit, butſleepes by day 
More then the wildz-car : drones hive notwithme, 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him helpe to waſte 
His borrowed purſe. Well /:/s:ca go in, 
Perhaps I will returne immediately; : 
Doe as Ibid you , ſhut dores after you, faſt binde, faſt 


finde, 
A proverbe never ſtale in thrifty minde. Exit. 
/ef. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croſt, 
I havea Father, you a daughter loſt, PF x. 


Enter the Makers, Gratiano and Saline, 


Gra. This is the penthouſe under which Lorenzo 
Deſired us to make a ſtand. 
Sal. His houre isalmoſt paſt. 
Gra. And it is mervaile he out-dwels his houre, 
For lovers ever run before the clocke. 

Sal. O ten times faiter Venus Pidgions flye 
To ſteale loves bonds new made;then they are wont 
To keepe obliged faith unforfaitcd, 

Gra. That ever holds, who riſcth from a feaſt ? 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe? 
Where is the horſe that doth untread againe 
His tedious meaſures with the unbated fire, 

That he did pace them fir ſt:all things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed thenenjoy'd. 
How like a yonger or a prodigall 

The skarfed barke puts from her native bay, 
Hug'd and embraced by the itrumpet winde: 


| How like a prodigall doth ſhe returne 


With over-wither'd ribsand ragged failes, 
Leane,rent,and begger'd by the {trumpet winde? 


Enter Loren&o. 


Saline. Heere comes Lorenzo, more of this here- 
, after. 
m_ Sweete friends, your patience for my long a- 
bode, 
Not I, but my affaires have made you wait: 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the theeves for wives 
He watchas long for you then:approach 


ſ 


| 


Who chooſeth me, ſhall ger as much as he deſeryes- 


Here dwels my father Iew. Hoa,who's within? 


Teſcica aboue. 


Teſ. Who are you ? tcll me for more certainty, 
Albeit Ie ſweare that I do know your tongue, 
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 
Teſ. Lorenzo certaine,and my love indeed, 
For who love I ſo much?and now who knowes 
But you Lorenzo, whether I am yours? i 
Lo.Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thoygy, 
Zeſ. Heere,catch this casket,it is worth the paines, .; 
I am glad 'tis night,you do nor louke on me, 2 
ForTI am much aſham'd of my exchange; 
But loves blinde, and lovers cannot ſee 
The pretty follies that themſelves commit, 
For if they could, Czpid himſelfe would bluſh 
To ſee me thus transformed wo a boy. _ | 
Lor. Deſcend, for you muſt be my torch-bearers | 
lef: What,muſt 1 hold a Candle to my ſhame? 
They in themicives good{ooth are too too light. 
W hy, *tis an onlice of diſcovery Love, 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 
Lor. So you are \weet, _ 
Even inthe Þbvely garniſh ofa boy: but comeat once, | 
For the cloſe night doth piay the run-away, ' | 
And weare ſtaid for at Þ- fſanzo's feaſt. 

Jef. 1 will make fait rhe doores and guild my ſelfe 
With ſome more ducats, and be with you ſtraight. 
Gra. Now by my hood, a gentile, and nolew. 
Lor. Bcſhrew me but I love her heartily, | 
For ſhe is wiſe, if I canjudge of her, Nt 
And faire the is, if that mine eyes be true, 
A:d :rue ſhe is,as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelfe: "* 

And therefore iike her ſelfe, wiſe,faire, and true, | 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant ſoule. , 


-— -0—————_—_— 


) 
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Enter Teſcicas 


What,art thou come?on gentlemen, away, 


Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay, T, 
T 

Enter eAnthonis, 0 

; Be 
Ant, W ho's there? O 


Gra. Signior e-/nthonts« 

e-4 nt. Fie,he,Gratiano,where are all thereſt? 
*T is ninea clocke, our friends all ſtay for you, 
No maske to night, the winde is come about, 


Baſſanio preſently will go aboord, Le 
I have ſent twenty our to ſecke for you. = 175 
Gra. Iam giad on't, Idefireno more delight — |M-: « 
Then to be under ſaiiz,and gone to night. Exent- Wl The 
| | _ 

Enter pertia with Morrocho,and both their trainers ' | Wi 


Por. Go, draw aſide the curtaines,and diſcover 
The ſeverall Caskers tothis noble Prince: 
Now make your choyſe. ; 

Azor. The firſt of gold, who this inſcription beares, 
W ho choojeth me, ſhall gaine what men defire. 
The ſecond filver, which this promife carries, 


Thisthird, dull lead,with warning all as blunt, 

Who chooſeth me, muſt give and hazardall he hath- 

How ſhall I know if 1 dochooſe the right? | The 
Po. 18 


— —_ 
LS 


ws 
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| The Merchant of Uenice, 


How ſhall Tknow if do chooſe the right. 


If you chooſe that,then I am yours withall. 

Mor, Some God direkt my judgement,let me ſee, 
I will ſurvay the inſcriptions,backe againe: 
W hat fayes this leaden casket? 
Whochooſeth me, muſt giveand hazard all he hath, 
Muſt give,for what? for lead, hazard for lead? 
This casket threatens men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of faire advaritages: 

A golden minde ſtoopes not to ſhowes of drofle, 
Ile then nor give nor hazard ought for lead. 
What ſaies the Silver with her virgin hue? 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves, 
As much as he deſerves;pauſe there Aforocho, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand, 
If thou beeſt rated by thy eſtimation | 
Thou doolt deſerve enough, and yet enongh 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady: 
And yet to be afcard of my deſcrving, 
Were but a weake diſabling of my ſeife. 
As much as I deſerve, why that's the Lady. 
| 1 do inbirth deſerve her, and in fortunes, 
| In graces,and in qualities of breeding; 
But more then theſe, in love I do deſerve. 
' What if 1 ſtrai'd ns farther,but choſe here? 
Let's ſee once more this faying grav'd in gold. 
Who chooſeth me ſhallgaine what many men deſire: 
Why that's the Lady, all the world deſires her: 
From the foure corners of the carth they come 
To kifſe this ſhrine, this mortall breathing Saint: 
The Hircanian deſerts, and the vaſte wildes 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
For Princes to come view faire Portia. 
The waterie Kingdome,whoſe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven, is no barre 
To ſtop the fortaine ſpirits,but they come 
As ore a brooke to ſee faire Portia. 
One of theſe three containes her heavenly pifture. 
Istlike that Lead containes her? twere damnation 
Tothinke ſo baſe a thought, it were too groſle 
To rib her ſearccloath in the obſcure grave: 
Or ſhall Ithinke in Silver ſhe's immur'd. 
Beingten times vndervalued to tride goid; 
O ſinfull thought,never ſorich a lem 
Was ſet in worſe then gold ! They have in England 
yl A coyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Wh Stampt in gold, but that's inſculpt upon: 
Wh But here an Angell ina golden bed 
WT Lies all within. Deliver me the key; 
Wh Here do I chooſe,and thrive I as I may- 


2 


Then I am yours. 
Mer.O hell ! what have we here, a carrion death, 
Within whoſe empty cye there is a written ſcroule; 


- + All that glifters is not gold, 

.” Often have you heard that told; 
M CMany a man his life hath ſold 
But my outſide to behold, 


For. The one of them containes my picture Prince, 


\ Por. There take jt Prince, and ifmy formelye there 


| 
| 


. | Soſtrange,outragious,and fo variable, 


; Or he ſhali pay for this, 


Es 


| And wiſh in filence that it were not his. 


| And for the ewes bond which he hath of me, 


| I pray thee let vs go and finde him, out 


Afor. Cold indeede,and labour loſt, 
Then farewell heate, and welcome froſt: 
Portia adew, I have oa griev'd a heart 


To takea tedious leave:thus looſers part- Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance:draw the curtaines,go: 
Letall of his complexion chooſe me ſo: E xenmt, 
Enter Sa'arsno and Solano. 
Flo. Cornets. 


Sal. Why man I ſaw Baſſsnio ynder ſayley 

Wirh him is Gargano gone along; 
And in their ſhip I am ſure Lorenzo is not. 

Set. The villaine /ew with outcries rait'd the Duke, 
Who went with himto ſearch Baſſazios ſhip. 

Sal. He comes too late, the ſhip was vnderfailey 
But therethe Duke was given to underſtand 
That in a Gondilo were ſcene together 
Lorenzo and his amorous leſſica. 
Beſides, Anthonzs certified the Duke 
They were not with Baſſamein his ſhip. 

Sol. I never heard a paſſion ſo contus'd, 


As the dogge /ew did utter in the ſtreets; 

My daughter, O my dueats, O my daughter, 

Fled with a Chriſtian, O my Chriſtian ducats! 

Tuſtice,the law,my ducats,and my daughter; 

A ſcaled bag, two ſealed bags of ducats, 

Of double ducats,ſtolne from me by my daughter, 

And jewels,ewo rich and precious ſtones, 

Stoine by my daughter : juſtice, finde the girle,' 

She hath the ſtones upon her, and the ducats. 
Sal, Why all the boyes in Venice follow him, 

Crying his ſtones, his daughter,and his ducats, 
Sol. Let good Anthonis looke he keepe his day 


Sal. Marry well remembred, 
Ireaſon'd witha Frenchman yeſterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow ſeas that part 
The French and Engliſh,there miſcaried 
A veflell of our countrey richly fraught; 
I thought upon Anthomo when he told me 


Sol. You were belt to tell Azthowio what you heare, 
Yet do not ſuddainely, for it may grieve him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the carth, 
Iſaw Baſſanvio and Anthono part, 
Baſſanio told him he would make ſome ſpeede 
Of his returne:he anſwered,do not ſo, 
Slubber not buſineſſe for my take Bafſanis, 
Bur ſtay the very riping of the time, 


Let it not enter in your minde of love: 

Be merry,and imploy your chicfeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip,aad ſuch faire oſtents of love 

As ſhallconveniently become you there; 
Andeven there his eye being big with teares, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behinde him; 
And with affetion wondrous ſencible 

He wrung Baſſ#nios hand,and ſo they patted. 
Sal. I rhinke he onely loves the world for him, 


: © 


And quicken his embraced heauineſſe 


Gilded timber do wormes infold: With ſome delight, or other. - D 8 
Had you beene as wiſe as bold, Sal. Do we 1ſ0» Extunt. | 
Yong in limbs, in judgement 0 | 
| Tour anſwere had not beene inſcyold Enter N qrriſſaand 4 Servitture; 
Fareyouwell, your ſuite 5 cold, Ner, Quick,quick I pray thee,draw the curtain ſtraje, 
= The- 
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The Prince of Arragon hath tane his oath, Seaven times tried that judgement is, 

And comes to his election preſently. | ' That did never chooſe amis, 

| Some there be that ſhadewes kiſſe, 

Enter eArragon,his traine, and Portia. Such bave but a ſhadowes bliſſe: 
Flor. ( ornets. T here be fooles alive Iwis 

Por. Behold, there ſtand the caskets noble Prince, Silver d o're,and ſo was this: 

If you chooſe that wherein I am contain'd, T ake what wife you will to bed, 

Straight ſhall our nuptiall rights be ſolemniz'd: I will ever be your head: 

Bur if thou faile, without more ſpeech my Lord, So be gone fir,you are ſped. 

You muſt be gone from hence immediately. _ ; | 
er. I ah enjoynd by oath to obſerve threethings; e-Fr. Still more foole I ſhall appeare 

Firſt, never to vnfold to any one By the time1 linger here, 

W hich casket *twas I chole;next,if I faile With one fooles head I came to woo, 

Of the right casket,never in my life But I goaway with two. 

To wooe a maide in way of marriage: Sweet adue, le keepe my oath, 

Laſtly,if1 do faile in fortune of my choyſe, Patiently to beare my wroath. 

Immediately to leave you, and be gone. Por. Thus hath the candle fing,d the moath: - 
Por. To theſe injunRions cvery one doth {wease O theſe deliberate fooles when they do chooſe, 

That comes to hazard for my wotthleſle ſelfe. They have the wiſdome by their wit to looſe. 
Ar. And ſo have I addreſt me,fortune now Ner. The ancient ſaying is no hereſie, 

To my hearts hope : gold,ſilver, and baſe lead. Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 

Who chooſeth me mult give and hazardall he hath. Por. Come draw the curtaine N erriſſe. 

You ſhall looke fairer ere [ give or hazard. 

What ſayes the golden che{t,ha,let me fee: : Enter Meſſenger. 

Whochooſeth me, ſhall gaine what many men deſire: Aeſ. Whereis my Lady? 

What many men defire,that many may be meant Por. Here,what would my Lord? 

By the foote multitude that chooſe by ſhow, Hef. Madam, there is a-lighted at your gate 

Not learning more then the fond eye doth teach, A yong Venetian, one that comes before 

Which pries not totlinterior,bur like the Martlet To ſignifie th'approaching of his Lord, 

Builds in the weather on the outward wall, | From whom he bringeth ſenſible regreets; 

Ever in the force and rode of catualty. _ *« To wit(beſides commends and curteousbreath) 

I will not chooſe what many men defire, ' Gifts of rich value;yetT have not ſcene 

Becauſe IT will not Jumpe with common ſpirits, Solikely an Embaſſador of love, 

And ranke me with the bggparous multitudes.  Adayin Aprill never came ſo ſweete 

Why then to thee thou Ser treaſure houſe, | To ſhow how coſtly Sommer was at hand, 

Tell me once more, what title thou dooſt beare; As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord, 

Whochooſeth me ſhall get as much as he deſerves: | Per. No more l pray thee,I am halfe a-feard 

And wellſaid tos; for who ſhall go about Thou wilt ſay anone he is ſome kin torthee, 

Tocoſen Fortune, and be honourable Thou ſpend ſuch high-day wit in praiſing him: 

Without the ſtampe of merit, let none preſume Come-come Nerriſa,torT long to ſee | 

To wearean undelerved dignity: Quicke Cxpias Poſt, that comes ſo mannerly. 

O that eſtates, degrees, and ojHices, Ner. Baſſanio Lord,love if thy will ic be. —Exem 

Were not deriv*d corruptly, and chat cleare honour | | 

Were purchaſt by the merritof the wearer; - 


How many then ſhculd cover that ſtand bare? efH Hy F Th ertit f, 


— 


How many be commanded that command? 
How much low plcaſantry would then be gleaned 
From the true ſecede of honor ? And how much henor 
Pickt from the chaffe and ruine of the times, Enter Solano and Salarino, 
To be new varniſht: Well,but tomy choiſe, | 
1 Who chooſeth me ſhall get as much as hedeſerves. - Sol. Now,what newes on the Ryalto? | 
I will aſſume deſert;give mea key forthis, Sal. Why yet itlives there uncheckt , that Aww 
And inſtantly vnlocke my fortunes here. hath a ſhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow 
Por. Too long a pauſe tor that which you finde there. | Goodwins I thinke they call the place,a very dangero 
Ar. What's heere, the portrait ofa blinking idiot flat,and fatall, where the carcaſſes of many a tall ſhip 
Preſenting me a {cedule, 1 will reade it; buried,as they fay , if my goſlips report be an honſtwe 
How much vnlike art thou to Port:a? man of her fa þ 


How much vnlike my hopes and my deſervings? * Sol. I would ſhe were as lying a geſlip in that, as 

Who chooſeth me, ſha'l have as muchas he deſerves. | knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours beleeve ſhe 

Did I deſerve no more then a fooles head, for the death of a third husband:bur it 1s true , wit 

Is that my prize,are my deſerts no better? any ſlips of prolixity, or croſſing the plaine high-way© 
Po. To offend and judge are diſtin offices, talke, that the good eLrthonio,the honeſt Anrho. 10 WEN! 

And of oppoſed JATUIrESe I had a title good enough to keepe his name companj! | col ! 


er, Whatishere? | Sal. Come,the full ſtop. bf Ver fe 
; | Set. Ha, whatſayeſt thou, why the cnd is, he hath \Mtwor 
The fier ſeaven times tried this, a ſhip» | 62 


———_— 
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Sal. I would it might prove the end of his loſſes. 

Sol. Let me fay Amen betimes, leaſt the diycll crofle 
my praycr , for here he comes 1n thelikeneſle of a lew: 
How now Shlocke , what newes among the Merchants? 

Enter Shylocke. 

Shy. You knew,none fo well , none ſo wellas you, of 
my daughters flight . 

541. That's certaine,T for my part knew the Tailor that 
made the wings ſhe flew withall. ' 

Sol, And Shylacke for his owne part knew the bird was 
fledg'd,& thenit is the complexion of them all to leave 
| the dam. : 

Shy. She is damn'd for itt 

Sel. That's certaineif the divell may be her Indge. 

Shy. My owne fleſh and blood to rebell. 

Sol. Out upon it old carcion, rebelsit ar theſe yeeres. 

Shy. 1 ſay my daughter 1s my fleſh and bloud. 

Sal. There is more difference berweene thy fleſh and 
hers,then berwcene Tet and Juorie , more berweene your 
bloods, then there is berweene red wine and renniſh:but 
tell us, doe you heare whether e4»thonio have had any 
loſſe at ſea or no? 

Shy. There I have another bad match, a bankrout, a 
prodigall , who dareſcarce ſhew his head on the Ryalta, 
a begger that was vid to come ſo {mug upon the Mart: 
let him look to his bond, he was wont to call me Vlurer, 
ct him looke to his bond , he was wont to lend money 
| for a Chriſtian curtſie,let him looke to his bond. 

Sal. Why Iam ſure if he forfaite, thou wilt not take 
his fleſh, what's that good for? TRE] 

$hz. To baite fiſh withall , if it will feede nothing elſe, 
it will feede my revenge; he hath diſgrac'd me , and hin- 
dred me halfe a million,laught at my lofles, mockt at my 
eaines, {corned my Nation,thwarted my bargaines, co0- 
led my friends, heated mine enemics,and what's the rea- 
ſon?I am a /ew:Hath nota ew eyeshath nota [ew hands, 
organs,dimentions, fences, affections, pailions, fed with 
the ſame foode, hurt with the ſame weapons, tubjet ro 
| the ſame diſeaſes , healed by the ſame meanes, warmed 

and cooled by the fame Winter and Sommer as a Chri- 
| ſtian iif you pricke us, do wenot bleede ? if you tickle 
| us, do we notiaugh? if you poiſon us,do we not die ?and 
if you wrong us ſhail we nor revenge? if we are like you 
in the reſt, we will reſemble you in that. Ifa /ew wrong 
| a Chriſtian, what is his humility , revenge? If a (briffian 
| wrong a/ew what ſhould tus tuffcrance be by Chriſtian 
| example? why revenge. The villany you teach me will 
| execute , and it ſhall go hard butI will better the in- 
| ſtruction, 


| 
| 


\ 


Entir a man from Anthonio., . 


Gentlemen, my maiſter Antbomo is athis houſe, and 
deſires to ſpeake with youboth. 

Sal, We have beene up and downe to feeke him. 

Enter Tuball, 

Sol. Here comes another of the Tribe, a third cannot 
be matcht,vnleſſe the divell himſclfe turne /ew. 
| Exennt Gertlemen. 
Shy. How now T»ball, what newes from Genowa? haſt 
thou found my daughter? | | 
| T#b.1 often came where Tdid heare of her,but cannot 
| finde her. X | 
| Shy. Why there, there, there, there ,a diamond:gone 
| colt merwo thouſand ducatsin Eranckford,the curſe ne-! 
"fell upon our Nation till now,I never felt it tiltnow,” 
{Wothouſand ducats in that,and other precious ;, preci- 
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ous jewels: 1 would my daughter were dcad at my foot 
and the jewels jn her care : would ſhe were heartt at my 
Foote, and the ditckets in her coxhn : no newes of thein, 
Why 10?& I know not hoy mach is ſpent in the ſearch: 
Why then lofſe upon lofſe,the theefe gone with ſo much, 
and ſo much to finde the theefe, and no ſatisfaRion , no 
TEVENSC, NOT NO 1] Iucke ſtirring bur what lights a my 
thouiders, no ſighes but a my bccathing, no teares but a 
my ſhedding. | | 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill lucke too , Anthonio as I 
heard ;inGenowa, 

Shy. W hat, what, what,ill Incke,illluct e. 

T6. Hath an Argoſie caſt away comming from Tri- 
pOls. . 

Shy. I thanke God, I thanke God, is it truc,is it true? 

7.1 ſpoke with ſome of the Saylers that eſcaped the 


wracke. 
Shy. Ithanke thee good Twball, good newes, good 
newes: ha,ha, bere in Genowa. | 
Tz. Your daughter ſpent in Genowa, as I heard, one 
night foureſcore ducats. 
Shy. Thou ſtick'ſt a dagger in me, I ſhall never ſee my 


gold againe, foureſcore ducars at a fitting,fourelcore du- 
CatS. 


company to Venice, that ſweare. he cannot chooſe but 
breake, TM . 
_ Shy. Tam very glad of it , ile plaguchim, ile torture 
him,lam gladof it. hs 
Tab. One of them ſhewed me a ring that hee had'of 
your daughter fora Monkie, Wir 
Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me Twbal; it was 
my Turkis , I had it of Leah when T was a Batcheler : 1 
would not have given it for a wilderneſſe of Monkies. 
Tab. But Anthonid is certainely undone Der 
Shy. Nay,that's true,that's very true, $0 Tubal, fee me 
an Onicer, beſpeake him a fortnight before; ] will have 
the heart of him if he forfeit, for were he'out of Venice: 
I can make what merchandizel willzgo' T»bal, and'meer 
me at our Sinagogue , 20 good T#5all, at our Sinzagogue 
Tuball. - WE Exemnnt 
Enter Baſſanio, Portia,Gratiano,end all their traine. 
Por. T pray you tarrie, pauſe a day or two 
Before you hazard;for in chooſing wrong 
T loſe your company; therefore forbeare a while, 
There's ſomething tels me(but it is not love) 
I would not loſe you, and you knory ycur ſelfe, 
Hate connfailes not in ſucha quallity; | 
But leaſt you ſhould norunderitand me well, 
And yet a maiden hathno tongue,bat thought, 
I would detaine you here ſome month or two . 
Before you venture for me. I couldteach you 
How to chooſe right, but then Iam forfwerne; 
So will I never be, ſo may you mifle the; . 
Burt if you do, youle make 'me wiſh a fire, 
That had beene forſworne:Beſhrow your eyes, 
They have ore-lookt tre and devided' me, 
Onehalfe of meis yours, the other halfe © 


"\-4< 
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voy doen } 
. 


-. 


To ſtay you fromele&ion.” oo 
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T#. There came divers of «4nthomes creditors in my 


Mine ownel woullc fay ? bur firſt mine, then yours, _ 
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Thee Mercbantof Venice. 


Ba/. Let me chooſe, 
Bor asI am, I live upon the racke. 
Por. Vpon the racke Baſſanio,then confeſle 
Whattreaſon there is mingled with your love. 
Baſ. None but that uglic treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me feare the enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amitie and life, 
*Tweene ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my love, 
Por. I, but I feare you ſpcake vpon the racke, 
W here men enforced doe ſpeake any thing- 
Baſ. Promiſe me life,and ile confeſle the truth- 
Por. Well then,confefle and live. 
Baſ. Confefle and love 
Had beene the very ſum of my confeſſion: 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers for deliverance: 
But let me to my forrune and the caskets. 
Por. Away then,I am lockt in one of them, 
If you do love me,you will finde me our, 


| Nervriſſs and the reſt,ſtand all aloofe, 


Let muſicke ſound while he doth make his choiſe, 
Then if he looſe he makes a Swan-like emd, 
Fading in muſique. That the compariſon 

May ſtand more proper,my eye ſhall be the ſtreame 
And watrie death-bed for him:he may win, 

And what is muſique then? Then muſique 1s 

Even as the flouriſh, when true ſubzets bowe 


| Toa new crowned Monarch:Such it is, 


As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in breake of day, 


| Thatcreepeinto the dreaming bride-groomes care, 


And ſummon him to marriage. Now he gocs | 
With no leſſe preſence,but with much more love 
Then yong Alcides, when he did redeeme 

The virginetribute,paied by howling Troy 


|. To the Sca-monſter:I ſtand for ſacrifice, 


The reſtaloofe are the Dardanian wives: 
With bleared viſages come forth to view 


' The iſſue of thexploit : Goe Hercules, 


Live thou,I live with much much more diſmay 
I view the fight, than thou that mak'ſt the fray. 
| Here muſicke« | 


A Song the whilft Baſlanio comments ou the 
 Caskets to himſelfe. 


' Tell me where is fanciebred, 

; Or in the heart, or intbe head: 
How begot, how nouriſhed. 
It is engenared in theeyes, 
With gazing fed,and Fancie des , 
In the cradle where it lies: 
Let ns all ring Fancies krell. 
ITebegin it. | 
Ding dong,bell, 

All. Ding,dong, bell. . 


Baſſ.So may the outward ſhowes beleaſt themſclves, 


The world is {till deceiv'd with ornamext. - 
In Law,what Plea ſo ; qr and corrupt, . 
But being ſeaſon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhow of cvill ? In Religion; 
What damned error,but ſome ſober brow - 
Will bleſſe it, and approve it with atext, _ 
Hiding the groflteſſe with faire ornament: 
-There is no vice ſo ſimple,but aſſumes. _ 
Some marke of vertue on his outward parts, 
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How many cowards,whoſe hearts are all as fal{e 
As ftayres of ſand, weare yet upon their chins 
The beards of Herewlesand frowning Mars? 
Whoinward ſearchrt,havelyvers white as milke, 
And theſe aſſume bur valors excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Looke on beauty, 
And you ſhailſee 'tispurchaſt by the weight, 
Which therin workesa miracle in nature, 
Making them lighteſt that weare molt of it: | 
So are thoſe criſped ſnakie golden locks ll 
Which makes ſuch wanton gambols with the winde / 
V pon ſuppoſed fairenefſe,often knowne 

To be the dowrie of aſecond head; 

The ſcull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 

Thus ernament is but the guilded ſhore 

To a moſt dangerous ſea : the beautious ſcarfe 
Vatling an Indian beauty; Ina word, 

The ſceming truth which cunning times put on 
Tointrap the wiſeſt. Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Hide, I will none of thee, 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
"Tweene man and man:but thou,thou meager lead 
Which rather threatneſt than doſt promiſe ought, 


| Thy palcnefſe moves me more than eloquence, 


And here chooſe I,joy be the conſequence. 
| Por. How all the other paſſions flecrto ayre, 
As doubtfull thoughts, and raſh imbrac'd deſpaire; 
And ſhuddring feare,and greene-eyed jealoufic, 
O lovebe moderare, allay thy extaſie, 
In meaſure rainethy joy,ſcant this exceſſe, 
I feele too much thy bleſling,mak it lefle, 
For fearc I ſurfeit, 

Baſ. W hat finde I here? 
Faire Portias counterfeit. W hat demie god 
Hath come ſo neere creation? move theſe cies? 


| Or whether riding on the balsof mine 


Seeme they in motion?Hereare ſever'd lips 
Parted with ſuger breath,ſo ſweet abarre | 
Should ſunder ſuch ſweet friends:here in her haires | 
The Painter plaies the Spider and hath woven 
A golden meſh r'intrap the hearts of men 

Faſter then gnats in cobwebs:but her eyes, 

How could he ſce to dothem ? having made one, 
Methinkes it ſhould have power to ſteale both his 
Andlcave itſelfe vnfurniſht: Yet looke how farre 
The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow | 
In vnderpriſing it, ſo farre this ſhadow | 
Doth limpe behindethe ſubſtance. Here's the ſcrouls, 
The continent,and ſummary of my fortune. | 


Tow that chooſe not by the view, 
Change. as faire, and chooſe as true, 
Smce this fortune fals to you, 
Becontent,aud ſecke no new. 

If you be well pleaſed with this, 

e-7nd hald yorr fortwme for your bliſſe, 
Turne you whare your Lady is, 

eLud claime her with a loving kiſſe. 


Baſ A gentle ſcroule;Faire Lady,by your leave, |” 
I-come by note to give, and toreceive; "I 
Like one of two contending inaprize | 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes: 
| Hearing applauſe and univerſal} ſhour, 

Giddy 1n ſpirit, ſtill gazing ina doubt 
Whether thoſepeales of praiſebe his or no. 
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| Sothrice faire Lady ſtand I even ſo, Gra. Yes faith my Lord. | 
As doubtfull whether what I ſee be true, | Baſ: Our feaſt ſhall be much honored in your mar=- | 
Vntill confirm'd, tign'd, ratified by you. | rI4ge. 
Por. You ſee my Lord Baſſiazo where I ſtand, Gr. Weele play with them the firſt boy for a thou» | 
| Such as I amzthough for my ſelfe alone ſand ducats. 
I would not be ambitious in my wiſh, Ner. W hat and ſtake downe? 
To wiſh my ſelfe much better,yet for you, Gra. No, we ſhall ne're win at that ſport,and ſtake 
1 would be trebled twenty times my lelfe, downe. b | 
Athouſand times more faire,ten thouſand times But who comes heere? Lorenzo and his Infidell? 
More rich,that co ſtand hizhin your account, W hat and my old Venctian friend Salerte? ; 
I mighr in vertues,beauries,livings,friends, 
Exceed account:but the full ſumme of me Enter Lorenzo,leſſica, and Salerio. 
Is ſum of nothing:which to terme 1a grolle, | | 
Isan vnleſſoned girle, vnſchoul'd,vnpractiz'd; Baſ. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither, | 
Happy inthis,ſhe is got yet ſo old = If that the youth of my new intereſt heere | 
But ſhe maylearne: happier then in this Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave | 
Shee is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learnez I bid my very friends and Countrimen 
Happieſt of all,is that her gentle ſpirit Sweet Portia welcome. 
| Commits it ſelfe to yours to be directed, | Por. So do I my Lordithey are intitely welcome. | 
As from her Lord,her Governour, her King- Lor.I thanke your honor;for my part my Lord, 1 
{ My ſelfe,and what is mine,to you and yours My purpoſe was not to have ſeene you heere, i 
Is now converted. But now I was the Lord Burt mecring with Saterio by the way, | | 
Of this faire manſion,maiſter of my ſervants; He did intreate mee paſt all ſaying nay 
Queeneore my ſclfe: andeven now,but now- Tocome with him along. | 
This houſe, theſe ſervants, and this ſame my ſelfe al. [did my Lord, | | 
Are yours,my Lord, I give them with this ring, And have reaſon for it, Signior eAnthonto 
Which when you part from, looſe,or give away,  Commends him to you. 
Let itpreſage the ruine of your love, | Baſ. Ere I ope his Letrer 
{ Andbe my vantage to exclaime on you- I pray youtell me how my good friend doth: I 
| Zz2f. Maddam,you have bereft me of all words; | Sal. Not ſicke my Lord,vnleſſe it be in minde, 
1] Onely my bloud ſpeakes to you in my veines, Nor well, vnleſſe in minde:his Letter there 
1 And there is ſuch confuſion in my powers, Will ſhew you his eſtate; 
| As after ſome oration faircly ſpoke 
By a beloved Prince,there doth appeare | Opens the Letter: | 
Among the buzzing pleaſed muititude, Gra. Nerriſſa, cheere youd ſtranger,bid her welcomes. 
| Where every ſomething being blent together, Your hand Salerio;what's the newes from Venice? 
1] Turnes to a wilde of nothing,fave of joy How doth that royall Merchant good eAnthows; 
| Expreſt, and not expreſt:but whenthis ring I know he will be glad of our ſucceſle, 
{ Parts from this finger,then parts life from hence; We are the [aſozs,we have won the flecce. 
O then be bold to ſay Beſſario's dead. Sal. I would yon had won the fleece that he hath loſt. | 
Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time Por. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in yond ſame | 
That have ſtood by and ſ{ecne our wiſhes proſper, Paper, | 
| To cry good joy,g00d joy my Lord and Lady. That iteales the colour from Baſſianos checke, 
Gra, My Lord Baſſanw, and my gentle Lady, Some deere friend dcad, cl{c nothing in the world 
I wiſh youall the joy that you can wiſh; Could turne fo much the conſtitution 
For I am ſure you can wiſh none from me; Ofany conſtant man. W hat,worſe and worſe? | 
And when your Honours meane to {folemnize With leave Baſſanmol am halfe your ſclfe, | 
The bargaine of your faith:I do beſeech you Ang mult freely have the halfe of any thing | 
Even at that time I may be married teo. T hat this ſame paper brings you. p 
Baſ. With all my heart,ſo thou canſt get a wife. '| Baſe. O fiveet Portia, | 
Gra. I thanke your Lordſhip,you baue got me one- Heere are a few of the vnpleaſant'it words 
My eyes my Lord can looke as ſwift as yours: That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady | 
You ſaw the miſtres,I beheld the maid: When I did firſt impart my love to you, | 
You lov'd,I lov'd for intermiſſion, __ I freely told you all the wealth I had 5 
No more pertaines tome my Lord than you; Ran in my veines:: I was a Gentleman, 
Yeur fortune ſtoed upon the ca3kets there, And then1 told you true:and yet deere Lady, 
Andſodid mine too, as the matter. falls: Rating my ſelfe at nothing, you ſhall ſee | 
For wooing heete yntill I ſwet againe, How much 1 wasa Braggart,when I told you 
9 | And fiwearing till my very rough was dry My ſtate was nothing, I ſhould then have told you 
Fl With oathes of love,at laſt,ifpromiſc laſt, | That1 was worſe than nothing: for indeede | 
: T got a promulc ofthis faire one heere = I have ingag'd my ſelfe toa deere friend, | 
" | To have her love: provided that your fortune  , Ingag'd my friend to his meere enemy 
; Archicy*d her miſtreſſe. r=: 4) efiI21 To:teede my mcanes: Heere isa Letter Lady, 
i Por. Is thistrue Nerriſſa, ENS = The paper as the body of my friend, | 
M. | Ner- Madam itis {o,ſo you ſtagd pleas'd withall,. And every word in ita gaping wound | 
"1 | #47 And do you Gratiazo meane good faith?. . | Iſſuing lifeblood. But is it true Salerie, | 
$ *'+ WL : ; Harh. 
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erchant of Vemce. 


Hath all his ventures faild1what not one hit! 
From Tripolis,from Mexicoand England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary ,and India, 
And not one veſſell (cape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? 
Sel. Not one my Lord. | 
Beſides,it ſhould appeare, that if he had 
The preſent money to diſcharge the Iews 
He would not take it:never did I know 
| A creature that did beare the ſhape of man 
So keene and greedy to confound a man. 
He plyes the Duke at morning and at might, 
And oth impeach the treedome of the itate 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himſelte, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateſt port have all perſwaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envyons plea 
Of forfeiture,of juſtice,and his bond. 
Tef. When I was with him,TI have heard him ſweare 
To Twxball and to (has, his Countri-men, 
That he would rather have Anthonio's fleſh, 
Then twenty times the value of the ſumme 
That he did owe him:and I know my Lord, 
If law, authority, and power deny not, 
It will go hard with poore Antherso. 
Por. Is it your deere friend: that is thus in trouble? 
Baſ. The deereſt friend to me,the kindeſt man, 
The beſt condition'd,and vnwearied ſpirit 
In doing curtefies :and one in whom 
The ancient Romane honour more appeares 
Then any that drawes breath in Italy. 
Por. What ſumme owes he the Iew? 
Baſ, For me three thouſand ducats, 
Por. What, no more? 
Pay him fixethouſand,and deface the bond: 
Double fixe thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this deſcription : 
-Shall loſe a haire through my Baſſanio's fault. - 
Firſt go with meto Church, and call me wife »- 
- Andthenaway to Venice to your friend: 
For never ſhall you lic by Porr4as ſide 
Withan vnquiet ſoule. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it is payd,bring your true friend along, 
My maid Nerr5ſſa, and my ſelfe meane time 
Will live as maids and widdowes;come away, 
For you ſhall hence upon your wedding day: 
Bid your friends welcome,ſhow a merry cheere, 
Since you are deere bought, I will love you decre. 
But let me heare theletter of your friend. 


a 
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Sweet Baſſanio , wy tips have all miſcarried,my Credi- 
tors grow crwell,ry eſtate is very low, my bod tothe lewis for- 
feit,and ſince in paying it,it is 1mpoſſible 1 fhonld trve,all debts 
are cleerd betweene you and 1 , if I might ſee you at my death: 
notwithiT anding,mſe your pleaſare, if your lone ds not perſwade 


you to come,let not my letter. 


Poxy. O love!diſpatch all buſines and be gone. 
Baſ. Since I have your good leave to goaway, 
I will make haſt; but till 1 come againe, 
No bed ſhall erebe guilty of my ſtay, 
Nor reſt be interpoſer twixt us twaine. 
| Enter the Iew,and Solanio, and Authonio, _ . 
and the Taylor. 
ew. Taylor,looketo him, tell not me of mercy, .-:. . 


— 
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{ le not be made a ſoft and dull-ey'd foole, 


| To ſce mepay his debt, and then I carenot-. 


That ever kept with men. | 
Ant. Let himalone, ] 


Lorenzo I commirinto your hands, 


This isthe foole that lends out money grates- 
Iaylor, looke to him. 
eAnt. Heare meycet good Shylok, 


Jew. Ile have my bond, ſpeake not againſt my bond, | 


I have ſworne an oath that I will have my bond: 

Thou call'dſt me dog before thou hadft a cauſe, 

But ſince I am adog, beware my phangs, 

The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice: I do wonder 

Thou naughty Iaylor,that thou art ſo fond 

To come abroad with him at his requeſt. 
Ant. I pray thee heare me ſpeake. bs 
lew, Ile have my bond,TI will not hearethee ſpeake, 

Ile have my bond, and therefere ſpeake nomore. 


To ſhake the head,relent,and ſigh, and yeeld 

ToChriſtian intercefſors: follow not, 

Ile have no ſpeaking,I will have my bond. 
Se. It is the moſt impenetrable curre 


E xit ew, 


He follow him no more with bootlefle prayers: 
He ſcekes my life, his reaſon well I know; 

I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures *'* 

Many that have at times made mone tome, 


Therefore he hates me. | 


Sol. Tam ſure the Duke will never grant this forfe; 
ture to hold. "= 
An, The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law; 


For the commodity that ſtrangers have 
Withus in Veaice,if it be denicd, 

Will much impeach the juſtice of the State, 
Since that the rrade and profit of the citty 
Conſfiſteth of all Nations. Therefore go, | 
Theſe greefes and lofles have ſobated mee; | 
That I ſhall hardly ſparea poundof fleſh | 
To morrow,to my bloudy Creditor. 
Well Iaylor,on, pray God Baſſanio come 


Ext 


Enter Portia, Nerriſſa, Lorenz0,lefſica, and a man of Y 
Porizas. | 


Lor. Madam, although 1 ſpeake it in you preſence, ' 

You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity, which appeares moſt ſtrongly 
In bearing thus the abſence of your Lord. 
But if you knew ts whom you ſhewthis honour, 
How truea Gentleman you ſend releefe, 
How deerea lover of my Lord your husband, 
I know you would be prouder of the worke 
Then cuſtomary bounty canenforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor ſhall not now :for in companions 
That do converſe and waſte the time together, 
W hoſe ſoulesdo bearc an egal yoke of love, 
There muſt be needs a like proportion 
Of lyniaments,of manners and of ſpirit, 
Which makes methinke that this .4>thowio 
Being the boſome lover of my Lord, 
Muſt needs be like my Lord. If it be ſo, arl 
How little is the coft I have beſtowed ___ 
In purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoule,  _—_. 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty. : 
This comes too neere the praiſing of my ſelfe, 
Therefore no more of it:heere other things 


OY 
_<" 8. 


—— + 


of > _ _ e313 % HH Sow co a nd fd a. No EE = 


MF > <= My wg 


The «Merchant of Venice. - 177 f 


E- 


The husbandry and mannage of my houſe, ' * | therareto be laidawponithe chuldreiyrhatctore Lpromile | 
Ver my Lords rai mine owne part . | you,[ feare you, Ewasabyaics plaine-with.yau., aid ſo 
I have toward heaven breath'd a ſecret vow, | nowl fpeake my agitation of thematter:therefore be: of 
To livein prayer and contemplation, good cheere,for tcarly lithinke youare damur'd , thereis || 
Onely attended by Nerriſſaheere, -. | but one hope init that.can do yourany good, andehatis | 
| Vntill her husband and myiLords returne: 1+ | butakinde of baſtard hope neither.) +1 4 be? þ 
There is a monaſtery too miles off, _ ; Jef. And whar hope isthatE pray thee? [ 100512] I 
And there we will abide. do cefire you * | Czoms:Marry you maypartly hope that your father got | 
] Not to denie thjs impoſition, | you not,chat you arc notithe ewes danghterc/'; nb |þ 
The which my love and ſome neceſlity . .* | 4ef. Thatwereailtindeof baſtard-hope indeed; ſothe, | 
Now layes upon yOUs | ſins of my morher. ſhoatdbe vifited upon Mes: : "3 jTLH1F = 
Lor. Madame, with ail my heart, _ :'. | Claw. Truly then I feare you are damned both by fa- | 
/ I ſhall obey you in all faire commands. ther and mother , thus when TI than Sela your father, I | 
Por, My pcople doalready know my/minde, +. fall into Charibdis your mpther ; well;you are gone both | 
And will acknowledge you and /efſica:. +: '. 4 WAaICS. 1370-09! viaeY!s 1..0er MN Þ 
In place of Lord Beſſa»w and my {eife.: <1 lb ſhall be ſav*d by my: husband;he hath mademe a |. 
| So fare you well tiil we ſhall meete againe. Chriſtian, 4 iolitteg ov lift 317 237 v1 Ont 
Lor. Faire thoughts & happy houres attend on you; (ow. Truly the more to blame /he;;' we were Chriſti- |: 


{eſ. I wiſh your Ladiſhip all hearts content. | ans enow betore, e'neas many ascould-welt liverbne by. | 
Por. I thanke you for your wiſh,and am well pleasd | another:this making of Chrittians will raiſethe priceof | 


"To wiſh it backe on you: faryouwell /efſies. —Exeums | Hogs, if we? grow all to be porke-carers',' weeſhalfSnot | 
Now Balthazar,as1 have ever found thee honeſt true, ſhortly have a raſher on the coales for money. 

'Solet me finde thee ſtill:rake this fame letter, | 
And uſ: thou all the indeavor of a man, . | © Enter Lorrenzo. | 
In ſpeed to Mantua,ſee thou render this | BY. 5 x9) 

Into my coſins hand, Dotor Bellerio, | lef. Ile tell my husband Lavcelet what you ſay, heere he | 
And looke what notes and garments he doth give thee, | comes. & | — _ 
Bring them I pray thee with imagin'd ſpeed Lor.I ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly L anceler,if you 
Vnto the Trane, to the common. Ferric thus get my wife4ntocorners?* * | OE | 
| Whichtradcs to V enice;waſt no time in words, {ef. Nay, you need not feare us Lorenzo, Lancelet and | 
| Butget hee gone, 1-ſhall be there before thee. T are out, he tells me flatly ghere is no mercy for me in | 
Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient ſpeed. | | heaven,becaule Iama Iewesdaughter:and hee fajesyou | 
Po. Come on Nerriſſa, I have worke in hand -  areno good member.of the commonwealth, forin con- þ 
That you yet know nor of;wee'll ſee our husbands verting Tewes to Chriſtians, yotiraiſe the price vbPork. | 
Bafore they thinke of us? Lor. 1 ſhall anſyere that better tothe Commonwealth 
Ner. Shal they ſee us? than you can the getting up. of the Negroes belly : the | 
Por. They ſhall Nerrsſa : but in ſuch a habit, Mooce1s with childe by you Lawneetet. © 
That they ſhall thinke we are accompliſhed | Cow. It is much that the Moore ſhould be more then } 
With that we lacke; llc hold thee any wager reaſon:but if ſhe beleſſe then an honeſt woman, the is in» | 
When we are both accoutered like yong men, deed more then I tooke her for. fy = 
Ile prove the pretticr fellow of the two, Lor. How every foole can play upon the word;Frhink 
An d weare my dagger with the braver grace, j the beſt grace of witte will ſhortly rurne into filence,and 
And ſpeakebetweene the change of man and boy, diſcourſe grow commendable in none.onely but Parrats: 
With a reede voyce,and turne rwo minſiug ſteps g0 in irra,bid them prepare tor dinner? 
Into a manly ſtride;and ſpeake of frayes Cow. That is done fir, they have all ſtomacks? 

 Likea fine bragging youth:and tell quaint lyes Lor. Goodly Lord, what a witte-ſnapper are-you,then 

| How honourable Ladies ſought my love, bid them prepare dinner, OE 

| Which 1 denying,they fell ficke and died: ' Cow. That is done too fir, onely cover is the word. 

I could not do withall:then Lle repent, Lor. Will you cover than fir? | 
AnG wiſh for all that,that I had not kil'd them; Clow. Not ſo fir neither, | know my duty. 
And twenty of theſe puny lies lle tell Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion , wilt thou 
That men ſhall weare I have difcontinued ſchoole | ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant ; I pray 
Abovea twelve moneth:I have within my minde thee vnderftand a plaine man 1n his plaine meaning : goe | 
A thouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging lacks, to thy fcllowes , bid them cover the table , ſerve inthe 
Whichl1 willpratiſe, -- [ meat, and we will come into dinner. 
Ner., Why >, ſhall wee tune to men? 'S. { tow. For the table fir, it (hall bg ſerv'd i; for the meat 
Per, Fie, what a queſtions that, fir,it ſhall be covered, for your comming in todinner fir, 
If thou wert nere a lewd interpreter? . why letit beas humors andconceits ſhall governes 
But come, lie tell thee all my whole device | Ex (towne. 

When I am in my coach, which ſtayes for us Loy. O deare diſcretion, how his words are ſuted, 

At the Parke gate; and therefore haſte away, The foole hath planced in his memory | 


For we muſt meaſure twenty miles to day» Exvepnt. | An Army of good words, and I do know 
A many fooles that ftand in better place, [ 
Enter Clowne and leſſica. Garniſht like him, that for a trickſie word 

| . .__.._ | Detie the matter: how cheer'ſt thou /eſ/ics, 
_ Clown, Yes truly ; for looke: you,the ſinnes of the Fa. | And now good-ſweet ſay thy opinion, 


CL 


Now | 


| 


de... hh. 
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| Forgive a moyty of the principall, 
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| | ''Hoyedoſt thou like the Lord Beſſiene's wike: -- 


Tef:Paſt all expreſſing.it 1s very meete 


| The Lord Feſſ5ario livean upright life 
For having ſuch a bleſſing in hisLady, 


He:findes the joyes of heaven heere on earth, 
And it on earth he do not meane 1t,it 
Is reaſon he ſhould never come to heaven? 


Why, if two gods ſhould play ſome heavenly match, 
| And on the wager lay two earthly women, 


And Fortie one:there mult be R_Y elſe 
Paund with the other,for the poore rude world 
Hath nother fellow. | 

Lo. Even ſuch a husband 


| Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a wife. 


Tef. Nay, but aske my opinion too of that? 
Zor. I will anone, firſt let\us go todinner? 
Jef. Nay, let me praiſe you whileT have a ſtomacke? 
Lor.)No pray thee, let it ſerue for table talke, | 

Then how ſom ere thou ſpeakit 'mong other things, 

I ſhalldigeſt it? 


| {Well lleſct you forth. Exenn. 


eAfus Quartus. 


DE — 


Enter the Duke,the Megnificees, Authonio,Baſſavie, 
and Gratiano 


. Duke. What, is eAnthonts heere? 


[ : Am. OT your grace? 


Ds. I am ſorry tor thee,thou art come to anſwere 


| A ſtony adverſary, an inhumane wretch, 


Vncapable of pitty,voyd, and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 


 Ant« Thave heard 


Your grace hath tane great paines toqualific 

His rigorous courſe: but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 

And that no lawfull meanes can carry me 

Out of his envies reach,I do oppoſe 

My | =— ms to his fury,and am arm'd 

Toſuffer with aquiectnefle of ſpirit, 

The very tiranny and rage of his. 
Ds. Go oneand call the Iew into-the Court. 
$4, He is ready at the dooreghe comes my Lord. 


| Ds. Make roome,andlet him ſtand before our face. 
Sbylcke,the world thinkes, and I thinke ſo too 

That thou but leadſt this faſhion of thy mallice 

To the laſt houre of act, and then *tis thought 

Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remerſe more ſtrange, 
Than is thy ſtrange apparant cruelty, 

And where thou now gxa&t'it the penalty, 

W hich is'a poundof this poore Merchants fleſh, 
Thou wilt not onely looſe the forfeiture, | 

Bur touch'd with humane gentleneſſeand love, 


Glancing an eic of pitty on his lofles . 
That have of ;ate ſo hudled on his backe, 
Enow to preſſea royall Merchant downe; 
And piucke commiſeration of his ſtate 


| From braſſie boſomes,and rough hearts of flint, 


From ſtubborne Turkes and Tarters never traind 


| 


| 


| Were in ſixe parts, andevery part a Ducate, =! [> 


— —— 


To ojices of tender curteſic, | 'XÞ 

Weall expect agentle anſwer Tew? Gt 7 Þ 
ew. I have poſleit your grace of what I purpoſey |. 

And by our holy Sabbath have 1 ſworne vt 

To have the duc and forteit ofmy bond. One: | 

If you deny itt the danger light 2 

' Vpon your Charter,and your Cities freedotne, 

You'l aske me why I rather chooſe to have 47k 

A weight of carrion fleſh, then to receiye *F1 

Threethouſand Ducats ? Ile not anſwer that: Wo 

But ſay it is my humor ; Is it anſwered? WA 

W hat if my houſe be troubled with a Rat, i 

And I be pleas'd to give ten thouſand Ducates 

To have it bain'd? W hat,are youanſwer'd yet? 

Some men therearelove not a gaping Pigge: 

Some that are madde,if they behold a Cat: 

And others, when the bag-pipe ſings i'th noſe, 

Cannot containe-their Vrine for affection. 

Maiſters of paſſion ſwayes it to the moode 

- Of what it tikes or loaths,now for your anſwer: 

As there is nv firme reaſon to be rendred 

Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge? 

W hy he a harmleſſe ay Cat? 

Why he a woollen bag-pipe:but of force 

Muſt yeeld to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 

As to offend himſelfe being offended: 

Socan I give noreaſon, nor I will not,* 

More then a lol hate, and a certaine loathing 

I beare Amiborn,that Ifolloiw thus 

A looſing ſuite againſt him?Are you anſwered? 

Baf. This is no anſwer thou vnfeeling man, 

To excuſe the currant of thy cruelty. | 
Jew. I am not bound to pleaſe/thee with my anſwer; 
Baſ. Do all men kil the thing they do not love? ©: 

Jew. Hates any man the thing he would not kill 


Zaſ. Every oftenceis nota hateat firſt. - | E 
few. What wouldft thou have a Serpent ſting thy] . 
ew1ice? h 1} T 
e-1n. I pray you thinke you queſtion with the Iews | J 
You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, | C 
| And bid the maine floed bate his vſuall height, ': 
Or evenas well vie queſtion withthe Wolf, | | 
The Ewe bleate for the Lambe : when you behold, | ;. 
You may as well forbid the Mountaine Pines | £ 
To wagge their high tops,and tomake nonoiſc q 
When they are fretted with the guſts of heaven: | oy 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, ” OY 
As ſeeketo ſoften that,than which what harder? | To 
His Iewiſh heart. ThereforeI do beſeech you _ 
Make no more offers,vſe no farther mcanes, | It 
But with all briefe and plaine conveniency W 


Let me have judgement, and the Tew his will | 
Baſ. For thy three thouſand Ducates heere is fix |WW 7, 
ew. If every Ducat infixe thouſand Ducates = 


I would not draw them, I would have my bond? | 
Dx. How ſhalt thou hope for mercy,rendring now? 
ew. What judgement ſhall I dread doing no wronf| 

You haveamong you many a purchaſt fhaue, 0 Y 

W hich like you Aﬀes,and your Dogs and Mulcs, 

You vie inabje& and inſlaviſh part, 

Becauſe your bought them. Shall I ſay to you, 

Let them be free,marry them to your heires? 

Why ſweate they under burthens?Let their beds 

Be made as ſoft as yours: and let their pallats 


Be ſcaſon'd with ſuch Viands ; you will anſwer 
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The flaves are ours. So do anſwer you. 
The pound of fleſh which I demand of him- 
Is deerely bought, 'tis mine,and T will have 1t 
If you deay me; he upon your Law, _ 
There isno force in thedecrees of Venige; 
1 ſtand for judgement,anſwer,Shall I have ut? 
' Ds. Vpon my power 1 may diſmiſſe this Court; 
Vnlefle Bellarioa learned Doctor, _ | 
Whom I have {ent for to determine thus, 
| Come hcere to day. : 
| $4, My Lord,heere ſtayes without 
| A Meſſenger with Letters from the DoQtor, 
New come from Padua. 
Ds. Bring us the Letters, Call the Meſſengers: 
Baſ. Good. cheere Azthonio. W hat man , corage yet: 
The Iew ſhall have my fleſh, blood,bones;and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt looſe for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. 1 am a tainted Weather of the flocke, 
Meeteſt for death, the weakeſt kinde of fruite 
Drops carlielt to the ground, ſo let me; 
You cannot better be employ'd Baſſaro, 
' Then to live (till, and write mine Epitaph. 


| Enter N erriſſe. 
D#.Came you from Padua trom Bellario? 
Ner. krom both. 
My Lord Bellario greets your Grace. : 
Baſ: Why doſt thou whet thy knife ſo carneſtly? 
Jew. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrout there. 
Gra. Not on thy toale : but on thy ſoule harſh lew 
Thou mak'ſt thy knife keene : but no metrall can, 
No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the kecpneſſe 
Of thy ſharpe enuy. Can no prayers piercethee? 
kw, No,none that thouhoaſt wit enough to make. 
Gra. O be thoudamn'd,inexecrable dogge, 
And for thy life ler juſtice beaccus'd: _ 
Than almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my faith; 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That ſoules of animals infuie themſelves . 
Into the trunkes of men. Thy curtiſh ſpirit _ 
Govyern'd a Wolfe, who hang'd for humane ſlaughter, 
Even from the galiowes did his fell toule fleet; 
And whil'ſt thoa layeſt in thy unhallowed dam, 
Infus'd it ſelfe in thee : For thy deſires 
Are Wolviſh,bloody, terv*d,and ravenous. 
lew. Till thou canit raile the ſcale from off my bond 
Thou but offend'it thy Lungs to ſpeale ſoloud: 
Repaire thy wit good youth,or it wall fall 
To endleſſe ruine. I ftand hcere for Law. 
Da, This Letter from Bellariodoth commend 
A yong and Lrcarned Doctor in our Court; 
Where is he? 
 Ner.Heattendeth heere hard by 
To know your an{wer,wherher you'l admit him- 
Ds. With all my heart. Somethree or four of you 
Go give him curteous condudt to this place, 
Meane time the Court ſhall heare Bellarives Letter. 


— ——  ——_——_— 


Onr Grace ſpall underſtand, that at the receite of your Let- 

ter | am very ſick © but in the inſtant that your meſſenger 
tame, 3n loving viſitation , was with me a young Dottor of 
Rome , his name is Balthafar : [ acqueiited him with the cauſe 
im Controverſie , betweene the Iew and Anthonio the Mer - 
chat; We turn'dore many Bookes together ; bee is furniſhed 
with my optmion which bettred with his owne learning thi great- 


[1 
{ 
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I 
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ſe whereof [ cannot enough commend, comes with him at my 


importuvety, to fil 1p Jour Graces requeſt in my flead. 1 beſeech 
you , let his lacks of years be no impediment to let him lacke ' 8 


reverend eftimazos; for 1 never kaewe ſo youg 4 boay with fo | 


old a bcad. I leave bim to your gracious acceptance whoſe trial 
ſhall better publiſh his commendation, 


| Emer Portia for Batt hazar. 


Du. You heare the learn'd Bellario what he writes, 
And heere( I take it)is the Doctor come. 
Give me your hand : Came you from old Belario? 
Por. 1 did my Lotd. 
D#. You are welcome:take your place; 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the Court. 
For. lamenformed throughly of the cauſe. 
Which 1s the Merchant heere?and which the Iew? 
Ds. Anthonio and old Shylocke,both ſtand forth. 
Por. Is your name Shy/ocke. 
ew. Shylocke is my name. | | 
Por. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſate you follow, 
Yet inſuch rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugne youas you de proceed. 
You ſtand within his danger,do you not? 
e-? nt. I, ſo he fayes. _ 
Po. Doyou contfeile the bond? 
An. I do. 5 | 
Por. Then muſt the Tew be mercifull. OR. 
ew. On what compulſiun mult I ? Tell me that. 
Por. Thequality of mercy is not ſtrain'd, 


It droppeth as the gentle raine from heaven þ 


Vpon the place beneath. It is twice bleſt, 


Ir blefleth him that gives,and him that takes, | | 


'Tis mightielt in the mightieſt, it becomes 

The throned Monarch berrer then his Crowne. 
His Scepter ſhewes the force of temporall power, 
The attribute toawe and Majelty, 

W herein doth fitthe dread and feare of Kings: 

But mercy is aboue this ſceptred ſway, 

It i1scnthroned inthe hearts of Kings, 

It is an attribute to God himſelfe; 7 

And earthly power doth then ſhew likeft God 
When mercy ſeaſons Iuſtice. Therefore lew; 
Though luſtice be thy plea, conſider this, 

That in the courſe of Iuſtice, none of us 

Should fee {alvation:we do pray for mercy, 

And rhat ſame prayer,doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. 1 haye ſpoke thus much 

To mittigate the juſtice of thy plea: | 
Which if thou follo:y, this ſtrit courſe of Venice. 
Muſt needes give ſentence gainſt the Merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head,I crave the Law, 
The penalty and forfeite of my bond. 

Por. Is henotable to diſcharge the money? 

Baſe Yes,heere I tender it for hin in the Court, 
Yea,twice the ſummezif that will not ſuiice, | 
I will bebound to pay it tentimes ore, 

On forfeit of my hands,my head,my heart: 
Ifthis will not ſwhceir muſt appeare ek. 
That malice bcares downe truth. And I beſeech you | 
Wreit once the Law to your authority. . | 
Toda a great right, doa little wrong. 
And cure this ccuell divell of his will. - BO 
- For. It muſt notbegthere is no power in Venice 
Can altera decree eſtabliſhed: 
"Twill be recorded for a Preſident, 
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And many an error by the ſame example; 
Will ruſh into the ſtate:It cannot be. | 
© Jew. A Daniel come to judgement,yea a Dane!. 
O wiſe young Iudge, how do I honour thee. 
Por. I pray you let melookeupon the bond. 
Iew. Heere *tis moſt reverend Door, heere 1t is. 
Por. Shylocke, there's thrice thy mony offered thee. 
Sby. Ar oath,an oath, I have an vath in heaven: 
Shall Ilay perjury upon my ſoule? . 
No not for Venice. 
Por. W hy this bond is forfeit, _ 
And lawfuily by this the lew may claime 
A pound of fleſh, tobe by him cur off 
Neereſt the Merchants heart ; be mercifull, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me tcare the bond. 
Tew. When it is paid according to the tenure. 
Tt doth'appeare you are a worthy Iudge: 
1] Youknow the Law, your expoſition 
Hath beene moſt ſound. I charge you by the Law, 
W hereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proccede to judgement : By my ſoule I ſweare, 
There is nopower in the tongue of man 
Toalter me:I ſtay heere on my bond. 
en. Moſt heartily I do beſcech the Court 
To givethe judgement. 
Por. Why then thus it is: : 
You muft prepare your boſome for his knife. 
ew. O noble Iudge, O excellent yong man. 
Por. For the intent and purpoſe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
| Which heere appeareth dueupon the bond. 
Iew.” Tis very true:O wile and upright ludge, 
How much moreelder artthou then thy lookes? 
Por. Therefore lay bare your boſome. 
Tew. I, his breſt, 
| Soſayes the bond, doth it not noble Tudge? 
Neereſt his heart, thoſe are the very words. 
| Por. It is {0 : Are thereballance heere to weigh the 
fleſh? | 
few. I have them ready. 
Por. Have by ſome Surgeon Shylock on your charge 
To ſtop his wounds, leaſt he ſhould bleede to death. 
Tew. Itis not nominated in the bond? | 
Por. It is not ſo expreſt:but what of that?, 
*Twere good youdo fo much for charity. 
Tew. 1 cannot finde it, 'tis not in the bond. 
Por. Come Merchant, have youany thing to ſay? 
eFnt. But litle : I amarm'cd and well prepar 
Give me your hand Baſrs, fare you well. 
Greevenot that I am falne to this for you: 
For heercin fortune ſhewes her ſelte more kinde 
Then is his cuſtome. It is {till her uſe 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty. From which lingring penance 
Of ſuch a miſery, doth ſhe cut me off: : 
Commend me to your honourable Wife, 
Tell her the proceſle of efnthoxo's end; 
Say how I lov'd you ; ſpeake me faire in death; 
And when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Baſſano had not oncea Love; 
Repent not you that you ſhall looſe your friend, 
And he repents not that he payes your debt, 
For if the Iew do cut but deepeenough, 
Ne pay it inſtantly, withall my heart. 
| . Baſ. Anthenio,lam marriedtoa wife, 
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Which isas deereto me as life itſelfe, 
But life ic ſelfe, my wife and all the world, 
Are not with me eiteem'd above thy life- 
I would looſe all; I ſacrifice them all 4 
Heere to this devill , to deliver you. - * 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for this! 
If ſhe were by to heare you make the offer. (42 
Gro. I have awife whom I proteſt I love, 

I would ſhe were in heaven,ſo ſhe could 
Intreat ſome power to change this curriſh Tew- 
Ner.”Tis well you offer it behinde her backe, 
The wiſh would imake elſe an ynquiet houſe. (te 

ſew. Theſe be the Chriſtian husbands:1 have ada 
Would any of the ſtockeof Barrabas . ; 
Had beene her husband,rather thena Chriſtian. 
We trifle time, I pray theepurſue ſentence. Di 
Por. A pound of that ſame merchants fleſh is thine,” 
The Court awards it;und the lay doth give it. 1 
{ew. Moſt rightfull Indge. - 7 bl 
Por. And you muſt cut this fleſh from off his breaſt *? 
The Law altowes it, and the Court awards it, 
lew. Moſt learned Indge,aſentence, come prepare, ' 
ter. Tarry alittle, there is ſomething clſe, | 


: 
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This bond doth give thee heere no jot of bloud, i 
The words expreflly are a pound of fleſh: = 
Then take thy bond,take thou thy pound of fleſh, ] 
But 1n the cutting it;if thou doſt ſhed Y KK 
One drop of Chriftian bloud,thy lands and goods 
Ate by the Lawes of Venice confiſcate | 
Vntothe ſtate of Venice. Y 
Gra. O upright Iudge, 1 
Marke Iew, O learned Iudge. Y 
Shy. Is that the law? 
Por. Thy ſelfe ſhalt (ee the At: 
For as thou urgeſt juſtice, beafſur'd 
Thou ſhalt have juſtice more then thou defireſt. T 
Gra. Olearned Indge,marke Iew,a learned Iudge; Wi 7 
Tew. I take this offer then,pay the bond thrice, TI 
And let the Chriſtian go. $ ki 
Baſ. Heere 1s the mony. | . 
Fer. Soft,the lew ſhall have all juſtice,ſoft,no haſk: A. 
He ſhall have nothing but the penalty. 3 Th 
Gra, O Iew, an upright ludge,a learned Indge. // H 
Por. T herefore prepare thee tocut off the fleſh, * bh, 
Shed thou no bloud,nor cutthou lefle nor more 7 
But juſt a pound of fleſh : if thou taK*ft more The 
Or leſſe thena juſt pound,be it ſo much P 
As makes itlight or heavy in the ſubſtance, S] 
Or the deviſion of the twentieth part 7 
Ofone poore ſcruple, nay if the {cale do turne $1 
But inthe eſtimation of a hayre, "Hani 
Thou dieſt,and all thy goods are confiſcate, And 
Gra, A ſecond Danie!, a Daniel lew, D: 
Now infidell I have thee on the hip. Bf 0 
Por. Why doth the Iew paulſe,take thy forfeiture | Had 
Shy. Give me my principall,andlet me go. "8 fob 
Baſ: I have it ready for thee, heere it is. D, 
For. He hath refus'd it in the open Court, Pop 
He ſhall have meerly juſtice and his bond. %aky 
Gra. A Dane! {till ſay I, a ſecond Daniel, And ; 
I thanke thee lew for teaching me thatword. 


Shy. Shall I not have barely my principall? i 
Por, Thou ſhalt have nothing but the forterture, * 
Tobe taken ſoat thy perill Iew. - *- 
Shy. Why then the Nevill give him good of it; _ | 
The ſtay nolonger queſtion. Ce : 
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| Por. Tarry Jew, 
'The Law hath yct another hold en you. 
\ Itis cnadted in the Lawes of Venice, 
If itbe proved againſt an Alien, - 
| That by dire, or indireftatrempts 
| He ſeeke the life of any Citizen, : 
The party 'gainſt the which he doth contrive, 
Shall ſeaze one halfe his goods,the other halfe 
' Comes to the privy coffer of the State, 
' And the offenders life lyes inthe mercy 
Of the Duke onely, *gainſt all orher voycee 
In which predicament | ſay thou ſtandlt: 
For itappeares by manifeſt proceeding, 
' That indirectly, and directly too 
Thou had contriv'd againſt the very life . 
| Ofthe defendant : and chou haſt incur'd 
| The danger formerly by me rehearſt. 
Downe therctore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 
Gra. Begthat thou malt bave leave ro hang thy ſelf, 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, 
Thoa haſt not 1kftthe value of a cord, 
Thereforethou maſt be bang'd atthe ſtatescharge . 
Duk, That thou ſhalr ſee the difference of our ſpirit, 
I pardonthce thy life before thou aske it : 
For halfe thy wealth, it is Anthonio's, 
The other balfe comes tothe generall ſtate, 
Which humbleneſſe may drive untoa fine, 
Por. I for the (tate, not for «1nthovio. 
Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that, 
Youtake my houſe, when you doe take the prop 
That doth ſuſtaine my houle : youtake wy lite 
When you doe take the meanes whereby 1 live. 
Por. What mercy can yourender him Anthome? 
Gra, A halter Gratis, nothing elſe for Gods ſake. 
Ant. So pleaſe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 
Toquite the fine for one halte of his goods, 
Iamcontent : fo he will let me have 
The other halfe in uſe, to render it 
Vpon his death, un:othe Gentleman 
Thatlately ſtole his daughter. 
Two things provided more, that for this favour 
He preſentiy become a Chriitian : 
The other, that he doe record a gift 
Heere1n the Court of all he dyes poſlet 
Vnto his-ſonne Lorenzo, and his daughter. 
Dk. He ſhall doe this, or elſe I doe recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced heere. 
Por, Art thou contented Tew 2 what doſt thou ſay ? 
Shy. 1 am content, 
Por. Clarke, draw a deed of gift. 
Shy. I pray yougive me leave to goe from hence, 
I am nor well, ſend the deed afier me, 
And 1 will ſfigneit. 
Dank, Get thee gone, but doe it. 
_ Gra, In chriſtning thou ſhalt have twogodfathers, 
Had I beene judge, thou ſhouldit have had tenmore, 
Tobring thee to the gallowes, notto the font. Exit. 
Dak, Sir intreat you with me home ro dinner. 
Por. I humbly doe deſire your Grace of pardon, 
Imuſt away this night toward Padua, 
And ir.is meete Þ preſently fer forth; 
Duk. T am ſorry that your leyſureſerves younot : 
Arthomio greatifie this gentleman, 
Forin my mind, you arc much bound to him. 
| Exit Duke avd hu traine. 
Baf.Moſt worthy gentleman, I and my freind 


Have by your wiſedome beene this'day acquitted 

Of greeyous penalties, in Jicu whereof, 

Three thouſand Ducats due untothe lew 

We freely cope your curtcous paines withall, 
e-LFut. And (tand indebted over and above 

In love and ſervice to you evermore. 

Por. He is well paid that is well fatisfied, 
And I delivering you, am ſatisfied, 

And therein doe account my ſelfe well paid, 
My mind was never yet more mercinary. 
Ipray you know me when we meete againe, 
I wiſh you well, and fo | take my leave. 

Bf]. Deare ſir, of force I muſt attempt you further, 
Take ſome remembrance of us as atribute, 

Not as afee : grant me two things; | pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por, You preſſe me farre, arid therefore I will yeeld, 
Give me your gloves, Lic weare them for your ſake, 
And for your love Ile take this r1ng from yan, 

Doe not draw backe y our hand, ile take no more, 
And you inlove ſhall noe deny metbis? 
Bafſ. This ring good fir, alas itis atrifle, 
I will not ſhame my ſelfero give you this. 
Por. I will have nothing clſe bur onely this, 
Andnow mcthinkes I hayca mird to it. 
Baſ. There's more depends on this then of the valew, 
| The dearett ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find ic out by proclamation, 
Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 
Por. I ſee (ir you are liberall in offers, 
Youtaught me firſt tobeg, and now me thinkes 
Youteach ime how a begger ſhould beanſwer'ds 
Baſ. Good fir, this ring was given me by my wie, 
And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me vow 
That T ſhould neither ſell, nor give, nor loſc it. 
Por, Thar caſe ſerves many mea to ſave their gifts, 
Andif your wife be not a mad woman, 
And know how well | havedeſery'd thisring, 
Shee would not hold out enemy for ever 
For giving it to me : well, peace be with you. Exexnte 
Ant. My Lord Baſſanio, let him have the ring, 
Let his deſcrvings and my love withall 
Be valued again{t your wives commandement. 
. Baſe. Goc Gratians, run and over-tike himy 
Give himthe ring, and briag him if thou canſt 
Vato Anthonios houſe, away, make haile. Exit Grats, 
Come, you and [ will thitherpreſcntly, 
And inthe morningeariy will we both 
Flye toward Belmont, come Anthonis, Exennt. 
Enter Portia, and Nerriſſa. 

Por, Enquire the Iewes houſe out, give him this deed, 

And let him ſigne it; we'll away to night, 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 
Enter (jratiano. 

- Gra. Faireſir, you are well ore-tane ; 

My IL. baſanie upon more advice, 

Hath ſent you heerethis ring, and doth intreat 

Your company atdinner, * 

Poy. Thatcannot be; = 

His ring I doeaccept meſt thankefully, 

And ſo | pray youtell him : furthermore, 

I pra: you ſhew my youth old Shylockes houſe. 
Grats. That will I doe. 


Ner. Sir, L would ſpeake withyou: | 
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Tle ſee if I can get my husbandsring 

Which 1 did make him ſweareto keepe for ever« | 
Por. Thou maiſt I warrant,we ſhall have old ſwearing 
Tha: they did give therings away to men 3 

But weele out-ficethem, and out-ſweare them too : 
Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where I wlll tarry- 


Ner. Come good fir, will you ſhew me to this houſe. 
| Exennt. 
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Enter Lorenzo and Neſſica: - 
Lor. The moone ſhines bright. In ſuch a night as this, 
When the ſweet winde did gently kifſe thetrees, 
And they did make no noyſ\e, in ſuch a night 
Trey/xs methinkes mounted the Troian wall, 
And figh'd his ſoule toward the Grecian tents 
Where Creſed lay that night. 
Jef. Tnſach anight. 


| Did Thiby farefully vre-trip the dewe, 
1 And ſaw the Lyons ſhadow ere himſclfe, 
| Andranne diſaayed away. 


Loren, In ſuchamght _ 
Stood Dide with a Willow in her hand 
Vponthe wilde ſea bankes, and waft her Love 


| To comecagaine to Carthage- 


[eſ. In ſech a night 
Xedea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
That did renew old Eſon. 

Loren, In ſucha night 
Did leſſic« ſteale from the wealthy Tewe, 


{ And with an Vathritt Lovedid runnefrom Venice, 


As farre as Belmont, 

Teſ. And in ſuch a night. 
Did young Lorenzo ſweare he lov'd her well, | 
Stealing her ſoule with many vowes of faith, . 
And ne're a true one. 

Loren. And in ſucha night 


| Didpretty /e/ſca (iike alictle ſhrow) 
| Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 


tef. I would out-night you did no body come : 


| But harke, I hearethe tooting of a man. 


* Enter Meſſenger. | 
Lor. Who comes fo faſt in (ilcace of the night ? | 
Meſe A friend. (friend ? 
Loren. A friend, what friend? your name I pray you 


HMeſ. Stephano is my. name, and I bring word 


| My Miſtrefle will beforethe breake of day 


Be heereat Bclnont, ſhe doth ſtray about ' 


| By holy crofles where ſhe kneeles and praycs 


For happy wedlocke houres. 


| Loren. Who comes with her ? 


Meſs None buta holy Hermit and her maid : 
I pray you is my Maſter yet return'd ? 

Lorez. He isnot, nor we have not heard from him, 
But go wein I pray thee Jeſſica, ' 
andceremoniouſly let us prepare 
| Some welcome for the Miſtreſle ofthe houſe. 


| Enter Clowne. 


OC 
- 


Cle. Sola, ſola : wo ha ho, ſola, ſola- 


—_ 


Ler:n, Who calls? Iv 
(0.Sola,did you ſee M-Lerenzo, and M.Lorenza,ſoly, 
Lor, Leave hollowing man, here. (tos | 
Clo. Sola, where, where ? 4 
Lor. Heere? | #-\ 
Clo. Tell him ther's a Poſt come from my Maſtergyith 
hishorne full of good newes, wy Maſter will be herear 
morning ſweet love. _ */2 Ha 
Loren, Let's in, and there expect their comming. 

And yerno matter : why ſhould we goe in? 
My friend Srephano ſignitie pray you - 

Within the houſe, your Miftreſſe isat hand, 
And bring your muſique forth into theayre. | 
How ſweet the moone-light fleepes upon this banke, 
Heere will we fit, and let the ſounds of Muſicke * 
Creepe in our cares ; ſoft ſtilnes, and the nigbt 
Become the rutches of ſweet harmony : - 

Sit leſſica, boob how the floore o goes ME 
Is tixcke inlayed wich patterns of bright gold, + .. 

| here's not the ſimalleſ} orbe which rlfou beholdſ R 
But in his motion like an Angell fir. gs, 

Stili quiring to the young eyed Chernbins; 
Such harmony is in immortall ſoules, 

But whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 
Doth groſly cloſe init, we cannot hearcit : 
Come hoe, and wake Diana with a bymne, 


. I 
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With ſweeteft rutchespearce your Miſtrefſc care, V 
And draw her home with muſicke. | 
Jeſſi. lam never merry when I heare ſweet nuiſqs Wl 1t 
Play neuficke- an”. 
Lox. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive: 
For doe but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which 1s the hot condition of rheir bloud,, 
It they but heare perchance a trumpet ſound, It 
Or any ayre of muſicke touch their cares, 
You ſhail perceive them make a mutuall ſtand, © 
T heir ſavage ejestarn'dtoa modeſt gaZey A 
By theſw ect power of muſicke : therefore the Poet” Bu 
Did faine that Orphers drew teares, ſiones, and flood | 
Since naught ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, Tt 
Bur muſicke for the time doth change his nature, Tt 
The manthat hathno muſicke in himſclfe, E : 
Nor 1snot moved withconcord of ſweet ſounds, 0 
Ts fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoyles, - 
The morions of his ſpiritare dull as night, It 
And his affeRions darke as Ereb, Th 
Let no ſuch man be truſted ; marke themuſlicke. p 
| Enter Portia and Nerriſſa, 7 
For, Thatlight weſceis turning in my hall: BN 
How farre that little ca:dellthrowes hisbeames, n 
So ſhines a good deed in a naughty world. (ﬆ br 
Ner. When the moone ſhone we did not ſee the £ 
Por. Sv doththe greater glory dim the lefſe, * MI.” 
Alſudſtitute ſhines brightly asa Kin fo 
Vntilla King be by, and then his liate Yo 
Emprties it ſelfe, asdothan inland brooke | Th 
Into the maine of waters : muſique, harke. i | 
Ner. It is your muſicke Madam of the houſe. | Thi 
Por-, Nothing is good ſee without reſpeR, y 
Methinkes it ſounds much ſweeter thenby day? | " 
Ner. Silence beſtowes that vertne 0n it Madamy - Th 
For. The Crow doth ling as ſyeetly as the Larke ; 
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When neither isattended : and I thinke ] Gras. He will, and ifhelivetobeaman. 
TheNightingale if ſhe ſhould ſing by day | Ner. It, ifa Womanlive tobe a man. 
When every Goole iscackling, would be thought - Gra. Now by this hand I gave it to a youth, 
'No better a Muiſitian then the Wren? | A kind of boy, a little ſcrubbed boy, 
How many things by ſeaſon, ſeaſon'd are | No higher chen thy ſelfe, the ludges Clearke, 
[Totheir right praiſe, and-rrue perfeRion : | A prating boy that begg'd it asa Fee, 
| Peace, how the Moone ſleepes with Endimion, | I could not for my heart deny it him. | 
' And would not beawak'd | Por. You were too blame, I muſt be plaine with you, 
| Muſicke ceaſes. Topartſo lightly with your wives firſt gifc, 
Lore That is the voyce, - | Athing ſtucke on with oathes upon your finger, | 
Or I am muchdeceiu'd of Portia, And ſo riveted with faith unto your flcſh. 
Por. He knowes measthe blind man knowes the Cuc- | I gave my Lovea Ring, and made him ſweare 
kow by the bad voyce? ' + | ; Never to part with it, and heere he ſtands: 
Lor. DecreLady welcome home? - I darebe {worne for him, he would not leave it, 
Por. We have becne praying for our hasbands welfare | Norplucke it from his finger, for the wealth 
WW Which ſpeed we hoperhe better for dur words, Thar the world maſters. Now in faith Gratiane, 
Arethey retarn'd? X You give your wife too unkind a caule of griefe, 
| Lor. Madam, they are not yet : And twere to me I ſhould be mad art it. | 
| But there is come a Meſſenger before Baſ. Why 1 were beſt to cut myleft hand off, 
To ſignifi rheir comming. - And {weare i loſt che Ring defending it. 
Pore. Goc in Nerriſſa,: -- Gra. My Lord Baſſaviogave his Ring away 
Giveorder to my-ſ{exyatits,that they take Vntothe Tudge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Nonoteatall of our. being-abſent hence, Deſerv'd ittoo : and then the Boy hisClearke 
Nor you Lorenzo, leſſica nor you. | That tooke ſome paines in writing, he begg'd mine, 
| e Tuckes ſounds. | And neither man nor maſter wou:d rake ought 
Loy. -Your husband is at band, I heare his Trumpet, | Bur the two Rings. 
We arc no tell-tales Madam, feare you nor, Por. What Ring gave you my Lord ? 
Por. This night me thinkes is but the daylight ficke, | Notthat I hope which youreceiy'd of me. 
It lookes a little paler, "tis aday: | Baſ: if T could adde alye unto a fault, 
Such as the day is, whenthe Sun is hid. I would deny it : bat you ſce my finger 
{a V2 SLUTS LEG £ + nw Hathnotthe Ring upon it, it is gone. 
Enter Baſſano, eLnthonio, Gratians, and thesr Por. And CVen {o yoide 1s your falſe heart of cr uth. 
Followers, © By heavenT will ne'recome in your. bed 
a IBRI Gs 3 £265 Vntill Iſee the Ring. © 
Bsſ. We (ſhould hold day with the Antipodes, Nevy. Nor I in yours, till I againe ſee mine. 
If you would walke inabſence of the ſunne. Baſ. Sweet Portia, 
For. Let me givelight,but let me not belight, IF you did Know to whom I gave the Ring, 
For alight wife doth make a heavy husband, It you didknow for whom I gavethe Ring, 
And never be Baſſanio fo from me, And would conceive for whar I gaye the Ring, 


* 


But God fort: all : you ate welcome home 'my Lord. .' | And how unwilling]y I letr the Ring, 
Baſ: I thanke you Madam, give welcome to my friend | When nought would be accepred bur the Ring, 
This is theman, this is Arthonio, > © - * + | Yon wouldabate the ſtrength of your diſpleaſure ? 
To whom I:am ſo infinitely bound. (522 4 Lf Por, If you had knowne the yertue ofthe Ring, 
Por, You ſhouldinaliſence be muchbound to him; / | Or halfe her worthineſle that gave the Ring, 
For as I heare he was-much bound for:you:-.. ..- ++ | Oc your owne honour tocontainethe Ring, 
- Ant, No more then Iam well acquitted of. Your would not then have parted with the Ring : 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houte ; W hat man is there ſo much unreaſonable, | 
It muſt appeare in other wayes then words, OI If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
Therefore | ſcant this breathing curteſie. With any termes of Zeale : wanted the modeſty 
Gra. By yonder Moone I ſweare you doe me wrong, Tourge the thing held as acercmony : 
Infaith Iegaveitto the Iudges Clearke, | A erriſſa teaches me whatto helceve, 
Would he. were geltthathad it for my part, ...- ---+ He dye for't, buc ſome Woman bad the Ring ? 
Since you doe take it Loye ſo muchat heart. | Baf. Nody minechonor Madam, by my toule 
Por, A quarrell hoe already, what's the matter ? No Woman had ir, bur a civill DoRtor, 
Gra. Abont a hoope of Gole, a paltry Ring Which did refuſe chree thoutand Ducates of me, 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe Poel?: was And begg'd the Ring ; the which I did deny him, 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry .© 4|-Andſuffer'd him to gocdiſpleas'd away : 
Vpon a knife ; Love me, and lexve me not. Even he that had held up the very life 
Ner. Whattalke you of the Poeſie or the valew ; Of my deere friend. Whar ſhould I fay ſweer Lady? 
You ſwore to me when I did give it you, I was inforc'd to ſend it after him, 
| That you would weare ir till the houre of death, Twas beſet with ſhame and curteſie, 
| And.that it hould lye-withyou iny0ur grave, ----|- My honor would not let in gratitude 
Though not for me, 5:&t for your vehemenrt oaths, So much beſmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 
You ſhould bave beene reſpeQive and have kept it. And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the night, 
Eve it a Iudges Clearke ; but well I know Had you beene there, I thinke you would have begg'd 
The Clearke will ne're weare haire on's face thathad it, * | The Ring of me, to give thee worthy Dottor. 
| 2 
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Poy. Letnot that Doctor ere come neere my houſe, 

Since he hath got rhe jewell that I loved, 

And that which youdid ſweare to keepe for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, 

He not deny him any thing I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husbands bed ; 

Know him I ſhali, I am well ſure ofit. 

Lye not a night from home. Watch me like Argus, 
If you doenot, if I beleft alone, 

Now by mine honor which is yet mine owne, 

He have the Dofor for my bedtellow- : 

Ner. And I his Clarke : therefore be well advis'd 
How youdor leave me to mine owne proteCtion. 

Gra. Well, doe youſo : let not me take him then, 
For if I doe, ile marthe yong Clarkes pen. 

Azt. lamih'unhappy ſubje& of thele quarrels. 

Por. Sir, grieve nor you, 

You are welcome notwithſtanding. 

Baſ. Portia, forgive me this entorced wrong, 
And inthe hearing of theſe many friends 
I ſwearetothee, even by thine owne faire eyes 
Wherein I ſee my ſelfe. ——— 

Por, Marke you but that ? 
In both mine eyes he doubly ſees himſclfe : 
In each eye one,{weare by your double ſelfe, 
And chere's an oath of credit. | 
Baſe Nay, but heare me. 
Pardon thisfault, and by my ſoule I ſweare 
I never more will breake an oath with thee. 

Anth. 1 once did lend my body for thy wealth, 
Which but for him that had your husbands ring 
Had quite miſcarried. I dare be bound againe, 

My ſoule apon the forfeit, that your Lord |, 
Wiilnever more breake faith adviſcdly, 

Por. Then you ſhall be his ſurety : give -him this, 
And bid him keepe it better then the other, - 

ent. Heere Lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keepethis ring. 

Baſſ. By heaven it is the {ameT gave the Doctor. 

Por. I had it of him : pardon Baſſanis, . .,',,, {/ 
For by this ring the DoRor lay with me. | 

Ner. And pardon me my gentle Gratiano, 

For that ſame ſcrubbed boy the Doors Clarke 
Inli ew ef this, laſt night did lye with me. , 

Grs. Why this is like the mending of bigh wayes 
In Sommer, where the waycs are faire enough : 
| What, are we Cuckolds ere we have deſery'd it? 


s 


Heere is a letter, reade it at your leyſure, 

It comes from Padua from Bellaris, 

There you ſhall find that Portis was the Doftor, 
Nerriſſa there hes Clarke. Lorenzo heere 

Shall witneſſe I {et forth as ſoone as you, 

And but ev*n now return'd: I have not yet 
Entred my houſe. eAnthonio youare welcome, 
And I have better newes in ſtore for you 

Than you expe : unſeale this letter ſoone, 

| There you ſhall fad three of your Argoſics 

Are richly come to harbour todainly.. 
You ſhallnot know by what {trange accident 

I chanced on this letter. 


Anh, lam dutobe. 
Baſ. Were you the Door, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the Clarke that isto make me cuckgld? 
Ner. 1, but the Clarke that never meancs to doeit, 
| Vnleſle he live untill he bea man. 
Baſ: (Sweet Door ) you ſhall be my bedfellow, 
W hcn I am abſent, thenlye with my wife. _ 
Ant. (Sweet Lady) you have given me life and living 

| For heere I reade for certaine that my ſhips 
| Are ſafely come to Rodes. 
| Por. How now Lorenzo? | 

My Clarke hath ſome good comforts too for you. 
| Ner, I, and 1Ic give them him without a fee, 
There doe Ipgive to you and /eſſica 
From the rich jew, a ſpeciall deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dyes poſſefl'd of. h 

Lorex, Faire Ladics you drop Mannainthe way 
Of ſtarved people. . 

Por. Itis almoſt morning, ._ 
And yetl am ſure you are not ſatisfied 
Of theſe eventsat full. Let us gocin, 
And charge usthere upon intergatorics, 
And we will antwerall things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be ſo, the firſt intergatery 

That my Nerriſſa ſhall beſworne on, is, 
Whether ti!l the next night ſhe had rather ſtay, 
Or goeto bed, now beingtwo houres to day, 
But were the day come, ſhould wiſh it darke, 
Till I were couching with the Doors Clarke: . 
Well, while 1live, Ic feare noother thing * - 
So ſore, as keeping ſafe Narrifee ring. 
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Por. Speake not ſo groſſely, you arcall amazd; | 


er re er ret Wann Run. 


eAtns Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Orlando and Adam, 


Orlando. | 
K6RS I remember Adaw, it was upon this faſhion 
\'/-+ bequeathed me by will, but a poore thouſand 
AP Crownes, and as thou ſaiſt, charged ary bro- 
ez ther on his blefling to breed me well : jand 
there begins my ſadnefſe : My brother 7aques he keepes 
at ſchoole, and report ſpeakes goldenly of his profit : 
for my part,he keepes me ruſtically at home,or (to ſpeake 
more properly ) itayes me heere at home unkepr :'for call 
you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that dif- 
fersnot from the ſtalling of an Oxe ? his horſes are. bred 
better, for befides that they are faire with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage, and to that end Riders 
deerely hir'd :; but I (his brother) gaine nothing under 
him but growth , for the which his Animals on his 
dunghils are as much boundto him as T: beſides this no- 
thiog that he ſo plentifully gives me, the ſomething that 
nature gave me, his countenance ſeemes to take from 
me: he lets me feede with his Hindes, barres me the 
place of a brother, and as much as in him lyes,mines my 
gentility with my education. This is it Adams that grieves 
me, and the ſpirit of my Father, which I rhinke 1s with- 
in me, begins ro mutiny againſt this ſervitude. I will 
no longer endure it, thoughyet I know no wiſe remedy 
how toavoid it. gs 
. Enter Oltver. | 

Aaam. Yonder comes my Maſter, your brother. 

Orla. .Goe apart eAdam, and thou ſhalt heare how 
he will ſhake meup, , 

Ol. Now Sir, what make you heare ? 

Orla. Nothing : I am not taught to make any thing. 

Ok, What marre you then fir? _ 

Orla. Marry fir, I am helping you to marre that which 
=- made, a poore unworthy brother of yours with idlc- 
nefle. 

Oh. Marry 
while, | 
| Orla. Shall T keepe your hogs, and cat huskes with 
| them? whar prodigall portion have I ſpent,that I ſhould 
come to ſuch penury ? 

Ol. Know you where you are fir ? 

O14, O fir, very well : heere in your Orchard. 

0h. Know you before whom fir ? 

Orla. I, better then him 1 am before, knowes me : 1 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- 
Gition of bloud you ſhould ſo know me : the courtefie of 
ations allowes you my better, in that you are the firſt 

| dorne, but the ſame tradition takes not away my blond, 
were there twenty brothers betwixtus: I have as much 


EEE 


fir de better employed, and be naught a 


of my father in me; as you, albeit I confeſſe your com- 
ming before me.is neerer to his reverence. 
Oli. What Boy. (this- 
Orla, Come, come elder brother, you are too yong in 
Ot. Wiltthou lay hands on me villaine? 
Orla. .I am no villaine : Tam the yongeſt ſonne of fi 
Rowland de Bojes, he was my father, and he is thrice a 
| villaine that ſayesſucha father begot villaines; wert thou 
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy 
throat, till this other had puld out thy tongue, for ſaying 
fo, thou haſt 1aild onthy lelfe, 


membrance, beat accord, 
- Oh. Letme gee | lay. 

Orla. I will nottill I pleaſe : you ſhall heare me : my 
father charg'd youin his will to give me good educati- 
on : you have train'd me like a pezant, obſcuring and 
hiding from meall gentleman-like qualities : the ſpirit 
of my father growes ſtrong in me, and I will no longer 
endure it : therefore allow me ſuch exerciſes as may be- 
comea gentleman, or give me the poore allottery my 
father left me by teſtament, wich that I will goe buy my 
fortunes. 

Ot. And what wilt thou doe ? beg when that is ſpent 3 
Well fir, get you in. I willnot long .be troubled with 
you : you ſhall have ſome part of your will, I pray you 
leave me. Ts 

Orla, I willno further offend you, then becomes me 
for my good. 

Otz. Get you with him, you old dogge. | 

eAdam, Is old dogge my reward: molt true, I have 
loſt my teeth in your ſervice : God be with my old ma- 
ſter, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. Zx. Ort. Ad. 

Ol, Is iteven ſo, begin you to grow upon me? I will 
phyſicke your ranckenefſe , and yet give no thouſand 
crownes neither : holla De»zs. 

| Enter Denns. 
Den. Calls your worſhip. 


with me ? | | 

Den. So pleaſe you, he is heereat the doore, and. im- 
portunes acceſle to you. . | 

Oh. Call him in ;*twill be a good way : ardto morroy 
the wraſiling is. | | 
: Enter (bares. 

Char, Good morrow to your worſhip. | 

Oli, Good Mounſieur Charles : what's the new newes 
at the new Court ? | | 

Char. There's no newes atthe Court fir, but the old 
newes: that is, the old Duke is baniſhed by his yor- 


ger brother the new Duke, and three or foure loying 
| Q3 


— =—_ 


_— 


Oli. Was not Charlesthr Dukes Wraſtle heere to ſpeake | 


| . Adam, SweerMaſter be paticnt, for your Fathers re- | 


4 ene ior agg merents 
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As youlike it, 


Lords have put themſclves into voluntary exile with 
him, whoſelands and revenues enrich the new Duke, 
therefore he gives them good leave to wander. 

Oli. Canyou tell if Roſahnd the Dukes daughter be 
baniſhed with her Father ? 

Cha. O no; for the Dukes daughter her Coſen ſo 


loves her, being ever fromrtheir Cradlesbred together, | 


that he would have followed her exile, or have died to 
ſtay behin4 her ; ſhe is at the Court ,and no lefſe beloved 
of her Vncle, then his owne daughtcr, and never two 
Ladies loved as they doe. | 

Ot. Where will the old Duke live ? 

Cha. They ſay hc is already in the Forreſt of Arden, 
anda many merry men with him ; and there they live 
like the old Robin Hoodof England : they fay many yong 
Gentlemen flocketo him every day, and fleet the time 

carcleſly as they did in the golden world. 

Ot. What, you wraſtle tomorrow before the new 
Duke? | 

Charl. Marry docT fir : and I came to acquaint you 
with a matter: I amd given fir ſecretly tounderſtand, that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition to come 
in difgnis'd againſt -me to try a fall: ro morrow fir I 
wraſtle for my credit, and he that eſcapes me without 
ſome broken limbe, ſhall acquit him well : your Erother 
is buc young and tender, and for your love I would bce 
lothto foyle him, as I muſt for my owne honour if he 
come in: therefore out of my love to you, Icamehither 
ro acquaint you witha!l, that cither you might ſtay him 
from his intendment, or brooke ſuch diſgrace well as he 
ſhall runne into, in that it isa thing of his owne ſearch, 
and alrogether againſt my will. 

Oh. Charles, I thanke thee for thy love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find 1 will moſt kiridly requite : 1 had my 
ſelfe notice of my Brothers purpole heerein, and have by 
tunder-hand meanes laboured ;to difſwade him from it ; 
but he is reſolute. Ile tell thee Charles, it is the ſtubbor- 
neſt yong fellow of France, full of ambicion, anenvious 
emulator of eycry mans good parts,a ſecret and villanous 
cottriver againſt me his naturall brother: therefore uſe 


thy diſcretion, I had as liefe thou didſt breake his necke 


as his finger. And thou wert beſt looke to't; for if thou 
doſt him any flight diſgrace, or if he doe not mightily 
grace himſclte on thee, he will praftiſe againſt thee by 
poyſon, entrapthee by ſome treacherous deviſe, and ne- 
ver leavethee till he hath tanc thy life by ſame indire&t 
meanes or other : for I aflure thee, (and almoſt with 
tearesTI ſpeake it) there is not one ſo young, and ſo vil- 
lanous this dzy living. 1 ſpeake but brotherly of him, 
bat ſnould IT anathonize him to thee, as he 1s, I muſt 
bluſh, and weepe, and thou mult looke pale and won- 
dcr. 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : if hee 
come to morrow, Ile give him his payment: if ever he 
- gocalone againe, Ile never wwraſtle for prize more : and 

ſo God keepe your worſhip. Exit. 
0465. Farewell good Chwles. Now will I ftirre this 
Gameſter : I hope I ſhall ſceanend of him; for my ſoule 
(yetI know not why) hates nothing more then he : yet 
he's gentle, never ſchool'd, and yet learned, full ofnoble 
deviſe, of all ſorts enchantingly beloved}, and indeed 
ſomuchin the heart of the world, and eſpecially of my 
owne people, who beſt know him, that I am altogether 
miſpriſed : but it ſhall not be ſolong, this wraſtler ſhall 
 cleareall : nothing remaines, but that 1 kindle the boy 
thither, which now Ile gecabour. Exit. 


Scana Secundg. 


——  ——  — — = ————— 
Ys 


Enter Roſalind, and Celia, 


Cel. 1 pray thee Roſalind, ſweet my Coz, be merry, 
Roſ., Deexe (elia ; 1 ſhow more mirih then I am mi. 
ſtzefle of, and would you yet were merrier ; unlefſe yoy 
cond teach me to forgeta baniſhed father, you mult not 
_ ce how to remember any extraordinary ple 
Urc. 

(el. Heerein I ſcethou lov'ſt mee not with the ful 
waightthat I love thee ; if my Vncle thy baniſhed father 
had baniſhed thy Vncle the Duke my Father, fo thay 
had{t beene ſtill with me, I could have taught my love 
to take thy father for mine ; ſo wouldſt thou, if the truth 
of thy love to me were ſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine 
13tothee. | | 

Ref. Well, I will forget the condition of my eſtate, to 
reJoyce in yours. | 

Ct. You know my Father hath no child, but 1, my 
none 1sliFeto have ;/ and truely when he dies, thou ſhak 
be his heire? for?whar he hath taken away from thy f& 
ther perforce, I williender thee againe in atfeRion; 
mine honoar I will, and when I breake that oath, letax 
rurne monſter ;therefore my ſweet Roſe, my deare Ree 
be merry. 

Rof. From henceforth I will Coz, and deviſe ſports: 
let me ſee, what thinke you of falling in Love ? | 

Cel, Marty Iprethce doe, to make {port withall : .bu 
love no man in good earneſt, nor no further in ſportney- 
ther, then with ſafety of a pure bluſh, thou maiſt in hy 
nor come cfr againe. 

Roſ. What ſhall be our ſport then? 

(#1. Letus fitand mocke the good houſwife Fortmr 
from her wheele,that her gifrs may henceforth be beſtoy- 
cd equally. 

Roſ. 1 would we could doe fo : for her benefits ar 
mightily miſplaced, andthe bountifull blind woman dath 
molt miſtake in her gifts to women. 

Cel, Tis true, for thoſe rhat ſhe makes faire, ſhe ſcara 
makes honeſt and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt,ſhe make 
very ill favouredly, 

Rof. Nay now thou goeſt from Fortunes oifice to Nv 
tures ; Fortune reignes in gifts of the world, not in tit 
lineaments of Nature. 


Emer (lowne. 

(el. No; when Nature hath madea faire cont 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the fire ? though nature hut 
givenus witto Rout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſentin 
this foole to cut off the argument ? | 

Rof. Indeed there is fortunetoo hard for nature, when 
fortuns makes naturesnaturall, the cutter off of natures 
wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes worke neitler,| 
bur Natures, who perceiving our naturall wits.too-d 
to reaſon of ſich goddeſſes, hath ſent this Naturall for 
our whetiione: foralwayes the dulneſſe of the foole,.1s 
the whetſtone of the wits. How now Witte, whither 
wander you? | 45 

Clow, Miſtrefſe, you muſt come away to your father, 

Cel. Were you madethe meſſenger ? | 


Cho.No by mine honour,but Lwas bidto come for An 
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Reſ. Where learned you that oath foole? 
Clo. Ofa certaitie Knight, that ſwore by his 


- 


ard was naughe : Now Ile ftand to it, rhe Pancakes 
= naughr, _ the Muſtard was good, and yet Was 
notthe Knight forſworne . - C 

Cel. How prove youthatin the 
knowledge? 

Ref. 1 marry now unmuzzle you wiſedome. | 

Clo. Stand you both forth nov : ſtroke your chinnes, 
and ſweare by your beardsthat T am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards (if we had them) thou art. : 

Clo. By thy knavery (ifI hadit) then I were: butif 
you {\veare by rhat that is nof, you-are not forſworne:no 
more was this knight ſwearing by his Honour, for he ne- 
ver had any ; or if he had, he had ſworne it away before 
ever he ſaw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard. 

Cel. Prethee, who is'tthatthou means't ? 

Clo. One that old Ferdericke your Father loves. 

Reſ. My Fathers love is enough to honor him enough ; 
| ſpeake no more of him, you'll be whipt for taxation, one 
of theſe dayes. | 

Cto. The more pitty that fooles may not ſpeake wiſe- 
ly, what Wiſemen doe fooliſhly. : 

Cel. By my troth thou ſaielt true : For, fince the little 


wit that fooles have was ſilenced, thelittle foolery that | 


wiſe men have makesa great ſhew ; Here comes Moun- 
fieur Le Ber. 
Enter Le Ben. 


Roſ. With his mouth full of newes. ; 

Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their 
young. = 

Rof. Then ſhall we be newes-cram'd. 

Cel. All the better : we ſhallbe the more marketable. 
Boop-jour Mounſier le Ben, what the newes ? 

Le Ber. Faire Princeſle, 

You have loſt much good ſport. 

Cel. Sport : of what colour ? 

Le Beu. What colour Madam ? How ſhall 1 anſwer 

ou ? 

F Rofſ. As wit and fortune will. 

(9. Orasthe deſtinies decrees. 

{el. Well faidgthat was laid on with a trowell, 

Ch. Nay, if | keepe not my ranke, 

Rof. Thou looſeſt thy old {mell. LORE 
| Le Bes, Youamaze me Ladics : I would have told 
you of good wraftling, which you have loſt the fight of. 

Roſ. Yettellus the manner of the R—_— 

Le Ben. I will cell you the beginning : and it it ſpleaſe 
your Ladiſhips, you may ſee the end, for the beſt is yer 
to doe, and heere where youare, they are comming to 
performe it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Le Ber. There comesan old man, and his three ſons. 

Cel. I couid matchthisbeginning with an old tale. 

Le Ben. Three proper yong men, of excellent growth 
and preſence. 

Roſ. With bils on their neckes : Be itknowne unto all 
men by theſe preſents. _ 

Le Ben. Theeidelt of the three, wraſtled with (harles 
the Diikes Wraliler, which Charlesin a moment threw 
him, and broke three of his ribbes, that there is little 
hope of life in him : So he {erv'd the ſecond; and'fo the 
| third: yonder they lye, the poore old man their Father, 
| making ſuch pittifulldole over them, that all the behol- 


— — 


Jonour 
they were gocd Pancakes, and {wore by his hs, the. 


reat heape of your”. 
5 | for Ladies. : 
- . Cel. Orl,I promiſe thee, | 


derstake his part with weeping, 

Roſe Alas. FIFE 245 Eee =. oo oe 

(1s. But what is the ſport Mounfieur, that the Ladies 
have loſt ? 

Le Ben. Why this that I ſpeake of. 

Cs. Thus men may grow wiler every day. It is the 
firſt rime that ever I heard breaking of ribbes was ſport 


' Roſ. Butis there any elſe longsto ſeethis broken Mu- 
licke inhis ſides ? Is there yct another doates upon rib- 
breaking? Shall we ſee this wraftling Coſin? 

Le Ben. You mult if you tay hecre, for heere is the 
place appointed for wraſtling, and they ate ready to per- 
forme it; . | 

Cel, Yoneer ſurethey are comming. Let us now ſtay 
and \ce it. 


Floriſs. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando , ( harks 
and 7, Hendants. 


Dak, Come on, ſincethe youth will notbe intreated, 
His owne perill on his forwardneſle. 
Rof. Is yonder the man ? 
Le Ben. Even he, Madam. | 
» Cel. Alas, he 1stooyong : yet he lookes ſucceſſefully, 
- Da. How now daughter, and Coſin : 
Are you crept hither to ſce the wraltling ? 
Rof. T my Liedge, ſo pleaſe you give us leave. 
Ds. You will take little delight i it, I can tell you, 


there is ſuch oddesin the man: inpitty ofthe challengers | 


youth, .I would faine difſwade him, but he will not be 
entreated. Speake to him Ladies, ſee if you can move 


im. | 7 | 27 
(+1. Call him hither good Mounſieur Le Bew. 
Dxk. Doeſo : Ile not be by. 


Le Bex. Mounſicur the Challenger, the Princeſſe calls | 


for you. : 
Orla. I attend them with all reſpe and daty. + 
Ref. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the 
Wraſtler ? | 


Orl. No faire Princeſſe ; he is the generall challenger, | 
I come butas others doe, totry with him the ftrength of | 


my youth, - . ' 


Cel. Yong Gentleman, | your ſpirits are too bold for 


your yeares : you have ſcene crucll proofe of this mans 
ſtrength, if you ſaw your ſelfe with your eyes, or knew 


| your {clfe with your judgement, the feare of your adven- 


ture would counſell you to a more equall enterprite. We 
pray you for your owne ſake to embrace your owne ſafe- 
ty, and give over thisattempr. | 


Roſ. Doe =_ Sir, your reputation ſhall-not therefore | 


be miſpriſed ; we will make 1t our ſuite tothe Duke,that 
the wraſtling might not goe forward. | 
Orl. I beſeech you, puniſh me not with your harde 
thoughts, wherein I confefſe me much guilty to deny ſo 
faire and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your faire 
eyes, and gentle wiſhes goe with me to my triall; where- 
inifIbefoil'd, there is but.one ſham'd that was never 
gracious : if kil'd, but one dead that is willing tobe ſo: I 
ſhall doemy friendsno. wrong, for I have none to. la- 
ment me ; the world no injury, forin it I have nothing; 
onely in the world I fill upa place, which may be better 


ſupplycd, when I have madeir empty. | , 
Ref. The little ſtrength chat E have, I would ir were 
with you. 


ho Ip 


cel. | 
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eAs you like it, | 


. 


Cel. And mineto ecke out hers. PE 

Ref. Fare you well : pray heaven Ibedeceiv'd in you. 

Cel. Your hearts deſires be with you. : 

Char. Come, where is this yong gallant, that is ſo 
deſirous to lye with his mother carth ? 

Orla, Ready ſir, but his will hath init a more modeſt 
working. 

D#sk. You ſhall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entreat 
him to aſecond, that have ſo mightily perſwaded Ium 
from a firſt; 

Orla. You meane to mocke me after « you ſhould not 
have mockt me before : but come your wayes- 

Ref. Now Hercules, be thy ſpeede yong man, 

Cel. 1 would 1 were inviſible ,to catchthe ſtrong fel- 
low by the legge. tral. 

Ref. Oh excellent yong man. 

Cel. Tf I had athunderbolt in mine eye, I cantell who 
ſhould downe, Shout. 

D#k. No more, no more. 

Orla. Yes I beſeech your Grace, 1 
breath'd. 

Dxk. How do'ſt thou Charles? 
Le Ben. He cannot ſpeake my Lord. 
Dak. Beare him away : 
What is thy name yong man? 
Orla. Orlands my Liege, the yongeſt ſonne of Sir Row- 
land de Boyes. 

Dk, I would thou hadſt beene ſonne to ſome man elle, 

The world eſteem'd thy father honourable, 
But I did find him ſtill mine enemy : 
Thou ſhould'it have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadſt thou deſcended from another houſe : 
-But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 
'T would thou had'it told me of another Father. 
BP Exit. Dunk, 

Cel, WereTI my Father (Coze) would I doethis ? 

Orl. Tam more proud to be Sir Rowlands ſonne, 

His yorgeſt ſonne, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heire to Frearicke. 

Roſ. My Father lou'd Sir Rowland as his ſoule, 
Andall the world was of my Fathers mind, 
Had I before knowne this yong man his ſonne, 
T ſhould have given him teares untoentreaties, 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd. 

(et. Gentle Coſen, 
Let us goe thanke him, and encourage him : 
My Fathers rough avd envious diſpoſition 


am not yet well 


{| Stickes me at heart : Sir, you have welldeſery'd, 
| If you doe keepe your promiles in love, 


But juſtly as you have excceded all in promiſe; 

Your Miſtris ſhall be happy. 

_ Rof. Gentleman, | 

Weare this for me : one out of ſuites with fortune 
That could give more, but that her hand lackes mcane, 
Shall we goe Coze ? 

(el. I : fare you well faire Gentleman, 

Orla. Can I not fay, I thanke you? My better parts 
Are all throwne downe, and that which here Qands up 
Is but a quintine, a meere liveleſſe blocke. 

Ref. Hecalls us backe : my pride fell with my fortunes 
Ile aske him what he would : Did you call Sir ? 

Sir, you have wraſtled well, and overthrowne 
Morethen your encmies. 
Cel, Will you goe Coze? 


Ref. Have with you: fare you well. Exit. 


ri 
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Or. What paſſion hangs theſe waights upon my tongue: 2 
cannot ſpeake to her, yet ſhe urg'd conference. 


Enter Le Ben. 
O poore Orlaxds | thou art overthrowne 
Or Charles, or ſemething weaker maſters thee. 
Le Ben. Good fir, I doc infriendſhip counfaile you 
Toleave this place ; Albeit you have deſerv'd_ 
High commendation, true applauſe, and love ; 
Yetſuchis now the Dukes condition, | 
That he miſconſters all that you have done: 
The Duke is humorous, what he is indeed 
More ſuites you to conceive, then Ito ſqeake of. - 
Orla, I thanke you fir ;and pray you tell me this, 
W hich of the tivo was daughter of the Duke, 
That heere was at the Wrallling ? 
Le Be. Neither his daughter,if we judge by manner, 
But yer indeed thetaller is his daughter, 
The other is daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 
And heere detain'd by her uſurping Vncle 
To keepe his daughter company, whoſeloves 
Are decrer then thenaturall bond of Siſters : 
ButI cantell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tane diſpleaſure *gainſt his gentle Neece, 
Groundedupon no other argument, 
But that the people praiſe her for vertues, 
Andpitty her, tor her good fathers ſake ; 
And on my life hismalice 'gainſt the Lady 
Will ſodainely breake forth : Sir, fare you well, 
creafter ina better world then this, | 
I ſhall deſire more love and knowledge of you. 
Or.. I reſt much boundento you : | ae An 
Thus muſt I from the ſmoake into the ſmother, 
From tyrant Duke, untoatyrant Brother, 
But heavenly Roſalie. 


— a 


Scana T era. 


Enter Celia, and Roſaline. 


Ce, Why Coſh, why Roſatine : Cupid have mercy, 
Nota word ? 

Rof. Not one to throw at adog. 

C*/. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt aw 
upon curs, throw ſome of them at me ; come, lame me 
with reaſons. 

Roſ. Then there were two Coſens' laid up, whentle 
one ſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the other au 
without any, 

Cel. But is all this for your Father > 

Ref. No, ſome of it is for my childes Father : Oh ho# 
full of briers is this working day world. 

Cel. They are butburs, Coſen, throwne upon thee i 
holiday feolery, 1f we walke not in the rrodden paths 
our very petty-coates will catch them. | | 

Ref. 1 could ſhake them off my coate,theſe burs are il. 
my heart. 

(+, Hem them away. 

Rof, 1 would try if I could cry hem, and have him 

Cel. Come, come, wraſtle with thy affetions. 

: _ O they take the part of a better wraſtler then 89 
clte. | 

Cel. O, a good wifhupon you : "you will try in tive 


_y 


PIE 1 [2 4 oY - 
, "ah ab 6c. 


Þ edu bke tt. 
| 


in deſpight ofa fall : but turning rheſe jeſtsour of ſervice, Dak. You ate a foole : you Neice provide yourſelfe, | 


cr us ralke in good earneſt : Is/it pofſible onfuch:a 10- | Tf you our-{tay therime, upon-minc hoaar, 
{ daine, you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong a liking with old Sir | And inthe grearneſie of my ward you dye. - 
Rexlands yongeſt ſoune? 'S. | Exn Dwuke,thc. | 
Roſ. The Duke my Father lov? his Father deerely. Cel. O my poore Reſaline, whither wiltthou goe? 
Cel. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his | Wilt chou change tather ? I will give thee mine : 
Sonne deerely ? By this kind of chaſe, 1 ſhould hate him, | 1 charge thee benot thou more gricu'd then 1 am. . 
for my father hated his father dcerely ; yet I hate not Or- Rof. I have more cauſe. 
lands. C*. Thou haſt not Coſen, | 
Roſ. Nofaith, hate him nor for my ſake. Prechee be cheerefull ; know*tthon notthe Duke 
{. Why ſhould I not ?doth he not deſerve well > | Hathbani(]d me his daughter? | 
Kof; That hebath nor, 
Enter Dake with Lords. wo Cef, No, hath not? Roſalinelackes thenthe love | 
Rof. Let me love him for that, and doe you love him | Whichteacheth thee thatthou and Iam one, | 
Becauſe | doe. Looke, here comes the Duke. Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we parrſivcer girle ? 
Cel. With bis eyes tu}l of anger. No, let my Father {cekeanother-heire : 
D#k. Miſtris, diſpatch you with your ſafeſt haſte, Thereforedeviſe with me how we may flye 
| And get you from our Court. Whitherto goe, and what tobeare with us, 
Rof. Me Vnckle ! And doenot {eeke to take your charge upon you, 
Bk. You Coſen, | To beare your griefes your ſclfe, and leave me our -, 
Withintheſe ten dayes if that thou beeſt found | For by this heaven (nowar our ſorzowes pale ;) 
So neere our publike Cort as rwenty miles, Say whatthoucanſt, Ile gocalong with thee, 
Thoudieſt for ir. Roſ. Why, whither ſhall we goe?- _. | 
Rofſ. I doe beſeech your Grace | Cel. Toſceke my Vncle inthe Forreſt of Arden. 
Let methe knowledge of my taultbeare with me : Ref. Alas, whatdanger will irbero us, 
| If with my ſelfe I hold intelligence, (Maides as weare) totravell for farre?; _ 
Or have acquaintance with mine owne deſires, Beauty provoketh theeves ſooner then gold. p71 
Ifthar I'doe not dreame, or benot framicke, (*1. [le put my ſclfe in poore and meane attire, 
| (As Idoetruſt I amnot) then deere Vince, And with a kind of vmber ſmitchmyiace, 
| Never ſo much as inathought unborne, Thelikedoe you, ſo ſhall we paſlc along, R 
| Did | gffend your highneſle, | | | Andneverſtiraſſatlants - 7 
| Dake. Thus doeail Traitors, 1 L Koſ. Were itnotbetter, | 
[if their purgationdid:confitt. in words, ' . - 4 Becauſethat Tam morethen commontall, 
| They are asinnocent as grace it {clfe 3  ThacTIdid ſuite meall points likea man, 
| Letit ſuifice thee thar I truſt thee nor. A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, . | 
Rof. Yer your miſtruit cannot make mea Traitor 3 A bore-ſpeare in my hand, and 1n my heart 
Tell me whereo the likelihood depends ? Lye there what hiddenwomans feare there will, _. . 
Dak, Thou art thy Fachers daughter, there*s enou gh, | Weele have a ſwaſhingand a marſha!l outſide, 
Roſ So was I when your highnelle rooke his Dakd ome, | As many gther manniſh cowards have, 
| Se was I when your bighnefle baniſat bin ; That doe outface it with their ſemblances. . 
| Treaſon isnor inherited my Lord, Cel. , What ſhall I callthee when thonartaman ? 
Or if wedid derive ic from our friends, \ Ref. Ile have no worſe a name then loves owne Page, 
| What'sthat to me, my. Father was no Traitor 3 And therefore looke you call me Ganimed, 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me not lo much, . + | But what will yoube cal''d? vil 
| Tothinke my poverty is treacherous: \ -| Cel, Something that hath a reference to my late : : 
Cel, Deere Soveraigne heare me ſpeakes, F120 No longer ( */a, but. Alena. 
Dk; I (e/ia, we ard her for your Jake, bit, Rof. Burt Coſen, whatif weaffaid to ſteale 
1 Elſe had ſhe with her Father rang'd along. .. . | Theclowniſh Foole out of your Fathers Court :  - 
Cel, Idid not then intreat to have her ſtay. __ | Wouid he notbeacomfortto our travaile? 
It was your pleaſure, and your owne remorſe, +. Cel. Heele goe along ore the wide world with me, 
{ I wasStoo yong that time to value hier, |. 1071.) | Leauermealoneto wooe him; Let'saway 
\ But now I know her : if ſhe bea Traitor, +  +\. | And get our Icwelsandour wealthtogether,, 
1 Why foam I; we ſtill have fleprt together, . .-- | Deviſethe fitteſtrime, and ſafeſt way. -:.: 
| Roſe ac an inſtant, learn'd, plaid, eaterogether, _. 1. | Tohideusfrom-purſuitethat will be: made 
{ And wherefoere we went; like /unes Swans, /.j> | After my flight : now':goe'we in content 
| Still we went coupled and inſeparable.../ + | Toliberty,andnotto baniſhment. /- ._ 2» [Exexnt. 
Dak, Shee is too ſubtile for thee, :andherſmoorkdes 9243 FS G1150 B16 21 330047 
Her very filence, and herpatience, dt 
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Speake to khe peop!e, and they pitty kierts a1 Afu. | Secundus, S; Fg Y EI F 
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Thou art a fooie, the robs thee of thy nagae;, 2 981 
And thou wilt ſhow more hright, and ſceme-more verty- | ___ 7 CAESD 0 _—_ 
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When ſhe 1s gone ; then open r.ot thy lipsy: ... - : (ati | IVE 23-07 & BLES 0055 3119 
JO Enter Duke Sentar 3 «Amyens, aud mwo-or three Lodili ' 


Firme, and irrevocableis my:-doombe,;::i; >; - | Sroxe 

Which L have paſt upon her, ſhe isbanifhid, (tl {36k | © 3344en : 'liks'Forreſters, ' ng 
Cel, Pronouncetharlſentence: then on me-my-Leigs, | |  Duk Sens Now my Coc-mates,andbrother incxile? 

I cannot live out of hericompany,. TER 261105 ws OE Hath notold cuſtome made this ifemareſvect-:- Then | 
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eAcyoulke 4 


Thent that of painted pompe? Arenottheſe woods | 
More free from perill then the envious Court 2 
Heere feele we not the penalty of Aden, 


Which when it bitesand blowes upon my body 
Even till I farinke with cold, I ſmile, and ſay 
This is no flattery : theſe _— 
That feelingly perſwade mEwhat I am : 
Sweet are the vics of adverſity | 
Which like the toad, ougly and venemous, 
Weares yet a precious leweil in his head : 
| And this our life exempt from publike haunt, 
Findes tongues in trees, bookes in the running brookes, 
Sermons in ſtones, and good inevery thing. 
Amien. I would not change it, happy is your Grace 
That cantranſlate the ſtubbornneſle of fortune 
Into ſo quiet and ſo ſweet a flile. : 
Dzk. Sen. Come, ſhall we gocandkillus veniſon? 
And yet it irkes me the poorc dapled fooles 
Being native Burgers of this deſert City, 
{| Shouid intheir owne confines with forked heads 
{ Havetheir round hanches goard. - 
x. Lord. Indecd my Lord 
|| The melancholy Jaqzes grieves atthar, 
| And.inthatkind fweares you doe more uſurpe 
{ Thendoth your brother that hath batiſh'd you : 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and my {clte, 
Did ſteale behind hum as helay along 
' f Vnderan oake, whole antickeroope peepes out 
1 Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, 
'{ Tothe which place a poore ſequeſtred Stag | 
{ That from the Hunters ayme had tanca hurt, 
] Did come to langutſh ; and indeed my Lord 
} The wretched animall heav'd forth ſuch groancs: ' 
1 Thattheir diſcharge did ſtretch his leatherne coat 
{ Almoſt to burſting, and the big round teares 
1 Cours'd one another downe his innocent noſe -' 
Inpittcous chaſe : and rhusthe hairy foole, 
Much marked of the melancholly. aques, ww 
l Stood on th'extremelt verge of the fivitr brooke, 
] enting it withreares. _ (1. 11 at: 
| Dk. Sen. But what ſaid /aques 2 - 
1 Did he not moralize this ſpectacle 2. 
{ 21-Lord. O yes, into a thouſand{imilics. 
1 Fir, for his weeping into the needlefie ſtreame.;- - 
4 Poore Deere quo:h he, thou mak'tta teſtament 
i As workdlingsdoe, giving thy ſum of more 
4 To that which had roo much : then being atone, + 
T Leftrandabandoned of bis velverfriend ; "+1 
{ Tis right quoth be, thus miſerysotb part +. 
{ The Fluxe of company :.anona careleſſc Heard: 
J Full of the paſture, jumpsalongby him _ .: >. 


{ And never ſtayes to greet him: kqudth /aques, - 
{ Sweepe on you fat and'greazy.Cittizens, | 
*Fxs uſt the faſhion ; wherefore:doeyau looks  : 
| Vponthat pooreand broken bankrupt there ? 

{ Thus moſtinveAively be pierceth through 


| . 
The body ofthe Cquntry;City;Canrts. >» ih 
Yea, andof this &t 3 uot KI eV TIDY 
Are meere uſurpers, ras, $00 whats worſe _ 


4 To fright che An ,androkill the mn up 
In theiC's flign'dang bati &nQ <3. 


8. 
Ds. Sen, And did you hos Highun this contemplation? ' 
2+ Lord, Wedidmy Lord, weepingani commenting | 
| Vponthe.ſobbipg.Deaee;.;; vobem 98993115 19 2041 354 | 


—. a th 


| The ſeaſons difference, asthe Icie phange | 
| And churliſh chiding of the winters winde, | 


| And wherefore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant ? 
Why would yon be ſo fond to overcome 
| The bonny prifer of the humorous Duke? 


| Comenor withthete doores + within this roofe 
| The enemy afall your graces lives 


{ Of him1 was about tocall his Father, 


| And youwithinit : ifhefaile of that 


I love to cope him in theſe ſullen fits, 
Forthen he's full of matter. | 
I. Loy. Ile bring you to hin. ſtrait. 


Scena Secunda. 


_— 


Enter Duks, with Loras. 


I en ns es 
— —  — —— 
— — 


Dak, Can it be poſſible that no man ſaw them ? 
It cannot be, ſome villainesof my Court 
Are of conſcnt and ſufferance in this. 419 
I. Lord, I cannot heare of any that did ſee her, 
The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw hera bed, and in the morningearly, + -: 
They found the bed untreaſur'd of their Miſtris. ._ .. 
2, Lord. My Lordzthe royniſh Clowne,at whom ſo ok, 
Your Grace was wont tolaugh,is allo milling; | 
Hiſperiathe Princefle Gentlewoman X 
Confeſles that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard 
Your daughter and her Cofen much commend 
The parts and graces of the W raſtler 
That did bur lately foilethe ſynowy ((harles, 
And ſhe beleeves where ever they are gone 
That youth is ſurely in their company. 
Dk. Sendto his brother, fetch that gallant hither, 
If he beabſent, bring his Brothertome, 
Ile make him find him : doe this ſodainely ; 
And let not ſearch and inquiſition quaile, 
1 To bringagaine theſe fooliſh: runawayes. 


ACE 


 :Scena Tertia. 


——— — 


Enter Orlando, aud eAdam. 

Ort. Whos there ? | 

Ad. What my yong maſter, oh my gentle maſter, 
Oh my ſweet maſter, O you memory | 
Of old Sir Rowland? why, what make you here ? 
Why are you vertuous > Why doe people love you? 


Your prailc is come too ſwiftly home before you. 
Know you not Maſter, toſome kind of men, 
Their graces ſerve them butas enemies, 
No more doe-yours: your vertues gentle Maſter 
Are ſanctified and holy traitersto:you z- + 
Oh what a worldis this, when what is comely. 
Envenems him that beares it? 
-,Qrl. Why;what'sthe matter ? 

Ad, O unhappy youth, 


Your brother, no, nobrother, yetthe ſonne 
{Yetnotthe ſen, T will nor:call him ſon) 


Hath heard your praiſes, and thisnight he meancs, --\ | 


Toburnethelodging where you tile to lye, £4011's 
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Dak, Sen. Show me the place, . - 11th 
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He willbave other meanes to cut you off; 
Toverheard him : and his praftiſes : 
Thisisno place, this houſe is buta butchery ; 
Abhorre it, feare ir, doe not enter 1t. 
Orl. Why whither 4d«mwould'ſtthou have me goe? 
Ads. No matter whither, for you come not here. 
| 0rl. What, would'it thoa have me goe and beg my 
Or with a baſe and boiſtrous Sword enforce (food, 
A theeviſh living onthe common rode ? 
| This I muſt doe, or know not what to doc : 
Yerthis I willnor doe, doe how I can, 
| T rather will fubje& me to the malice 
Ofa diverted blood, and bloudy bother. 
eAda. Bur doe norſo ; IThave five hundred Crownes, 
The thrifty hire I ſaved under you father, 
WhichI did ſtore tobe my foſter Nurſe, 
When ſervice ſhould in my oid limbes lye lame, 
And unregarded age in corners throwne, 
Take that, and he that doth the Ravens feede, 
Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be comfort to wy 2ge : here is the gold, 
All thisI give you, let me be your ſervant, 
Thongh I looke old, yet Iam ſtrong and luſty ; 
For in my youth I never didapply 
Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 
Nor did not with unbaſhfull forchead woe, 
The meanes of weakeneſſe and debility, 
Therefore my age is asaluſty winter, 
Froſty, but kindly ; ler me goe with you, 
Ile doe the ſerviceof a younger man 
1 1n all your buſineſſe and neceſſities. 
Ort. Oh good old man, how well in thee appeares 
{ The conſtant ſervice of the antique world, 
When ſervice {weate for duty, not for meede : 
Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe times, 
{ Where none will ſweate, but for promotion, 
And having that doe choake their ſervice up, 
Even with the having, itisnot fo with thee ; 
{ But poore old man, thou prun'ſt arotrten tree, 
That cannot ſo much asa bloſfſome yeeld, 
In licu of all thy paines and husbandry, 
But come thy wayes, weele goe along together, 
Andere we have thy youthfuil wages ſpenr, 
Weele light upon ſome ſetled low content. 
eA44. Maſter goc on, and I will follow thee 
To the laſt gaſpe with truth and loyalty, 
\ From ſeventy yecres, tillnow almolt foureſcore 
Herelived I, but now live bere no more. 
At ſeventcene yeeres, many their fortunes ſecke 
But at foureſcore, it is too latea weeke, - 
Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
Then to dye well, and not my Maſters debter.. E& xeant, 


\ 


Scena Quarta. 
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the weaker veſſcll, as doubtletand hoſe oughtto ſhow it 


| Abruptly as wy paſſion now makes me, —_ 


| ſingof her batlet, and the [Cowes dugs rhbat her pretty | 


Enter Roſaline for Ganimed, Celia for Aljena, and 
Clowne, alias Touchſtone. 


Ref. O Inpiter, how merry are my ſpirits ? 


| weary. 
'| Roſe I could find i my heart , to diſgrace my mans 
wpzell, and to cry likea jwoman : but 1 muſt comfort 


= 


| If hefor gold will giveus any foode, 


(%. lcarenot for myſpirits, ifmy legges were not 


(cltc coragious to. petty-coate ; therefore courage, gopd | 
Alena, | 
Ray I pray you beare with me, I cangoe no fyr- ! 
LNETs | | | 
Clo. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beare you :yet | ſhould beare no crofle if 1 did beare you, | 
for I thinke you have no money in your purſe, . 
Ref. Well, this is the Forreſt of Arden. - 
Clo. 1,now am I in Arden, the more foole I, when 1 | 
was at home I was ina better place, but Travellers muſt | 
be content. | 


Enter Corin, and Silvins, | 


Re. 1, be ſo good Toxchfene ;looke you, who comes | 
here, a yong man and an old inſolemnetalke. 
Cor. That isrhe way to make her ſcorne you ſtill. - | 
Si. Oh ( orin, that thou knew'ſt how I doe love her. 
( «r. 1 partly gueſſe ; for 1 have lov'd ere now, 
S:]. No Cor, being old, thou cant not gueſle, 
Though in thy youth thou walt as true a lover 
Asever ſigh'd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love wereerelike to mine, 
As ſureIthinke did never man love fo : 
How many actions molt ridicalous, 
Haſt thou beene drawne to by thy fantaſic ? 
( #r. intoa thouſand that I have forgotten. 
Ss. Oh thou didit then never love to hartily, 
If chou remembreſt not the ſlighteſt folly, 
That ever love did make thee runae into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
Or if thou haſt nor fate as I doe now, 
Wearying thy hearerm thy Miſtris praiſe, 
Thou haſt notlov'd. | | 
Or if theu haſt not broke from company, 


Thon haſt notlov'd. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exennt, 
Roſ. Alas poore Shepheard! ſearching of their wound, 

I have by hard adventure found mine owne. eo 
Clo. And I mine : I remember whenT was in-love, I 

broke my ſword upon a ſtone, and bid bim take that for 

comming a nights to /axe Smile, and I remember the ki(- 


chopt hands had nilk'd ; and I remember the wooing 
of a peaſcod inſtead of her, from whom I tooke two 
cods, and giving her them againe, ſaid}with weeping 
teares,weare thele for my ſake : we rhatare true Lovers, 
runne into ſtraage capers ; but asall is mortall in nature, | 
ſo isall nature in love, morrtall 1a folly, | 
Roſ. Thon ſpeak'*it wiſer then thou art ware of. | 
Clo. Nay, I {hall ne're be ware of mine owne wit, till 
I breake my ſhinsagaioft it. | 
Rof. ove, Iove,this Shepheards paſſion, 
Is much upon my faſhion. | 
( 0, And mine, but it growes ſometing tale with | 
me. 
(+1. I pray yoo, oneof you queſtion yon'd man, 


I faint almoſt to death. - 
C/o. Holla 3 you Clowne: 
Roſ. Peace fool; he's not thy Kinſman. 
{ or. Who cals? 
C/o. Your berters Sir. 
Cor. Elſe arethey very wretched. 
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_ effi youkke it. 


is, 


Roſ. Peace I fay ; good evento you friend. 
Cor. And to you gentle Sir, and to you all. _ 
Ref. Iprethee Shepheard, if that love orgold 
Can inthis deſertplace buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may reſt our ſelves, and fecd : 
Here's a yong maid with travaile much oppreſled, 
Andfaints for ſuccour. 
Cor. Faire Sir, I pitty her, 
And wiſh for her ſake more then for mine owne, 
My fortunes were more able to releeve her : 
But I am ſhepheard to another man, 
And doe not ſheere the Fleeces that I graze: 
My maſter is of churliſh diſpoſition, 
And little wreakes to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hoſpitality. 
Beſides his Coate, his Flockes, and bounds of feede 
Are now on fale, andat our ſheep-coat now 
1 By reaſonof bis abſence there is nothing 
 Thatyou will feed on : but wharis, come ſee, 
And in my voyce moſt welcome ſhall you be, 
Rof: What is be that thall buy his flocke and paſture? 
Cor. That yong Swaine that you {aw hcere but ere- 
while. 
Thatlittle cares for buying any thing. | 
Rof. I pray thee, if it ſtand wich honeſty, 
Buy thou the Cortrage, paſture,and the flocke, 
And thou ſhalthave to pay for it of us. 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages: 
T like this place, and willingly could 
Waſte my time 1n it. 
Cor. Aſſuredly the thing 1s to be ſold: 
Goe with me, if youlike upon m_ 
The ſoile, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faichfull Feeder be, 


And buy it with your gold right ſodainely. Exeunt. 
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Scana Quinta, 


Enter, Amyens, Iaques, and others. 
SONgs 
Fnder the greene woed tree, 
| loves to lye with me, 
And turne bu merry. Note, 
unto the ſweet Birds thr ote : 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Heere ſtall he ſee no enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


_ » Jag, More, more, I prethee more. 

't Amy. Itwill make you melancholly Mounſicur Jaques 
Tag. I thanke it : More, I prethee more, 

I can ſacke melancholly out of a ſong, 

As a Weazel ſuckesegges ; More, I prethee more. 
eſmy. My voyce is ragged, 1 know I cannot pleaſe 

you. 
Tag. IT doe not defire you to pleaſe me, 

I doe deſire you to fing : 

Come, more, another {tanzo : Call you'em ſtanzo's? 
Amy. What you wiil Mounfieur Jagnes. 


Taq. Nay, I carenot for their names, they owne me | 


nothing. Will you ſing. | 
em. Mgre at your requeſt, then to pleaſe my ſelfe. 


1 you: burtkatthey call complement is like th'cncounty | 
of two dog-Apes. And when a man thankes me ©: 


me thinkes1 have given hima peny, and he renders 
the beggerly thankes. Come fing ;and you that willng 
hold your tongues. 

. my. Well, Ileendtheſong. Sirs, cover the w 
the Duke will drinke under this tree ; he hath beene all 
this day tolooke you. | f 

1aq. And Thavebecneall this day toavoyd him : | 
He 1s toodiſputeable for my company : bi 
I thinke of as many mattersas he, but I give 
Heaven thankes, and make no boaſt ef them. 
Come, warble, come. 


Song. Altogether heere. 
tho Pr. FOR Fae. 
and loves to lives th Sunn, 
Seeking the food he eates, 
and pleas d with what he gets: 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Heere ſhail he ſae,&c. 


1ag, Ile give youa verſe tothis note, | b 
TharT made yeſterday in deſpight of my invention; 


Aym. And ile fing,it. | 

Tag. Thus it goes. | 

| If tt doe come to paſſe,that any man twrne Aſſe: | | 

Leaving hiwealth and eaſe, F 

A Flubborne will to pleaſe, | 

Ducdame, dacdame, ducdame : | 

Heere (hall he ſee, groſſe footes as be, | 

end if he will come tome. 

eAym, What's that Ducdame ? | | 

Hg. 'Tisa Greeke invocation, to call fgeles intoacts 

cle. lle goe fleepe if Ican : 1fI cannot, Ile raile againſt] 

the firſt berne of Egypt. - 4 

em. AndlIle goe ſceke the Duke, 
His banketis prepar'd. 


w 
* 


— —— 


Scena Sexta, 


—  — 
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Enter Orlands, and eAdam. 


eAdaw. Deere Maſter, I can goeno further : 
OI dye for food. Heere iye I downe, 
And meaſure out my grave. Farwell kind maſter. | 
Orl. Why how now Adam? No greater hearr inthl| 
Live alitcle, comfort alittle, cheere thy ſclfe alittle, 
If this uncouth Forreſt yeeld any thing ſavage, | 
I will cither be food for it, or bring it for foode tothe]! 
Thy concceite is neerer death, thenthy powers. 
For my fake be comfortable, hold death awhile 
At the armes end: I will heere be withthee preſently, | 
And if I bring thee not ſomething to eate, 
I will give thee leave todye : bur if thou dieſt 
Before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 
Well faid, thou look'ſt cheerely, 
And Ile be with thee quickly : yet thou lieſt 
In the bleake ayre. Come, I will bearethce Los 
To ſome ſhelter, and thou ſhalt not dye | 
For lacke ofa dinner, - (if 
If there live any thing in thls Deſert. | 


PSY AY ee A -—- bt 


| ty > > kJ Wc % oh SS Praga Y 


| laq. Well then, fever I thanke-avy man, te thanke 


Cheerely good Adaw, £ ” | i 
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 Scana Septima. 


mw" 


Enter Duke Sen. &- Lord, like ont-luwes, 
\ x. Sex. I thinke he be transform'dintoa beaſt, 
' For1 can no where finde him, like a man, BI 
1. Lord. My Lord, heis but even. now gone hence, 
Heere was he merry, hawingors Songs 
Ds. Sev. If hecompatt of 1arres, grow Muſicall, 
{ We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the Spheares : 
'Goſecke him, tell him] would ſpeake with him: 


Enter Laques. | 

1. Lord. Heſaves'my labor by his owne approach. | 
| Ds. Sex. Why how now Monſicur, what a life is this 
{ That your poore friends muſt wooe your companie, 
| Whar, you looke me:rrily. Y 
| 14g. A Foole,a fools z, I metafooletth Forreſt, 
| Amotley Foole (a miſerable world:) 
AsIdolive by food, I met afoole, _ 
| Wholaid himdowne, and bask's him inthe Sun, 
| Andrail'd on Lady Fortune ia good termes, 
{ In good ſet termes, and yet a motley toole. 
| Good morrow foole (quoth 1: ) no Sir,quoth he, 
{ Call me not foole,till heaven hath ſent me fortune, 
{ Andthen he drew a diall from hispoake, 
| And looking on it, withlacke-luſtre eye, 
1 Sayes, very wiſely, itistenaclocke ; 
| Thus we may ſee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 
*Tisbut an houre agoe, ſince 1t was nine, 
And after one houre more,'twill beeleven, 
| And ſofram houre to houre, we ripe, and ripe, 
| And then from houre to houre, we rot, and rot, 
| And thereby hangsa tale. WaenlT did heare 
| The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, 
| My Lungsbegan tocrow like Chanticleere, 
| That Fookes thould be ſo deepe contemplative : 
| And Idid laugh, fans intermiſſion 
| An houre by his diall, Oh noble foole, 
| A werthy foole : Motley'sthe onely wearc. 
Da, Sex. Whar foole isthis ? : 
| 149. O worthic foole : -One that hath bin a Courticr 
| And ayes, if Laies be but young, and faire, 
They havethe gift toknow it : and in his braine, 
Whichisas dry as the remainder bisket 

After a voyage : He hath ſtrange places cram'd 
'With ebſervation, the which he vents 
In mangled formes, O that I were a foole, 
Iam ambitions for a motley coat. 

Ds, Sex. Thou ſhalt have one. 

Taq. It is my onely ſuite, | 
Provided that you weed your better judgements 
| Ofall opinion thatgrowesranke in them, 
| That Lam wiſe. I muſt have liberty 
| Withall, as large a Charter as the winde, 
| Toblow onwhom I pleaſe, for ſo fooles have : 
| And they thatare moſt ganled with-my folly, 
| They moſt muſt laugh : And why fir muſt they (&? 
| | The why is plaine, as way to Pariſh Church : 
WW He, thata foole doth very wiſely hit, 
|! Doth very fooliſhly, although he ſmart 
Neme ſenſelefſe ef the bob. IPnot, 
The Wiſe-mans folly is anathomiz'd © 


Evenby the ſquandring glances of the foole, 


—— 


off, 1.308 bke it. 


— 
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OT 


|| Inveſt me in my atotley': Give in6leave - | 


Toſpeake my minde, and I will 


Cleanſe the fonle body; of th infected world,  -- - 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 


, Da. Sen. Fieonthee. I can tell whatthou | 
1aq, What, for aCotinter, would I do,but good? | 
D#. Sen. Moſt miſcheeuous foule'{in, in chiding fin : 
| For thouthyſelfe haſt bena Libertine, 
As ſenſuall as the brytth Ring it ſelfe, 
| Andallth'imboſſed ſoresgand headedevils, 
Thatthon with licenſe-of free foot haſt caught, 
Would | thoa diſgerge into the generall world. 


lag. Why whocries out onpride, 


That can therein raxeany private partie : 


Doth it not ow as hugely as the Sex, 


Till that the wearie vetie meanes do ebbe. 


What woman inthe Citie dol name, 


When thar-I ſay the Cittie woman beares 

The coſt of Princes on unworthie ſhoulders ? 
Who can come in, and fay that I meane her, 
When ſucha one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour >: 


Or what is he of baſeſt fun&ion, 


Thar fayes his braverie is not on my coſt, 
Thinxtog that I meatiehim, but therein ſuites 


His folly ro the mettle of my ſpeech, 


There then, how then, what then,let me ſee wherei 
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himſclfe : if he be free, ' 
Why then my taxing like a wild-gooſe flies 
Vnclaim'd of any man.” But who contes here? 


. Emter Orlando. 
Or!l, Forbeare, and catenomore. 
lag. Why T havecatenone yet. 


Orl. Nor ſhalt not, till neceſſitic be ſeru'ds | 
1aq. Of what kinde ſhould this Cocke come of ? 
Dz. Sen, Art thou thus bolden'd man by thy diſtres? 


Or elſe a rule deſpiſer of good manners, 
Thar in ciuility thou ſeem'ſt ſoemptic? 


Orl. Youtouch'd my veineat firſt,the thornie point 
Of bare diſtreſſe, that hath tane from me the ſhew 
Otſmooth civilitic : vetam TI insland bred, 

And know ſomenourture : Bnt forbeare, I ſay, 


He dies tlat touches any of this fruite, 
Till I, and my affaires are anſwered. 


Jag. And you willnot be anſwer'd with reaſon, 


I muſt dye. 
Dx. Sen. What wonld you have ? 


Your gentlenefle ſhall force, more then your force 


Moveusto gentleneſſe. 


Orl. Talmeſt die for food, and let me have it. 
Da. Sex. Sit downe and feed, - & welcome to our table 
Or. Speake you ſo gently? Pardon me Tray you, 

T thought that all chings had beene ſavage heere, 


And therefore put I on the countenance 


Of ſterne command'ment. But what erc youare 


That in this deſert inacceſſible, 


Vnder the ſhade of melancolly boughes, 
Looſe, and negle thecreepinghoures oftime : 


If ever you have look'd on better dayes : 


1fever beene where bels have knoll'd co Church 


Ifever ſateat any good mans feaſt : .. 
If ever from your eyelids wip'd a teare, 


And know what*tisto pittie, and be pittied "H 
Lergentlenefſe my ſtrong ctiforcementbe,  _ - 
 Inthe which hope, I buſh, and hide wy Sword. 


wort do. ſ 


] 
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Ds. Sen, Trucis it, that we have ſecne better-dayes, 
And have with holy bell bin knowld ro Church, 
And fat at good mens feaſts,and wip'd our cyes 
Ofdrops, that ſacredpitry hath cngendred : 

And therefore fit you downe in _—_ 
And take upon command, what helpe we have 
Thatto your wanting may be miniſtred, 

Or]. Then but forbecare your food alitrie while : 
Whiles (like a Doe) I goto finde my Fawne, 
And give it food. There isan old poore man, 
Who after me, hath manya wearie ſteppe. 

Limpt in pure love : till he be firſt ſanhic'd, 
Oppreſt with two weake evils, age, and hunger, 
I will not touch a bit. 

Ds. Sen. Go findehim our, | 
And we will nothing waſte till you returne, 

Orl. Itkanke ye, and be bleſt for your good comfort. 

Ds. Sen. Thou ſceſt , weare not all alone nnhappie : 
This wide and vniverſall Theater 
Preſents more wofall Pageants then the Sceane 

Wherein we play in. 

_ 1a. Allthe world'sa ſtage, _ 

And all the men and women, mecerely Players; 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 

And one man in his time plates many parts, 

His Ads being ſeven ages. At firſtthe Infant, 
Mewling, and puking in the Nurſesarmes : 
Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Satchell 
And ſhining morning face, creeping like ſnaile 
Vnwillingly to ſchoole. And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, witha wofull ballad 
Madeto his Miſtrefle eye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ſtrange oathes, and bearded like the Pard, 
Ielous in honor, ſodaine, and-quicke in quarrell, 
Seeking the bubble Reputation 
1 Even inthe Canons mouth : And then, the Iuſtice 
In faire round belly, with good Caponlin'd, 
With eyes ſevere,and beard of formall cut, 

Full of wiſe ſawes, and moderne inſtances, 
And (o he playes his part. The Gxtage ſhifts 
{ Into the leane and ſlipper'd Pantaloone, 
With ſpectacles on noſc, and pouch on fide, 
His youtbfull hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide, 
For his ſhrunke ſhanke, and his bigge manly voyce, 
Turning againetoward childiſh trebble pipes, 
And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt Scene of all, 
| That ends this ſtrange eventfull hiſtoric, 
Is ſecond childiſhneſſe, and meere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, ſans eyes, {ans taſte, ſans every thing. 


Enter Orlando withe Adam. 

Ds.Sev. Welcome :ſer downe your venerable burthen, 
and ter him feed. 

Orl. 1 thanke you moſt for him. 

Ad. So had you neede, 
I ſcarce can ſpeake to thanke you for my ſelfe. 

Ds. Sen. Welcome, fall too : I will not trouble you, 
As yerto queſtion you about your fortunes : 
Give us ſome muſicke, and good Cozen, ſing. 


SONge 
Blow, blow, thou winter winds, 
|} Thox art nvt ſo nekinde, as mans ingratitude 
Thy tooth is not ſokeene, becauſe thox art net ſeens, 
| alhough thy breath be rude. _ 


* 
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Heigh ho, fing heigh ho, unto the greeneholy, 

Hoff friendſhip uu ſayning; moſt Loving,meere folly: 
The heigh ho, the holly, 
This Life is moſt iolly, 


Freize, freize, thou bitter shie that deFt not bight ſo nigh 
} as benefits forgot : | | "I'0" 
Though thou thewaters warpe, thy ſting 18 not ſo ſharye, © 
. 4: friend remenbred nots 


Heigh bo, ſing &'c. 


Dake Sen, If that you were the good Sir Rowlands (gh, 
As you have whiſper'd faithfuily you were, | 
And as mineeye doth his cffigics witneſſe, 

Moſt truely limn'd, and living in your face, 

Be truely welcome hither : I am the Duke 
Thatlov'd your Father: the refidue of your fortune, 
Go tomy Cave, and trll me. Good old man, 
Thouart right welcome, as thy Maſter is : 

Support him by the arme ; give me your hand, 


And letmeall your fortunes underſtand. Exam, 


oAfus Tertins, Scena Prima, 


Dow - 


| Enter Duke, Lords, & Oliver. 
D#.Not ſec him ſince? Sir,fir, that cannotghe : 

| But were I not the better part made mercie, 
I ſhould not ſee an abſentargument 
Of my revenge,thou preſent : butlooketo it, 
Finde out thy brother whereſoere he is, 
Secke him with Candle : bring him dead, ar living 
Within this tweluemoneth, or turne thou no more 
To ſeeke a living inour Territorie. | 
Thy Lands andall things that thou doſt call thine, 
| Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize into our hands, 
Till thou canſt quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
) Of what we thinke againſt thee. 

OL. Ohthar your Highnefie knew my heart inthis; 
I never lov*d my brother in my life. 

Dake. More villaine thou. Well, puſh him out of dan 
Andlet my officers of ſuch a nature 
Make 8n extent upon his houſe and Lands: 
Do this expediently, and turne him going. 


i 


— 
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 Scana Secunda. 


Enter Orlando. | 
Ol. Hang there my verſc, in witneſſe of my love, | 
And thou thrice crowned __ of night ſurvey 
With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſpheare above 
Thy Huntrefle name, that my full life doth ſway» 
O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my Bookes, 
Andin their barkes my thoughts lle charraQer, 
That every eye, which in this Forreſt lookes, 
Shall ſee thy vertue witneſt every where 
Run,run Orlando, carve on every Tree, 
The faire,the chaſte, and unexpreſlive ſhe. ok 


Enter Corsn & C lowne., 


. Co.And how like youthis ſhepherds life Mx Touchfn 
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| ht Truely Shepheard , in reſped of it ſelfe, it 1s 
harp - ks reſpect that it 1s rr inar. it 1s 
naught. In reſpe& that it is ſolitary, Ilike 1t very well : 
but in reſpe that itis privare,itisa very vild life. Now 
inreſpe&itis in the fields, it pleaſcth me well: bur 1n 
reſpe& it is not inthe Court, itis tedious, As it is a ſparc 


» 


*rany Philoſophic 1n thee ſhepheard? 
190 No _— bur that I know the more one ſickens, 
the worſeat caſe heis: and thar hee that wants monys 
mcanes,and content, 1s without three good friends. That 
the propertie of raine is to wet, and fire to burne : That 

ood paſture makes fat ſheepe : and that a great cauſe of 
thenight, islacke ofthe Sunne : That hee that hath lear- 
ned no wit by Nature, nor Art, may complaine of good 


Cle. Such a one is a naturall Philoſopher : 
Was'tever in Court, Shepheard ? 
Cor. No truly. 
Cle, Then thouart damn'd. 
Cor. Nay,I bope., | : | | 
(to. Truly thou artdamn'd; like an ill roaſted Egge, all 


| 


fol 


| on one ſide. | 


{| aw'ſt good manners: if thou never ſaw'*ſt good manners, 


| atthe Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, as the be- 


| is not the greaſe of Mutton, as wholeſome asthe ſweat of 
| a man? Shallow, ſhallow: A better inſtance I fay ; 


| ſpe& of a good pecce of fleſh ndced : learne of the wiſe 


{er. For not being at Court ? your reaſon. 
Col. Why, if thou never was'tat Court, thou never 


then thy manners muſt be wicked, and wickednes} is ſin, 
and finne is damnation; Thouart ina parlous ſtate ſhep- 
heard. 

Cor. Not a whit Toxckftone,thoſe that are good maners 


haviour of the Countrie 1s moſt mockeable at rhe Court. 
You told me, you falute not atthe Court, but you kifle | 
your bands; thar courteſie would be unclcanly if Courti- 
ers were ſhepheards. 

Clo. Tnſtance, briefly: come, inſtances 

Cor. Why we are fill handling ou Eyes, and their 
Fels yon know are greaſie. 

Clo, Why doe nor your Courtiers hands ſveate ? and 


Come, 

{r. Beſides, our handsarc hard. 

(. Yourlips will feele them the ſooner. Shallow agen: 
a more ſounder inſtance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over, with the ſurgery 
of our ſheepe : and would you bave us kifſe Tarre ? The 
Counticrs hands are perfumed with Civet. 

Clo, Moſt ſhallow man : Thou wormes meate in re» 


and perpend : Civet is of a baſer birththen Tarre , the 
_ uncleanly fluxe of a Car. Mend the inftance Shep- 
card. 

Cor. You have too Courtly a wit, for me, Ile reſt. 

(70. Wiltthoureſt damn'd ? God helpe thee ſhallow 
man : God make inciſion inthe, thou art raw, 

Cor, Sir, I amatrue Labourer, I carne that I cate : get 
that I weare ; owe no man bate, envie no mans happineſle: 
glad of other mens good,content with my harme : and the 
| greateſt of my pride, is to ſee my Ewes graze, and my 

Lambes ſucke. 

Ch. That is another fimple finne in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rammes together, and to offer to get your 
living, by the copulation of Cattle, to be bawd to a Bel- 


—_— 


life (looke you) it fits my humor well : but asthere 1s5no | 
| oo plentic init, ir goes much againſt my Komacke. 


weather, and to betray a ſhee-Lambe' ofa twelvemonth 


Sam. 


to a creoked-pated olde Cuckoldly Ramme , out of all 
reaſonable match. If thou bee'ſt not damn'd for this, the 
divell himſelfe will have no ſhepheards, I cannot ſce elſe 
howrthou ſhouſdſt ſcape. 
Cor. Heere comes young M. Ganimed, my new Miſtriſo 
ſes Brother. 
Enter Roſalind, 
Roſ. From the eaFt to weſterne [nd+, 
no jewel is like Roſalinde, } 
Hir worth being monned on the winde, z 
through all the World beares Reſalinde. 
. All the piftares faireſt Linde, 
are but blatke to Roſatinde : 
Let no face be hept in wiinds, 
but the faire of Roſalinde. 


Co; Ile rime you fo, eight yeares together ; dinners, | 
and uppers, and ſlceping hoursexcepted : it is the right | 
Butter-womens ranke to Market. 

Rof. Our Foole. 

Clo. Fora taſte. 

If a Hart aoelicke a Hinde. 
Let hins ſeeke ont Roſalind: : 
Jf the Cat will after kinde, 
ſo be ſure will Roſalinde: 
Wintred garments muſt be linde, 
ſo muſt ſlender Roſalind: | 
. They that reapmuſt ſheafe ana binde, 
then to cart with Roſalinde. 
Sweeteft nut, hath ſowreft rind, | 
ſuch a nut is Roſalinde, | 
He that ſweete$t roſewil finde, 
muſt finde Loves pricke,& Roſalmde, 


This 1s the very falſe gallop of Verſes, 
fe& your lſelfe with them ? 

Roſ. Peace youdullfoole, I found them on a tree. 

(fo. Truely the tree yeelds bad fruite. 

Rof. Tle graffe it with you , and then I ſhall graffe it 
with a Medler : then it will be the earlieſt fruiti'th coun- 
try : for you'l be rotten ere you be halferipe , and that's 
the right vertue of the Medler. 

Clo, Youhave ſaid : but whether wiſcly or no, let the 
Forreſt judge. 
Enter Celia with awriting. 
Ref. Peace, here comes my ſiſter reading, ſtand aſide, 
Cel. Why ſhould this Deſert bee, 
for tt is unpeopled ? Noe : 
T onges Ile hang on every tree, 
that [hall civill ſayings (hee. 
Somehow briefe the Lifa of man | 
| rams be erring prtgrimage, | 
Tat the ſtretching of a ſpan, 
bucklos in hu ſurnme of age. | 
Sore of violated wowes, 
twix? the ſoules of friend, and friend, | 
But upon the faireft bowes , 
07 at every ſentence end ; | 
Will I Roſalinds write, 
teaching all that read: ,to know 
T he guinteſſence of every ſprite, 
heaven would in little ſhow. 
Therefore heaven Nature charg'd, | 
that one body (honldbe fill d 
With all Graces wideenlarg 4, 
nature preſently aſtull*d 
R 2 


why doe you in- © 


Helens | 


— 
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Helens cheeks, but not his beart, 

Cleopatra's Majeſtie : 
Attalanta's better part, 

fad Lucrecia's ModeFtie. 

Thus Roſalinde of many parts, 

by Heavenly Synode was devis a, 
Of mami faces, eyes, and hearts, 

to have the touches deereſt pris d. 
Heaven would that foe theſe gifts ſhould have, 

and I tolrve and die her ſlave. 

Ref. O moſt gentle Tupiter , what tedious Hemilic of 
Love have you wearied your pariſhioners withall,and ne- 
ver cride,have your pariſhiones withall, and never cride, 
have patience good people. 

Cel. How now ! backe friends: Shepheard go off a lit. 
tle : go with him firrah. 

Clo. Come ſhephecard , let us make an honourable re- 
treir, though not with bagge and baggage, yet with ſcrip 
and ſcrippage- Exit. 

Ce!. Did{ithon heare theſe verſes ? 

Roſ. O yes, I heard themall, and moretoo , for ſome 
ofthem had inthem more feete then the Verſes would 
beare. | 
{el. That's no matter: the feet might hearethe Verſes. 

Roſ. I, but the fect were lame, and could not beare 
themſelves without the verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely 
inthe verſe. WY 

Cel. But didſtthou heare without wondring, how thy 
name {hould be hang'd and carved upon theſe trees? 

Roſ: 1 was ſeaven of the nine dayes out of wonder, be- 
fore you came : for looke heere what I found on a Palme 
tree ; I wasnever fo berim'd ſince Pythagoras time that I 
was an Iriſh Rat, which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Tro you, who hath done this? 

Roſ. Is 1t aman? 

Cel. And achaine that you once wore,about his neck : 
change you colour ? 

Rof. Ipre'thee who? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it isa hard matter for friends to 


| meete; but Mountaines may be remoov'd with Earth- 


quakes, and ſo encounter. 

Rof: Nay,but who isit? 

Cel. 1s it poſſible ? 

Rof. Nay, I pre'thee now , with moſt petitionary ve- 
hemence, till me whoit 15. 

Cel. O wonderfull, wonderfull, and moſt wonderfull 
wonderfull, and yet againe wonderfull, and after that out 
ofall hooping. 

Roſ. Good my compleRion, doſt thou thinke though 
I am capariſon'd like a man,I have a doublet and a hoſe in 
my diſpoſition? One inch of delay more, isa South-ſca 
of diſcoverie. I pre'thee tell me, who is it quickely, and 
ſpeake apace: I would thou couldſt ſtammer , that thou 
might'ſt powre this conceald man out of thy mouth , as 
Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle : cither too 
much atonce, or none at 2ll. I pre'thee take the Corke 
out of thy mouth, that T may drinke thy tydings. 

(cel. So you may puta man in your belly. 

Roſe. Ts heof Gods making > What manner of man ? 
Is his head worth a hat? Or his chin worth a beard ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath butalittle beard. 

Roſ. Why God will ſend more, if the man will bee 
thankefull; letme ſtay the growth of his beard , if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin, 

Cel. 1tis young Orlando, that tript upthe Wraſtlers 
heeles, and your heart, both inan inſtant. 


eAsyouhkett. 


Roſ. Nay, but the divelltake mocking : ſpeake fadds | 


brow, and true maid: 
Cel. Ifaith (Coz) tis he, 
Roſ; Orlando? 
Cel, Orlando. 


hoſe ? What did he when thou ſaw'ſt him ? What ſayd, 


gaine Anſwer me in one word. | 

Cel. You muſt borrow me Gargantuas mouth firſt 
tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages ſize,ty 
ſay T and no, to theſe particulars, is more then to anſyer 
na Catechiſme. | 


he Wraſted? 


propoſitions of a Lover : but take a taſte of my finding 


| 
; 


Ref. Alasthe day, what ſhall Ido with my doublet ang| 


{ Ref, Butedoth he know that I am in this Forreſt , and] 
{ In mans apparrell? Looks he as freſhly, as he did thedy| 


Cel. Itis aseafic tocount Atomies as to reſolve th| 


him, and relliſh it with good obſervance. I found hin| 


under atrec likea drop'd Acorne. 

Roſe It may well be cald Tovestree, when it dropye 
forth ſuchfruite, | | 
} (Ce. Give meaudience, good Madam. 

) Ro. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay hee firetch'd along like a Wounde| 

| knight. | 
Roſ. Though it be pittie to ſee ſuch aſight ; it wellbs| 

| comesthe ground. | 

Cel. Cry holla, tothe tongue, I prethee : it curyetts| 

| unſcaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a Hunter, 1 

Roſ, O ominous, he comes to kill my Hart. | 

(#7. T would ſing my ſong without a burthen , thaj 
bring'ft me out of tune. | 

Ref. Do you rot know Iam a weman, when I think] 
| I mult ſpeake: fweer, ſay on. | 


Enter Orlando & [aques. 
) Cel. You bring me ont. Soft, comes 
Ref: *Tis be, ſlinke by, and note him. 
[aq. Tthanke you for your companie, but good faith] 
had as liefe have beene my {elfe alone. | 
Ort. And ſo had I: bur yet for fathion ſake 
I thanke you too, for your ſocictic, 
Tag. God buy you, let's meet as little as we Cans 
Orl, Idodehfire.we may be better ſtrangers. = 
1aq. Tpray you marre no more trees with Vritly| 
Love-ſongs intheir barkes. | 
 Orl. I pray you marre nomore of my verſes withr| 
ding them ill-favouredly. 1 
lag. Reſalinae is your loves name? Orl, YesJull 
1ag. Idonotlike her name. | 
Orl. There was no thought of pleaſing you whenſF| 
was Chriſten'd. | | | 
Taq. Wuhar ſtature is ſhe of? 
Or7. Tuſt as highas my heart. a 
Tag. You are fall ofprety anſwers: have ou notbm& 
quainted with gold{miths wives,& cond the out of rinhs | 
O-1. Not ſo: but Ianſwer you right paintedcloath, | 
. from whence you have ſtudied you queſtions. | 
14g. You haveanimble witz Ithinke *twas made of 
Attalanta s heeles. Will you fitre downe with me, a 
wee two will raile againſt our Miftris theworld, a9#| 
| our miſerie. 7 al | 
| Orl. Twill chide no breatker in the world but mY" 


henotneere?*| 
| 
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he? How louk'd he? Wherein went he? W hat makes hy | 
heere ? Did he aske for me? Where remaines he? Hoy | 
parted he with thee ? And when ſhalt thou ſee him. 


| the interita be but aſennight, Times pace isſo hard, that 
| it ſcemesthe length offeaven yeare. 


| that bathro: tke Gowt: for theone flecpes eaſily be- 
| cauſe he cannor {tudy,and the other lives merrily,becauſe 


ad trend ——_ 


eAs ou le it. 


_—_ 


DO m— 


inſt whom I know no faults. : 
Jeq. The worſt fault yon have, 18 to be in love. 


orl. Tisa fault I will not change, for your beſt vertue: 1 | 


am wearie of youu, 
lag. By my troth, 
und yolls © | 
" ol. He is drown'd inthe brooke, looke but in,and you 
ſhall ſee him. 
Jag. There I ſhall ee mineowne figure. 
Orl, Which I take to be either a foole,or a Cipher. 
Tag. Ile tarrie no longer with you, farewell good fignt- 
or Love. 
- Ol. 1 am glad 
Mclanchollie. ED $4, 
Rof { wil ſpeake to him like a fawcie Lackie, and un- 
der that habit play the knaue with him; do you heare For- 
0rl. Veric wel, what would you ? (refter. 
Ref. I pray you, what i'ftaclocke? pe 
Orl. You ſhould aske me what time o'day : ther's no 
locke in the Forrelt. = | | 
+ Roſ. Then there is no true Lover 1n the Forreſt ; clſe 
fighing every minute, and groaningevery howre would 
detectrhe lazic foote of time , as welas aclockes 
Orl. And why not the ſwift foote of time? Bad not 
that bin as proper ? 
Roſ; By no meanes ; 
with diverſe perſons; Lie tell you who Timeamblcs with- 


I was ſceking for a Foole, when 1 


of your departure: Adieu good Monſieur 


all, who Tine trots wirhall, who time gallops withall,and | 


who he t(tauds fill withall. 


0rl. Iprechee, whomdoth he trot withall? 


Rofſ, Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between 
the contract of her marriage,and the dayir is ſolemnizd:if 


0rl. Who amblestime withall ? 


Rof. With a Prieſt that lackes Latine, and a richman | 


ſir; Time travels indivers paces , | 


| 


| he feeles nopatac ; rhe one lackingthe burthen of leane 
| and waſtcfuil Learning ; the other knowing no bur- 
| then of heavie tedious penuric, Theſe time ambles 


z 
j 


! 
| 


withall, 
Orl. Whom doth he gallop withall ? 

Roſ. Witha theefe .tothe gallowes : for though hee 
goe as ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinkes himſclte too ſoone 
there; 

Or. Whom ſaies it. ſtill withall? 

Reſ. With Lawiers in the vacation : for they ſlcepe be- 
tweene Terme and Terme, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 


Orl. Where dwell you pretty youth? | 

Roſ. Withthis Shepheardeſſe wy ſiſter : heere inthe. 
Kirts of the forreſt, ike fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orl, Are you native of this place ? 

« Sp the Corinic that you ſee dwell where ſheeis 

ed. 

Ort. Youraccentis ſomething finer-, than you could 
purchaſe inſoremoved a dwelling. 

_ Ref. 1 have bintold ſoof many: but indeed, an old re- 
lgious Vnckle of mince taught me toſpeake, who wasin 
his youth an inland man, one that knew Courtſhip too 
well: for there. he fell inlove, Thave heard him read na» 
by Lecturs againſt it, and Ithanke God, Iam nota Wo- 
manto be touch'd with ſo many giddie offences as he hath 

generally tax'd their whale ſex withall, 


Orl, Can you reniember any of the principall evils, 


re pas om 
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that he laid tothe charge of women? $50 
. Roſ. There were none principall, they were jall like 
one another, as halfepence are, . every one fav}t ſeeming 
monſtrous, till his fellow-fault came ro marchit. 
Orl, Iprethee recount ſome of them. IN > 
Ref. No: I will not caſt away my phyſick,but on thoſe 
that ace ſicke, . There is aman haunts the Forreſt, that a- 


| buſes our yong plants with carving Roſalind vn their 


borkes; hangs Odcsupon Hauthernes, and Elcgies on 
bramdles ; all (forſooth) deifying the name of Roſalind. 
If Icould meertthat Fancie-monger, I would give-him 
ſome good counſell, for he ſeemesto have the Quptidian 
of Love upon him. | 

Orl.lam he thatis ſo Love-ſhak'd, I pray youtell me 
your remedie. 

Ref. There is none of my Vnckles markes upon you : 
he taughtrme how to know a man inlove : in which cage 
of ruſhes, I am ſure you are not priſoner. 

Orl. What were his markes ? 

Rof. A lcane-cheeke, which you have nor : a blew eye 
and ſunken, which you have not: an unqueſtionable ſpi- 
rit, which you have nat: a beard negieRted, which you 
have not : (but I pardqnyou for that, for ſimply your ha- 
ving no beard,isa younger brothers revennew) then your 
boſc ſhould be ungarter'd; your bonnet unbanded , your 
ſleeve unbutron'd, your ſhove unti'de, and every thing 
about you, demonſtrating a careleſſe deſolation : but you 
are go ſuch man; you are rather point device in your ac- 
couſtrements, asloving your {clfe, than freming the Lo- 
ver ofany other, (1 Love. 

Or7l. Faire youth, I would I could make thee belceve 

Rof. Me beleeveit? You may afſoone 'make her that 
youLove beleeve it, which 1 warrant ſhe is apter to do, 
than to confeſle ſhe do's: that is one of the poitits,in the 
which women ſtill give thelie to their conſciences; But 
in good ſooth, are you he that hangs the verſes onthe 
Trees, wherein Roſabndis ſo admired? ': + Ps 

Orl. I ſweare to thee youth , bythe whitc hand of Ro- 
ſazwnd, I am that he, that unfortunate he.-":: te) 

Rof. Butare you ſomuch in love,as your rimes ſpeake? 

Orl. Neither rime nor reaſon can exprefſe how much.. 
_ Ref. Loves mecrely a madnefle, and T tell you, de- 
ſerves as well a darke houſe, and a whip, as madmen do : 
and the reaſon why they are nct ſo puniſh'd and cured, is 
that the Lunacie is ſo ordinarie, thatthe whippers are in 
lovetoo: yetT profeſle curing it by counſel. 

Orl, Did youever cureany fo? 

_ Ref. Yes one, and in this manher. He was to imagine 
me his Loue, his Miſtris : and 1 ſet him every day to 
wooe me, At whichtime would I, being buta mooniſh 
youth, greeve, beeffeminate, changeable, longing, and 1j- 
king, proud, fantaſticall; apiſh, ſhailow, inconſtant, fall 
of teares, full of ſmiles ; for every paſſion ſomething, 'and 
for no paſtion truly any thing,as boyes and women are for 
the mott part, cattle of this colour : would now like him, 
now loath him: then entertaine him, then forſweare him: 
now weepe for him; then ſpitat him ; that I drave my 
Suter from his mad humor of love, to aliving humor of | 
madnes, which wasto forſiweare the fullſtreame of the 
world, and to live inanooke meerly Monaſtick: and thus | 
F curd him, and this way will I take upoi meto waſh 


your Liver ascleareasa ſound ſheeps heart,that there ſhal | = 


not be one ipot.of love in't. 
Orl. 1 would not becured;-youth. - - fg 00g 
Rof. 1 would cure you, if you would but call me Roſe" | 
lind, and come cuery day hn, EL WOoe Mme. Fg | 
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Orlar. Now by the faith of my love, I will; Tell mee 
where it 18. ; | 
Roſ. Go with meto it, and Ile ſhew it you: and bythe 
way, you ſhall tellme,where in the Forzeſt you live: Will 
you goe e 
Orl. With all my heart, good youth. : 
Rof. Nay, you muſt call me Roſalind : Come ſiſter will 
you got? Exennt. 


= mm 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Clowne, Auarey, & Taques. 


Clo. Come apace good eAarie, I will fetch up your 
Goates, Andre): and how Awdricam I the man yet?Doth 
my ſimple feature content you? 

Aud. Your features, Lord warrant us : what features? 

(to. Iam hcere withthee,and thy Goates,asthe moſt 
capricious Poet honeſt Ovid was arnong the Gothes- 

laq. O knowledge ill inhabited , worſe then Iove ina 
thatch'd houſe. 

(te. Whena mans verſes cannot beunderſtoed , nor a 
mans good witſeconded with the forward childe,under- 
ſtanding : ir ſtrikes a man more dead then a greatreckon- 
ing is alittle roome : truly, I would the Gods had made 
thee poeticall. 

Azxd.1 do not know what Poeticall 1s:is it honeſt in deed 
and word: is itatrue thing ? 

(7. Notruly: for the trucſt pactrie is the moſt faining, 
and Loversare given to Pectric: and what they ſweare in 
Portrie, may be ſaid as Lovers, they do feigne. 

_e7nd. Do you with then that the Gods had made mee 
Poeticall FE: 3: 35:72 : 
' (tow. Idotruly « for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou art ho- 
{ neft: Now ifthqu werta Poet, I might have ſome hope 
thou 1icit feigne. | | 

Aud. Would you not have me honeſt ? 

Cls. Notruly, unlefle thou wert hard favour'd : for 
honeſtie coupled ro beaurie, is to have Honie aſawceto 
SUgAr. TIRE 

[ag. A materiall-foole. 

Aud. Well,t amnot faire,and therefore I pray the Gods 
make me honeft..- | 

Ch. Truly,and to caſte away honeftic xpona foule ſlut, 
were toput. good meate iuto an uncleane diſh. 

F Aud. I am not aſlut, though I thanke the Goddes I am 
oule. | 

Clo, Well, praiſed bethe Gods, for thy fouleneſle;ſlut- 
tiſhneſſe may come hereafter. But be it, as it may bee, 1 
wiil marriethee: and to that end, | have beene with Sir 
Olver Mar-text,the Vicar of the'next village , who bath 
promis'd co meete me inthisplace'of the Forreſt , and to 
couple us. - | 

Jag. 1 would faine ſee this meeting» 

And. Well, the Gods give us joy. | 

. Ele. Amen. A man may if he weare of a fearfull heart, 
| ſtagger in this attempt :; for heere wee have no Temple 
bur the wood, no aſſembly but- horne-beaſts,; Brit what 
though? Courage. As hornesare odious, they are neceſ(- 
farie. Itisfaid, _— man knowes no endot; his. goods; 
| right: Many a man has good Hornes, and khowesnoend 
| ofthem.. VVell, that is the dowrie of his wife, - 'tis none 
. of his owne getting; hornes, . even ſo poore:men alone ; 


PP "ne 


| ofa married man , more honourable then the barebray 


No, no, thenobleſt Deere hath them as huge as theRet 
call : Is the ſingle man therefore bleſſed? No, asa wall 
Towne is more worthier theft a village,ſo isthe forcheyd 


of a Batcheller: and by how much defence is better they 
no.skill, by ſo muchisa horne more precious then 
want. 


| Enter Sir Oltver Mar-texte : 
Heere comes Sir Over: Sir Olrver Aar-text you are well 
met. Will you diſpatch us heere underthis tree, or ſhal|| 
we goe with youto your Chappell? | 
O/.Is there none here to give the woman? 
C/o. 1 will nottake her on guitt of any mane. | 
Of. Trucly ſhe muſt bee given , or the marriage igact 
lawfull. 
fag. Procced, proceede: Ile give her. | 
Clo. Good even good M. what ye cai't : how doe ya 
Sir, youare verie well met: godild you for your laſt cog 
panie, I am veric glad to ſee you, ever. a toy in handher| 
Sir : Nay, pray be cover'd. | 
lag. Wil you be married, Motley ? 
Clo. Asthe Oxe hath his bow Gr,the horſe his curb,l} 
the Falkon her bels, ſo man hath his deſires, and as Pigs| 
ons bill, ſo wedlocke would be nibling. | 
Tag. And will you (being a man of your breeding) he| 
married under a buſh like a begger? Get you to Church| 
and have a good Prieſt that can tell you what marriages] 
this fellow will bur joyne you together, as they jone| 
Wainſcot, then one of you will prove a ſhrunke panael, 
and like greene timber, warpe,warpe. gy 
(oe. Tam not in the minde, but 1 were better to be mus 
ried of him then of another,for he is not like to marriene 
well : andnot being well married, it will be a good exc 
for me hereafter, to leave my wite., 
1ag. Goe thou with me. 
And let me counfcll thee. 
Cls.Come {weere Anarze, 
We muſt be married, or we muſt live in baudrey: 
Farewell good M. Olrver : Not O {iwect Oliver, Obran 
Oliver lcave me not behind thee: But winde away,be 
I fay, I willnot to wedding with thee. = 
O!. *Tisno matter; Ne'rea fantaſticall knave of then| 
all ſhall Aout me out of my calling. 
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Enter Roſalind & Celig. 
Ref. Never talke to me, I will weepe. 
Cel.Do I prethee, bur yet haue the grace to conſider;thi 


teares do not become a man. d 
Ref. But have not cauſe to weepe ? Nay 
(*1. As good cauſe as one would delige, Int 

Therefore weepe. 4 

Rof. His very haire a 

' Is ofthe diflembling colour. | Buy 
- Cel. Something browner then Tudaſles: Th 

' Marrie his kiſſesare Indafſesowne children, | 

Roſ.I faith his baire is of a good colour. | Z 

-. Cel. Ancxceilent colour : Py IA 
Your Cheflenut was ever the onely colour : The 
Rof, And his kiſting is as full of ſanRitie, | £7 
' As the tonchof holy bread. _ 
_<N- 


- 
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Fave as a covered goblet, or a Worme-eaten nut» 


| confirmer of falſe reckonings, he attends here in the for- 
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the vet y yce of chaſtitie is inthem. 
Roſa. But wy did he ſweare he would come this mor- 
ning, and comes not ? on 
- Cel. Nay certainly,there isno truth in him, 
Ref. Doe you thinke ſo ? : : 
Cet. Yes, I thinke heis notapicke purſe, nor a horſe- 
tealer, but tor his verity in love, I dothinke him as con- 


Ref. Not true in love ? ; ; 

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I thinke he 1snot 1n. 

"Ref. You have heard him ſwearedowneright he was: 

Cel. Was, isnot is : beſides,the oath of a Lover 1s no 
tronger then the word ofa Tapſter , they arc hoth the 


relt on the Duke your father, _ : 
Roſ.. 1 met the Dake yeiterday, and had much queſti- 


| what ta'ke we of Fathers, when there is ſuch a man as 
| Orlando ? 


brave words, ſweares brave oathes, and breakes them 
bravely, quite travers athwart che heart of his lover, as a 


j | | Tispretty ſure, and very probable, 
Cd. Ss 


on with him: he askt me of what parentage I was; [ told 
him of as good as he, ſo he laugh'd and let mee goe. But 


Cel.O that's a brave man,he writes brave verſes,ſpeakes 


uiſny Tiiter, that ſpurres his horſe burton one {ide , 
nar his ſtaffe likea noble gooſe; but all's brave that 
youth mounts, and folly guides: whocomes heete? 


. Enter Corm. 

(rin. Miſtrefſe and Maſter, you have oft enquired - 
Afterthe Shephard that complain'd of love, 
Whom you ſay fitting by me on the Turffe, 
Prayſing the proud diſdainefull Shepherdeſle 
That was his Miſtrefle, 

(*l. Well : and whatof him ? 
- Cor.if you :wili ſcea pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale compleRion of true Love, 
And the red gtow of {corne and prowd diſdaine, 
Goe hence little and I ſhall conduct you 
If you will marke it. ; | 

Roſe. O come, letus remove, 
Theſight of Lovers feederh thoſe inlove : 
Bring us to this ſight, and you ſhall ſay 


lle prove a bulie aRor in their play. Exegant. 
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Scana Quinta. 


Enter Silvins and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phrbedoe not ſcorne me, do not Phebe 
Yay that you love me not, but ſay not ſo 
In bitterneſle; rhe common executioner. | 
Whoſe heartth*accaſtony'd ſight of death makes hard 
Falls not the axe uponth: humbled neck, 
But firſt begs pardon: will you ſterner be 
Thea hethat dies and lives by bloody.drops? 


Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Corin. 
Fhe, T wouldnot be thy executioner, 
Hicthee, for I would not injure thee : 
Thoutellſt me there is aucther in mine eye, 


Ce ens 


Hee hath bought a paire of chaſt lips of Diava: a 
Nun of winters ſiſterhood kiſſes not more religioullic , | 


| You fooliſh Shepheard, wherefore do you 
{| Like foggy South, puiſing with winde and raine, 


That eyes that are the frailſt, and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward gatcs on atomyes, 
Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Now I do frowne onthee with all my heart, . 
Aud if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill the ce; 
Now counterfeit to ſwound,why now fall downe, 

Or if thou canſt not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, 
Lye nor, to ſay mine eyes are murtherers : 
Now ſhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee, 
Scratch chee but. with a pin, and there remaincs 
Some {carre of ir : Leane but upon arixh, 
The Cicatriceand capable impreſſure 
Thy Palme ſome moment keepes : but now mine eyes 
W hich I have darted at thee, hurt thee nor, 
Norl am ſure there is no force in eyes 
Thar can doe hurt. : 

Sil, O deere Phebe, | 
If ever(as that ever may be neere) £ 
You wct in ſome freſh cheeke the power of fancie, 
Then ſhall you know the wounds inviſible 
That Loves keenearrowes make. 

Phe. Buttill that time 
Come not thou neere me : and when that time comes, 
Atfictme with thy mockes, pitry me nor, 
As till that time I ſhall not pitty thee. 

Ref: And why 1 pray you? whomight bee your mother 
That you inſult, exulc, andall at once + 
Over the wretched ? what though you haveno beauty 
Asby my faith, I ſee nomore in you ' 
Then without Candle may goe darketo bed: 
Muſt you be therefore proud and pittilefle ? 
Why what meanes this? why do yonlooke on me ? 
I fce no more 1n you then in the ordinarie 
Of natures fale-worke? *odsmy little life, 
I thinke ſhe meanesto tangle mine eyes too : 
No faith proud miſtreſſe, hope not after it, 
'Tisnot your inkie browes, your blacke ſilke haire, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your checke of creame 
Thar can entame wy ſpiritsto your worſhip ; 


follow her 


You areathonſand times a properer man 

Then ſhe a woman. *'Tis ſuch fooles as you 

That makesthe world fall of ill-favourd children; 
*Tis not her glaſle; but you that fiatters her, 

And out of you ſhe ſees her ſelfe more proper 
Then any of her lineaments can ſhow her : 

But Miſtris, know your ſelfe, downe on your knees 


| And thanke heaven, faſting for a good mans love ; 


For I mult tell you friendly in your care, | 
Sell whe. you can, you arenot for all markets ; 


| 


Cry the man mercie, love him, take his offer, . 


- Foule is moſt foule, being foule tobe a ſcoffer. 


So take her to thee Shepheard, fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chidea yeere together, 
I had.rather heare you chide, then this man wooe. 
Roſ.Hees falne in love with your foulenefſe,& ſhee'll 
Fall in love with my anger, It it be fo, as ſaft h 

As ſheanſwores thee with frowning lookes, ile ſauce 
Her with bitter words: why looke you ſoupon me ? 
Phe, For no ill-wHllÞ-beare you 

Rof. I pray you do not fall in love with me, 

For I am faller then yowes made in wines, ' © | 
Befides, I like you not: if you will know my houſe, 
'Tisatthe tuffr ef Olives, here hard by: * . 


— 
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Will you goe Siſter ? Shepheard ply her hard: OTE 
| Come, 


| 
| 


- +200 


As you bkeit. 


4 "_ 


ComeSiſter : Shepheardeſſc, looke on kim better 
And be not proud, thoughall the werld could ſee, 
None could be ſo bus inſight as he. y 
Come, to our flocke, — Exit. 
| Phe, Decd Shepheard, now I find thy ſaw of might, 
Who ever loy'd, thatlov'd not at firſt ſight? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hah : whar ſayſt thou Silvixe? 
* Ssl. Sweet Phebepitty me. 
Phe. Why 1 am ſorry for thee gentle Silvins. 
$4. Whereever ſorrow is,relicfe would be : 
If youdoeſorrow at my gricfcinlove , 
By giving love your ſorrow, and my griefe 
Were bothextermin'd. = 
Phe. Thou haſt my love,is notthat neighborly ? 
Ss. I would have you. | 
Phe, Why that were covetouſneſle : 
Silvins; the time was, that I hated thee; 
And yet it is not, that I bearethee love, 
But fince that thon canſt talke of love {o well, 
Thy company, which carlt was irkeſome to me 
I will endure; and Ile employ thee too : 
Butdoe not looke for further recompence 
Then thine owne gladneſſe, that chou art employd. 
Sit. So holy, and ſo perteRis wy love, 
And inſach a poverty of grace, 
That I ſhall thinke it a moſt plentious crop 
Togleane the broken eares afcer the man 
That the maine harveſt reapes: looſe now and then _ 
| A ſcattered ſmile, and that Ile live upon. (while? 
Phe. Knowſt thou the youth thax fpoketo mee yerc- 
$1. Not very well, but I have met him off, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the buunds 
' Thatthe old Car/er once was Maſter of. | 
Phe, Thinke not I love him, thoughlT a ske for him, 
- *Tis but apceviſh boy, yet hee talkes well, 
But what care Ifor words? yet words do well 
When he that ſpeakes them pleaſes thoſe that heare : 
It is apretty youth, not very pretty, 
Bur ſure hee's proud, and yet his pride becomes him; 
Hee'll make a proper man: the beſt thing in him 
Is his complexion : and faſter then histongue 
Did make offence, his eye did hezle it up : 
He is not very tall, yet for his yeares hee's tall; 
His leg is but ſo ſo, and yet 'tis well : 
There was a pretty rednefle in his lip, 
A little riper, and more luſtie red | 
Then that mixtin his chezke: 'rwas juſt the difference 
Betwixt the conſtant red, and mingled Damaske. 
There be ſome women Si/vaus, had they markt him 
InparcellsasI did, would have gonenecre 
To fall in love with him : but for my part 
I love himnot,nor hate him not : and yet 
I have more cauſe to hate him then to love him, 
For what had he todocto chideat me ? 
He faid minecyes were blackeand my haire blacke, _ 
And now I am remembred, ſcorn'd at me : 
I marvell why I anſwer'dnot againe, 
But that's all one : omittance is no quittance : 
Ile write tohima very tanting Lettter, . 
And thou halt beare it, wilt thou Ss{v:ixc ? 
- Sil, Phebe, with all my hearts * 
- Phe. Ile write it ſtrait ; 
The marter's in my head, and in my heart, 
I will bebitter withhim, and paſſing ſhort; 
Goe with me Silva. = 


at 


Exennt, 


i. eo. 


| holding to your wives for:but he come armed in us} 


Aﬀus Quartus, ScenaPrima, 


Emter Roſalind, and Celia, and laqurs, 
1aq. I prethee,pretty youth, let me be better acquainy 
with thee. Kerns uS | 
Roſ. They ſay you are a melancholly fellow. 
tag. 1 am ſo: Idoe Joveitbetter then laughing. - | 
Ref. Thoſe that are in extremity of cither, are abhog 
nable fellowes, and betray themſelves to every modine| 
ccnſure, worſe then drunkards. | | 
leq. Why, tis good tobe ſadand ſay nothing. 
Roſ: Why then tis good to be a poſte. 
lag. T have neither the Schollers melancholy ; whith 
is emulation 5 nor the Muſitians , which is fantaſtical: 
nor the Courtiers, which isproud : nor the Souldig,| 
which is ambitious: nor the Lawiers, which is politicke:| 
nor the Ladies , which is nice ; nor the Lovers, whid| 
isalltheſe : burit isa melancholy of mine owne , cow! 
pounded of many fimples, extracted from many objedy| 
and indeed the fundrie contemplation of my travells;j 
which my often ruminarion , wraps meina moſt hung 
rous ſadneſſe. 1 
Ref. A Traveller : by my faith you have great rea 
to be fad : I feare you have ſold your owne Lands , tok 
other mens;then to have ſcene much,andto have nothing] 
isto havericheyesand poore hands. | 
laq. Yes, I have gain'd my experience. | 


Enter Orlando, - © ! 
Rof. And your experience makes you fad: I had ratlf 
havea foole to make me merrie, then experience to tk 
me ſad, and to travaile for it too. | 
Orl. Good day, and happineſle, deere Roſalind. 
Ort. Nay then God buy you, and you talke in blank 
verſe. : ix 
Ref. Farewell Mounfier Travellor : looke you liſp 
and yeare ſtrange ſuites; difable all the benefits of you 
own Countrie:be out of love with your nativity,8: alml| 
chide God for making you that countenance youur| 
or I will ſcarcethinke you have ſwam ina Gundello.Wh 
how now Orlando,where have youban all this whiletpa 
a lover? andyon ſerve me ſuch another tricke , new] 
come in my fight more. | 
Orl. My faire Reſalmad, Icome within an houreofmy| 
promiſe. | 1 
Rof. Breakean houres promiſe in love ? he that wil 
divide a minute into a thouſand parts, and breake buti| 
part ofthe thouſand part of a minute in the affairsoflow,| 
1t may be ſaid of him that Cpidhath clapt him eth' ſha 
der, butlle warrant him hearr bole. 
Orl. Pardon me deere Roſalind. 
Roſ. Nay,and yoube ſo tardy, come no more in 
ſight, I had asleife be woo'd ofa Snaile. © 
Orl, Of a Snaile? _ 
Ref. I, of a Saaile :. for though he comes ſlowly, if 


s -% 


| carries his houſe on his head; abetter joynture 7- thinke| 


then you make a woman : befides , hee brings his | 
with him» « FO | 

Ort. What's that? "4 
Roſ. Why hornes:which ſuch as youare faine tobeds| 


£45 a 


tune, and preventsthe ſlander of his wife. Nas 
| | Orl. Vera 
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ork. Vertue 1s no horne-maker : and my Reſalindis 


j 
' 


ous. - 
ef AndI am your Roſalind. 
Cel. Ttpleaſes him to call you ſo: but 
had of a better leere then you. ; 
Reſ. Come, wooe Me, WOOE MEE 2 fornow Iamina 
holy-day humor , and like enough to conſent ; What 
would you ſay-to me now z and I were your very, veric 


Roſalinde ? ; 

0rl, I would kiſſe before I ſpoke; 

0+l, Nay, you were better ſpeake firſt, and when you 
were gravel'd, for lacke of matter , you might take OC- 
cafion to kifſe : verie good Orators. when they are ont , 
they will ſpit , and for lovers ; lacking (God warneus) 
matter, the cleanlie(t {hiſt is to kifle, 

0rl. How if the kifle bedenide ? | ; 
- Roſ. Then ſhe puts you tocutreatie , and there begins 
new mattcr. ; 

Orl. Who. could bee out, being 
Miſtris 2 : 43 

Ref. Marric that ſhould you if I were your Miſtris, or 
I ſhould thinke my honeſtic ranker then my wit. 

Orl. What, of my ſuite ? 

Ref. Not out of your apparrell , and yet out of your 
ſuite, . 
Am not I your ReſalindF? 

Or/. I take ſome joy to ſay youare, 
taking of her. * ; 

Roſ. Well, in her perſon, I fay I will riot have you. 

Orl. Then in mine owne perſon, I dee. +: - 

Ref. No faith, die by Attorney : the poore world 1s 
almoſt fix thouſand yeeresold, andinall this time there 


he hath a Roſa- 


before bis beloved 


becauſe I would be 


was notany man dyed in his owne perſon ( v:4c/5cer )' 1h. 


alove cauſe: Troi/us had his braine daſh'd out witha 
Grecianclub, yet hee did what hee could to dic beforc, 
and he is one of the patternes of love. Leander, he would 
have liv'd many afaire yeere though Zero had turn'd 
Nun; if it had not beene for a hot Midſomer-mghr, for 
(good youth ) hee went but forth to waſh in the Hel- 
kſpont,and being taken with the crampe, was droun*d,and 
the fooliſh Chroniclers of thatage, found'it was Hero of 
Seſtos. But theſe are all hes, men have dyed fromtime to 
time, and wormes have catenthem, butnot for love. 
- Orl.I would not have my right Roſazind of this mind, for 
Iproteſt her frowne might k1i me. 
Ref. Bythis hand, it will not kill a fite: but come, now 

Iwillbe your Reſalindin 2 more comming-on diſpoſition; 

aske me whar you will, will grant it. 

Or/. Then love me Reſalind. | | 
B = Yes faith will I, Fridayes and Saterdayes, 


Orl.And wiltthou haye me? 
Ref. 1, and twentie ſuch. 
Orl.W hat fayeſt thou? 
Roſ.Are younot good ? 
. Orl.] hope {o. ooh 
Roſalind. Why then , can one defire too much of a 
goo thing : Come ſiſter, you ſhall bee the Prieſt , and 


marric us: give me your hand Or/ande : What doc you { 


lay fiſter ? 
. Ol. Pray thee marry us. - 
: Cel, Icannot ſay the words, 
fo. You muſt begin, will you Orlando, 
| hs Goe too; will you Orlande, have to wifethis Ro- 


Or. twill. 


| thought nolefle: thar flatrering tongue of yours wonne 


Rof.1,but when ? Ry | FE 
Orl. Why now,asfaſt as ſhe can marrie us. | 
uw Then you muſt fay', I take thee Roſalind 
"A | 

Orl. I take thee Roſalind for wife. 

Roſe I mightaske you for your Commiſſion, 254 
But I doe take thee Orlando for my husband : there's a 
girle goes beforethe Prieſt, and certainely a Womans 
thought runnes before her actions. | 

Orl. So do all thoughts, they are wing'd, 

Rof. Now teil me how long you would haye her;after 
you have pofleſt her? | 

Orl. Forever, and a day, 

Ref. Say a day, without the ever: No;no Orla»do,men 
are Aprill when they wooe, December when they wed : 
Maidesare May when they are maides, bat the sky chan- 
ges when they are wives : I will be more jealous of thee, 
thena Barbary cocke-pidgeon over his hen , more cla- 
morous then a Parrat againſt raine, more new-fangled 
thenan ape, more giddy 1n my defires, thena monkey; I 
will weepe for nothing, like D:ana in the Fountaine, and 
I willdoe that when you are diſposd tobee merry: 1 
wilt laugh like a Hyen , and that when thou art inclin'd 
to ſleepe, . 

Orl, But will my Roſalind doe ſo ? 

foſe By my lite, ſhe will doe as I doe. p*ok 

Or/. O but ſhe is wile. = 
Rof. Or elſe{he could nat have the witto doe this: the | 

Wiſcrz the waywarder : make the doores upon a womans 
Wit, and 1c will out at the caſement : ſhurrhac/and*twill 
our at the key-hole ; ſtop that, twill fie withthe ſmoake 
our at the chimney. = 4 

Orl. A njan that had a wife with ſucha wit, he might 
ſay, wit whither wilt? Woh: 'd. 

Roſ. Nay, you might keepe that checke for it,till you 
met your Wives wit going to yoarneighbours bed, 

Orl. And what wit couſd wit have,ro excuſe that? 

Koſ. Marry to ſay, ſhe catneto ſeeke yortthere:you ſhall 
never take her without her anſwer , unleſſe you take her | 
without her tongue : Othat woman that cannot make her 
fault her husbands occafion, lether. never nurſe her childe |. 
her ſelfe, for ſhe will breedit like a foole- 

Orl. For theſe two houres Roſalind I willleave thee. 

Rof. Alas ,deerelove;I cannot lacke thee rwo houres. 

Orl.1 muſtattend the Duke at dinner, by two a clocke | 
I wiil be with thee againe. OY | 

Rſo. I, goe your wayes,goe your wayes : I knew what 
you would prove, my freinds told me as much, and I 


for 


1 


mee: *cis but one caſt away, and ſo coat deatk: two of | 
clocke is your howre. 
Orl. I ſweet Roſalind. | 
Roſ. By my troth; and in good earneſt , and: ſo God. 
mend mee , and by all pretty oathes thatare not dange-= 
rovs, if you breake one jot of yur promite,or come one | 
minute behinde your houre, I wilt thinke you the moſt | 
patheticall breake-promiſe, and the moſt hollow lover , | 
and the moſt unworthy -of her you- call” Roſalinde, that 
may bee choſen out of the grofſe band ofthe unfaith- j 
_ : therefore beware my cenſure , and keepe your pro= | 
muſe; : x 08 251 þ 
Orl. Withno leffe religion, then if thou wert indeed , 
- my Roſalind: ſoadicu.. | 
Roſe Well, Time is the olde Tuſtice that examines all ſach 
offenders, and let time try : adieu. ; E xi. 
{/. You have fimply miſus'd our fexe in your loye- 
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eAxzoubhe it. 


yonr head, and ſhew the world what the bird hath done 
to her owne neſt. 

Roſ. Ocoz, coz,coz : my pretty little coz, that thou 
didſt know how many fathome deepe I am in love: but 
itcannot be ſounded: my affeRtion hath an unknowne 
bottome, like the Bay of Portugall. 

Cel. Orrather bottowlcſſe , that asfaſt as you poure 
affe&tion in, it runs out. | 

Rof. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Fenvs , that was 
begot of thought, conceiv'd of ſpleene , and borre of 
madneſle, that blinde raſcally boy, that abuſes every ones 
eyes, becauſe hisowne are out, let him be-judge , how 


the ſight of Orland: Ile goe tinde a ſhaddow, and figh till 
he come, 


(#. Andlle ſleepe. 


KExenvnte 


| p——_ 
Scena Secunda. 
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s Enter Jaques and Lords, ForreSt:rs- 
Taq. Which is he that killed the Deare ? 
Lord. Sir, it was I. | | 
Tag. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Romane Con- 
querour,and it would do well to ſerthe Dearcs hornes up- 
on his head, for a branchof vicoric; have youno ſong 
Forreſter for this purpoſe ? 
Lord. Yes Sir. ; 
Tag. Singit : *tis no matter how it be in tune , ſoit 
make noylc enough. 


Muſficke, Song. 
What ſhalt he have that kild the Deare ? 
His Leather skin, and hornes to weare : 
Then fing him home,the reft (hallbeare this burtben; 
Take thow no ſcorne to weare the borne, 


EH Je was acreft erethon waſt borne 3 


Thy fathers father wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
T he berne, the horne,the luſity horne, 


1; not 6 thing to lazgh to ſcorne, Exennt. 
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Sezna Tertia, 
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Enter Roſalind and Celia. 

Rof. How ſay you now, is it not paſt twoa clocke? 
And heere much Orlandv. 

Cel. I warrant you with pure love, & troubled braine, 

Enter Silvews. 
He hath t'ane his bow andarrowes, andis gene forth 
Tofleepe: looke whocomes here. | 
Sil. Myerrand is to you, faire youth, 

My gentle Phebe, bid me give youthis ; 
I knew not thecontents, but asI gueſſe 
By thefterne brow,and waſpiſhaQtion 
Which ſhe did uſe, as ſhe was writing of it, 
It bearesan angry tenure ; pardon me, 


| Lam but as aguiltlefſe meſſenger. 


Rof-Patience her ſclfe would fiartle at this letter, - 


————— ; vo ws _ 


prate: we muſt have your doublet and heſe pluckt over | 


deepeI aminlove: ile tell thee eAera, 1 cannot be out of 


Where waſte Purleywsof this Forreſt, ſtands. 


And play the ſwaggerer, beare this, bearcall : 
Shce ſajes I am not faire, that 1 Iacke manners, 
She calls me proud,& that ſhe could not love me 
Were man asrare as Phenix : 'od's my will, 
Her love is not the Hare that Idid hunt, | 
Why writes ſhe ſo to me? well Shepheard, well, - 
This isa Letter of your ownedevice. 

$i. No,I proteſt, I know not the contents, 
Phebedid write it. 

Roſ. Come, come, you area foole, 

Andturn'd intotheextremitie of love. 

I faw her hand, ſhe hasa leatherne hand, 

A freeſtone colaured hand : I verily did thinke 

That herold gloves were one, but twas her hands; 

She hasa huſwifes hand, but that's no matter: 

I ay ſhe never did invent this letter, 

This 15a mans invention, and his hand, 

Sit. Sure itis hers. 
Roſ. Why,tisa boyſterousanda cruell ſtile, 

A ſtile for challengers: why,ſhe defies me, 

Like Turketo Chriftian : womens gentle braine 

Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effe& 

Then in their countenance : will you heare theletter} 
Sil. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet : 

Yet heard too much of Phebescrueltie. | 
Rvſ. She Phebes me: marke hqw the tyrant writes, 
Read. Art thow god, ta ſheapbeard turn'd? ' 

That a maidens heart hath burn'd? : 

Can a woman railethus. 

S:1. Call you this railing ? 

Roſ. Read. Why,thy godbead laid apart, 

War'it tbos with a womans heart ? 

Did youever heare ſuch railing ? 

Whales the eye of man did wooe me, 

T hat conld do no vengance to me. 

Meaning me a beaſt. 

If the ſcorne of your bright eine 

Have power to raiſe ſuch love in wine, 

Alacke, m me, what ſtrange effeft 

Would they works in milde aſpeFi? 

Whiles you chid me, I did love, 

How then might your prayers move? 

He that brings this love tothee, 

Little knowes this love in me : 

end by him ſeale up thy minde, 

thether that thy youth and kinde 

Will the faithfull offer take 

Of me, and all that 1 can make, 

Or elſe by him my love denie, 

And then Ile fludie how to die, 

$i]. Callyouthis chiding ? 

Cel. Alas poore Shepheard, | 

Rofſ. Doe you pitty him? No, he deſerves no pitt: 
wiltthou love ſuch a woman ? what to make theemik 
ſtrument, andplay falſe ſtrings upon thee ? not tobe 
dur'd. Well, goc your way to her; (for I ſee Love 
made thee a tame ſnake) and fay this to her ; That 88 
love me, I charge her tolove hee : if ſhe will not, I 
never have her, unlefſe thou intreat for her ; if yoube! 
true lover hence, and nota word'; for here comes 0M 
Company. E a 
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coat, fenc'd about with Oltive-trees. 
Cel. Weſt of this place,downe in the neighbor bottome 
The ranke of Oziers, by the murmuring {treame 
Left on your right hand, bring yourtothe place z 
But at this houre*the houſe doth keepe 1t ſelfe, 
There's none within. 
04. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould 1 know youby deſcription, _ 
Such garments, and ſuch yeeres : the boy 18 faire, 
Of femall favour, and beſtowes himſelfe 
Like a ripe fiſter : But the woman low 
And browner then her brother : arenot you 
The owner of the houſe 1 did enquire for ? 
(el. Tt is no boaſt, being ask'd,to ſay weare. 
Orl. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And tothar youth he calls his Roſalind, 
He ſends thisbloudy napkin ;are you he? 
Ref. Tam: what muſt we underſtand by thus ? 
or. Some of my ſhame,if you will know of me 
What man Iam, and how, and why, and where ' 
This handkercher was ſtain'd. 
Cel, | pray youtell 1t- 
01;. When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He lefta promiſe to returne againe 
Within an houre, and pacing through the Forreſt, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancie, 
Loe what betell ; he threw his eyc aſide, 
And marke what obje&did preſent it ſelfe 
Vnder an old Oake,whoſe bows were moſs'd with age, 
And highrop bald with drie antiquities == 
A wretched ragged man,ore-growne with haire 
Lay ſleeping on his backe; about-his necke 
A greeneand guilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelfe, 
Gowidi her head,nimble in threatesapproach'd 
he opening of his mouth; but ſodainely 
Seeing Orlanao, it unlink'd it ſelfe, 
d with indented glides, did ſlip away 
Intoa buſh, under wheſe buſhes ſhade 
Lyonneſle, with adders all drawne dri c, 
Lay cowching head on ground, with catiike watch 
benthatthe ſleeping man ſhould Rirre; for 'tis 
The royall diſpoſition of that beaſt 
o prey onnothing, that doth ſeemeas dead : 
This ſeene, 0r/ando did approach rhe man, 
dfound it was his brother, his clder brother. 
Cel. OT have heard him ſpeake of that ſame brother, 
I hedid render him the moſt unnaturali 
hathv'd amongſt men. 
06, And well he might ſo doe, 
For well I know he was unnaturall. 
Reſ. But to Orlando : did he leave him there 
dodto the ſuck*d and hungry Lyonneſle ? 
66. Twice did he turne his backe and purpog'd fo; 
it kindneſſe, nobler ever then revenge, 
And Nature ſtronger then his juſt occaſion, 
Made him give battle tothe Lyonneſle ; 
Woquickely fell before him, in which hurtling 
Tom miſcrable ſlumber 1 awaked. 
Cel, Are you his brother ? 
Ro. Was't you he reſcu'd? 
(#. Was'youthar did ſo oft contrive to kill him ? 
0b.”Twas 1 : but *tisnotTI : Idoe not ſhame 
' {We otellyou what I was, ſince my converſion 
- Wo livectly taſtes, being the thing Iam. 
"of £4: Bur for the bloody napkin ?' 
uy $0 By and by : ; 


— 


When from the firſt to laſt betwixt us two, 
Teares our recountments had moſt kindely bath'd, 
As how I came into that Deſert place. 
In briefe; he led me tothegentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſh array, and entertainement; 
Commitrting me unto my brothers love. | 
Who led mc inſtantly unto his Cave, 
There (tript himſclfc, and heere upon his arme 
The Lyonneſle had torne ſome fleſh away, 
W hich all this while had bled; and noxy he fainted, 
And cridein fainting upon Ro/alinde, 
Breefe, Irecover'd him, bound up his wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as I aw 
Totell this ſtorie, that you might excuſe 
His brokenpromiſe, andto givethis napkin 
Died in his blood, unto the Shepheard youth, 
That he in ſport doth call his Roſalind, | 
Cel. Why how now Ganimed, ſweet Ganimed. 
Ol;. Many will ſwoon when they do looke on blond. 
Cel There is morein it ; Cofſen Ganimed. 
O4k. Looke, he recovers, 
Rof. I would I wereat home: 
(el. Wee'll leade youthither: 
I pray you will you take him by the arme. 
Ols. Be of good cheere youth ; you a man? 
You lackea mans heart. 
| Ro/. Idoe fo, I confeſſe it : 
Ah, firra, a body would thinke this was well counterfei- 
ted, I pray youtell your brother how well I counterfeited; 
beigh-ho. 


Ry in your complexion, that it was paſſion of cars 
neſt. 

Roſe. Counterfeic, I aſſure you. 

Oh, Welithen, take agood heatt , arid counterfeit to 
be a man. | 

Rof. So 1 doe: but yfaith, I ſhould havebeene a woman 
by right. - 


homewards : good fir, goe withus. 
Os, Thatwill [: for I mult beare anſwerebacke 
How youexcuſe my brother, Ro/alind: 


my counterfeting to him : will you goe ? 


A. 


_ 


Aus Ouintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Clowne and Awarie. 
('e. We ſhall finde a time 4warie , patience gentle 


Amar 5s 

Awd. Faith the Prieſt was good enough , for all the 
old gentlemans ſaying. 

Clow. A molt wicked Sir Ol/rver, Awarie., 2 moſt vile 
Xar-rtext. But eAwdrie,there is a youth heere in the For- 
reſt layes claime to you. 

eAwd. 1,I know who'tis: he hath no intereſt in me in 
the world : here comes the manyou meane. 


Enter William: 


(%. It is meatanddrinketo meto ſeea Clowne, by 


_ 


y th. me a. 


Ma 


Cet. Come, youlooke palerand paler : pray you draw-/ 


Oh, This was not counterfeit, there is toe greattes | 


| 
| 


Rof. T ſhall deviſe ſoincthing: bur I pray youcommend | 


: 


Exenmn. | 


1 


my þ 


—— 


_— 


; 


| 
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my troth, we that have good wits, have much to anſwer 
for : we ſhall be flouting : we cannot bold. 
Will. Good eu'a Azarey. 
eAud. God ye goodeu'n Willem. 
Pill. And good eu'n to you Sir. | | 
Che. Good eu'n gentle friend, Cover thy head, cover - 
thy head : Nay prethee be couer'd. How olde are you 
Friend? | 
Will. Fiveand twenty Sir. | 
Clo. Aripe age: Is thy name William? 
Will, William, fit. | 
({e. Afairename- Was't borne i'th Forreſt heere? 
il. T.fir, I thanke God. 
Ch. Thanke God : A gocd anſwer: 


Art rich ? 


Fill. * Faith fr, ſo, 10. 
Ch. So,ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good: 


1 and yet it isnot, 1t 1s but ſo, ſo: 


Art thou wiſe? 
will. I fir, I havea prettic wit. 
Ch. Why, thou fayeſt well. I do now remember a ſay- 
ing : The foole doth thinke he is wiſe , but the wiſeman 
knowes himſelfe to be a Foole. The Heathen Philofc- 
pher, when he hada defire to eatea Grape, would open 
hislips when he put it into his mouth , meaning there- 
by, that Grapes were made to cate, and lippes to open. 
Youdolove this maid ? 
Will. I do fir. OP 
. Cle. Give me your hand : Art thou Learned? 
. Will. No fir. 

Cott Thenlearne this of me, To have, is to have. For 
it is a figure in Rhetoricke, thatdrinke being powr'd out 
ofa cup intoa glafle, by filling the one, doth empty the 
other, For all your Writers do conſent , that #p/e is hee : 
now you are not zpſe for I am he. | 


will, Which he fir? . 
Col. He fir, that muſt marrie this woman : Therefore 


you Clone, abandon : whichisin the vulgar, leave the 
ſocietic : which in the booriſh, iscompanic, of this fe- 
male: which in the common, is woman : which roge- 
ther, is, abandonthe ſociety of this Female, or Clowne 
thou periſheſt : or to thy better underſtanding, dyeſt ; or 
(towit) I killthee, mate thee away,tranſlatethy life in- 


. to death, thy liberty into bondage : I willdeale in poy- 


ſon with thee, or in baſtinado, or inſteele : I will bandy 


| withthee in ation, 1 will ore-run thee with policy: 1 


will kill thee a hundred and fifty wayes , therefore trem- 


ble and depart. 
Aud, Dogood William. 
il. God reſt yov merry (ir. Exit. 


Enter Corn. 


Cor. Our Maſter and Miſtreſſe ſeekes you : come away, 


away. ; 
Clo. Trip efudry,trip Anary, I attend, 


I attend. 


Exennt. 


Scana Secunia. 


| Enter Orlando &+ Oltver. 
Ort. Ist poſſible, that on ſo little acquaintance you 
ſhould like her? that, but ſecing, you ſhould love her.? 


mn 


l— 


| 


: | Sraunt?. Ay 
will you perſever toenoy her ? *\ 1} oy 
07. Neither call the giddinedle of it inqueſiion;theys 
vertie of her, the {mall acquaintance, my ſodainewoop 
nor ſodaine conſenting; but ſay with me, Llove lng 
ſay with her, that ſhe loves me ; conſent with both 
we may cnjoy eachother : it ſhall be to your:poud pg 
my fathers houſe, andalfthe revennew, that was, 
Rowlands,will I citate npon you, .and heere live anddhy 
Shephcard. LB 


And loving woo? and wooing, ſhe ſhould 


Enter K oſalind. 


Orl. You have my conſent. : 7 100 
Let your wedding beto morrow : thither wilt Þ + 1 
Invite the Duke, and all's contented followers: 

Go you, and prepare Alena; for looke you, 
Heere comes my Roſalinde. #4 

Rof: God ſave you brother. ] 

04, And you faire fiſter. "6 

Ref. Oh my deere Orlando, how it greeves meth 
thee weare thy heart ina ſcarfe. | 4 
_ Or. Itis my arme. 7 "y 

Rof. I thoughtthy heart had beene wounded withy 
Cclawes ofa Lion. | | = 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a Lady; | 

Roſe Did your brother tell you how I counterfeyre 
ſound, when he ſhew'd me your handkerches? 

Orl. I, and greater wonders then that. 14 

Roſ. O, I know where you are : nay, tis true th 
wasnever any thing ſo fodaine , but the fight of 
Rammes, and {e/ars Thraſonicall bragge, of, I came, 
and overcame. For your brother, and my ſiſter, 'noky 
ner met , but they look*d: no ſooner look'd,,butth 
loy'd ; no ſooner lov'd,: but they ſigh'd : no ſooner 
butthey ask'd one another the reaſon : no ſooner 
the reaſon, but they fought the remedie - and ind 
degrees, have they made a paire of ſtaires to marry, 
which they will clunbe incontinent , or clſe be incoth 
nent before marrizge ; they are in the verie wrath 
_ » and they will together. Clubbes cannot 
tnem. op if 
Orl. They. ſhall be married ro morrow : aud:Inl 
bid the Duke to the Nupriall. But O, how bitterath 


| it 1s,to looke into happines through another mansgt 


by ſo much the more ſhall I to morrow be at the hull 
of heart heavineſle, . by how much I ſhall thinke myl 
ther happie, 1n having what he withes for. Eo 
Roſ. Why then to morrow, I cannot ſerve yourtwl 
for Roſalind ? | el 
Orl. Icanliveno longer by thinking. Ko 
Ref, I will wearte you then no longer with idew 
king. Know of me then (for now I fpeake to. ſomepl 
poſe) that I know you area Gentlemen of good condell 
I ſpeakenotthis, that you ſhould beare a good opiid 
of my knowledge : infomuch (1 ſay) Iknow youare:K 
ther doc Ilabor fora greater eſteeme then may nol 
little meaſure draw a beleefe from you, to doe yourics 
good, and notto grace me. Beleeve then. , if you: pie 
thatTI can doe ſtrange things : I have fince I was Ws 
yeare old converſt with a Magitian , moſt pr 
his Art, and yet not damnable. If you' do love Riſ## 
ſoneere the heart, as your geſtare cries it out: wheat 
brother marries Akens, ſhall you marric her. I know? 
to what ſtraights of fortune ſhe. isdriven , andit BY 
impoſlibleto me, if itappeare not inconvenient £0y 


i. EIT. _ 
—— _ 


—_ 


Li 


— 


| and without any 


11ſfay lam 

-ray, bid y 
| Ow, you ſhall : a 
| Looke, here comes a Lover of mine , anda lover of hers: 


| Te ſhew the letter that I writ to you- 


- 
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ro ſer her before your eyes tomorrow, humane as ſhe1s, | 
danger. - T 
rl. Spealſt thou in ſober meanings? 2£o __ 
yr =. my life I do, which I tender deerly , though 
a Magitian : Therefore put you in your beſt a- 
our friends : for if you will be married to mor- 
nd to Roſalend if you will, 
Enter Silvius. &* Phebe. 


Phe. Youth, you haue done me much vngentleneſle, 


Roſ. I care not - _ is my _ 
ecme deſpightfull and vngentle ro you: 
Yon are hare: followed by a faithfull ſhepheard, 
Looke vpon him,love him:he warſhips you. 
Phe. Good ſhcpheard , tell this youth what *tis to love 
Sil It is to be all made of ſighes and teares, 
And ſo am I for Phebe. 


| And ſoam] for Phebe. 


: 
if 


Phe. And I for Ganimed, 

Or. And I for Roſalind. 

Roſe. And I for no woman. . 
$11. Ttis ro be all made of faith and ſervice, 


Phe. And I for Ganmed. 

Or. And1T for Roſalind. 
' Ref. And I for no woman. 

$i. It is to be all made of famtafie, - 
All made of paſſion,and all made of wiſhes, 
All adoration,duty and obſe1bance, _ 
All hambleneſſe, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, alt eriall;all obſervance: . 
And fo am T for Phebe. 

Phe, And ſoam 1 for Gavimed: 

Or. And ſo am Ifor Roſalind. 
-..Rof. And fo am Ifor no woman. 
Phe. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
> $4. Tf this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 
- 6r. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 

Roſ; Why do you ſpeake too, Why blame you mee to 
love you. | 

Orl. To her, that is not heere,nor doth not heare. 

Ref. Pray you no more6f this , *tislike the howling of 
Iriſh Wolves againſt the Meone:I will helpe you if I can: 
Lwould love you if Fconld: Tomorrow meer me alto- 
ether : I will many you ; if ever TI marry Woman, and 
Ike be married to chorrow : I will fatisfieyou , if ever I 
atisf'd man,and ” {hall be married to morrow. T will 


| 


ontent you, if what pleaſes you contents you, and you 
{halle married fo morrow : As you love Koſa/md meet, 
as you love Phebemect,and as Ilove:no woman,Ile meet: 
lo fare you well : IT have left yon commands 
8. le not faile,if Llive. 
Phe. Nor 1. 2, 
Or. Norl. 


Scena T ertia. 


— — 


Emer (lowne and eAudrey. 


— — 


Cle.To morrow is the j 
WU we be married. 
As,1dodefire.it withall my hcartzand I hope it is no 
Wnelt deſire, to.deſireto be.a woman of the world? 
{ (j 


oyfull day eMacreyto morow 


—_— — 


Heere come two of the baniſh'd Dukes Pages, 
| Enter two Pages. 
1. Fa. Wel met honeſt Gentleman, 
(0. By my troth well met:come, ſit, fit,anda ſong. 
2. Pa. Weare for you,fit i'th middle. 
I. Pa. Shal we clap into't roundly, without hauking, 
or ſpitting,or ſaying we are hoarte 
prologues to a bad voice. 
2. Pa. I faith, y faith,and both in atune like two gip- 
fieson a horſe. | 
SOng. 
It was a Lover and his laſſe, 
With a bey,and aho, and a hey noning, 
That 0're the greene corne feild did paſſe, 
{n the ſpring time the onely pretty rang time, 
When Birds do ſing, bey ding a ding ding. 
Sweet Lovers love the ſpring, 
e Ind therefore take the preſert time, 
With a hey, a ho, and a hey nonins, 
For love is crowned with the prime. 
In [pring teme,&-c. 


Betweeng the acres of the Rie, 

Witha bey,and a ho, a bey nonino: 

Theſe pretty Country folks wonld ty. 
Inſpring tim?, &c. 


This (arroll they began that howre, 
With a boy and a ho,&- a hey vonins, 
How that a life was but a Flower, 

In ſpring time, G6. 
| C4e.Truly youg Gentlemen,thouvh there was n6 great 
matter inthe ditty,yet the note was very yntunable, 

I. Pe. youare deceiv'd Sir,we kept time , weloſt not 

our time. 

Co. By my troth yes : I count itbut time loſt to heare 
ſuch a fooliſh ſong. God buy you , and God mend your 
yoices. Come eAudrie. Exemnnt. 


=_y 


Scena !luarta, 


— —— - - 


— — 


mm — oo - — —— 


Enter Duke Senior, Amyens, Jaques, Orlands, 
Olzver,Celia. 

Du«.Sen, Doſt thou belceve Orlando, that the boy 
Can doall this that he hath promiſed? 

Or. I ſometimes do beleeve,and ſometimes do not, 
As thoſe that feare they hope, and know they feare. 

Enmter Roſalinde, Silvins, & Phebe. 

Rof. Patience once more,whiles our compatt is vrg'd: 
Youſay,if I bring in your Roſalind, 
You wyll beſtow her on Orlando heere? (hir. 

Ds. Se. That would I, had 1 kingdomes to give with 

Rof- And you fay you will have her, when I bring hir? 

Or. That would1, were I of all kingdomes King. 

Ref. You fay,you'l marry me, if Ibe willing. 

Phe. That will I, ſhould I dy the houre after. 

Ro; Butif-you do refuſe to marry me, 

You'l give your ſelfe tothis moſt fairhfull Shepheard- 

Phe. Sois the bargaine. | | 
Rof: You ſay that you'l have Phebe if ſhe will. _ 
Sil. Though to have her and death , were both oge | 


Ref * 


| 


thing. 


..L 


— — 


a 


, which are the oneiy 


) 


{ 
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Rof. I have promis'd to makeall this matter even: 
Keepe you your word,O Duke, to give your daughter, 
You yours Orland, to receive his daughter: 

Keepe you your word Phebe,that you'l marry me, 
Or elſe nila me,to wed this ſhepheard: 
Keepe your word S#4i,that you'l marry her 
If ſhe refuſe me, and from hence I go | 
To make theſe doubts all even. Exit Roſ.and Celia. 

Ds. Se. 1 do remember in this ſhepheard boy, 
Soine lively touches of my daughters favour. 

Or. My Lord,;the firſt time that Lever ſaw him, 
Me thought he was a brother to your daughter: 
But my good Lord,this Boy is Forreſt borne, 
And hath bin tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies,by his vnckle, 
W hum he reports to bea great Magitian. 
Enter Clowne and Auarey. 

Obſcured in the circle of this Forteſt. 

aq. There is ſure another flood toward,and theſe cou- 
ples are comming to the Arke. Here comes a payre of 
very ſtrange beaſts, which in all tongues, are call'd 


1 Fooles. 


Che. Salutation and greeting to yq all. 
Ix4.Good my Lord,bid him welcome: This is the Mot- 


Forrett:he hath bin a Courtier he ſweares. | 

(7. If any man doubt that, let him put mee to my pur- 
gation , I have trod a meaſure , I have flattred a Lady , I 
have bin politicke with my friend, ſmooth with mine 
encmie, I have vndone three Tailors , I have had foure 
quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Tag. And how was that tane up? 

Cle. Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon 
the ſeventh cauſe. _ 

lag. How ſeventh cauſe ? Good my Lord , like this 
fellow. 

Ds. Se. Tlike him very well. 

Ch. God'ild you fir,I deſire you of the like: Iprefſe in 
heere fir,amonglt the reſt of the Country copulatives to 
- ſweare , andto forſweare , accordingas marriage binds 
and blood breakes : a poore virgin ſir,an il favor'd thing 
fir, but mine owne, a poore humour of mine ſir, to take 


| that that no man elſe will : rich honeſty dwelslikea mi- 
ſer ſir, in a poore houle, as your Pearie in your foule oy- 


ſter. 
Ds. Sen. By my faith,he is very ſwift,and ſententious 
Cl. According to the foo!es bolt fir,and ſuch du'cet 
diſcaſes. | 
Taq But for the ſeventh cauſe. How did you finde the 
quarrell off the ſeventh cauſe? | 
(to. Vpon a lye » {even times removed: ( beareyour 
body more ſeeming «4#ary )asthus fir: I did diſlike the 
cut of a certaine Courtiers beard : he ſent me word,if I 
faid his beard wasnot cut well, hee was in the minde it 
was : this 1s call'd the retort courteous. IF I ſent him 
word againe,it was not well cut, he wold ſend me word 
he cut it to pleaſe himſclfe:this'is call'd the quip modeſt. 
If againe, it was not well cut, he diſabled my judgment: 
this is called,the reply churliſh: If agai ne it was not wel 
cut, he would anſwer I ſpake not true : this is call'd the 
reproofe valiant. If againe, it was not wellcut , he wold 
ſay, Ilie : this is call'd the counter-checke quarrelſome: 
and ſo to the lie circumſtantiall,and the lie dire&. 
lag And how oft did you fay his beard was not well 
cut? | 
Clo, I durſt go nofurther then the lye circumſtantiall: 


| 


ley-minded Gentleman, that I bave ſo often met in the | 


nor hedurſt not give me the lie dire : and ſoweemes | 
ſur'd ſwords, and parted. _ 
1ag. Can you nominate in order now, the degrees 


| the ie. 


Co. O fir, we quarrell in print , by the booke : agyq 
have bookes for good manners : I will name you the, 
grees. The firſt , the Retort courteous : the 1econd, th 
Quip-modeſt : the third , the reply Churliſh:the four 
the Reproofe valiant:the fift , the Counterchecke 
relſome : the 'ſixt, the Lye with circumſtance : theſe 
venth, the Lye dire : all theſe you may avoyd, bay 
Lye dire& : and you may avoide that too, withany1| 
knew when ſeven Iuſtices could not take up a Quand 
but when the parties were met themſelves , one ofthy] 
thought but of an IF; as if you ſaide ſo, then I aide ſy] 
and they ſhooke hands, and ſwore brothers. Yourlf 
the onely peace-maker : much vertne inif. | 

Tag. Ts not this a rare fellow my Lord'? He's as gu 
at any thing, and yet afoole. 

Ds. Se. He uſes his folly like a Rtalking-horſe , dy 
der the pceſentation of that he ſhoots his wit. 


hy 


Enter Hymen, Roſalind, and (lia. 
Still CMuſicke . 
Hymen, Then is there mirth in beavey, 
When canthly things made eaven 
atrone together. 
Good Duke receive thy danghter, 
Hymen from Heaven brought her, 
Yea brought her hether. WE 
That thou might? joywe his hand with bis, - 
Whoſe heart within bss boſome is. 
Ref. To you I give my ſelfe, for I am yours. 
To you I give my ſclfe, for I am yours: 
Da.Se. If there be truth in ſight,you are my daught 
* Or. If there be truth in ſight,you are my Roſa 
Phe. If ſight & ſhape be true,why thenmy loveal 
Rof. le have no Father,if you be ngt he: 
Ile have no Husband, if you be not he: 
Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not ſhe. 
Hy. Peace hoa:T barre confuſion, 
'Tis I muſt make concluſion 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
To joyne 1n Hymens bands, + _ 
If truth holds true contents, 
You and you,no croſle ſhall part; _;- 
You and you, are heart in heart; - 1, 
You,to his love muſt accord, 
Or have a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you,are ſure together, 
As the Winter to fowle Weather: 
Whiles a Wedlocke Hymne we ſing, 


Feede your ſelves with queſtioning: 


That reaſon, wonder may diminiſh 
How thus we mer,and theſe things finiſh. 
% SONS. 
Wedding t great Innos erowne, 
O bleſſed bond of boordand bed: 
"Tis Hymen peoples every towne, 
High wedlecke then be honored: 
Honor bhiph honor and renowne 
To Hymen, God of every Tawne. 


7 Dx. Se. O my deere Neece, welcome thou ati 
Even daughter welcome, in no lefle degree. 


—_ 
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' Phe. I will noteate my word, now thou art mine, 
Thy faith, my fancie co thee doth combine. 


Enter ſecond Brother. 

2. Bro. Let me have audience for a word or two: 
Lam the ſecond ſonne of old Sir Rowlana, 
That bring theſe tidings to this faire aſſembly. 
Dwkg Fredericke hearing how that every Gay, 
Men of great worth relorted to this forreſt, 
Addreſta mighty power,which were on foote 
In his owne conduct, purpoſcly torake 
His brother heere,and pur him to the ſword: 
Andtothe skirts of this wilde Wood he came; 
Where,meeting with an old Religious man, 
After ſome queition with him,was converted 
| Both from his enterprize, and from the world: 
His crowne bequeathing to his baniſh' Brother, 
Andall their Lands reſtor'd to him againe 
That were with him exil'd. This to be true, 
Ido engage my life. 

D#.Se. Welcome yong man: 
Thou offer'ſt fairely tothy brothers wedding: 
To one his lands with-held, and to the other 
A land it ſelfe at large,a potent Dukedome. 
Firſt, in this Forreſt, let us do thoſe ends 
That heere were well begun, and well begot: 
And after, every of this happie number 
That have endur'd ſhrew'd daies, and nights with us, 
Shal ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Meane time,forget this new-falne dignity, 
Andfall into our Ruſticke Lauer þ | 
Play Muſicke, and you Brides and Bride-groomes all, 
With meaſure heap'd in joy,to th' Meaſures fall. 

[aq. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a Religious life, 
And throwne into neglet the pompous Court. 


ee CE 
—_ 


2. Bro. He hath. Sh 

1aq. To him willI : out of thele convertites, 
There 1s much matter to be heard, and learn'd: 
You to your former Honor, 1bequeath; 
Your patience, and your vertne, well deſerves it. 
Youtoalove, that your true faith doth merit: 


| You to your land, and love, and 8reat aliics: 


You to along,and well-deierved bed: 

And you to wrangling, for thy lovins voyage 

Is but for two moneths viuall'd:So to your pleaſures, 
I am for other,then for dancing meazures. 

Ds. Se. Stay,laques, ſtay. 

lag. To (ce no paltime,l:what you would have, 

Ie ſtay to know, at your abandon'd cave. Exit. 

Ds. Se. Procced, proceed, we will begin theſe rights, 
As wedotruſlt, they'l end in true delights. 

Rof. It is not the faſhion to ſee the Lady the Epilogue: 
but it 15 20 More unhandfome , then to ſee the Lord the 
Prologue. If it be true, that goood wine needs no buſh, 
tis true , thata good play needes no Epilogue. Yer to 
good wine they do uſe good buſhes: 8& good plaics prove 
the better by the helpe of good Epilogues : Whatacaſe 
am I in then, that am neither a good Epilogue , nor can- 
nor inſiouate with you in the behalfe of a good play?I am 
not furniſh'd like a Begger , therefore to begge will not 
become mee. My way is to conjure you, and Ile begin 
with the Women. Icharge you(O women)forthe love 
you beare to men, to like as much of this Play , as pleaſe 
you : And I charge you ( O men) for the love you beare 
to women(as I perceive by your ſimpring, noneof you 
hates them )that berweene you, and the women, the play 
may pleaſe. If I were a Woman, I would kifſe as many 
of you as had beards thar pleas'd me, complexions that 
lik'd me, and breaths that I defi'denot : And Iam ſure, 
as many as have good beards:, or good faces , or ſweet 
breaths, will for my kind offer, when 1 make curt'fie;bid 
me farewell. Exennt, 


| 


J 
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eAttus Primus. Sceena Prima. 
Enter Beppger and Hoſte(ſe, Chriftophero Sly. ? Then take him up, and managewellthe jeſt: 
6s fel f | 4 Carry him penn my fairctt Chamber, 
Beg ger. And hang it round with all my wanton pi&ures: 
Le pheeze you infaith. Balme his foule head in warmie diſtilled waters, 

Hof. A paire of ſtokes you rogue. And burne \weer Wood to make the Lodging ſweet: 
Beg. Y are a baggage , the Sherare no | Procure me Muſicke ready when he wakes, 

Rogues. Looke in the Chronicles, wE came | To make a dulcet and a heavenly ſound: 

6 in with Richard Conqueror : therefore Panu- | And if he chance to ſpeake,be ready ſtraight 
4s pallabris, let the world flide:Sefla. (And with a low ſubmiſſive reverence) 
Heft. You will not pay for the glaſſes you haue burſt? | Say, what is it youx Honor will command: 
Beg. No, not a denicre:g0 by S. /eronimy, goc to thy | Let oneatrend him with a filver Baton 
cold bed, and warme thee. Full of Roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with Flowers, 
i Hef. 1lknow my remedy , I muſt go fetch the Head- | Another beare the Ewer : the thirda Diaper, 

borough. And ſay wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip coole your hands: 


| Beg. Third, or fourth , or fift Borough, Ile anſwere | Some one be ready witha coſtly ſuite, 
{ him by Law. Ile not budge an inch boy:Let himcomg, | Andaske him what apparel he will weare: 
and kindly. Ealles aſicep:. | Another tell him of his Hounds and Horſe, 
ISS .| And that his Lady mournes at his diſcaſc, 
Winde hernes. Enter a Lord from hunting ith higtraine. | Perſwade him that he hath bin Lunaticke, 
Le. Huntſman I charge thee, tender wel my houngy, | And when he fayes he is,fay that he dreames, 
Brach CMeriman,the poore Curre is imboſt, ] For he 1s nothing buta mighty Lord: 


1 And couple {Yowder with the deepe-month'd brach, This do, and do it kindly,gentle firs, 4 
| Saw'ſt thou not boy how Sifver made it good It wil be paſtime paſling excellent, | 
_ {1 Atthe hedge corner,in the couldeſt fault, If it be husbanded with modeſty. ; 
I would not loſe the dogge for twenty pound. 1. Hun. My Lord 1 _— we wil play ourgt . 
Hwun. Why Belmanis as good as he my Lord, As he ſhall thinke by our true diligence S 
He cricd upon itat the meereſt loſle, Heisno lefle then what we fay he is. S 
And twice to day pick'd out the dullelt ſent, Lox. Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 4 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dogge. And each one to his office when he wakes: ; 
Lord. Thou art a foole, if Eccho were as fleet, Sound 1 
| I would efteeme him worth a dozen ſuch: Sirrah, go ſee what Trumper'tis that ſounds, . 
4 But ſup them well, and looke unto them all, Belike ſome Noble Gentleman that meanes 7 
To morrow I intend to hunt againe: (Travelling ſome journey )to repoſe him heere. \ 
Hv#n. I will my Lord.  —< + Emer Servingman. k 
: Lord. What's heere?One dead, or-dranke?Sec doth he | How now?who is it? 
| breathe? __ Ser. An't pleaſe your Honor, Players \ 
2, Hur. He breath's my Lord. Were he not warm'd { That offer ſervice to your Lordſhip. 
| with Ale, this were a bed but cold to ſleep ſo ſoundly. | x 
Lord. Oh monſtrous beaſt, how like a ſwine helyes. Emer Players. ' 
Grim death, how foule and loathſome is thine image! | 
Sirs,I will pra&tiſe on this drunken man. Loy. Bid them come necre: 
What thinke you,ifhe were convey'd to bed, ; Now fellowes,youare welcome. 
Wrap'd in ſweet cloathes:Rings put upon his fingers: {| © Pla. Wethanke your Honor. F 
A moſt delicious banquet by his bed, Lor. Doyou intend to ſtay with me to night? A 
And brave attendants neere him when he wakes, 2. Ple. So pleaſe your Lordſhip to accept our duty: 
Would not the begger then forget himſelfe? Lor. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 5 
1. Hu. Belceve me Lord, I thinke he cannot chooſe. | Since once he plaidea Farmers eldeſt ſonne, | 
2. H.It would ſecm ſtrange unto him when he wak'd | 'Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo wel: p 


I have forgot your name: out ſure that pare 


| Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dreame, or worthles fancic. 


” ——— ns 
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was aptly fitred,and naturally. perform'd. | 
$;n. I thinke *rwas Sezo that your honor meanes. 
Lord. ' Tis very true,thou didft it excellent: 
Well you are come to me.in happy time, 
| The rather for I have ſome ſport 1 hand, 
| Whercin your cunning can aſſiſt me much. _ 
There is a Lord will heare you play to night; 
' Bur I am doubtfull of your modelſties, 
' Leaſt(over=cying of his adde behautour, 
For yet his honor never heard a play) 
You breake into ſome merry pallion, 
And fo offend him:for I tell you firs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he growes impatient. 
Plai. Feare nat my Lord,vwe can contain our 
Were hethe vericſt antickein the world. 
Lord. Go ſirragtake them to the Buttery, 
And give them friendly weicome every one, 
Let them want nothing that my houſe afoords. | | 
Exit one with the Players. 
Sirra go you to Barthelmew my Page, 
And fee hun drelt in all ſites like a Lady: | | 
That done, conduct him to the drunkards chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him obeifance: 
Tell him from me(as he will win my loye) 
He beare himſelfe with honourable aRion 
Suchas he hath obſerv'd 1n noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lords,by them accompliſhed, 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do: 
With ſoft low tongue, and lowly curteſie, | 
And ſay: W hat 1s't your Honor will command, 
W herein your Lady,and your humble wife, 
May ſhew her duty,and make knowne her love. 
And then with kinde embracements, tempting kifles 
And with declining head into his boſome 
Bid him ſhed teares,as being over-Joyed 
To ſee her noble Lord reftor'd to health, 
Who for this.ſeven yeares hath cſteemed him 
No better then a poore and loath{ome begoer: 
And if the boy have not a womans guifc 
To raine a ſhower of commanded teares, 
An Onion will. do well for ſucha ſhift, 
Which ina Napkin(being clofe coavei'd) 
Shall in deſpight enforce a watery eye: 
| Seethis diſpatch'd with all the haſt thou canſt, 
Anon lle give rhee more inſtructions. ; 
| ko, + Enxitaſevingman- 
I know the boy will well ufurpe the grace, 
Voice,gate,and ation of a Gentlewoman. 
T long to heare him call the drunkard husband, - 
And how my men will ſtay themſelves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this fimple peaſant, 
Ile in to counſell them : haply my preſence 
May well abate the over-merry ſpleene, 
Which otherwiſe would grow into extreames. 


ſelves, 


| Emter aloft the drunkard with attendants » ſome with apparel, 
Baſon and Ewer, & other appurtenances, Lord. 

Beg. For Gods ſake a pot of (mall Alc. 

I. Ser, Wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip. drink a cup of ſack? 


2. Sr, Wilt 
ſerves? bo qv. ET 
, 3- Ser. Whatraiment will your honor weare today. 

Beg. Iam Chriftophere Sly , call not mee Honour nor 
Lordſhip: Inc're dranke facke in my life:and if you giue 
me any Conſerves, give me conſerves of Beefe:ne're as 
me what raiment Ile weare, for I have no more doub- 


pleaſe your Honor taſte of theſe Con- 


| Oh thatamighty man of ſuch deſcent, 


| ſheere Ale,ſcore me up for the lyingſt knave in Chriſten 


| Above the morning Larke. Or wilt thou bunt, 
\ Thy hounds ſhall makethe Welkin anſwer them 
| Andfetch ſhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth. 


| Adonis painted by a ruuning brooke, 
. And Citherea all inſedg:s hid, 
| Which ſeeme to moveand wanton with her breath, 


| And how ſhe was beguiled and furpriz'd, 


{ Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſweare ſhe bleeds, 


"Thou baſt a Lady farre more Bcautitull, 


lets then backes : no more ſtockings then legges: nor no 
more ſhooes then feet , nay fometime more feete then 


ſhooes,, or ſuch ſhooes as niy toeslookethrongh the 0- 
ver-leather: | | 


Lor. Heaven ceaſe this idle humor in your Honor, 


Of ſuch poſieſſions, and ſo high etteeme 
Should be infuſed with ſo foule a {pirit. 

Beg. What would you make me mad?Ami notI Chri- 
ftopher Sty, old Slies ſonne of Burton-heath, by byrth a | 
Pedler , by education a Cardmaker , by tranſmutation a 
Beare-heard , and now by preſent profeſſion a Tinker, 
Aske Marrian Hacket the fat Alewite of Wincot, if ſhee 
knor me nor:if ſhe ſay I am nor xiiii.d.on the ſorce for 


dome. What I am nor beſtraught:here*$s=——— 
3- an. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourne. 
2. Man; Oh this is it that makes your ſervants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred ſhuns your: 

As beaten hence by your ſtrange Lunacy. (houſe 

Oh Noble Lord,bethinke thee of thy birth, 

Cali home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 

And baniſh hence theſe abje& lowly dreames: 

Looke how thy {ſervants do attend on thee, - 

Each in his ohice ready at thy becke. 

Wilt thou have Muſicke?Harke Apollo plaies, I{nficks 

And twenty caged Nighringales do ſing. 

Or wilt thou ſleepe? Wee'l have thee toa Couch, 

Softer and ſweeter then the luſtfull bed 

On purpoſe trim'd up tor Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke:we will beſtrow the ground, 

Or wilt thouride? Thy horſes ſhall betrap'd, 

Their harnefle ſtudded all with Gold and Pearle. 

Doft thou love hawking?Thou haſt hawkes will ſoare 


I» an. Say thou wilt courſe, thy gray-hounds are as ' 
As breathed Stags:I flecter then the Roe. (ſwift 
2 41.Dolt thou love pictures}? we wiil fetch thee ſtrait 


Even as the waving ſedges play with winde. 
Lord. Wee'l thew thee /o, as ſhe was a Maid, 


As lively painted, as the decd was done. 
3. an. Or Daphne roming through a thorny wood, 


And at that fight ſhal fad Apollo weepe, . 
So workmanly the blood and teares are drawne. - 
Lord. Thou arta Lord,and nothing buta Lord: 


Then any woman 1a this waining age. * 

. 1- Man. And till the teares that ſhe hath-ſhed for thee, 
Like envious flouds-ore-run herlovely. tace, | 
She was the faireſt creature in the world, 
And'yet ſhe is infeciour tonone. 

Beg. Am Ia Lord,and have I ſucha Lady? 
Or do I dreame?Or have I dream'd till now? 
I donot ſleepe:I ſee, Lheare,l ſpeake: 

I ſmel ſweet favours,and feele ſoft things: 
Vpon my lifeI ama Lord indeede, 
And nota Tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly. 
Well,bring our Lady hither to our ſight, 
And once againe a poto'th tmalleſt Alc, 
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2. May. Wilt 
hands: 
Oh how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor'd, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are: 
Theſe fiſteene yeeres you have bin in a dreame; 
Or when you wak'd,{o wak'd as if you flept. 
Beg. Theſe fifteene yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap, 
Butdid I never ſpeake of all that time? 
1- Mav. Oh yes my Lord, but very idle words, 
For though you lay heere in thisgoodly chamber, 
Yet would you fay, ye were bcaten our of doore, 
And raile uponthe Hoſtefſe of the houſe, 
Andſay you would preſeat her at the Leere, | 
Becaule the brought ſtone-Tugs,and no ſeal'dquarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Beg. I, the womans maide of the houſe. : 
3-444. Why ſir you know no houſe,nor no ſuch maid 
Nor noſuchmen as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen $ly,and old John N aps of Greece, 
And Peter Twrph,and Henry Pimpervel, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends.» 
eAll. Amen, 


, Enter Lady with «A ttendonts. 

Beg. I thanke thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it- 

Lady. How fares my noble Lord? 

Beg. Marry I fare well, for heere is cheere enough. 
Where is my wife? 

La. Heere noble Lord,what is thy will with her? 

Beg. Are you my wife,and will not cal me husband? 
My men ſhould call me Lord, I am your good-man: 

La. My husband and my Lerd , my Lord and husband 
I am your wife in all obcdierice. 

Beg. I know it well, what muſt I call her? 

Lord. Madam, 

Beg. eAlce Madam,or Tone Madam? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe,ſo Lords call Ladies. 

Beg. Madame wite,they {ay that I have dream'd, 
And ſlept above ſome fifteene yeare or more. 

Lady. I, and the time ſeem's thirty vnto me, 
Being all this time abandon'd fram your bed. 

Beg.*Tis much, {ervants leave me and her alone: 

Madam undrefle you, and come now to bed. 

La. Thrice noble Lord,let me intreat of you 
To pardon me yet for anight or two: 
Or if not ſo, untill the Sun be ſet. 
For your Phyſitians have expreſſcly charg'd, 
In perillto incurre your foriner malady, 
That I ſhould yer abſent me from your bed: 
I hope this reaſon ſtands for my excule. 

Beg. I, it ſtands fo that I may hardly tarry ſo longy 
But 1 would be loth to fall into my dreamesagaine:I wil 
therefore tarrie in deſpight of the fleſh and the blood. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
CMef.Your Honors Players hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant Comedy, 
For ſo your doctors hold it very meete, 
Secthg too much ſadnefle hath congeal'd your blood, 
And mehlancholly is the Nurſe of frenzie, 


Therefore they thought it good you heare a play, 
And frame your minde-to mirth and merriment, 


Which barres a thouſand harmes,and lengthens life. 
Beg. Marry I will let them play , it is not a Comon- 


Stem 


pleaſe your mightineſſe. to waſh your | 


ty, a Chriſtmas gambold, or a tumbling tricke? 
Lady. No my good Lord, it is more 
Beg. W hat,houſhold ſtuffe? | 
Lady. It is a kinde of hiſtory. 
Beg. Well,we'l ſee't: 
Come Madame wife fit by my ſide, 
Andlct the world lip, we ſhall ne're,be yonger. 


Flouriſh. Enter Lucentio, and his man Trane. 

Luc. Tranto, ſince for the great deſire Ihad 
Toſee faire Padua,nurſery of Arts, 
Tam arriv'd for fruitfull Lumbaray, 
The pleaſant garden of great Italy, . . - 
And by my fathers love and leave am arni'd | 
With his good will, and thy good company. 
My truſty tervant well approv'd inall, 
Heere let us breath, and happly inſtitute | 
A courſe of Learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 
Piſa renowned for grave Citizens 
Gave me my being,and my father firſt 6; 
A Merchant of great Trafficke through the world: 
Vncentio's cone of the Bentivels), tip 
Vincent's (onne, brought up in Florence, 
It ſhall become to ſerve ail hopes conceiv'd 
Todccke his fortune with his vertuous deedes: 
And therefore Tramo, for the time Iſtudy, 
Vertue and that part of Philoſophy 
Will Iapply,that treats of happineſle, 
By vertue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 
Tell me thy minde, for I have Psſaleft, 
And am to Padxa come, as he that leaves 


A ſhallow plaſh, to plunge him in the deepe, 
| And with faciety {cekes to quench his thirſt. 
Tra. Me Pardonato,gentle maiſter mine: 
T am in all affe&ted as your ſelfe, 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſucke the {ſweets of ſweete Philoſophy. 
Onely(good maiſter)while we do admire 
This vertue,and this morall diſcipline 
Let's be no Stoickes,nor no {tockes I pray; 
Or fo devote to Arifterles checkes 
As Owid;beanout-caſt quite abjur'd: 
Balke Lodgicke with acquaintance that you have, 
And practite Rhetoricke in your common talke, |. 
Muſicke and Pocfie uſe, to quicken you, 
The marthematickes,and the Metaphyſickes 
Fall to-them as you hinde your ftomacke ſerves you: | 
No profit growes, where is nopleaſure tane: 
In briefe fir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 
Luc. Gramercies Trawmo,well doſt thou advile, 
If Biondello thou wert come athore, 
We could at once put us inreadinefſſe, 
And takea Lodging fit toentertaine 
Such friends(as time) in Padxa ſhall beget, 
Bur ſtay a while, what company. is this? : 
Tre. Maiſter ſome ſhew to welcome us to Towne: '- 


Enter Baptiſta with his two daughters, K atherina &- Biavh 
Gremio 4 P antalowne, Hortenſio a Shuiter to Biance. 
Lacen. Tranio, fiand by. | 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 


| For how I firmly am reſolv'd you know: 


That is, not to beſtow my yongeſt daughter, 
Before have a husband for the elder: 
If either of you both love Katherina, 


——_.——_—_ 


Becauſe 


pleaſing ſtuffs, 


| 


WW Pale, know now.upon aduice, irtoucheth us both : that 
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Becauſe I know you well, and love you wel, 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleaſure. 
2. To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 
There,there Horren/fo, will you any Wife? 
Kat. I pray you fir,is.it your will 
To make a ſtale 'of me amongit theſe mates? 
Her. Mates maid,how meane you that? 
No mates for you, ey 
Ynlefle you were of gentler milder mould. 
Kat. Tfaith fir, you ſhall never neede to feare, 
[-wis it is not halfe way to her heart:- . 
But if it werez doubt not, her care ſhould be, 
To combe your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtoole, 
And paint your face,and uſe you like a foole. 
Hor. From all ſuch divels,g00d Lord deliver us. 
Gre. And mee t00,200d Lord. | | 
Tra. Huſht maiſter,heres ſome good paſtime toward, 
That wench is ſtarke mad, or wonderfull froward-. 
Lac. But in the others ſilence dol ſee, 
Maids milde bchauiour and ſobyicty. 
Peace Trane. 
[rs. Well aid Maiſter, mum, and gaze your bill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoone make good 
W hat 1 have ſaid, Bianca get you In, | 
And !et it not diſpleaſe thee good Branca; 


| For I will lovetheene're thelefſe my girle. 


Kat. A pretty,peate; it is beſt put finger in the eye, 


| and ſhe knew why. 


Bia. Siſter content you, in my diſcontent. 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 
My bookesand in{truments ſhall be my company, 
On them to looke, and practiſe by my lelfe. 
Luc. Hearke Trane, thou mailt heare Jfnerva ſpeak. 
Hor: Signior Baptiſ/a, will you beſo ſtrange, 
Sorry am | that our good will effe&ts 
B:anca's greetes | 
Gre. W hy will you mew her up 
(Signior Bapts/ta)for this fiend of hell, 
And make her beare the pennance of her tongue? 
Bap. Gentlemen content ye : 1 am reſoly*d: 
Go in Bianca, "Hap 
And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
In Mulicke,Inſtruments,and. Poetry, . 
Schoolemaiiters will I keepe within my houſe, 


—— —  — 


Fit to inſtrutt her youth. If you Hortenfio, 
Or figntor Gremo you know any ſuch, . | 
Preferre them hither:for to cunning men, 
Iwill be very kinde aad liberall, | 
To mine owne children,in good bringing up, 
And fo farewell: Katherina you may tay, | 
For I have more to commune with Barca. Exits 
» Kat. Why, and Itruſt T may go too,mayT not? 
What ſhall 1 be appointed houces,as though 
(Belike)[ knew not whatto take, o 
And what to icave? Ha. HOT Exit. 
Gre. You may goto the divels dam:yonr guifcs are 

[8 good heere's none will holde you : Their love is not 
ſogreat Hertenſi, but we may blow ournails together, 
andfaſt it fairely out + Our cakes dough onborth ſides. 
Farewell: yerfor the love Ibeare my ſweet Bianca ,. if 
Icanby any meanes light on a fit man to teach hee-that 
wherein gta, [ will wiſh him to her father. 

Hor, Sorwill I Signior Gremie: but 2 word I pray: 
Though the nature of. our quarrell yet never brook'd 


We may yet againe have accefle toour faire Miſtris, and 


I 


| be happic rivals in Bianca'slove, to labour and effect one 
thing ſpecially. UE Bog tg 

Gre. What's thatI pray ? ' 

Hor. Marrie ſir to get ahusband 

Gre. A husband : adivell, 

Hor. 1 ſay ahusband, 

Gre. I fay,adivell : Think'ſt thou Horte»ſo, 
her father be very rich, 
married to hell? 

Hor. Tuſh Gremis.: though it paſſe your patience and 
mine to endure her. lewd-alarums:, why man there bee 
good fellowes inthe world,and a man conld lightonthem, 
would take her withali faults, and mony enough. -*- 

Gre. I cannot tell;:but I had as liefe take ber dowrie 


for her Sifter. 


thivgh 


any a man 1s ſo verie a foole to be 


morning. . : Ir 
Hor. Faith (as you ſay) there's ſmall choiſe in rotten 
apples : come, ſince this bar in law makes us friends , it 
ſhall be ſo far forth friendly maintain'd, till by helping 
Baptiftas eldeſt daughter to a husband, we ſet his youngett 
free for a husband, and then have too't afreſh ; Sweet 
Bianca, happy man be his dole: he that -runnesfaſteſt , 
gets the Ring. : How ſay you ſignior Gremio ? " 
Grem, Iam agrecd, and would [ had given hinrthe beſt 
horſe in Padvato begin his wooing that would throngh- 
ly wooe her, wed her , and bed her, and ridde the houſe 
of her. Come on. | | 
Exennt ambo, Manet Tranio aud Lucentio. 
Tra. I pray fir tel me, is it poſſible | 
Thar love ſhould of a ſodaine take ſuch hold. 
Luc. Oh Tranio, till I found itto betrue, 
I never thought it poſſible or likely. - 
Bur ſee, while 1dely I ſtood looking on, 
I fouud the effe&t of Love 1n iUleneflle, 
And now in plainnefſeds confeſle to thee 
Thatartto meas ſecret andas deere 


As Amnatothe Qaeene of Carthage was: 
Tra»4oT burne, I pine, I periſh Tramo, 
If I atchicvenot this young modeſt gyrle : - 
Counſaile me Trane, for I know thou canſt: 
Aſſit me Tram, tor 1 know thou wilt. 
Tra. Maſter, it is notime tochide you now, 
Aﬀection is no". rated from the heart : 
If love touch'd you, nouglt remaines butſo 
Redime te captum quam queds mimnino. Ys On 
: Luc, Gramercies Lad : go forward, this contents, 
The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound ; 
Tra, Maſter, you look'd fo longly on the maide 
Perhaps you mark'd not whar's thepithof all. 
Lac. Oh yes,1 ſaw fweet beautic in her face, 
Such as thedaughter of Agenor had, 
Thar made great /oveto humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kift the Cretan ſtrond. 
Tra. Saw you no more? Mark'd you not how her fiſter, 
Beganto ſcold, and raife up ſucha ſtorme? - 
That mortall eares might hardly endure thedin, 
Lac. Tranio, I (aw her corrall lips to move; - 
And with her breath ſhedid perfume the ayre, ' 
Sacred and ſweet was all I ſaw in her. | 
Tra. Nay,then'tistime fo ſtirre him from his trance ; | 
I prayawake fir : if you love theMaide; - - —D 
Bendthoughtsand wits toatcheeve her. Thusit ſtands: 
Her elderfiſterisſocurſt and ſhrew'd, 
That till the father rid his hands of her, 
Maſter, your love muſt live a mudeathome, 
And therefore has hecloſely meu'd het up, 


bl 


withthis ondition;To be whipt- at the hie crofle every | 


| 


} 
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.Becauſe ſhe will not be annoy'd with ſuters. 
Zvc. Ah Tamo, what a cruell Fathers he: 
But art thou not advis'd,he tooke ſome care 
Together cunning Schoolemaſters to inſtru her. 
Tra. I marry am I fir, and now 'tis plotted. 
Lac. I have it Trans. 
Tra. Maiſter,for my hand, 
Both our inventions meetand jumpe in one. 
Lac. Tellme thine firſt. 
Tra. You will be ſchoole-maiſter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 
Loc. Itis:May it be done? | 
Tra. Not pollible-; tor who ſhall beare your part, 
And be in Padua heere Uincentio's ſonne, 
Keepe houſe,and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his Countrimen, and banquet them? 
Luc. Zafta,content thee: for I have it full. 
We haye not yet bin ſecne in any houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, 
For man or mailter:then ir followes thus; 
Thou ſhalt be maiſter, Tram in my ited: 
Keepe houſe, and port,and ſervants, as | ſhould, 
I willſome other be,fome Fiorentime, 
Some X eapolitan,or meaner man of Pſa. 
"Tis hatch'd;and ſhall be {o:Trario at once 
Vncaſe thee:take my Coulord hat and cloake, 
When Biondello comes, he waites on thee, 
But I will charme him firſt to keepe his tongue, 
Tra. $0 had you necde: 
In breefe Sir,fith it your pleaſure 1s, 
And I am tycd to be obedicnt, 
For ſo your father charg'd meat our parting: 
Be ſerviceable to my ſonne(quoth he ) 
Alchough I thinke *rwas in another ſence, 
I am content to be Lacentso, 
Becauſe ſo well I love Lacentio. 
Luc Tranio be {o, becauſe Lucentio loves, 
' And let me be a ſlave,t'archieve that maide. 
W hoſe ſodaine ſight hath thral'd my wounded cye. 


Enter Binodello, 


Heere comes the rogue. Sirra,where have you bin? 

Bion. Where have I beene? Nay how now, where are 
you? Maiſter,ha's my fellow Trams {tolne your cloathes, 
or you ſtolne his,or both? Pray what's the newes? 

Lxe. Sirra come hither, 'tis notime to jcſt, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tra: heere to ſave my life, 

Puts my apparrell, and my count'nance on, 
And I for my eſcape have put on his: 

For in aquarrell ſince I camea ſhore, - 

I kiFd a man,and feare I was deſcricd: 

Waite you on him, I charge you, as becomes: 
While 1 make way from hence to fave my life: 
You vnderſtand me? 

Bon. I ſir, ne'rea whit. 

Lac. And nota jot of Tran in your mouth, 
Traviois chang'd into Lacentio. 

Bion. The better for him, would I were ſo too. 

Tra. So could I'faith boy , to have the next wiſh af- 
ter , that Lucentio indeede had Baptiftas yongelt daugh- 
ter. But firra, not for my fake, but your maiſters, I ad- 
viſe you uſe your manners diſcreetly inall kind of com- 
panies : When I am alone , why then Iam Tramo:burt in 


FY 


all places elſe, your maifter Zncentio. 
Lnc. Trans let's go: _ 
One thing more reſts,that thyſelfe execute, "| 
To make one *mong theſe wooers : if thou aske me why, 
SuHceth my reaſonsare both good and waighty. 
Exennt. T he Preſenters above ſpeakes. 
I. Han, My Lord younod, you donot minde the | 
play. Ct cot 
Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter ſurely; 
Comes there any more of it? A 
Lad. My Lord,'tis but begun. Hh 
Beg. 'T1sa very excellent peece of worke, Madame. 
Lady: would *twere done: - T bey fit and mark, 


Enter Petrachio,and his man Grumo, 
Pet, Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padxa;but of all 
My beſt beloued and approved friend 
Hortenſio:8& 1 trow this 1s his houſe: 
Heere ſirra Gramio, knocke I ſay. 
Gru, Knocke fir? whom ſhould I knocke ? Is thereay 
man ha's rebus'd your worſhip? _—_ 
Per. Villaine1 ſay, knocke me heere ſoundly. + | 
Or. Knocke you heere fir? Why fir, what am I ir, | 
that I ſhould knocke you heere ſir? | 
Pet. Viilaine I ay, knocke meat this gate, | 
And rap me well,or Ile knocke your knaves pate. 
Gru. My Maiſter is growne quarrelſome: 
I ſhould knocke you firſt, 
And then I know after who comes by the worſt. 
Per, Will it not be? 
Faith heal ,and you'l not knocke,Ile ring it, 
He trie how you can Se/,Fa,and ſing it. 4 
He rings him by the ear, 
Gra. Helpe miſtris helpe,my maiſter is mad, 
Pet. Now knocke when I bid you:ſirrah villaine, 
Enter Hortenſio. 
| Her. How now,what's the matter?My olde friend 
Gramio, and my good friend Perrachio ? How doyoul 
at Verona? | 
Per. Signior Hortenſio,come you to part the fray? (# 
rutts le core bene trovatto, may I {ay. 
Hor. Allawoſtra caſa ben venuto mutto honorate ſioniam 
PFetrnchio, ; $2, 
Riſe Gram!0 riſe, we will compound this quarrelk 
ru, Nay 'tis no matter fir, what he leges inlat 
| Tf this be nor a lawfull cauſe for me to leave his ſernity 
| looke you fir : He bid me knocke him, & rap him founk 
ly fir. Well, was it fit for a ſervant to uſe his mailterlf 
being perhaps(for ought 1ſce ) two and' thirty ,a pe 
out ? Whom would ro God I had well knocktatih 
then had not Grams come by the workys 
Per. A ſcnceleſſc villaine:good Hortenſo, 
T bad the raicail knocke upon your gate , 


» 
. 


And conid not get him for my heart to do it. | 
GYHte Knocke at the gate Ly Oo heavens:ſpake 708. g 
theſe words plaine? Sirra, Knocke me heere : rappel# 
heere : knocke me well , and knocke me ſoundly?M 
come vou now with knocking at the gate? iN 
Pex. Sirra be gone,or talke not I adviſe you. 
Hor, Petruchw patience, I am Gramio's pledge: 
Why this a heavy chancetwixt him and you, 
Yourahcient truſty pleaſant ſervant Gr=mzso: 
And tell me now(ſ{weet friend) what happy gale 
Blowes youro Pads heere,from old Verona? | 
Pet.Such windas ſcatters yongmen through the wn 


"lh 


<þ 
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Toſecke their fortunes farther than at home, 


| Where ſmall experience growes but ina few-- 


Signior Horrenfoo, thus it ſtands with me, 
eAntonio my father is decealt, _ 

AndI havethruſt my ſelfe into this maze, 
Happily to wive atletve,e beſt I may: 
Crownesin my purſe I have,and goods at home; 
And ſo am come abroad to ſee the world. 

Her. Petrachio. ſhall I then come roundly tothee; 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrew'd ill-favour'd wifc? 
Thow'dſt thanke me but alittle for my counſel; 
And yet Ile promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 


| And very rich:but tart teo much my friend, 


And Ile not wiſh thee to her. 
Per. Signior Hortenfio, 'twixt ſuch friends as wee, 
Few words ſuffice:and therefore, it thou know 
One rich'enough to be Petrnchio's wife: 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) 
Be the as foule as was Floremins Love, . 
As old as Sibef, and as curſt and ſhrow'd 
As Socrates Z antippe,or a worle: 


She moves me noc,or not removes atleaſt 

Aﬀe&ions edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 

As are the {welling eAdriaticke {cas- 

I come to wive it wealrhily in Paawua: | 

If wealthily, then happily in Pad, : 

Gru. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly what his 

| minde is: why give him Gold enough, and marrie him 

to aPuppet or an Aglet babie, or an old trot with ne rea 

tooth in her head, though ſhe have as many diſcaſes as 

twoand fifty horſes. W hy nothing comes amille, ſo mo- 

nycomes withall, Ss 07 
Hor. Perrachio, ſince we are ſtept thus farre in, 

I will continue that 1 broach'd in jeſt, 

Ican Perrychio helpe thee to a wite : 

With wealth enough, and yong and beautious. 

Brought up as beſt becomes aGentlewoman. 

Her onely fault,and that is fault enough, 

Ts, that ſhe is intollerable curlſt, 


| And ſhrew'd,and froward,1o beyond all nicaf{ure, 


That were my itate farre worſer then it is, 
I would not wed herfora mine of Gold. 
Pet, Bortenſio peace:thou knoywit not golds effec, 
Tell me her fathers name, and 'tis enough: 
ForI will boord her, though ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the ciouds in Autumne cracke. 
Hor. Her father is Baptiſts 14mola, 
| Anaffable and courteous Gentleman, - 
| Her name is Katherjra Minola , 
Renown'd in Fadya for her ſcoldingrongue. 
Pet. l know hir father, though I know not her, 
| And he knew wy deceaſed father well: 
I will not fleep&Horrenſo til I ſec her, 
Andtherefore let me be:thus bold with-you, 
Togive you over at this firſt encounter, 
Yalefle you will accompany me thither. 
" Grn. 1 pray you Sir tet him go while the humor laſts. 
| A ny word,and ſhe knew him as wel as I do,ſhe would 
tkinke ſcolding would do little goed upon him. 'Shee 
| nay perhaps call him halfe a ſcore Knaves , or ſo 1Why 
that's nothing; and he begin once, hee'l raile in his rope 
trickes. Tle tell you what fir , and ſhe and him buta li- 
{ te, he wil throwa figure in her face,and ſo disfighre hir 
with it , that ſhee ſhall have no more eyes to (ce withall 


| then a Cat : you know him not fir, - 


h ." Hor, Tacry Petrachio, I muſt go withthee, 


j 


For in Baptiftas keepe my treaſure is: 9? / 
He haththe Iewell of my life in hold, | 
His yongelt daughter, beautifull Biancs, 
And her with-holds hee from me: Other more 
Suters to her,and rivals in my Love: 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſlible, 
Far thoſe defetsTI have before rehearſt, 
That ever Katherine will be woou'd: 
Thrrefore this order hath Baptifta tane, 
That none ſhal have acceſle vnto Fiarca, 
Tili Katherixe the Curt, have got a husband: 
Gre. Katherite the euſt, 
A title fora maide, of all titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Perrachio do me grace, 
And offer me di{guis'd in ſober robes, 
Toold Bapri/ta as a {choole-mailter 
Well ſcenc in Muſicke,to initract Bianca; 


| ThatfoI mayby this deyiceat leaſt 


-Have [caveand leiſure to make love to her , 
And vntluſpected court her by her ſelfe. 


Enter Gremio aud Lucentio di{guiſed. 
Grs. Heete's no knavery.See, tobeguile the old falkes 
how the young folkes lay theirs head together. Mai- 
ſter, maiſter,looke about you 2 Who goes there?ha. 
Hor. Peace Grumio, it is the rivall of my Love! 
Perrachio ſtand by a whilt. | 
Gre. A proper ſtripling,and an amourous. 
_ Gre.O very well, I have perus'd the norte. 
Hearke you fir, Ile have them very fairely bound, 
All bookes of Love; ſee thatat any hand, 
And ſee -_ reade no other Lenresto her: 
You underſtand me. Over and beſide 
S1gnior Bapriftas liberality : 
Ie mendit with k Largefſe. Take your paper too, 
And let me have them very wel perfor, + . 
For ſhe 1s ſweeter then perfume it ſelfe 
To whom they go to: what will you readeto her? 
£Znc.\W hat ereI reade to her, Ile pleade for you, 
As for my patron, ſtand you ſo'afſur'd; 
As firmly as your ſelfe were ſtill in place, 
Yeaand perhaps with more ſuccefſetull words 
Then you;valeſfe you were a ſcholler fir. 
Gre, Oh this learning,whata thing it 15- 
Gru. Oh this Woodcocke,what an Ale it is: © 
Pet. Peace firra. BOB LL CIVAG. 
Hor. Grs. mum:God fave you fignior Gremios; 
Gre. And you are well met,Signior Horrenſio.” 
Trow you whither Tam'going?To'Baptiſts Cinels, 
I poo roenquire caretally' 
About a ſchoolemaſter for the faire Biavca, - 
And by good fortune I havelighted wel * 
On this yong man:For learning andbehauiour 
Fit for her turne, well read.in Poctrie 
Andother boookes, good ones;I warrant ye. 
Hor. 'Tis well:and I have met a Gentleman 
Hath promiſt me to helpe one to attother,; 
A fine Mufitianto inſtruc our Miſtris, 
So ſhal I no whitbe behinde in duty ©: 
To faire Biaxca, ſo belovedof me. - : | 
Gre. Beloved of meand that my;deeds {hal prove: 
Gre, Andthat hisbags ſhal prove. 
a ; _ now = tire to __ our love, 
Liſten tame,and if yowſpeake mefaire, 
Tle tell you mri good for either. 
Heere tsa Gentle nan whomby' chance I met+ .: i - | 
| Vpon } 
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| Vpon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woocurlt Katherine, 
Yea,and to marry her, if her dowrie pleaſe, 
Gre. So ſaid, ſo done,is well: 
Hortenſio, have you told him all her faults? 
Pet. I know ſhe is an irkeſome brawling ſcold: 
If that be all Maiſters, I heare no harme. 
Gre. No, ſayit me fo, friend? What Countreyman? 
Per. Borne in Verona,old Butonios ſonne: 
My father dead,my fortune lives for me, 
And I do hope, good dayes andlong, to ſce. 


But if you have a ſtomacke, too'ta Gods name, 
You ſhall haue me alliſting you inall. 
But will you woo this W1ilde-cat? 

Pet. Will I live? 

Gre. Will he woo her?I:or Ile hang her, 

Per. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Thinke you, a little dinne can daunt mine eares? 
Have I not in my time heard Lionsrore? 

Have I not heard the ſea, putt up with windes, 
Rage like an angry Boare, chafed with ſweat? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field? 
And heavens Artillerie thunder in the skies? 
Have not in a pitched battell heard 

Loud larums,neighing ſteeds, & trumpets clangue? 
And do you tell me of a womans tongue? 

That gives not halfe ſo great a blow to heare, 

As willa Cheſle-nut in a Farmers fire. 

Tuſh, ruſh, fcare boyes with bugs. 

Gr#. For he feares none. 

| Gre. Horteuſiohearke: , 
This Gentleman is happily arriv'd, | 

. My minde preſumes for his owne good,and yours: 

Hor. I promiſt we would be Contributors, 

' And beare his charge of wooing whatfoere. 

Gre. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 

Grxz.IwauldI were as ſure of a good dinner. 


Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 
| Tra.GentlemenGod fave you.IfI may be bold, 
| Tell me T beſecch you, whichis thereadicſt way 
' To the houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minole? / 
Bio. He that.ha's the two faire daughters:iſt he you 
meame? .-__ 7 
Tra. Even he Biond:1s. Z 
Gre. Hearke. you ſir, you meane not her ton——_ 
Tra. Perhaps him and her fir, whathave you to do? 
Peps\Not her that chides fir, atany hand IT pray. 
Tra. | love nochiders ſir:Biondefo,let's away» 
Luc. Wc<li begun Traxjo. TR 
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| Her. Sir,a wordere you go: ! Ie 
! Are youa +utor tothe Maid you talkeof, yea or no? 
' Tra. Andifl befir,ts1t any offence? | 
; Gr-; No:it withoutmore words you willget you 
| hence. lend x1 4. ÞDagctioi5 ve) 
Tre. Why ſir, pray arenot the-ſtreets as free 
' For me,as for you?-. - | | 
Gree. But ſois notſhes 3; 
Trr. For what reaſon. I beſeechyou. 
Gre, For this rea/9n if yau'l kno, /- 3 v6 
That ſhe's the choiſe love of Signior Gremis, 
Hor. That ſhe's the-cheſen of ſignior. Horten/eo. 
Tra. Softly my Maiſters:If-you-be Gentlemen 
Do me this right; heare me witkipaticnce.-/ ' - | 
Baptiſta is a noble Gentleman, 


Gre. Oh fir,ſucha life with ſuch a wife, were ſtrange: 


—_— 
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To whom my Father is notall unknowne, 
And were his daughter fairer then ſhe is, 
She may more ſlitore have,and me for one. 
Faire Ledaes daughter had a thouſand wooers, 
Then well one more may faire Bianca have, 
And ſo ſhe ſhall.Lacentio ſhall make one, 
Though Parzs came, in hope to {peed alone. 
Gre. W hat, this Gentleman will out-talke us all. 
Ls. Sir give him head, I know hee'l provea Iade, 
Fer. Hortenfio,to what end areall theſe words? 
Hor. Sir, let me be ſo bold as toaske you, 
Did you yet ever ſee Baptiftas daughter? 
Tra. No fir, but heare 1 do that he hath two: 
The one,as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 
As 1s the other, for beauteous modeltie. 
Petr. Sir, fir, the firlt's for me, let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercwles, 
And letit be more then e-4/cides twelve. 
Pet. Sir under{tand you this of me{inſooth) 


| The yongeſt daughter whom you hearken for, 


Her father kecpes from all acceſle of ſutors, 

And will not promiſe her toany man, 

Vntill the elder ſiſter firſt be wed. 

The yonger then is free,and not before. 
Tra. It it be ſo fir, that you are the man 


{ Muſt ſteed usall, and me amonglit the reſt: 


And if you breake the ice,and do this ſecke, 
Atchicve the elder : {et the yonger free, 
For our acceſſe, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not ſo graceleſle be,to be ingrate. 
Her. Sir you ſay well,and well you do conceive, 
And ſince you do profeſle to be a ſutor, 
You muſt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 
To whom weall reit generally beholding, 
Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be flacke,in ſigne wherof, 
Pleaſe ye we may contrive thisafternoone, 
And quaffe carowſes to our Miſtrefle health, 
And & as adverſaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, hut cate and drinke as friends. 
14. B10y. Oh excellent motion; fellowes let's be gb 
Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be ir ſo, 
Perrnchie,I ſhall be your Benvennro, Exemi 
Enter Ka'herina and Bianca. 
Bia. Good ſiſter wrong me not,nor wrong your ſt 
To make a bondmaideand aſlave of me, | 
That I difdaine : but for theſe other goods, 
Vnbinde my hands, lie puil them off my ſelfe, 
Yea all my raiment,to my petticoate, 
Or what you wiilcommand me, will I do, 
So well I know my: dutie to my elders. | 
Kete. Of all thy tuters heere I charge thee tell 
W hom thou lovy*beſt : fee thou diflemble not- 
Bianca. Beleeve me ſiſter, of ail che menalive, 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial face, | 
Which I could fancie, more then any other. 
* Kare. Minion thoulyeſt , Ist not Hertenſio? 
Bian. If you affe&t him ſiſter, heere I ſweare 


Ile pleade for you my ſelfe, but you ſhall have him ' | 


Kate Oh then belike you fancie riches more, 
You will/have Gremiato keepe you faire. 
- [B5ex. Is it for him you doenvie me ſo? 


| Nay then you jeſt, andnow I well perceive 


You have bur jefted with me allthis while; - 
I prethee ſiſter Kate _—_y hands.- , 
Ka. If that be jeſt, thenall'the reft was ſo.Sirill 


—_— » —_ 
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Enter Baptiſta. ; EX 
Bap. Why how now Dame, whence growes this in- 
ſolence ? - ins 
Biaxcaſtand aſide, poore gyrle ſhe » : 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with het. | 
For ſhame theu Hilding of adivelliſh ſpirit, | 
Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne're wrong thee? 
When did ſhe crofſethee witha bitter word? 
Kt. Herfilence flouts me, and Ile bereueng'd, 
| Flies after Bianca 
Bap, What inwy ſight? Bionce get thee in. Ex. 
Kat. What will younot ſuffer me : Nay now I ſee 
She is your treaſure, ſhe muſt have a husband, 
I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 
And for your loveto her, leade Apes in hell. 
Take not tome,I will goc fit and weepe, 
Till I can finde occafionof revenge. . 
Bp. Was never Gentleman thusgreev'd as I? 


But who comes here. 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio, in the habit of a meane wan, 
Petruchio with Tranio, with bis boy 
bearing a Lnte and Bookes. 


Gre. Good morrow neighbour Baprsſta. : 
Bap, Good morrowneighbour Gremio: God [ave you 
Gentlemen. | 
Pet. And you good fir : pray bave you not adaughter, 
cal'd Katerina, faire and vertuous? 
Bap, 1 have a daughter ſir, cald Katerina, 
Gre. You aretoo bluut, go tot orderly. 
Pte, You wrong me fignior Gremio, give me leave. 
Iam a gentleman of Ferona fir, : 
That hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 
Her affability and baſhfull modeſtic : 
Her,wondrous qualities, and milde behaviour, 
Ambold to ſhew my ſelfe a forward gueſt 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſle 
Of that report, which I ſooft have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainement, 
I dopreſent you witha man of mine 
Cunning in Muſicke,and the Mathematickes, 
To inſtru& her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof I know ſhe isnot ignorant: 
Accept of him, orelſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licto, borne in Mantua. 
Bap. Y'are welcome fir, and he for your good ſake. 
But for my daughter Katerine, this I know, 
She isnot for your turne, the more my greefe. 
Pet. Iſce you donot meaneto part with her. 
Orelſe you ike not of my company. 
Bap. Niſtake me not, I ſpeake but what I finde, 
Whence are you fir ? What may I call your name, 
Pet, Petruchio is my name, Antonio's ſonne, 
A man well knownethroughout all Italy. | 
Bap. Iknow him well : youare welcome for his ſake. 
Gre. Saving your tale Petruchio, I pray let usthat are 
_ petitioners ſpeake to0? Baccare, youare mervay- 
ous forward. 


Pet, Oh, Pardon me fignior Gremio, I would faine bee 


Gre, I doubt itnotſir. Butyou will curſe 
Your wooingneighbours : this isa guift 
Very gratefull, lam ſure of it, to expreſſe 
Thelike kindnefſe wy ſelfe, that have becne 
| More kindely beholdingto youthenany : 


Freely give unto this yong Scholler, that hath | 
Beene long ſtudying at Rhemes,as cunning 
In Grecke, Latine, and other Languages, _ 
As the other in Muſicke and'Mathematickes : 
His name is Cambis: pray accept his ſeruice. 
Zap. Athouſand thankes ſignior Gremio : 
Welcome good Cambio. But gentler, 
Me thinkes you walke like a ſtranger, | CE: 
May I beſobold, to know the cauſe of your comming? 
Tra. Pardon me fir, the boldneſſe is mine owne,' 
That being a ſtranger inthis Cirtye here, 
Do makethy ſelfe a ſuitor to your daughter, i 
Vnto Bzaxca, faire and vertuous : 
Nor is your firme reſolue unknowne to me, 
Inthepreferment of the eldeſt ſiſter. 
This liberty isall that I requeſt, 
That -_ knowledge of my parentage, 
I may have welcome *mongft the reſt that woo, 
And free accefle and tauour as the reſt. 
And toward the education of your daughters , 
I heere beſtow aſimple inſtrument, 
And this ſmall packer of Greeke and Latine bookes, 
If you acceptthem, thentheir worth is great : 
Bap. Zucentiois your name, of whence I pray: 
Tra. Of Piſa fir, ſonne to UVinſencio. 
Zap. A mightie man of P;/aby report, 
T know him well : youare very welcome fir : 
Take you the Lute, and you the ſet of bookes, 
You ſhall go ſee your Pupils preſently. 
Holla, within» 
Enter a Servant. 
Sirrah, leade theſe Gentlemen 
Tomy two daughters, and then tell them both 
Theſcare their Tutors, bidthem uſe them well, 
We will go walke a little in the Orchard, 
Andthento dinner : you are paſſing welcome, 
And ſo I pray youallto thinke yonr ſelves, 
Per. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſſe asketh haſte, 
And everieday I cannot come to wooe, 
You know my father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolie heirero al his Lands and goods, + 
Which have bettcred rather then decreaſt, 
Then tell me, if I get your daughters love, 
What dowrie ſhall I have with her to wife. 
Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands, 
And in pofſeſsion twentie thouſand Crownes. 
Ber, And for that dowrie, Iie aflare her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it that ſhe ſurviveme 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whoſoever, 
Let ſpecialties be therefore drawne betyweene us, 
That covenants may beKkept on either hand. 
Bap. I, whentheſpeciall thing is well obtain'd, 
Thar is her love : for thatisall in all. 
Pat. Why thatisnothing : for I tell you father, 
I am as peremptorie as ſhe proud minded : 
And where two raging fires meete together, _ 
They do conſume the thing that feedes their furie. 
Though little firegrowesgreat with little winde, 
Yet extreame guſts will blow out fireand all: 
So 1 to her, and ſo ſhe yeelds tome, 
For Iam rough, and woo notlike ababe.  _ 
Bap. Well maiſt thou woo, and happy beethy ſpeed : 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappie words. .* 
Pet. 1 - the he on are = windes, 
That ſhakenot, rl t ow perpetrally. 
Enter Hortenſio with his head broke. 
Bap* F 


_ 
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Bep. How now my friend, why doſt thou looke ſo pale? 
Hor. For feare 1 promite you,if Tlooke pale. 
Zap. What, will my daughter prove agood Muſitian? 
Her. I thinke ſhe'l ſooner prove a ſouldier, 
Tron may hold with ber, but never Lutes. | 
Bap. W by then thou canſt not break her to the Lute? 
Hor. Why no, for ſhe hath broke the Lute to me: 
I did but tell her ſhe miſtooke her frets, | 
1 And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When(witha moſt impatient divelliſh ſpirit) 
Frets call you theſe?(quoth ſhe) He fume with them: 
And with that word the {troke me on the head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
As on a Pillorie, looking through the Lute, 
While ſhe did call me Raſcall,Fidler, 
And twangling Iacke , with twenty ſuch vildetcarmes, 
As had ſhe ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. 
Fer. Now by the world,it isa luſty Wench 
Ilove herten times more then ere Idid, 
Oh how T long to have ſome chart with her. 
Ba. Wel go with me, and benot ſo diſcomfited. 
| Proceed in prattiſe with my yonger daughter, 
She's apt to learne,and thankefull for good turnes: 
Signior Perrnchio; will you go with us, 
Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kate to you. 
Exit. Manet Petruchie. 
Pet. I pray youdo. I will attend her heere. 
And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe raile, why then Ile tell her plaine, 
She ſings as ſweetly as a Nighringhale: 
Say that ſhe frowne, Ile ſay ſhe lookes as cleere 
As morning Roſes newly waſht with dew: 
Say ſhe be mute,and will not ſpeakea word, 
Then Ile commend her volubllity, 
And fay ſhe vttereth piercing eloquence: 
If ſhe h bid me pack:,Ile give her thankes, 
1 As though ſhe bid me ſtay by hera weeke: 
| If ſhe deny to wed, Ile crave the day 
When I ſhall aske the banes,and when be married. 
But heere ſhe comes,and now Petruchio ſpeake. 


—_ 
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Enter Katerma, 
Gocd morrow Kate,for thats your name T heare. 


hearing: 
They call me Katerine,that do taike of me. 
Pez. You lye infaith, for youare call'd plaine Kate, 
And bony Kate, and ſometimes Kare the curſt: 
But Kate,the prettieſt Katein Chriſtendome, 
Kate of Kate-hall,my ſaper-dainty Kare, 
For dainties are all Kare, and therefore Kate 
| Takethis of me,Kate'ot my conſolation, 
| Hearing thy mi!dneſle prais'd in euery Towne, 
Thy vertues ſpoke of and thy beauty founded, 
. | Yetnotſo deepely as to thee belongs, 
' | My ſelfeam moov'd to woo thee for my wife. 
Kat. Moy'd, in good time,let him that moy'd you 
-| herker | 
Remove you hence : I knew youat the firſt 
You werea mouable. | 
Pet. Why what's a mouable? 
Kat. A joynd tool. 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it:come fit on me. 
Kat. Aſſesare made tobeare, and ſoare you. 


Kat. Wellhave you heard , but ſomething hard of 


| Nor haſt thou pkaſure to be crofle intalke: 


| Ohl:nd'rous world: Kaze like the hazle twig 
\| Tsſtraight, and flehder,and as'browne in hae 


Pet. Womenare made to beare, and ſo areyoy. 
Kat. No tuch Iade fir as you, if me you mmeane. 
Pet. Alas good Kare,I will not burtken thee, 

For knowing thee to be bur yong and light. 

Kar. To light for ſucha ſwaineasyouto catch, 

And yet as heavy as my waight ſhould be. 

Per. Should be, ſhould:buzze. 
Kat. Welltane, and like a buzzard. 

Fet,Oh flow-wing'd Turtle,ſhal a buzzard take ther 

Kar.1 tor a Turtle, as he takes a buzard. 

Pet, Come, come you Waſpe, y'faith you are tw 
angr Ye 

Kar. If I be waſpiſh,beſt beware my ting. 

Pet. My remedy is then to plucke it out. 

Kat. I, it the foole could finde it where it lies. 

Pet. Who knowes not where a Waſpe does wear 
his ſting?1n his taile. 

Kat. In his tongue? 

Fer. Whoſetongue. | 

Kar. Yours if you talke of tales,and ſo farewell. 

Pee. What with my tongue in your taile. 

Nay, come againe,good Kare, ] am a Gentleman, 
Kar. That Ile tric. fee ftrikes bin 
Pet. 1 iweare Ile cuffe you,if you ſtrike againe. 

a7. SO may you looſe your armes, 

IF you ſtrike me, youare no Gentleman, 

And if no Gentleman, why then no armes. 

Pet. A Herald Kate? Oh put me in thy bookes. 
Kat. What is your Creſt, a Coxcombe? 
Pet. A combleſſe Cocke, ſo Kare will be my Hen.” 


Per. Nay come Kate; come 
{owrc. p 
Kat.It is my faſhion when 1 ſee a Crab. | 
Pet. Why hcere's no crab , and therefore lookend 
| ſowre. 

Kat. There is,there is. 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. 11 
Kat. Had 1 a glaſſe, T would. 210 
Pet. W hat,you meane my lace. a 
Kat Wellaym'd of ſuch ayong oup; 25:40d1] 
Pet. Now by $. George Iam roo yong for. youiru: 
Kat. Yct you are wither'd. | ] rt of: 
Pet. 'Tis with cares. 
Kat. I care not. | 
Pet, Nay heare you Kate. Inſooth you ſcape not ſo. | 
Kat. Ichafe you if I tatris. Letme go. 3 
Per. No, nota whit, I finde you paſling gentle: 

*'Fwas toid me you were rough,and coy,and fallen, 
And now I inde report a veryliar, 

For thou art pleaſant,gameſome, paſſing courteous, 
But ſlow inſpeach, yet ſweetas {pring-rime flowers. | 
Thou canft not frowne, thou canſt not looke afcancy' 
Nor bite the lip,asangry wenches will, 


zyou muſt not lookeſy 


t 
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Butthou with mildnefle entertain'ſt thy wooers, 
W ith gentle conference, ſoft, and affable. 
Why does the world report that Kare doth limpe? 


As hazle nuts, and {weeter then the kernels: 

Oh let me ſee thee walke:thon doſt not halt. L 
Kat. Go foole and when thou keep'ſt command. / 
Pet. Did ever Dianſo become a Grove - 

As Kare this:chamber with her princely gate; 


O bethou Dia,and let herbe Kare, 
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Kat. No Cocke of mine, you crow too like a criya(, 
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And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dies ſportfull. 


Kate. Wheredid you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech ? 
Pet. It is extempore, from my mother wit. 
Karr. A witty mother, witlefle elſe her ſonne. 
Pit. Am I not wiſe? . 
Kat. Yes, keepe you warme. | 
* Per. Marry fo I meane ſweet Katherine in thy bed : 
Andtherefore ſertingall thischat aſide, 
Thus in plaine termes 3 your father hath conſented 
That you ſhall be wy wife : your dowry grecd on, 
And will you,nill you, I will marry you. 
Now Kate, ama husband for yOur turne, 
For by this light, whereby Ice thy beauty, - 
Thy beauty that doth make me like rhee well, 
thou mult be married to no man but ate, 


Emer Baptiſta, Gremo, Trame. 


For Iam he am borne to tame you Kare, 
And bring you froma wild Karto a Kate 

Conformable as other houſhold Kates: 

Heere comes your father, never make deniall; : 

[ mult, and will have Katherinetomy wife. (daughter ? 
Bap. Now Signior Petrachio, how {ſpeed you with my 
Per. How but well fir > how but well? ; 5 OS 

I were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amifle. (dumps ? 
Bep. W hy how now daughter Katherine, in your 
Kat, Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you 

You have ſhewd atender fatherly regard, 

To wiſh me ved ro one halte Lunaticke,' 

Amad:cap ruifan, and a ſwearing Iacke, 

That thinkes with oathes to face the matter out. 

Pet. Father, *cis thus, your ſelfeand allthe world 

That talk'd of her, have ral«'d amiſle of her : 

If ſhe be carſt, 1t is for pollicy, 

For ſhe*s nor troward, bur modeſt as the Dove, 

Shce is not hor, but temperate as the morne, 

For paticuce ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſſel, 

And Roman Leerece for her chaltity ; 

And to conclude, we have greed ſo welltogether, 

That upon fonday 15 the wedding day. | 
Kat. Ile ſee thee bang'd on ſonday firſt. (firſt, 
Gre. Harke Petrachio, ſhe ſayes ſhe'il ſee thee hang'd 
Tra. Is this your ſpeeding?nay then godnightour part. 
Pet, Bepatient gentlemen, I chooſe her for my fclfe, 

If ſhe a7d I be pleas'd, what's that to you ? 

'Tis bargain'd twixt us twaine being alone, 

That ſhe {hail ſtill be curſt in company. 

Irel: you*t1s 12credivle to beleeve 5 

How much ſhe loves me ; olithe kindeſt Kare, 

Shee 1g about my necke, and kifle on kifſe 

Shee vi'd{o fait, proteſting oath on cath, 

That inatwinke ſhe won mie to her love. 

Oh you are novices, *tisa world to ſee 

How tame when men and womenare alone, 

Ameacocke wreich can make the curſtelt ſhrew : 

Give me thy hand Kate, I will unto Venice 

Tobuy apparell *gaint the wedding day; 

Provide the feaſt father, and bid the gueſts, 

I will be ſure my Karherme ſhall be fine. 

Be. 1 know nor what «oſay, but give me your hands, 

God ſend you joy, Petruchio, "tis a match. , 
Gre. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſles. 

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen adicu, 

Iwill to Venice, ſonday comes apace, —_ 

We will have rings, and things, and fine array, 


Tra. And1lam onethat love Branca more 


| Vallens of Venice gold, in needle worke : 


' Thavea hundred milch-kine to the paile, 


. Andall things anſwerableto this portion. 


And kifle me Kate, we will be marricd a.ſonday. 
Exit Petruchio, and Katherine. 
Gre, Was. ever match claptup ſo ſodainely ? | 
Bap. Faith Gentlemen now I play a merchants part, 
And veutyre madly on a deſperate Mart. 
Tra. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you, 
"Twill bring you gaine, orperiſh on the ſeas. 
Bap. The gaine I ſecke, 1squict methe match. 
Gre. Nodoubt but he hath got a quietcatch: 
But now Baptiſta, to your yonger daughter, 
Now is the day welong have looked for, 
I aw your neighbour, and was ſuter ft. 


Then words can witnefſe, or your thoughts can guetfe, 
Gre. Yongling, thoucanſt nor love ſodeareas [ 
Tra. Gray-beard thy love doth freeze, 

Gre, Bur thine doth try, | 
Skipper ftand backe, 'ris agethat nouriſheth. 

Tra. But youth in Ladieseyes that floriſheth. 

Bap. Content you gentlemen, 1 will compound this 
'Tis deeds muſt winthe.prize, and heof both (ltrife; 
That canaflure my daughter greateſt dower, 

Shall have Biancas love. 

Say ſignior Gremzo, what can you aſſure her ? 

Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the City 
Is richly furniſhed with plate and gold, 

Baſonsand ewersto lave her dainty hands : 

My hangings all of z5r5e» tapeſtry :; 

In Izory cofers I have ſtuft my crownes : 

In Cyprescheſts my arrascounterpoints, 

Coltly apparell, tents, and Canopies, | 

Fine Linnen, Turky cuſhions boſt with pearle, 


Pewter and brafſe, and all things that belongs - 
To houſe or houſe-keeping : then at my farme 


Sixe-ſ{core fat Oxen ſtanding in my ſtalls; 


My ſelfe am ſtrooke in yeeres1 muſt confeſle, 
And if I dye to.mercow thisis hers, 
Ifwhil'{t 1 live ſhe will be onely mine. 
Tra. Thatonely came well in : ſir, liſttome, 
I am my Fathers heyre and onely ſonne, 
If I may haveyour daughter to my Wife, - 3 
Ile leave her houſes three or toureas good 
Within rich Piſa walls, asany one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Paaua, 
Beſides, two thouſand Duckets by the yeere 
Offruitfuil land, all which ſhall be her joynter. 
W hat, have I pincht you Sigaior Gremio * 
Gre. Twothouſand Duckets by the yeere of land, 
My Land amounts not to-ſo muchin all! : 
That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argolie 
That now islying in Marfellis roade; - 
What, have I choakr you with an Argoſic ? 
Tra. Gremio, *cis knowne my father hath no lefſe | 
Thenthree great Argolies, beſidestwo Galliafſes 
And twelvetite Gallies, theſe T will afſure her, | 
And twice as much what ere thou offreſt next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offrcd all, I have no more, 1 
And ſhe can have no more then all I have, | 
If you like me, the ſhall have me and mine. . - | 
Tra. Why then the maid is mine fromallthe world 
By your firme promiſe, Gremiois out vied.. 
Bap. I muſt confeſle your offer is the beſt, 
Andlet your father make her the affurance, 


. 


——— 
—— 
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She is your ownezelſc you muſt pardon me: 

If you ſhould dye before him, where's her dawer ? 
Tr4. That's buta cavill : he is old, I young- 
Gre. And may not yong mendyc as well as old ? 
Bap. Well gentlemen, 1 am thus refolv'd, 

On ſonday next,you know . 

My daughter Karherine is to be marricd : 

Now on the ſonday following, ſhall B:erca 

Be Bride to you, if you make this aſſurance : 

If not, to Signior Gremo: | : 

| And ſol take my jeave, and thanke you both. Exit. 

Gre. Adieu good neighbour : now I feare thee not : 

 Sirra, yong gameſter, your father were a foole 

To give thee all,and in his wayning age 

Set foot under thy table : tut, a toy, 

An old Italian foxe isnot ſo kind my boy. _ 
Trae. A vengeance on your crafty withered hide, 

| Yet have fac'dit withacard of ten: 

'Tisin my head to doe my maſter good : 

I ſee no reaſon but ſuppos'd Lucent 

Muſt get a father, call'd ſuppos'd YVancentse, 

And that'sa wonder : fathers commonly _ 

Do get their children: but in this caſe of wooing, = 

Achild ſhall gera fire,if 1 faile not of my cunning. Ex. 


Exit. 
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Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, and Bianca, 

Lxc. Fidler forbeare, you grow too forward Sir, 
Have you ſoſoone forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Katherine welcom'd you withall? 

Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is 
The patronefſe of heavenly harmony : 

Then give me leave to have prerogative, 
Ad when in Maſicke we have fpentan honre, 
Your Lecure ſhall have leiſvre for a much. 

Lac. Prepoſtcrous Afle thatnever read ſo farre, 
To know the cauſe why muſicke was ordain'd : 
Was it not to refreth the mind of man 
After his ſtudics, or his uſuall paine ? 

Then give me leave to reade Philoſophy, 
And while I pauſc, ſerve in your harmony. 

Hort, Sixra, I will not beare theſe braves ofthine. 

Bian. Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which reſtethin my choyce : 

I am no breeching ſcholler in the ſchooles, 

Ile not be tiedto houres, nor pointed times, 

But learne my Leſſons as I pleaſe my ſelfe, 

And tocut offall ſtrife : heere {it we downe, 

Take you your inſtrument, play you the whiles, 

{| His Lefure will be done ere yoithave tun'd. 
Hort. You'llleave his Le&ure when Iam in tune? © 
Luc. That will be never, tune your inſtrnment, 
ZFian. Where lcft we laſt ? 
Luc. Heere Madam : Hic lbat Simors, hie eff figeiatel- 

tus, hic fleterat Priami regia Celſa ſenu. 

| Bias. Conſterthem. 

Luc. Hic Ibat,as I told you before, Sino, lam Ln- 
centio, hic eff, ſonne unto Uingentio of Piſa, Sigeia rel- 
bs, diſguiſed thus to get your love, hic ftererar, and that 
Lacentiothat comes a wooing, prixmi, is my man Tramo, 
regia, bearing my port, ce//a ſent that we might beguile 
the old Pantaloune. 


of —m—_— 
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Hort. Madam, my inſtruments? in tune.. 
Bian, Let's heare, oh fie, thetreble jarres. '' 
Luc. Spit inthe hole man, and rune againe. ' 
Zan, Now let me ſee if Icanconſter it. Hie jy 
mers, I know younot; hic eff figesa relixe, I truſt youys 
bic feterat priami, take heed he heare us not, regia yy 
ſume'not, Celſa ſens, deſpaire nor. Wh 
Hort. Madam, *tis now un tune. 
Luc, All butthe baſe. | 
Hort. The baſcis right, 'tisthe baſe knavet hatjuy; 
Luc. How fiery and forward our Pedent is, | 
Now for my life that knave doth court my love, 
Pedaſcnle, Ile watch you better yet : 
In time I may beleeve, yet I miſtruſt. 0 
Bian, Miſtruſt itnot, for ſure </Eacides [: 
Was eHax cald ſo from his grandfather. 
_ Hort. I mult beleeve my Maſter, cl{eI promiſeyq, 
I ſhould be arguing ſtill upon thar doubr, 
But let it reſt, now L#50to you : 
Good maſter take it not unkindly pray 
That I have beene thus pieaſant with you both. 
Bian. You may goe walke, and give me leave a yhik 
My Leflons make no muſicke inthree parts / 
Luc. Are youlo formail fir, wellI muſt waite 
And watch withall, for bur 1 be deceiv'd, 
Our fine Muſitian groweth amorous. + 
Hor, Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
Tolcarne the order of my fingering, 
I mult begin with rudiments of Art, 
To tcach you gamoth ina briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and <ffeQtuall, 
Then hath beene taught by any of my trade, 
And thereit1s in writing fairely drawne. 
Bian, Why, Iam paſt my gamoth long agoc. 
Hor.Yet reade the gamoth of Hortenſio- 
Bian, Gamoth I am, the ground ot all accord: 
Are, toplead Hortesſio's paſſion : 
Seeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord 
Cfavr, that loves withall affeion : 


_ } 


| D ſolve, one Cliffe, two notes haveT, 


Ela ms, ſhow pitty or I dye. 
Call youthis gamoth ? cut like it not, 
Ola faſhions plicaſe me beſt, I ara not ſo nice 
Tochange true rules for old inventions. 
Emer a Meſſenger. ; 
Nicke, Miſtreſle, your father prayes youlcaycyar 
And belpeto drefle your fiſters chamber up, (bolt 
Youknow to morrow isthe wedding day. | 
Ban, Farewell ſweet maſters both, I muſt be gots 
Luc. Faith Miſtrefſe then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 
Hor. ButT have cle to pry into thispedant, 
Methinkes he lookes as though he were in love: 
Yet if thy thoughts Ziavce be ſo humble 
Tocaſtthy wandring eyes on every ſtale: 
Scize thee that Liſt, ifonce1 find thee ranging, 
Hortenfio will be quit with thee by changing) 


Exi 


Enter B apeiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, ad 
* thers, attendants; 


Bap. Signior Lacentio, this is the pointed day 
That K atherine and Petruchio ſhould be married, 
And yet we heare not of our ſonne in Law : 
What will be ſaid, what mockery all itbe? 

To want the Bride-groome when the Prieſt attends 
To ſpeake the ceremoniall rites of marriage? 


Whar ſaycs Lcexrioto this ſhame of ours? 


_——_— 
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} Katz. No.ſhamebut mine, I _- ; ng be forſt 
'To give my hand oppos'd againſt my heart 
| ws 4 —__ h3 AW full of ſpleene, 
Who woo'd in haſte, and meanes to wed at leyſure ; 
Itold you I, he wasa franticke foole, 
[ Hiding his bitter jcſts in blunt behaviour, 
And to be noted tor a merry man z 
He'll wooe a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite yes and proclaime the banes, 
| Yer never mecanes to wed where he hath wood : 
8! Now mult the world point at poore Katherine, 
_ And ſay, loe, there 18 mad Perruchio's wife 
| it ic would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptifta too, 
Vpon my life Petruchio mcanes but well, 
Whatever fortune ſtayes him from his word, 
| Though he be blunt,T know him paſſing wiſe, 
Though he be merry, yet withall he's honeſt, 
L Kate, Would Katherine had never ſeene him though. 
Exu weeping. 
Bap. Goe girle, I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
For ſich an injury would vexe a faint, 
Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. 
Enter Biondello. 
Bios, Maſter, maſter, newes, and ſuch newes as you 
never heard of. 
Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be ? 
Bio. Why,isit not newes to heare of Perrnchio's com- 
hap. Is hecome ? (ming 5 
Bio. Why no fir. 
Bap. Whac then? 
bro. He is comming. 
Bap, When will he be heere? 
Brio . When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there. 
Tra. But ſay, what to thine old newes? 
_ Bio, Why Perruchio1s comming, ina new hat and an 
old jerkin, a paire of old breeches thrice turn'd; a paire 
of byvtes that lave beene candle-caſes, one buckled, an- 
other lac'd : an old rufty ſword tane out ofthe Towne 
Armory, witha broken hilt, andchapelefle : with two 
broken points : his horſe hip'd with an old mothy ſad- 
dle, the Rirrops of no kindred : befides poſleſt with the 
glanders, and like to mole 1n the cbine,troubled with the 
Lampaſle, infeRted with the faſhions,full of Windegalls 
ſped with Spavins, raicd with the Yellowes, paſt cure 
of the Fives, ſtarke ſpoyl'd with the Staggers,begnawne 
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neere leg'd before, and with a balfe-chekt Bitte, and a 
head(tall of ſheepes leather, which being reſtrain'd to 
keepe him from ſtumbling, hath beene often burſt, and 
now repaired with knots: one girth ſixe times peec'd,and 
a womans Crupper of velure, which hath two letters for 
her name, fairely ſet doweein ſtuds, and heere and there 
peec'd with packthred. 
Zap. Who comes with him ? | 
3, Ohfir, bis Lackey, for allthe world Capariſon'd 
like the here: with a linnen ſtocke on one leg, and a 
kerley boot-hoſe on the other, gartred with a red and 
blew liſt;an old hat,and the humor of forty fancies prickt 
n't fora feather : a monſter, a very monſter in apparell, 
and not like a Chriſtian foot-boy, or a gentlemans Lacky. 
Tra, 'Tis ſome edde humor pricks him to this faſhion, 
Tet oftentimes he goes but meane apparel'd. = 
Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 
Biow, Why ſir, he comes not. 
Bp. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? 


Biow. Who, that Perrachio came ? | 

Bap. I, that Perrxchio came _ -...: ; (backs 

Bien, No ir, I ſay his horſe comes with him on his 

Bap. Why that's all one. Fa 

Bion, Nay by S. Tamy, I hold you a penny, a horſe and 
a man 1$ more then one, and yet not many. 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 


Per. Come, where be theſe gallants ? who'sat home? 
Bap. You are welcome fir. : 

Pet, And yet I come not well. 

Zap. And yet you halt nor. 

Tra. Not ſo wellapparell'd asI wiſh you were. 

Pee, Wereit better I ſhould ruſh inthus : 


with the Bots, Waid inthe backe, and ſhoulder-ſhotten, 


But where is Kate? where is my lovely Bride ? 
How does my father ? gentles methinkes you frowne, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 
Some Commet, or unuſuall prodigy ? | 
Bap. Why ſir, you know this is your weddipg day : + 
Firſt were we fad, fearing you would not come, 
Now fadder that you come ſo unprovided : 
Fye ,doffe this habit, ſhame to your clltate, 
Aneye-ſore toour ſoleane feſtivall. 
Tre. And tell us what occaſion of impert 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wite: 
And ſerit you hither ſo unlike your ſelfe ? 
Per. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to heare, 
Sutficeth I am come to kcepe my word, 
Though in ſome part inforced to digreſle, 
W hich at more leyſure I will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied with all. 
But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her. 
The morning weares, *tis time we were at Church. 
Tra. Seenot your Bride in theſe unreverent robes, 
Goeto my.chamber, put on clothes of mine. 
Pet. Not1, beleeve me, thus lle viſit her. 
Zap. But thus Itruſt you will nor marry her. (words, 
Pet. Good footheventhus : therefore ha done with 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloathes ; 
Could I repaire what ſhe will weare in me, 
As I can change theſe poore accautrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, and better for my elite. 
But whar a foole am 1 to chat with you, 
When TI ſhould bid good morrow ro my Bride? 
And ſeale the title with a lovely kifle. 
Tra, He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire, 
We will perſwade him be 1t poſſible, 
To put on better erehe goc to Church. 
Bap. Ile after him, and ſee the event of this. 
Tra. But ſir, Love concerneth us to adde. 
der fathers liking, which to bringto paſſe 
As before 1 imparted to your worſhip, 


E Xxit. 


Exit. 


Iam to geta man whatere he be, li 


It skills not much, weele fit him. to our turne, 
And he ſhall be Vincentso of Piſa, 

And make aſlurance heere in Padua - 
Of greater ſumies then I have promiſed, 

So ſhall you quietly enjoy your hope, ; 

And marry ſweet Bianca with conſent. 

Lac, Were it notthat my fellow ſchoolemaſter 
Doth watch Biasca's {teps ſo narrowly : 
"'Twere goed me-thinkes to ſteale our marriage, 
Which once pexform'd; let ail the world ſay no, 
Ile keepe ming owne deſpight of all the world. 

Tra. Thatby degrees wc m—_ tolookeinto, 
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And watch our vantage in this buſineſſe, 
We'll over-reach the grey-beard Gremo, 
Thenarrow prying father #ſ{so/a, 

The quaint Muſician, amorous Lit, 
All for my Maſters ſake Lwcenro. 
Enter Greno. 
Signior Gremo, came you from the Church ? 

Gre. As willingly as ere I came from ſchoole- 
Tre.Andisthe Brideand Bridegroom comming home? 
Gre. A bridegroome ſay you ?'tisa groome indced, 

A grumbling groome, and that the giric ſhall finds 
Tre. Curiter then ſhe, why 'tis 1mpoſlible. 
Gre. Why hee's a devill, a devill,a very fiend. 
Tra, Why ſhe's a deyill, a devill, the devils damme. | 
Gre. Tur, ſhe'sa Lambc,a Dove, afoole to him : 
Ilece!)l you fir Lucenrio ; when the Prieſt 
Should aske if Katherine ſhould be his wife, 
I,by goggs woones queth he, and {ivore ſo loud, 
Thar allamaz'd the Prieſt let fall the baoke, 
And as he ſtoop'd againe totake ir up, 
This mad-brai:!'d bridegroome tooke bim ſuch a cuffe, 
That downefell Pricft and booke, and booke and Prieſt, 
Now take them up quoth he, if any liſt. 
Tra. What ſaid the wench when he roſe up againe ? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhooke : for why, he ſtamp'd and 
{wore. 
As ifthe Vicar meanttocozen him : 
But after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine, a health quoth he, as if 
| He had beene aboord carowling to his Mates 
After a ſtorme; quaft off the Muſcadell, 
And threw the ſops all in the Sextons face : 
Having no other reaſon, but that his beard 
Grew thinne and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aske 
Him ſopsas he was drinking : This done, he tooke 
The Bride about the necke, and kiſt her lips 
Wick ſuch a clamorous ſmacke, that at the parting, 
All the Church did eccho; and } ſecing this, 
Came thence for very ſhame, and after me, 
| I know the rout is comming; ſtcha mad marryage 
| Never was before ; harke, barke, Iheare the minſtrels 
play. HMnſicke playes. 
Enter Petruchio, K ate, Bianca, Hortenſio, Baptiſt a. 

Per. Gentlemen and friends, | thanke you for your 
I know youthiake todine with me to day, (paines, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheere, 

Bat fo it 1s, iny haſte doth call me hence, 

And therefore hcere I meane totake my leave. 
Bap. Is't poſfiile you will away to night ? 
Pes. | muſt away to day before night come, 

Make irno wonder : if you knew my bufineſle, 

You would jntreat me rather goe then ſtay : 

And honeſt company, I thanke you all, 

That have beheld me give away my ſclfe 

To this molt parient, ſweer, and vertuous wife, 

| Dine with my father, drinke a health to me, 

For I muſt hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tra, Letusintreat you ſtay tillafter diancr, 

Per. It may not be. ; 

Gre, Let me intrear you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kat. Let me intreat you. 

Pet, TI am content. 

Kat, Are youcontent to ſtay ? 

Per. Tam content you ſhall entreat me ſtay, 

But yet not ſtay, entreat me how you can. 


= 


——— 


| 


| mouth, my heartin my belly, ere I ſhould come by a fir 


| ſelfe: for conſidering the weather, a taller man then 
f will take cold : Holla, hoa Cures. ; | 


| Doe whatthou-canſt, I will not goe to day, 


K ate. Now if you love me ſtay» A vi 
Pet. Grumio, my horſe. "Y 
. Gr». Iſir, they be ready; the Oates have caten the 


Kate. Nay then, 


No, nor to morrow, not till I pleaſe my ſeite, 
The dore 1s open fir, there lyes your way, | 
You may be jogging whiles your bootes are greene z- - 
For me, Ile not be gone till I pleaſe my ſelfe, 

"Tis like you'll prove a jolly furiy groome, . 

That take it on you at the firft ſo roundly. 

Per. O Kate content thee, prethee be not angry. 

Kat. I will be angry, what haſt thouto doe ? 
Father, be quiet, he thall ſtay my kiſure. 

Gre. I marry fir, now it begins to worke. 

Kas. Gentlemen, forward to the bridall dinner, 

I ſcea woman may be madea foole 
If ſhe hadnot a fpirit to reſiſt, | 
Pet. They ſhall goe forward Kateat thy command, 
Obey the Bride you that attend on her. 
Goeto the feaſt, revell and domineere, 
Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden-head, 
Be maddeand metry, or goc hang you ſelves ; 
Bur for my bonny Kare, ſhe muſt with we : 
Nay, looke not big, nor ſtampe, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be maſter of what is mine owne, 
Shee is my goods, my chattels, ſhe is my houſe, 
My houſhold-ſtuffe, my field, my barne, 
My horſe, my oxe, my afle, my any thing, 
And heere ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare, 
Ile bring mine ation on the proudeſt he, 
That ſtops my way in Padua: GCrumis Fon 
Draw forth thy weapon, we are beſet with theeves, 
Reſcue thy Miſtreſſe if thou be a man : 
| Feare not ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch thee Kar, 
Le buckler thee againſt a Million. E xewnt. Þ. I 

Bap. Nay, let them goe, a couple of quiet ones. (in 

Gre. Went they not quickly, I ſhould dye with laugh 

Tra, Ofall mad matches never was the like. 

Lac. Miſtreſſe, what's your opinion of your ſiſter? | 

Bian. That being mad h:r (elfe, ſhe's madly mated, 

Gre. I warrant him Perrachio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends,though Bride and Brids 
For to ſupply the places at the table, (groome wat 
You know there wants no junkets at the teaſt : 
Lxcentio, you ſhall ſupply the Bridegroomes place, 
And let Ziancatake her ſiſters roome, 

Tra. Shall ſweet Bsarca praftiſe how to bride it? 

Bap. She ſhall Lacentio : come gentlemenlets goe« 
$ Enter. Gruaw10, Exemt. 
Gru. Fye, fie on all tired Iades, ongll mad Maſters,and| 
all toule wayes : was ever man ſo beaten ? wasever ml 
ſoraide? was ever man io weary? I am ſent before® 
makea fire, and they are comming after to warme them 
now were not 1 a little pot, and ſoone hot ; my very, lips 
might freeze to my teeth, my rongue to the roofe of my| 


to thaw me, but I with blowing the fire ſhall warme my 


Enter Curts. 
Cart, Who is thatcalls fo coldly ? - 
Gra. A picce of Ice: if thou doubt it, thou-mal 


ſlide from my fhoulder tro my heele, with | 


greater 


——_ — 
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grater a run bur my head and my necke. A fire good (r- | 


the pes PEE 
{nr. Is my Maſter and his wife comming Gram? 
Gra. OhI Cartel, and therefore fice, tire, calt on no 
watere 
Cur. Is the fo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported. 
| Gr#. She was good Curtis before this froſt ; but thou 
| know'ſt winter tames man, woman, and beaſt : for it hath 
tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſtris, and my {elfe 
fellow Curt. | 
Cur. Away you three inch foole, Iam no beaſt. 
| Gru. Am I butthree inches? Why thy horne is a foot 
andſolong am I atthe leaſt. Bur wilt thon make a fire, 
orſhali I complaine on.thee to our miſtris, whoſe hand 
(he being now at hand) thou ſhalt ſoone feele, to thy 
cold comfort, for being flow inthy hot oifice- 
| Car. Iprethee good Grumio, tell me, how goes the 
orld? 
I r#. Acold world Carts in every oifice but thine,and 
therefore fire : doe thy duty, and have thy outy, for 
my Maſter and miſtrisare almoſt frozen to death. | 
' Cur. There's fire ready,and therefore good Gremio the 
newes. 
Gru. Why Iacke boy, ho boy, and as much newes as 
thou wilt. 
Cur. Come, you areſo full of conicatching. 
ru. Why therefore fire, for I bave caught extreme 
cold. Where's the Cooke, is ſupper ready, the houſe 
trim'd, ruſhes ſtrew*d, cobwebs ſwept, the ſerving men 
intheir new fuſtian, the white ſtockings, and every oji- 
cer his wedding garment on? Be the lackes faire with- 


in, the Gills faire without, the Carpets laid, and every 


thing in order ? 

Cnr. All ready : and therefore I pray thee what newes. 

Grze Firlt know my horſe istired, my maſterand mi- 
ſtris falne our. Cur, How? 

Gru. Out of their ſaddles into the durt, and thereby 
bangs a tale. | 

(/*r. Let's ha'tgood Gramic. 

Grz. Lend thine care. 

Cur. Heere. 

Gra, There, 

(vr. This *tis to feele a tale,not to heare atale, 

Gru. And therefore *tiscal'd a ſenſible tale : and this 
Cufte wasbut to knocke ar your eare, and beſeech lift- 
ning :now I begin, Inprimis we came downea foute hill, 
wy Malter riding behinde my Miltris. 

Cer. Both of one horſe ? 

Gr. What's that to thee ? 

Cur. Whya horſe, 

Gre. Tell thou the tale : but had(t thou not croſtme, 
thou ſhouldſt have heard how. her horſe tell, and ſhe un- 
der her horſe : thou ſhouldſt have heard in how miery a 

lace, how ſhe was bemoail'd, how he left her with the 
tle upon her, how he beat me becauſe her horſe ſtum- 
bled, how ſhe waded through the durt toplucke bjm off 
me: how he ſwore, how ſhe prai'd, that never prai'd be- 
fore: how I cryed, how the horſes ranne away,how her 
bridle was burſt : how I loſt my Trupper, with many 
things of worthy memory, which now ſhall dye in oblt- 
v10n, and thou returne unexperienc'd to thy grave. 
Car. By this reckning he is more ſhrew than ſhe, 
Grv, I, andthat thouand the proudeſt of you all ſhall 
nd when hecomes home. But what talke I of this? 
Callforth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Su- 
F ſep and the reſt : let their heads bee flickely comb'd, 


their blew coars bruſh'd, and their garters of an -indiffe- 
rent Knit, lot them .curttie with their left legges, and not 
preſume torouch a haire of my Maſters horie-aile, till - 


they kiſſe their hands. Arethey all 1cady? 
('#r. They are. 
Gre, Call them forth. * 


Car. Doe you heare ho? you muſt meet my maiſter 


to countenance my Mittris. 
Gra. Why ſhe hatha face of her owne. 
C#r. Who knowes nor thar ? 


tenance her. | 
Cxr. Icall them forth to credit her. 
Enter fore or foe ſerving men. 


Gra. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 
Nat. Welcome home Grumz. 
Phil, How now Grumio. 
lof. What Gramio. 
- Nick, Fellow Gramio., 
Nath, How now old lad, 


 Gru. Welcome you : how tow you : what you: fel- 
low you: and thus much for greeting. Now my ſpruce 


companions, isall ready, and all things neate ? 
Nat. All things are ready, how neere is our maſter ? 


Gre, Ene at hand, alighted by this : and therefore be 


not Cockes paſſion, ſilence, 1 heare my Maſter. 


Emer Petruchio and K ate. 


Pet. Where be theſe knaves ? Whar no man at doore 


To ho!d my ſtirrop, nor to take my horſe? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? 

Al! ſer. Heere, heere fir, heere fir. 

Fet, Heere fir, heere fr, heere fir; heere fir-. 
You logger-headed and unpoliiſht groomes : 
What? noattendance 2 no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knavel ſent before ? 

Grsz. Heere ſir, as fooliſh as[ was before; 


Pet. ou pezant, ſwaine,yon horſon malt-horſe drudge, 


Did I not bid thee meere me in the Parke, 
And bring along the raſcall knaves with thee? 

Gru. XN athaniels coatelir was nor fully made, 
And Gabriels pumpes were all unpinkt ith heele : 
There was no Linke to colour Peters hat, 

And Walters dagger was not come trom ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggerly, 

Yet as they are, they come to meete you » 


Pez. Goe raſcalls,gocand ferch my ſupper in. Ex.Ser. 


Where is the life that late T led ? 
W here are thoſe? Sit downe Kare, 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 
Enter ſervants with ſupper. 

Why when I ſay ? Nay good ſweet Kate be merry. 
Otf with my boots, you rogues : you villaines, when ? 
It was the Friar of Grders gray, 
As be forth walked on his way. 
Out you rogue, you piucke my foote awry, 
Take that, and mend the plucking of the other, 
Be merry Kate ; Some water heere : what hoa. 

| Enter one with water. 
Where's my Spaniel Troilus ? Sirra, get you hence, 
And bid my cozen Ferdinand come hither : | 
One Kazethat you muſt kiſſe, and be acquainted with, 
Where are my Slippers? Shall I have ſome water? 


| Come Kate and waſh, and welcome heartily : 


You herſon villaine, will you let it fall? 
= 


———— — 
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Grs. Thou it ſcemes, thar calls for company to coun- 
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Kate. Patience I pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling. 
Pet. A horſon beetle-headed flap-car'd knave : 
Come Kate fit downe, I know you bave a ſtomacke, 
Will you give thankes, ſweet Kare, or elſe ſhall I ? 
What's this, Mucton? | 
I. Ser. I. 
Per, Whobrought it ? 
Sex. I. ; 
Pet. *Tis burnt, and ſo is allthe meate : 
What dogges are theſe ? Where is the raſcall Cooke? 
How durſt you villaines bring it from the drefler 
And ſerve itthus to me that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : | 
You hcedlefſe jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves. 
What, doe you grumble ? Ile be with you ftraight- 
Kate, I pray you husband be not ſo diſquiet, 
The meate was well, if you were ſo contented. 
Pet. T tell thee Kate, *rwas burnt anddriedaway, 
AndTexpreſſely am forbid to touch it : 
For it engenders choller, planteth anger, 
And better *twere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are chollericke, 
Then feede it with ſuch over-roſted fleſh : 
Bepatient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 
And for this night we'l faſt for company. 
Camel will bring thee to thy Bridall chamber. Exent. 
Enter Servants ſeverally. 
Nath. Peter didſt ever ſee the like? 
Peter. He kilsher in her owne humor. 
Gru. Where is he? 
Enter Curt a Servant. 
Cur. In her chamber, making a ſermon of continen- 
Cy to her, and railes, and ſweare, and rates,that ſhe (poore 
ſoule) knowes nut which way to ſtand, to looke, to 
ſpeake, and fitsasone new riſen from a dreame. Away, 
away, for he is comming hither. 
Enter Petruchio. 
Pet. Thus have I politickely begun my reigne, 
And*tis my hopeto end ſucceſſchully : 
My Faulcon now 1s ſharpe, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoope, ſhe mult not be fail gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never lookes upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keepers call : 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe Kites, 
That baite, and beate, and will not be obedient : 
She eate no mcate to day, nor none ſhalleate. 
Laſt night ſhe ſlept nor, nor to night ſhe ſhall not : 
As with the meate, ſome undeſerved fault 
Ile find about the making ofthe bed, 
And heere Ilefling the piliow, there theboulfter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the ſheetes : 
I, and amid this hurly I intend, 
Thatall is done in reverend care of her, 
And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night, 
And if ſhe chance to nod, Ile raile and brayle, 
And withthe clamor keepe her ſtill awake : 
This isa way to killa Wife with kindneſle, 
Andrthus Ile curbe her madand headſtrong humor : 
He that knowes better how totame a fhrew, 
Now let him ſpeake, *tis charity to ſhew. 
, Emter Tramo, and Hortenſio. 
Tra. Is't poſſible friend Lyfo, that miſtris Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lacentio, 
Itell you fir, ſhe beares me faire in hand. 
Hor. Sir,to ſatisfic you in what I have ſaid, 


Exu, 


| Forſweare Bianca, and herlove for ever. 


Stand by, and markethe manner of histeaching,  ..;. 
| Enter Bianca, | ry 
Zac, Now Miltris, profit you 1n whe pen reade} 
Bian. What Maſter reade you firſt, reſolve me that? 
Inc. I reade, that I profefle the Art to love. ....; 
Pear, And may you prove ſir Maſter of your Art, , 
: Lac. White you ſweet deere prove Miſtreſle of my 
cart. | 
Hor. Quickeproceeders marry,now tell me 
that durſt ſweare that your miſtris Bianca 
Lcv'd me in the World ſo well as Lucero. | 
Tra. Oh deſpightfull Love, unconſtant womanking | 
I tell thee Z/fo this is wonderfull. 
Hor. Miſtake no more, 1 amnot Lf, 
Nora Mufitian as ſceme to be, 
Bur one that ſcorne to live inthis diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſucha Cullion 
Know ir, that I aw cal'd Hortenſio. 
Tra. Signior Hortenfio, I have oficn heard 
Of your entire affeion to Biarce, 
And ſince wine eyesare witneſle of her lightneſſe, 
I will with you, if you beſocontented, 


_ — 4 wh 


pr ay;you 


© Her. See how they kifſe and court: Signior Lucent, 
Here is my hand, and heereI firmely vow 

Never to wooe her more, butdoe forſweare her 

As one unworthy all the former favours 

That I have fondly flatter'd them withall. 

Tra. And heere I take the like unfained oath, 
Never to marry with her, though ſhe would intreat, 
Fye on her, ſec how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. 

Her. Would alltheworld but he had quite forſworne 
For me, that I may ſurely keepe mine oath. 

I will be married toa wealthy Widdow, 

Ere three dayes paſſe, which hath as long lov*d me, 
As TI havelov'd this proud difdainefull Haggard, 
And fo farewell figniot Lacentie, 

Kindneſle in women, not their Beauteous lookes 
Shall win my love, andI take my leave, 

In reſolution, as 1 {wore before. 

Tra. Miitris Biaxca, blefſe you with ſuch grace, 
ASlongeth to a Lovers bleſſed caſe : 
Nay, I have tance you napping gentle Love, 

And have forſworne you with Hortenſio, 

Ban. Tranio you jelt, but bave you both forſwoms 
me? 

Tra. Miſtris we have. 

Lac. Then weare rid of [5fo. 

Tra, Tfaith he'll have a luſty Widdow now, 

Thar fhall be woo'd, and weddedina day, 

Ban. God give him joy. 

Tra. 1,and he'll tame her. 

Bian. He ayes ſo Trams. | 

Tra. Faith he is goneunto the taming (choole. 

Biar. The taming ſchoole : what is there ſuch aplact 

Tra, I miftris, and Perrxchio is the maſter, | 
Thar teacheth trickeseleven and twenty long, 

To tame a ſhrew, and charme her chattering tongue, 
Emer Biondello, 

Bon. Oh Maſter, maſter,I have watchtſolong, 
That I am dogge-weary, but at laſt I ſpied 
Anancient Angell comming downe the hill, 

Will ſerve the turne. | 
Tra. What is he Biondello, 
Bio. Mater, a Marcantant, or a pedant, 
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know not what, but formall in apparell, 
In garcand countenance ſurlylike afarher- 
1#c. And what of him Tran? Fed] 
Tra, If he becredulous, anderuſt my tale, 
Ile wake him glad to ſeeme Vincentio, 
And give aſſurance to Baprifta Minela, ky 
As it he were the right Vencenro. | 
Take me your love, and then let me alone. 
_— Enter a Peaant. 
Ped. God ſave you ir, | 
Tra. And you fir, you are welcome. 
Travaile wo. farre = or are youat the fartheſt? 
Ped. Sir at the fartheſt for a weeke or two, 
But then up farther, andas farreas Rome, 
And ſo to Tripoly, if God end me life. 
Tra, Whar CountreytnanI pray ? 
| Ped. Of Mantua, | 
Tre. Of Mantua Sir, marry God forbid, 
And come to Padua, careleſſe of your life ? 
Ped. My life fir ? how I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. *Tisdeath for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua, know you nor thecauſe? 
Your ſhips are (taid at Venice, and the Duke 
For private quarrell 'twixt your Luke and him, 
Harh publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly : 
'Tis marvaile, but that you are but newly come, 
You might have heard it ctſe proclaim'd about. 
Ped. Alas (ir, it is worſe for methen ſo, 
For I have bils for mony by exchange _ 
From Florence, and mult heere deliver tems» 
Tra. Well fir, to doe youcourteſie, 
This wilt 4 doe, and this I willadviſe you, 
Firſt tel! me, have you ever beene at Viſa? | 
Ped. 1fir, in Piſa bave I often beene, 
Pila renowned for grave Cittizens- 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him : 
A Merchaut of incomparable wealth. 
Tra. He is my father fir, and ſooth tofay, 
In countnance ſomewhat dcth reſemble you. 


Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyſter, and all one. 


Tre. Toſave your life in this-extremity, 


-| This favor will | doe you for his ſake, 


And thinke itnot the worſt of all your fortunes 
That youare like to Sir Yincentto, 

His name and credite ſhall you undertake, 
Andin my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd, 


'| Lookethat you take upon you as you thould, 


You underſtand me fir : fo ſhall you itay 
Tiil you have done your buſineſle in the City : 
Ifthis be court'fie fir, accept of it. 
Ped. Oh fir I doe, and will repute you ever 
Thepatron of my life and liberty. 
Tra, Then goe with me, to make the matter good, 


| This by the way I let you underſtand, 


My t:ther js hcere look'd for every day, 

Tepaſlc afſurance ofa dowre in marriage 

'Twwixt me,and one Baptiſfas daughter heere : 

l14'l-h.ſe circumſtances lle inſtruct you, 

Goe with me fir ro cloath you as becomes you. Exenxt. 


—— 
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Enter Katherins, and Grumio, 


m— 


> ues no forſooth Idare-not for my life. - | 
ar. 11e more my wrong the more his ſpite appeares: 
W hat, did he marry me to famiſh me ? She enrog 
Beggers that come unto my fathers doore, 
Vpoa intreaty havea preſent almes, 
If not, elſewhere they meete with charity : 
ButT, whonever knew how to iatreate, 
Nor never needed that I ſhoald increate, _ 
Am Rarv'd for meate, giddy forlacke of fleepe : 
With oathes kept waking ,and wich brawling fed, 
And that which ſpights me morethen all theſe wattts, 
He does it under name of perfect love : 
AS who ſhould fay, if I ſhould ſleepe orcate 
Twere deadiy fickneſſe, or elle preſent death. 
I prethee goe, and get me ſome repaſt, 
I care not what, fo it be holfome foode. 
Grz. What ſay you toa Neats foote ? 
Kat. *Tis paſſing good, I prethee let me have it. 
Gr: | feare it is too phlegmarticke a meate. 
How ſay you toa fat Tripe fincly broyi'd ? 
Kate. Tlike it well, good Gram fetch it me. 
Grx. I cannottell, I feare 'tis chollericke. 
W hat ſay you toa peece of Beefe and Muſtard? 
K ate. A diſh thar 1 doe loveto feede upon. 
Gr#, I, but the Muſtard istoo hot alittle. | 
Kate: Why then the Beefe, and let the Muſt ard reſt. 
Grz. Nay then I will not, you ſhall bave the Muſtard 
Or elſe you get no beefe of Grume. 
Kate, Then both or one, or any thing thou wilt. - 
Grz. Why ther. the Muſtard without the beefe. 
Kite. Goe gctthce gone, thou falſe deluding flaye, 
+ Beats him; 
That feed*ſt me withthe very name of meate, 
Sorrow on thee, and all the packe of you. 


| Thatritumph chus upon my miſery : 


Goe get thee gone, I ſay. 


Enter Petruchio, and Hortenſio with meate. 
Petr. How fares my Kate, what ſwceting all a mort ? 
Hor. Milſtcis, what cheere ? 
Kate, Faithas cold as can be, 
Pet. Placke up thy ſpirits, looke cheerefully upon me. 
Heere Love, thou ſceſt how diligent [ am, 
Todrefle thy meate my ſeife, and bring irthee. 
I am ſure ſweet Kate,this kinencfle merites thankes, 
Whar, nota word ? Nay then, thou lou'tt it not ; 
And all my paines is ſorted tg no proote. 
Heere take away this diſh. 
Kate. I pray youlct ic ſtand. 
Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaide with thankes, 
And ſo ſhall mine before you touch the meate. 
Kate, I thanke you|fir. 
Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie you are too blame : 
Come Miltris Kate, Ile beare you company. 
Pet. Eate it up all Hortex/o, if thou loveſt me : 
Much good doe it unto thy gentle heart; 
Kate cate apace ; and now my hony Love, 
Wille returne untothy Fathers houſe, . 
And revell it as bravely as the beſt, | 
With {iiken coatsand caps, and golden Rings, . | 
With Ruffes and Cuffes, and Fardingales,and things : | 
With Scarfes, and Fannes, and double change of brau”cy, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beades, and all this knau'ry. 
With haſtthoudin'd ? The Tailor ſtaies thy leaſure, 
Thedeckethy body with his ruffling treaſure. 
Emery T atlor, : 
_Come | 
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Come Tailor, let us ſee theſe ornaments. 

| - Emer Haberdaſher. 

Lay forth the gowne. What newes with you fir? 
Fel. Heere isthe.cap your Worſhip did beſpeake. 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a porrenger, 

A Veluet diſh: Fie, fie, 'tislewd and filthy, 

Why *tis acockle ora walnut-ſhell, 

A knacke, a toy, a tricke,a babies cap : 

Away with it, come let me have a bigger. 
Kate. Ile have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 

And Gentlewomen weare ſuch caps as theſe. | 
Pet, When youate gentle, you ſhall have one too, 

And not till then. 

Her, That will not be in haſt. 
Kate. Why fir I truſt I may haveleave to ſpeake, 

And ſpeake I will, 1am no child, no babe, 

Your betters have indur'd me ſay my minde, 

Andif you cannot, beſt you ſtop your cares. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elſe my heart concealing it will breake, 

And rather then it ſhall, I will be free, 

Even to the uttermolt as I pleaſe in words. 

Pet. Why thou failt true, it is a paltry cap, 

A cuſtard coffen, a bauble, a ſilken pye, 

1 love thee well in that thou lik'ſt it not. 

Kate. Love me, or love me not, TI like the cap, 

And it I will have, or I will have none. | 

Per. Thy gowne, why I : come Tailor letus ſer't, 

Oh mercy God, what masking ſtuffe is heere ? 

What this ? a ſleeve? 'ris likea demi cannon, 

What, up and downe caru'd like an apple-Tart? 

Heeres ſnip, and nip, and cut, and (liſh and ſlaſh, 


' Likeroa Cenſor ina barbers ſhoppe: 
| Why what a devils name Tailor cal'{t thou this ? 


Hor. Iſee ſhees like to have neither cap nor growne. 
Tas. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion, and the time. 
Pet. Marry and did : but if you be remembred, 
IT did not bid you marre ie tothetime. 
Goe hop me ovgr every kennell home, 
For you ſhall hop without my cuſtome fir : 
Ile none of it ; kence, make your beſt of it. 
Kate, I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gowne, 
More queint, more pleaſing, nor mere commendable : 
Belike you meane to make a puppet of me. 


4 Sacſayes your Worſhip meanes to make a puppet 
of her. 
Pet, Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance : 
Thou lyeft, thou thred, thou thimble, 
Thou yardgthree quarters, halfe yard, quarter, naile, 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter cricket thou : 
Brav'd in mine owne houſe witha skeine of thred: 
Away thou Ragge, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
Or 1 ſhallſo be-mete thee with thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt thinke on prating whilſt thou liv : 
I tell thee I, that thou haſt marr'd her gowne. 
Tail. Your worſhip is decerv'd, the gowne is made 
Inſt asmy Maſter had direction : 
Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. 
Grs. Igave him no order, I gave him the ſluffe. 
Tail. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made ? 
Gre. Marry fir with needle and thred. 
Tas. But did you not requeſt to have it cut 2? 
Grz. Thou haſt fac'd many things. 
| T ail. ] have. 


| 
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Pet. Why true, he meancs to make. a puppet of thee. | 


Gru. Face not me : thou haſt brav'd many men, bray 
not me; I will neither be fac'd nor bray'd. I ſay untothy 
I bid thy Maſter cut out the gowne, but I did not by 
him cut ir to peeces. Ergothoulicſt. = ne } 

Tas. W hy herc is the note of the faſhion to teſtifie, 
Petr. Reade it. | 
Gr#, The note lyes in's throate if he ſay I ſaid ſo, 
Tail. Inprimis, a looſe bedied gowne. | 
Gra. Maſter, if ever Ifaid looſe-bodied gowne, ſoy 
me in the skirts of it, and beate me to death with a bet 
tome of browne thred : 1 ſaid a gowne. 
* Pet. Proceed. 
Tai. With aſmallcompaſt cape. 
Grs, I confefle the cape. 
Tai, With a trunke ſleeve 
Gr#, I confefle two ſleeves. 
Tail. The {lceves curiouſly cut. 
Pet. I there's the villany. | __ 
Gre. Error ith bill Gr, error i'th bill? I commanded 
the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up againe, and 
that Ile prove upon thee, though thy lictle finger be ar- 
med in a thimble. | 
Tai.This is truethat I ſay, and I hadthee in place wherg 
thou ſhould know it. | 
Gre, 1 am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill, give 
me thy mete-yard, and ſpare not me. 
Hor, God-a- mercy Grumio , then he ſhall have » 
oddes. 
Pet. Well fir in breefethe gowne is not for me. 
Gru, You are ith right fir, tis for my miltris, 
Pet. Goe take 1t up untothy maſtersuſc. \Y 
Gr. Villaine, not for thy life : Take up my Mile 
gowne for thy maſters uſe. | 
_ Pea, Why ir, what's your conceit in that ®> _ 
Gru. Oh fir, the conceit isdeeper then youthinkefok| 
Take up my Miſtris gowne to his maſters uſe. - 
Oh fe, fie; fic. | 
Per. Horteuffo, ſay thou wilt ſee the Tailor paide 3 
Goe take it hence, be gon, and ſay no more-+ 
Hor, Tailor, Ile pay thee for thy gowne to moron, 
Take no unkindnefſſe of his hafty words : Ks 
Away I ſay, commend me to thy Maſter. ExitTal 
Pet. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your fathers, 
Even 1n theſe honeft meine habiliments : 
Our purſes ſhalll be proud, our garments poore : 
For 'tisthe minde that makes the body rict, 
And asthe Sunne breakes through the daikeſt clouds, | 
So honor peereth in the meancit habit. 
W har is the Iay more precious then the Larke, 
Becauſe his feathers are more beaurifull? 

| Or is the Adder better then the Eele, 

Becauſe hispainted $kin contents the eye? 

Oh no good Kare : neither art thouthe worſe 

For this poore furniture, and meandarray. 

If thou accoeuntedſt-it ſhame, lay it on me, 

And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith: 

To feaſt and ſportusat thy fathers bouſe, 

Goecall my men, and let us ſtraightto him, 

And bring our horſes unto Long-lane cnd, 

There will we mount, and thither walke on foote. 

Let's ſee, I thinke *tis now ſome ſevena clocke, 

And well we may comethere by dinner time. 

Kare. Idareaſſure you fir,'tis almoſt two, 

And 'twill be ſupper time ere you comethere: - 

Pet. It 01g 1. ui cre I goeto horſe : 
Looke what I ſpeake, or doe, orthinke todoe; 
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wy fill crofſingir, firslet't alone, 
be not goe to day, and ere I doe, 
It ſhall be whata clocke I ſay 1t 15. | 
Hir. Why ſo: this gallant will command the ſunne. 


' Enter Tranio, andthe Pedant dreit like Unncentio. 
Tra- Sirs, this is the houſe, picaſe 1t'you that I call.. 
| Ped. 1 what ee, and but I be deceived, 
Signior BapriFtamay remember me 
Neere twenty yecresa goe in Genoa. | 7 
Tra. Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſm, 
Tis well, and hold your owne in any caſe 
With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a cather. 


Enter Biondello, EEE 
Ped. I warrant you : bur ſir here comes your boy, 
'Twere good he were ſchool'd. ST 
Tre, Feare you net him : ſirra Biondelo, 
Now doe your duty throughly I adviſe you : 
Imagine *twere the right Yincentso, 
Fon. Tut, feare not me» 2 
Tr. But haſt thou done thy crrandto Bptiſia? 
Bion, 1told him that your father was at Fence, 
And that you look't for him thisday in Padwa. 
Tra. Ttart a tall fellow, hold thce that to drinke, 
Heere comes Baptrſta : ſer your countenance fir. 


Enter Baptift4 and Lacentio: and Pedant booted 
| and bare headed, | 
Tre. Signior Baptifa you are happily met : 
Sir, this is the gentleman Itold you of, 
Ipray you ſtand good father tome now, 
Give me Bianca for my patrimony- - 
Fed. Soft ſon: fir by your leave, having come to Padue 
To gather in ſome debts, my ſon Lucenzo 


| Made me acquainted with a waighty cauſe 


Of love betweene your daughter and himſelfe :. 
And tor the good report I heare of you, 
And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 


| And (he to him ; to ſtay him nottoo long, 
| Iam content in a good fathers care 


To have him matchr, and if you pleaſe to like 


| Neworſe then 1 fir upon ſome agreement 


Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 
With oneconſent to have her ſo beſtowed: 
For curious I.cannot be with you | 
 Signior Baptiſta, of whom I heare ſo well. 
Bap. Sir, pardon mein what I have 10 fay, 


| Your plainnefle and your ſhortneſſe pleaſe me well: 


Right true it is your ſonne Lecero here 
Dothlove my daughter ,and ſhe loveth him, 
Or bothdiſſemble deepely their affections : 
2g ſay no more then this, 
That like a Father yo will deale with him, 
Andpaſle my daughter a ſuificient dower, 
The match 1s made, and all isdone, = 
Yourfonne ſhall have my daughter with conſent. + 
Tra. Ithanke you fir, where then doe you know beft 
Webe athed and ſuch afſurance tane, 
As ſhall with either parts agreement and, 
Bop. Not in my houſe Lacentis, for you know 


| Pitchers haveeares, and I have wany ſervants, 


Belides old Gremzio is harkning ſtill, 
Ann haply we might be interrupted.” 
Tre. Then at my lodging, and it like you fir 


There doth my father ly:andthere rhisnight 


_—_— ———— . 
- 
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| Clarke, and ſome ſuificient honeſt witneſſes : 


Come ir, we will better it in Diſa- 


| Weele paſſe the buſinefle privately and well ; 
Send for your daughter by yourſervant here, 
My Boy ſhall fetch the Scrivener preſently, 
The worlt is this char ar ſoflender warning, 
Yon are like tohave a thin and ſlender pittance. 
Bap. Ir likes me well : | | 
c_ ” you home, and bid Biancs make her ready | 
raight : | 
And if you willtell what hath hapned, 
Lacentios Father is arrived in Paana, | 
And how ſhe's like tobe Lacentios wite. &F 
. 510%, 1 pray the gods ſhe may with allmy heart: 
| Ext, 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, bur get thee gone. 
oe Emter Peter, 
Sign1or Baptiſta, ſhall I Icade the way, 
Wecome, one weſſe is like to be your cheere, | 


Zap. Ifollow you. . Exennt, 


Enter Lucentio and Biondells, 
Bion. Cambio. 
Lnc. What faiſt thou Biondelo? 
_ You ſaw my Maſter winke and laugh upon | 
you? , | | 
Luc. Biondells, what of that ? | 
Bioxd. Faich nothing : but has lefr me here behind | 
" expound the mcaning or morrall of his fignes and to» 
ens. a | 
Lac. 1 pray thee moralizethem. | 
Boy, Then thus: Baptiſt is ſafe talking with the de» | 
cclving Father ofa deccitfull ſonne. 
Zuc. And what of him? ? 
Bien. His daughter is to be brought by youto the ſap- 
Cre 
F Luc. And then? | | | 
Zion. The old Prieſt at Saint Lukes Church is at your | 
command at all houes. 
Inc. And what of all this? 
Zion, Tcannot tell, except they are buſied about a coutts | 
terfeit aſſurance : take you aſſurance of her, Cam previte- | 
£io ad Imprimenaum ſolum, toth' Church take the Prict?, 


It chis be net that you lookefor, 1 have no more toſay, 
But bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. 

Zxc.: Hear it thou Biondelo. 

Bien, I cannottarry : I knewa wench married in an 
afternoone as ſhe . went to the Gaiden for Parſeley to fF_ 
ſtuffe a Rabir, andſo may you (ir; and fo adew fir, my 
Maſter hach appointed meto gce to Saint Lakes to bid 
the Prieſt be ready tocome againſt you come with your 
appendix.. - | 3: Exit. 

Luc. 1 may and will, if ſhe be ſo contented ; | 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould [ doubt ; | 
Hap what hap may, Ile roundly goe about her : | 
It ſhail goe hard if Cabo goe without her. _ Exit. 
Enter Petruchio, Kate, Hortenſio. 


Pet, cn on a Godsname, once more toward our fa- 
thers : _. on 

Good Lord how bright and 

Kate, The Moone, the 

BOW. ; 9 : 

Per. 1 ſay itisthe Moone that ſhines ſo right: - 
Kat. 1 know it is the Sunne that ſhines ſo bright. 

Pet. Now by my mothers ſonne, and that's my ſelfe, 


oodly ſhines the Moone: 
| xv it is not Moonelight 


It 
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It ſhall bemoone, or ſtarre, or whar LT liſt, 
Or ere 1 journey to your Fathers houſe : 
Goe on, and fetch our horſes backe againe, 
Evermore croſt andcroft, nothing but croſt. 

Hor. Say as he ſayes, or we ſhall never goe, 

Kat. Forward I pray, fince we have come ſo farre, 
And be it moone, or ſunne, or what your pleaſe : 
And if you pleaſe to callit a ruſh Candle, 

Hcnceforth I yowe it ſhall be ſo fer me. 

Pet. 1 fay it is the Moone. 

Kat. T know it is the Moone. ; 

Pet. Nay then you lye : itisthe bleſſed Sunne. 

Kate. Then God be bleſt, iris rhe bleſſed ſunne, 
But ſunne it isnot, when you ſay it 18 not. 

And the Moone changes cven as your mind : 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it 18, 
And (ot ſhall be ſo for Katherme, 

Here. Petruchio,*goe thy wayes,the field 1s won. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward,thus the bowle ſhould 
And not unluckily againſt the Bias : | (run, 
But ſoft, Company 1s comming here. | 


Enter Vmcentis. 

Good morrow gentle Miltris, where away ; 
Tell me ſweet Kate, and tell me truely too, 
Haſt chou beheld a freſher Gentlewoman : 
Such warre of white and red within her cheekes : 
What ſtarres doe ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face ? 
Faire lovely Maide, ence moregood day to thee : 
Sweet Kateembrace her for her beauties ſake. 
nog A will make the man mad to make a woman of 

im. 

Kat. Yong budding Virgin, faire, and freſh,and ſweet, 
W hither away, or where is thy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of ſo faire a child ; 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Alots thee for his lovely bedfcllow. 

Per, Why how now Kate, I hopethou art not mad, 


,” 


| This 18a man old, wrinckled, faded, withered, 


And not a Maiden, asthou faiſt he is. 

Kate. Pardon old father my miſtaking eyes, 
Thar have beene ſo bedazled with the ſunne, 
That every thing I looke onſeemeth greene ; 
No I perceive thouart a reverent Father : 
Pardon I pray thee for my mad miſtaking. 

Pet. Doc good old grand(ire, and withall make known 
Which way thou traveileſt, if along with us, 
We ſhall be joyfull ofthy company. 

Us. Faire Sir, and you my merry Miitris, 
That with your {trange encounter much amaſde me :; 
My name 1s call'd Finc:ntio, my dwelling Piſa, 
And bound Iam to Padxse, there to viſite 
Aſonneof mine, which long I have not ſeene. 

Per, Whatis his name? 

Vin. Lacentio gent'c fir. 

Pet. Happily inet, the happier for thy ſonne : 
And now by Law, as well asreverent age, 

I may intitle thee my loving father; 

The ſiſter to my wite, thisGentlewoman, . 
Thy Senne by this bath married : wonder not, 
Nor be not grieved, ſhe is of good cſtceme, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Beſide, ſo quilified, as may beſeeme 

The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman : 

Let me imbrace with old Yincentio, 


And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſonne, 
Who will of thy arrivall be full joyous. | 
Vir. But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant travailorsto breake a jeſt 
Vpon the company you overtake ? 
Hor, 1 doe afſurethee father ſo it is. 
Pet, Come goealong and fee the truth hereof. . 


For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. Exense | 


Hor. Well Petrachis, this has put me in heart: 
Have to my Widdow, and if ſhe be froward, 


Then haſt thou taught Horrenſio ro be nntoward. Exy, 


Enter Bionacllo, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio« 
out before. | 


Bon. Softly and ſwiftly fir, for the Prieſt is ready. 

Lac. 1 fiye Bioxdello, but they may chance to need thee 
at home, therefore leave us. Ext; 

Biox. Nay faith, lie ſee the Church a your backe, and 
then come backe to my miſiris as ſoone as I can. 

Gre, I marvaile ( ambis comes not all this while. 


Enter Petrachio, Kate, Vincentio, Grumis 
with Attendants. x ; 


Pet. Sir heceresthe doore, thisis Lxcentios houſe, 
My Fathers beares more toward the Market-place, 
Thirher muſt I, and here Licave you fir, 

Tin. You ſhall nor chooſe bur drinke before you pox, 
Ithinke I ſhall command your welcome here ? 
And by all likelyhood ſome checre is roward. © Knody, 

Grew, They're buſic within, you were beſt knod 

lowder, 
Peadant lookes ont of the window. 


Fed, What's he that knockes as he would beat dome | 


the gate? | 
Um. IsSignior Zucentio within fir 
Ped. He's within fir, but notto be 
Ve. What if a man bring him a hundred pound ortw 
tomake merry withall. ' 
Ped. Keepe your hundred pounds to your ſelfe;k 
ſhall need none fo long asT live. \ : 
Petr, Nay, 1 told you your ſonne was well beloved 
Pagwa : doe you heare fir, to leave frivolous circumliar 
ces, Ipray you tell ſignior Lucentio that his Father 8 
_ from Pſa, and ishereat the doore to ſpeake will 
im. 
Ped. Thou lieſt, his Father is come from Padue, wl 
here looking out at the window. | 
Vin. Artthou his father ? | 
Ped. I fir, ſo his mother ſayes, if I may belceve het: 
Per. Why how now gentleman : why-this is flatkns 
ycry to take apon you another mans name. | 
Feda. Lay hands on the villaine, I beleeve a meanest0 
colcn ſome body inthis City under my countenance. 
Enter Biondello. | 
Bion. T haveſeenethem 1n the Church together, God 
ſend'em good ſhipping :but who is heere ? mine old My 
ſter Vincentio: now we are undone and brought to0- 
thing. | 
Few. Come hither crackhempe. 
ZFiov. I hopeI may chooſe Sir, by 
Vin, Come hither you rogue, what have you forg* 
me ? | : up 
Bien, Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget you for 
I never ſaw you beforc inallmy life. | 
Vin. What, you notorious villaine,, didſt thou ed 
CU” 
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Ziew. What my old worſhipfull old maſter ? 'yes mar- 
ry fir, ſcewhere kelokes out of the window. 
"Fin, It ſo indeed? Hebeares Biondello, : 
'- Bien, Helpe, hclpe, helpe, here's a mad man will mur- 


der me» (- ; 
Peds. Helpe, ſonne, helpe lignior Bapriſta. 
Pet. Prethee Kate let's {tand aſide and ſee the end of 


this controverſie. 


Enter Pedant with ſervants, Baptiita, T ranto. 
Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beate my ſer- 
ant e | 
OI. What amT fir : nay whatare you ir : oh 1ummor- 
tall Goddes: oh fine villaine, a ſilken doublet, a vel- 
vet hoſe, a ſcarlet cloake, anda copataine hat ; oh Iam 
undone, Tam undone: whilel play the good husband 
at home, my ſonne and my ſervant ſpend all at the vni- 
verſity. 
Tra. How now, what's the matter ? 
- Bap. What isrhe man lunaticke ? | 

Tra. Sir, you {ceme a ſober ancient Gentlewan by 
your habit : but your words ſhew you amad man : why 
fir, what concernes it yon,if I weare Pearle and gold : I 
thanke my good father, I am able to maintaine it. 

iv, Thy father ! oh villaine, he is a Saile-maker in 
Bergamo. : 

Bap. You miſtake fir, you miſtake fir, pray what doz 
you thinke 18 his name ? 

Yin. His name, asif I knew not his name: TI have 
brought bim up ever ſince he was three yeeres old, and 
lus name 1S Trans. | : 

Ped, Away, away mad afle, his name is Lucentio, and 
he is mine onely ſonne and heire to the Landsof me fig- 
nior Vincentio. 

Vin. Lacentio | oh he hath murdred his Maſter ; lay 
bold on him 1 charge you in the Dukes name : oh my 
forme, my ſonne : tell me thou villaine, ;where is my ſon 
Lacentso ? 

Tre. Call forth an oificer : Carry this mad knave to 
| thelaile : father Bapriſta, Icharge you ſee that he bee 
forth comming. | 

Vin. Carry me to the Iaile ? 

Gre. Stay oificer, he ſhall not goe to priſon. 

_ Talke not {ignior Grem : I ſay he ſhall goe to 
priſon, 
| Gre. Take heedeſfignior Baptifa, leaſt you be coni- 

catche in this buſineſſe : I dare ſweare this is the right 
Umcentio, 

Ped, Sweare if thou dar'ſt. 

Gre, Nay, I dare not ſweare it. 

Tre. Then thou wert beſt ſay that I am not Zucer- 
ts, 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be ſignior Lucentio. 

Zap. Away with the dotard, tothe Iaile with him. 

Emer Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca. 

Fiz. Thus {trangers may be haild aad abuſd : oh mon- 

ous villaine. 

Bion. Oh we are ſpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, 
torſweare him, or elſe we areall done, 

ExiaBiondello, Tranio, and Pedant as faſt as may be, 

Luc, Pardon ſweet father. 

Vin. Lives my ſweet ſonne ? 

B54. Pardon deere father. 

B49. How haſt thou offended, where is Lwcentis. 
5a Here's Lacentio, right ſonne to the right Uin- 

50, y 


_ Vato the | wiſhed haven of my bliſſe : 


That bave by marriage wade thy daughter mine. 
While counterfeit ſuppoſes bleer'd thine eine-/ 
Gre, Here's packing with a witacſſe to deceive us all. 
Yau, Where is that damned villaine Trav, 
Thar fac'd and braved me in this matter 10? 
Bap. Why, tell me isnotthis my Cambio ? 
Bay. Cambio is chavg'd into Lucentio. 
Lac. Love wroughttheſe miracles. Biancaslove 
Made me exchangr my ſtate with Trawis, 
While hedid beare my countenance inthe towne, 
And happily I have arriv'd at laſt 


What Tr did, my ſelfe enforſt him to ; 
Then pardon him ſweet Father for my ſake. 
Us. Ileſlit the villaines noſe that would have ſent me 
to the Iaile. | 
Bap.|But do you heare fir,have you married my daugh- | 
ter without asking my good will ? £ | 
Fin. Feare not Baptifte, we will content you, goe. to ; 
but I will into be reveng'd forthis villaine. Exit. 
Bap. And I to ſound the depth of this knavery. Exit. 
Lus.Looke not pale Biancathy father will not frowne 
E Xxemnmt 
Gre. My cake 1s dough, but Ile in among the reſt, 

Out of hope of all, but my ſhare ofthe fealt. 

Ka. Husband let's follow,to ſee the end of this adoe. 
Per. Firſt kiſſe me Kare, and we will, | 
Kat, What in the midſt of the ftreete ? 

Pet. Whatart thou aſham'd of me ? 

Kate. No fir, God forbid, but aſham'd to kifle, 

Pet. Why thenle'rs home againe : Come Sirra let's 

away. | F: 

F Kag.Nay, 1 will give thee a kifſe,now pray thee Love 
ay. | 
Pet. Ts not this well? come my ſweet Kate. 

Better once then never, for never too late.  Exeprt, 


—_— 


Attus Quintus. 


PR_ 


Emer Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentioand 
Bianca, Tratio, Biondello, Grumio, and Widdow ; 
The Serving men with Tran bringing 
in 4 Bangqnet. 
£Zus, Atlaſt, though long,our jarring notes agree, 
Andtime it is when raging warre is come, 
Toſinile at ſcapesand perils overblowne : 
My faire Bianca bid my father welcome, 
While 1 with ſelfe ſame kindnefſe welcomethine : ' 
Brother Perrnchio, ſiſter Katerina, | 
And thou Hortentio with thy loving Fidaow : 
Feaſt withthe beſt, and welcome ro my houſe, 
My Banket isto cloſe our ſtomackes up 
After our great good cheere : pray you fit downe, 
For now we ſit to chat as well as cate. 
Pet. Nothing bur fir and fit, and cate and eate. 
Bap. Paaxa affordsthis kindneſle, ſonne Perrachio, 
Per. Paduaaffords nothing bu whar is kind. 
Her #For both our ſakes I would that word were true. 
Per. Now for my life Hortentio feares his Widow. 
Hor. Then never truſt me if I be affeard.. | 
Pet. You are very ſencible, and' yet you mifſe my 
ſence : 
I meane Hortentio is afeard of you. 


wid. 
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Kat. Miſris, how meane you that ? 
. Wid. ThusI conceive » fy FI ELES | 
' Pet, Conccives by me, how likes Hortentiothat? 


wid, Hethat is giddy thinkesthe world turnes round, 


Hor. My Widdow fayes, thus ſhe conceives hertale. 
Petr. Very well mended: kifſe him for that good 


Widdow. 


Kat. He that is giddy thinkes the world turnes round. 


I pray youtell me what you meant by that. 
id. ' Your husband being troubled witha ſhrew, 
Meaſures my husbands ſorrow by his woe 
And now you know my meaning. 
Kate. A very meane meaning. 
wid. Right, I meane yous 
Kar. And Iam meane indeed, reſpeRing you. 
Per. Toher Kate. 
Hor. To her Widdow. | 
Pet. A hundred markes, my Katedoe put her downe. 
Hor. That's my orice. | 
Pe.. Spoke like an Oticer: ha tothee lad, 
Drinkes to Hortentio. 
Bap.: How likes Gremio theſe quicke yiitted folkes ? 
Gre. Beleceve me lir,they But together well: 
Bian, Head, and but an haſty witty body, 
Would ſay your Head and But were head and horne. 
Yam. I Miſtris Bride, hath thatawakened you ? 
Biax. I, but not frighted me, therefore Ile ſleepe a- 
gaine. © 
Petr, Nay that you ſhall not ſince youhave begun : 
Havear you for a better jelt or too. _ 
Bizn, Am I your Bird, I meane toſkift my buſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your Bow. , 
Youare welcome all. Exit Bianca. 
Pez. She hath prevented me, here ſignior Tran, 
This bird youaim'd at, though you hit her not, 
Theretorea health to all that ſhot and miſt. 
Tri. Oh fir, Lacentio {lipt me like his Gray-bound, 
Which runnes himſclfe, and catches for bis Maſter, 
Pet, A good ſwift fimile, but ſomething curriſh. 
Tra. *Tis wellfir that you hunted for your ſelfe : 


{| *Tis thought your Deere does hold you at a bay. 


Bap. Oh, oh Perrschio, Tram hits you now. 

Luc. I thanke thee for that gird good Tram. 
Hor. Confefle, confeſle, hath he not hit you here? 
Per. A hasa little gald meI confefle : 


] And asthe leſt did glance away from-me, 


Tis ten to one it maim'd you tooout right. 
* Bap. Now in good ſadnefle ſonne Perrachso, 
I thinke thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 
Per. Well, Ifay no: and therefore for affurance, 
Let's each one ſendunto bis wife, 
And he whoſe wife is moſt obedient, 


Tocomeat firſt when he doth ſend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propoſe. 


Hoy: Content, what's the waper ? 
Lnc. Twenty crownes- 
Pet. Twenty crewnes. 


Ne venture ſo much of my Hawke or Hound, 
But twenty times ſomuch upon my Wife. 


Zac. A hundred then. 
Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match,'tis done. 
Hor. Who ſhall begm ? 
Inc. That will I. 


g 
U 


| Goe Biondello, bid your Miſtris come to me./ 


_— 


Bio. ] ge. Was 7 '/ Ex. 
Bap. Sonne, Ile be your halfe, Biazca comes. | 

Luc, le have no halves : lie beaxe it all my ſelfe;+1), 
Enter Biondello. _—_ 

How now, what newes 2- 

Bio. Sir, my Miſtris ſends you word \ 
Thar ſhe is bufic, and ſhe cannot come. 1 wb 
Pet. How ? ſhe's bufie, and ſhe cannot come : is-this} 
an anſwer ? ; [i 
Gre. I,and akinde one too : 4 
Pray God fir your wife ſend yon not a worſe. | | 
Pet. | hopebetter. Þ 
Hor. Sirra Biondelo, goe and intreat my wife to come 
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| The wiſdome of your duty faire Branca, 


to me forthwith. 4-44...  . Ext Brondeliy 
Petr. Oh ho, intreate her, nay then ſhe muſt needs | 

come. ” 1 
Hor. Iam affcaid fir,do what you can, 


Emer Biondcllo. 
Yours will not beentreated : Now, where's my wiſe? 
Bon. She ſayes you have ſome goodly leſt in hand, | 
She will not come : ſhe bids you come to her. We 
Pet, Worle and worſe, ſhe will not come: 
Oh vild, intollerable, not tobe indur'd : 
Sirra Grams, goe to your Miltris, 
Say I command her come to me. 
Hor. 1 know her anſwer. 
Pet, What? 
Hor. She will not. | 
Per. The fouler fortune mine, and therean end. : | 


Enter Katerina. _ 
Bap. Now by my hollidam heere comes Katering, 
Kat. What is your will fir, that you ſend for me? 
Pet, Where is your ſiſter, and Hortenfios wite ? 
Kate. They ſit conferring by the Parlor fire. 

Pet. Goe fetch them hither, if they denie tocome, 
Swindge me them ſoundly forth unto their husbands: , | 
Away Iſay,and bring then hither ſtraight. 

Lac. Here is a wonder, if you talke of a wonder. 
Hor, And fo itis :I wonder what it boads. 

Pet. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quiet life, 
An awfull rule, and right ſupremacy : 

And to be ſhort, what nor, that's ſweet and happy. 

Bap. Now faire befall thee good Petrnchio ; 

The wager thou haſt won, and 1 will adde 

Vato their loſſes twenty thouſand crownes, 

Another dowry to another daughter, 

For ſhe is chang das ſhe had never becne. 

Pet. Nay, 1 will win my wager better yet, 
And ſhow more ſigne of her obedience, 
Her new built vertue and obedience. 
Emer Kate, Bianca, and Widdow. 

See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Wives 

As priſoners to her womanly perſwaſion : 

Katerme, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 

Of with that bable, throw ir underfoote. 

Wia. Lordlet me never havea caulc to figh, 

Till I be brought to ſuch a filly paſſe. 

Bin. Fye whata fooliſh duty call you this ? 

Lec. 1 would your duty were as fooliſh too : 


: 
| 
5 


Hath coſt me five hundred crownes fince ſupper time, 
Bian, The more fool youfor laying on my duty» 
Fet. Katherine | charge thee tell theſe head-ſtrong We 

_— what duty they doe owe their Lords andhuF 
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The Taming of, the Shrew. 
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| 4, Come, come, your mocking :; we will have no 


gs Come on I ſay, and firſt begin with her. 
H a'l not. ; 
gn the ſhall, and firſt begin with her. - 
| Kat. Fic, fie, unknit that threating unkinde brow, 
And dart not ſcornefull glances from thoſeeyes, 
To wound thy Lord,thy King,thy governour. 
Iehlots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads, þ 
Confoundsthy fame, as whirlewinds ſhake faire buds, 
And in no ſence is meet or amiable. 
A woman mov'd, is like afountaine troubled, 
Maddie, ill ſeeming, thicke, bereft of beauty, 
And whilc it is ſo, none {0 dry or thirſtic 
Will daigne to ſip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy hnsband 1s thy Lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſoveraigne: One that caresfor thee, 
And for thy maintenance. Commits his body 
Topainfull labour, both by ſca and land : 
To watchrhe night in ſtormes, the day in cold 
Whit thou ly'it warme at home, ſecure and (afe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
at love, faire lookes, and true obedience ; 
oo little payment for {0 great a debt. 
Snch dutie as the ſubje&t owes the Prince, 
venſach a woman oweth to her husband : 
dwhen ſhe is froward , peeviſh, ſullen, ſowre, 
d not obedient to his honeſt will, 
hat is ſhe buta foule contending Rebell, 
And graceleſſe Traitor to her loving Lord? 
am aſham'd that women are ſo ſimple, 


, 
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| Twasl wonne the wager, thongh you 


— 


To reffer warre, wheri they ſhould kneele for peace : 

Or ſecke for rule, ſupremacie, and ſway, - Rs 

Whenthey are bound to ſerve, love, and obay. 

Why are our bodies ſoft, and weake, and ſmooth, 

Vnapt to toyle and trouble in the world, 

Butthat our ſoft conditions, and our hearts; 

Should well agree with our cxternall parts? 

Come, come, you froward and unable wormes, 

My tminde hath binas bigge as one of yours, 

My heart is great, my reaſon haply more, 

To bandie word for word, and frowne for frowne; 

But now 1I ſee our Launcesare but ſtrawes: 

Our ftrchgth as weake, our weakenefle paſt compare, 

That ſeenung to be moſt, which we indeedleaſt are. 

Then vale your ſtomackes, for it is no boote, 

Andplace your hands below your husbands foote : 

Intoken of which duty, ifhe pleaſe, 

My hand is readie, may it do him caſe. | 

_ Per. Why there's awench : Come on, and kifſe me 
Kate. | 
Luc. Well go thy wayes old lad,for thou ſhalt he'r. 
Uin. *Tisa good hearing, when children are toward. 
£*e. Buta harſh hearing, when womenarefrowacd. 
Ret. Come Kate, wee'le to bed, | : 

Wethree are married, but youtwo are ſped. | 

1t the white, 

night, 

. | . - Exit Perruchio. 

: Hortes. Now goe thy wayes, thou haſt tam'd a curſt 

Shrow. - | 
Lsc. Tis awonder,by your leave, the will betam'd ſo. | 


And being a winner, God give you good 


FJNJS: 


VVell, chacEnds V Vell: 


Aus primus. Scena Prima. 


—_— 


- Enter young Bertram (ount of Reſſillion, his Mother, and 
Helena, Lord Lafew,allin blacke. 


Mother. 


Roſ. And in going Madam, weepe ore my 

fathers death anew;but I muſt attend his ma- 

| jeſties command, to whom 1am now in 
Ward, evermore in ſabjecion. | 

Laf. You ſhall find of the King a husband Madame, 

you fir a father. He thatſo generally is atall times good, 

muſt of neceſſitie hold his vertue to you, whoſe worthi- 

neſſe would ſtirre it up where it wanted,rather then lacke 

it where there is ſuch abundance. 
Mo. Whar hope is there of his Majeſties amendment? 


————— 


Laf. He hath abandon'd his Pliſitions Madam, under 


whoſe practiſes he hath perſecuted time with hope, and 
finds no ether advantage in the proceſſe , but onely the 
loſing of hope by time. 

Mo, This young Gentlewoman had a Father , O that 
had ! how ſada paſlage tis , whoſe $kill was almoft as 
great as his honeſtie, had it ſtretch'd ſo far , would have 
made natureimmortall , and death ſhould have play for 
lacke of worke. Would for the Kings ſake hee were li- 
ving, Ithinke it would be the death of the Kings diſcaſc. 

Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeake of Madam ? 

C30. He was famous ſir in his profeſſion , and it was 
his great right to be ſo: Gerardae Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent indeed Madam , the King very 
lately ſpoke of him ad:mir! BY, and mourningly : he was 
$kiltullenoughto have liv'd ſtill, if knowledge could be 
ſet up againſt mortallitie. : 

Roſ. Whatis it ( my good Lord ) the King languiſhes 
of ? 

Laf. AFiſtula my Lord. 

Rof. T heard notof it before. 


Laf. 1 would it were not notortous. Was this Gen- 


tlewomanthe Danghter of Gerard de Narbon? P 
Afe. His ſole childe my Lord, and bequeathed to my 

| over looking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, thather 

education promiſes her diſpoſitions ſhe inherits, which 


| makes faire gifts fairer: for wherean uncleane mind car- | 


riesvertuous qualities , there commendations goe with 
pitty, they are vertuesand traitors too : in her they are 
the better for their ſimpleneſle z ſhe derives her honeſtic, 


1 


andatcheeves her goodneſſe. 


Lafew. Your commendations Madam get from he 
tEeAres. 154 
Ce. 'Tis the beſtbrine a Maiden can ſeaſon herpnif 
in. The remembrance of her father never approthes 
heart, but the tirany of her ſorrowes takes all livelibai 
from her cheeke. Nomore ofthis Helena, goe too, 
more leaſt it be rather thought you affeR a ſorrow, tiy 
to have | | 
Hel. 1 docaffet aſorrow indeed, but I have ittoo, ; 
Laf. Moderate lamentations isthe right ofthe 
exccſhve greefe the encmie to theliving. 
Ao, It the living be enemy to the greefe, theent 
makes it ſoone mortall. 
Roſ. Madam I deſire your holy wiſhes. 
_ Laf. How underſtand we that ? 
Io. Be thou bleſt Bertrame, and ſucceed thy fakt 
In manners as in ſhape : thy blood and vertue 
Contend for Empire inthee, and thy goodnefſe 
Share with thy birth-right. Love all, truſt a few, 
Doe wrong to none : beable for thine enemic 
Rather in power thenuſe :and keepe thy friend 
Vnderthy owne lifes key. Be checkt for ſilence, 
Bur never tax'd for ſpeech. What heaven more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my prayersplucke doth: 
Fall on thy hand. Farewell my Lord, 
'Tisan unſcaſon'd Courtier, good my Lord 
Aduiſe him. | 
Laf. He cannot want the beſt 
Thar ſhall attend his love. 
Ao. Heaven blefſe him : Farwell Bertram, | 
Rofſ. The beſt wiſhes thrt can beforg'd in yourthp 


| be ſervants to you : be comfortable to-my mother, 


Miſtris, and make much of her. I 
Laf. Farewellprettic Lady, you muſt hold the 

of your father. "N 

Hell. O were that all, I thinke not on my father, ' 

And theſe greatteares grace his remembrance more 

Then thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like? 

I have forgot him. My imagination 

Carries no favour in't but Bertrams. 

I am undone, there is noliuing, none, 

If Bertram be away. 'Twereall one, 

That I ſhould love a bright particular ſtarre, 

And thinke to wed it, he is ſo above me 


| In his bright radience and collateral light, 


- 


To 


"Als Well that Ends Well... 


= 


& 1 be comforted, not in his ſphere ; 
Ch/ambition in my love thus plagues ir ſelfe 
he hinde that would be mated by the Lion _ | 
aſt dic for love. Twas pretty, though a plague 
oſce him every boure tofit.and draw == 
isarched browes, his hawkingeye, his curles 
\ our heartstable 2 heart too capable 
bf every line and tricke of his {weet fauour. 
tnow he's gone; 81d my idolatrousfancic 
& ſanRifie his Reliques. Who comes here ? 


| E nter Parrolles. 


ne that goes with.him + T love hia for his ſake, 
id yer 1 know hima notorious Liar, 
hinke him a great way foole, ſolie a coward, 
et ibaſe fixt evils fit {o fit in him, 
atthicy take place, when Vertues ſteely bones 
akes bleake 'cheald wind: withall,full oft we ſee 
1d wiſedome waiting 0n ſuperfluous follie. 
Far. Save you faire Queenes 
Hel, And you Momarch, 
Par. No. 
Hel. And NOs 8 PIT 

a, Are you meditating on virgivitie? | | 

e/. I: you have fome {taine of ſouldier in you : Let 
aske youaqueſtion. ' Man isenemie to virginitie,how 
y we barrocado it againſt him ? 

Par. Keepe him out. 

z/. Bnt heaſlziles, and our virginitie though valiant, 
he defence yet is weake : unfold us ſome warike re- 
ANCE. 

Par. There is none; Man ſetting downe before you, 

lundermine you, and blow you up. 

He. Blefle our poore Virgivity from Vnderminers, 

blowers up. Is there no Military policy how Vir- 
might blow up men? 

Par. Virginity being blowne downe, Man will quick- 

beblowne up : marry in blowing him downe againe, 

h the breach yourſelves made, you loſe your City. Ir 
t politicke , inthe common-wealth of Nature, to 
erve virginitie. Lofſe of Virginite, is rationall cn- | 

e, and there wasnever virgin got, till virginitic was 

loft. Thatyou were made of,is metrall ro make Vir- 

8. Virgivitie; by being once loſt, may beeten tines 

d: by being ever kept it isever loſt ; 'ris too cold a 
ppanion : Away with't. | 

ſd. 1 will ſtand for'ta little, though therefore I die a 

vin. 

#. There'slittle canbe ſaid in't,'tis againſt the rule of 

are. To ſpeake on the part of virginitie, - is to ac- 

your Mothers ; which 1s moſt infallible diſobedi- 
He that hangs himlelfe is a Virgin: Virginitie 
thers 1t ſelfe, and ſhovld be buried in bighwayes out 

LanRified limit, asadefperate Offendrefle againſt 

ure, Virginitie breedes mites, much like a Cheeſe, 

uncs it {cite to the very payring, and ſo dyes with 

Ing his owne Romacke. Belides, Virginitie is 

uſh, proud, ydle, made of ſelfe-love , which is the 

tinhabited finne in the Cannon. . Keepe it not, you 
act chooſe but looſe by't. Out with't : within ten 
SItwill makeitſclfetwoywhich is a goodly increaſe, 
- principall it lelfe notmuch the worſe. A way 


n How might one doefir, to looſe it to her owne 


| 


| The longer kept, the lefſe worth : Of with'e while *cis 


| wicher'd peares,itlookes ill, iteates drily , marry *tis 4 | 


praiers : when thou haſt none , remember thy Friends: 


—— 


:- Par. Let me fee. Marryili, talikehim that ne're it | 
likes, *Tis a commoditie will loſe the gloſſe with lyws : 


vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt, Virgiaitie like 
amolde Courtier, weares her cap outof faſhion, richly 
ſuted, but.unſureable, juſt like the brooch and the tooth» 
pick, which were nor now : your Date is better in your 
Pyeand your Porredge , thenin yourcheeke ; and your 
virginitie, your old virginitie, is like one of our French . 


wither'd peare : it was formerly better, marry yer *tisa 
wither'd peare , Will you any thing with it ? 
Hel. Notmny virginitie yet : 
There ſhall your maiter haye a thouſand loves, 
A Mother, and a Miſtrifle, and afriend, 
A Phenix, Captaine, and an enemy, 
A guide, a Goddefle, and a ſoveraigne, 
A Counſelior, a Traitrefſe, and a Deare : 
His hambleſt ambition, proud humility ; 
His Jarring, concord : and his diſcord, dulcet : 
His faith, his ſweer diſafter : with a world 
Ofpretty fond adoptious chriſtendomes 
That blinking Cupid gofſips. Now ſhall he : 
I know not whathe ſhall, God ſend him well, 
The Courrs a learning place, and he is one. 
Par. W hat one yfaith ? 
Hel. Thar I with well,”cis pity. 
Par. What's pi:ty ? 
Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in't, 
W hich might be felt, that we poorer borne, 
W hoſe baler ſtarresdo ſhut us up in wiſhes , 
Might with effeRts of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what wealone muſt thinke, which never 
Returnes us thankes. 


Enter Page, 


Page. Monſieur Parrolles, 
My Lord calsfor you. 

Pax, Little Helex farewell, if I can remember thee, 1 
will thinke of thee at Court. 

Het, Monſier Paroles, you were borne under a charita- | 
ble itarre, 

Par. Vnder CAars I. | 

Hel. Teſpecially thinke, nnder Mars. | 

Par. Why under Mars? | 

Hel. The warres hath ſo kept you under,that you muſt 
needes be borne under ©Hars. 

Par. When he was predowinant. 

Hel. When he was rctrogrc:lc I rhinke rather. 

Par, Why thinke you ſo ? 

Hel. You goſo much backward when you fight. 

Par. That s for advantage. 

Hel. Sois running away, 
When fcarepropoſesthe faf-ry: 
But the compoſition thar your yalour and feare makes in 
you, isa vertue of a good wing, and I like the weare 
well. | 

Payol, 1 amo full of buſineſſes, Icannor anfwere | 
thee acutely: I will rcturne perfe&t Courtier, in the | 
which my inſtruQtion ſhall ſerve to natoralize thee , ſo | 
thou wilt be capeable of the Courtiers counſell, and un- 
derſtand whar advice ſhall thruſtupon thee, elſe thou 
dyeſt inchine unthankefulnes, and thine ignorance makes 
thee away,farewell : When thou hattleyſure , ſay thy 
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Get thee a good husband, and uſe him as he uſes thee: 
So farewell. Exut ” 

Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſelves dolye, 
Which we aſcribe to heaven : the fated skye 
Giues us free ſcope, onely doth backward pull 
Our flow deſignes, when we our ſelves are dull; 
What power is it, which mounts my love ſo hye, 
That makes me ſee. and cannot feede mine eye? 
The mightieſt ſpace in fortune, Nature brings 
To joyne like, iikes;aad kifle like narive things. 
Impoſſible be ſtrange attemptsto thoſe 
That weigh their paines in {ence, and do ſuppoſe 
What hath beene, cannot be. Who ever {troue 
To ſhew her merit, that did mifle her love? 
(The Kings diſeaſe) my project may deceive me, 
But my intcntsare fixt, and will not leave me« © Exit. 

Floursſh (ornets. 
Enter the King of France with Letters, and 
arvers Attendams. | 


King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th'eares, 
Have tought with equall fortune, and continue 
A braving warre. 

I. Lo.G. Sotis reported ir, 

Ks. Nay tis moſt credible, we heerereccive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our Coſin eAsfria, 
With caution,that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy atde: wherein our deereſt friend 
Prejudicates the buſinefle, and would ſeeme 
To haveus make denaall. 

I, Lo. Fo His love and wiſedome 
Approv'd fo to your Majz{ty,may pleade 
For ampleſt credence. 

Kin. He hath arm'd our anſwer, 

And Florence is deni'de before he comes: 
Yet for our Gentlemen that meane to ice 
The Taſcas ſervice, f.cely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part. 

e- Lo. E. It well may ſerue 
A nurſſery to our Gentry, who are ficke 
For breathing,and exploit. 

King. What's he comes heere. 


Enter Betram, Lafew, and Paroles. 


r. Zo. G. It 'tis the Count Rofilion my good Lord, 
Yong Bertram. 
Kg. Youth,thou bear'ſt thy Fathers face, 

Franke Nacure rather cut :3us then in haſt. 
Hath wellcompos'd thee: Thy Fathers morall parts 
Maiſt thou inherit too: Welcome to Parte. 

Ber. My thankesand duty are your Majeſtics. 

Kin. | would 1 had that corporall ſoundnefle now, 
As when thy father, and my {clfe,in friendſhip 
Firſt tride our ſouldierſhip:he did looke farre 
Into the ſervice of the time,and was 
Diſcipled of the braveſt. He laſted long, 
But on us both did haggiſh Age ſteale on, 
And wore us out of act:It much repaires me: 
To talke of your good father ; in his youth 
4 He had the wit,which I can well obſerve 
To day inour yong Lords:but they may jeſt 
Tiil their owne ſcorne returne to them unnoted 
Ere thev can hide their levitie in honour; 
So like a Courtigr, contempt nor bitterneſſe 


L 


Were in his pride,or ſharpnefle;if they were; - ©! ' 1.1, 
His equall had awak'd them, and hishonour «1/171 
Clocke to it ſelfe ,knew the true minute when 1! 1:1 
Exception bid him ſpeake,andAat this time þ iu 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below hin, || 
Heus'd as creatures of another place,. - $271k 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low rankeg;:! 1. 1/| 
Making them proud of his humility; - v15v340] 
In their poore praiſe he humbled: Such a man * 4,4; 
Might be a copie to theſe yonger times; ©) kj 
Which followed well, would demonſtratethemnow 
But goers backward. - as 

Ber. His good remembrance fir 
Lies richer in your thoughts, then on his tombe;! -/ 
So in approofe lives not his Epitaph, ' 1187s 
AS in your royall ſpeech. :1 Svje 

Kg. Would | were with him:he would alwaies 8 | 
(Me thinkes I heare him now )his plaufive words "ll 
He ſcatter'd not in eares,but crafied! them iz 
To grow thereand to beare:Let me not live, ||| 
This his good melancholly oft began 5 
Oa the Cataſtrophe and heele of paſtime 
When ir was outzLet me notlive(quoth hee) -* 
After my flame lackes oyle,to be the ſnuffe 
Of yonger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 
All but new things diſdaine;whoſe judgements ax 
Meere fathers of their garments :whoſe conſtancig 
Expire before their faſhions:this he wiſh'd. 

I ws him,do after him wiſh too: | 
(Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home, ) 
I quickly werediſfolved frem my huve 
To give ſome Labourers roome. 

L.3-E. You'r loved Sir, 

They that leaſt lend it you ſhall lacke you firſt, 
Kiw. 1 fill a place I know't,how long iſt Count 
Since the Phyſitian at your fathers died? ; 

He was nuchfam'd. 

Ber, Some fix moneths ſince my Lord. 

Kin. If he were living, I would try him yet, 
Lend me an arme:the reſt have worne me out 
With feverall applications: NaturE and ſickneſſe 
Debate itat their leiſure. Welcome Count, 

My ſonne's no deerer. 
Ber, Thankc your Majeſty. 


\ ab 
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Floursfh. 
Enter Counteſſe, Steward, and Clowne. 


Cow, I will now heare, what ſay you of thisfi 
woman. - 
Sz. Maddam the care I have had to even yourdl 
tent , I with might be found in the Kalender ofmy 
endevours,for then we wound our Modeſtic , and 
foule the clearnefſe of our deſervings,whenot ark 
we publiſh them. WW. 
Cox. W hat doe's this knave heere?Get you got 
the complaints I have heard of you I do notall vm 
'tis my ſlownefle that I do not : For 1 know you* 
not folly to commit them , and have ability en%" 
make ſuch knaveries yours. | 
Clo, *'Tis nor unknowneto you Madam , 1 amp 
fellow. 
Cow. Well ſir. 
Clo. No maddam, 


'Tis not ſo well that I am poore, though 


FY 


—_ 


— 


eAllsWell, that Ends Well. 
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of the rich are damn'd, but if I have your Ladiſhips good | 


| willtogoc tothe world, /she/[the woman and I will doe as 
, a 's - 0 
* 2h Wilt thou needes be a. begger ? 
Clo. I doe beg your good will inthis caſe. 
Cou, In what caſe? .. 5-64-5166 
Ch, In {sbels caſe. and mine owne : ſervice is nv heri- 
tage, and I thinke 1 ſhal! never have the blefling ef God, 
fill i have, 3Mue a my bodice: forthey ſay bearnes are bleſ- 


» ME OTE 
7, Tell me thy reaſon why thou wilt marne? - 

Cle. My poore body Madam requires it, Lam driven on 

by the ficſh , and he muſt needes goe that ae divell 


drives. | 
Ces. Is this all your worſhips reaſon ? 


Cle, Faich Madam I have other holie reaſons, ſuch as 
are+ ESTER 

ow May the world know them ? ys 2212 

Ch, T have beene Madam a wicked creature, as you and 
al fleſh and blood are, and indeede I doe marrie'rhat I 
may r.pent, E . 

Cov, Thy marriage ſooner then thy wickedneſle. 
. (, Jam out a friends Madam, and Ihope to have 
friends for my wives ſake, FR 
' (*; Such friends are thine enemies knave. 

Clo, Y are ſhallow Madam in great friends, for the 
knaves come to doe that for me which Iama wearie of : 
he that eares my Land, ſpares my teame, and gives mee 
leye to Inne the crop ; 1f I bee his Cuciold, .hee's my 
dudge; he that comforts my wie, is the cheriſher of my 
feſh aid blood ; he that cheriſheth my fleſh and blood , 
loves my ficſh and blood ; he that loves my fleſhand 
blood 15 my friend ; ergo, he that kiſſes my wife 18 my 
fri:nd; it men could bee contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare 1n marriage , for yong Charbos the 
Puritan, and olde Poyſams the Papiſt, how ſomere their 
hartesare ſcucr'd 1n Religion , their heades are both one, 
they may joule bornes together hike any Deare ith Herd. 

Cos. Wilt thou ever bea foule mouth'd and calum- 
nious knane? | 

Ch. A prophet I Madam, and I ſpeake the truth the 


| 


| 


ext way, tor Ithe Ballad will repeate, which men full | 


te ſhall finde, your marriage comes by deſtiny, your 
Uckow ſings by kinde., | 

(*. Get you gone ſir, Hetalke with you more anon. 
Ste, May it picaſe you Madam , that hee bid Heller 
ome to you, of her I am to ſpeake, 

Con; Sirra tell my gentlewoman I would ſpeake with 
Kr; Helen 1 meane. 

(te. Was this faire face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 
Why the Grecians ſacked Troy, 

nd done, done, fond was this King Priams joy, 

th that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, b:s 

Id gaue this ſentence then, among nine bad iF one be 
__ nine bad if one be good, there's yet one 
z09 Inten, 


(*, What, one good intenne? you corrupt the ſong 


Co, One good woman in ten Madam, which is a pu- 
ifying ath'ſong : would God would ſcrue the world ſo 
the yeere, weed finde no fault with the tithe woman 
were the Parſon, one in ten quoth a? and wee might 
"ea good woman borne but ore every blazing ſtarre, 
Catanearthquake, *twould mend the Lotterie well ,” a 
"My draw his heart out ere aplucke one. | 
| 4 Youle be gone fir knave, and doe as I command 


Clo. That man ſhould beat a womans command "and | 


yet no hurt done, though honeſtie be no Puritan, -yer it 
will doe no hurt, it will weare the Surplis of humilitic 
over the blacke-Gowne of a bigge heart : I am-going for- 
{ooth, the buſinefle is for Helen to come hither. 
Exit. 
Cou. Well now. | 
. _ I kaow Madam you love your Gentlewoman in- 
eirely. 

Cox, Faith I doe : her Father bequeath'd her to me,and 
ſhe her ſelfe without other advantage, may lawfullic make 
title co as much loye as ſhe findes, there is more owing 
her then is paid , and more ſhall be paid herthen ſheele 
demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was verie late more neere her then 1 
thinke ſhe witht me, alone the was, anddid communicare 
tO her ſelfe her owne. words to her owue cares, ſhee 


thought, I dare vow for her,they toucht not any {traiger | 


ſence , her matter was, ſheloved your 5onne ;-Forrune 
the ſayd wasno goddefle, that had pur ſuch difference be- 
twixt their two eſtates: Loveno god , that would not 
extend his pght onely, where quaiicies were levell 
Queene of Virgins, that wouid tuffer | her poore 
Knight ſurpris'd without reſcuc inthe tir tt aflauit or ran- 
{omeatterward: This ſhe deliver d mthe moi brrer 


touch of ſorrow that ere I heard Virgin exclaime 2, | 


which I held my dutte ſpeedily to acquaint you withalt, 

ſithence in the loſle that may happen, it concernes you 

ſomething to know it. - 3 kad ©: ; IG 
Cox. You have aiſcharg'd this honeſtlie, keepe it 


to your ſclfe , manic likeithoods \inform'd mee of this | 
before, which hung to tattringin the ballance, that | 


I could never beleeve nor mifdoubt: . pray you leave 


mee, ſtall this in your botome, -and Trhanke you | 
for your honeſt care: I will ſpeake with you turther } 


anons 


Enter Helles. 


IFevef we are natures theſe are ours, this thorne 
Doth to our Role of youthr1ghlie beiong 
Our bloud to us, this to our blood is borne, 
It is the ſhow, and ſeale of natures truch, 
Where loves {trong paſſion is impreſt in youth, 
By our remembrancesof dates forgon, - 
Such were our faults,or then we thought them none, 
Her ele 1s ſickeon't, I obſerve her now - 

Hel. W hat 1s your pleaſure Madam ? 

O/.Cou. You know Heller | am a mother to you. 

Hel. Mine honorable Miſtris. | 

Ol. (ou. Naya mother, why not a mother ? when I 

ſeda mother. _ =) 
Me thought you ſaw a ſerpent, what's in mother 
That you ſtartat ir? I ſay I am your mother, 
And put you inthe Catalogue of thoſe | 
That were enwombed mine, tis often ſeene © - 
Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choiſe breedes 
A natiue ſlip tous from forraine ſcedes : 
You ne're opprelime with a mothers groane, 
YetT expreſſe.tayou a mothers care, 
{Gods mercie maiden) dos it curd thy blood 
To fay Iam thy mother ? what's the marter, 
That this dſtempered meſſenger of wet, 
LE 


— _ mo —_ 


| 


Exu Steward, | 


| ; 
Old, Cox. Even ſoit was with me when I was young: } 


| 
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A [ls Well that Ends Well.- 


TC 


The manie culour'd Iris rounds thine eye ? 
Why, thatyou art my daughter ? 
Hell. That Iam not. 
Old.Cex. 1 ay Iam your Mother, 
Hell. Pardon Madam. 
The Count Rofilioncannot be my brother : 
Iam from humble, he from honoured name : 
No note upon my Parents, his all noble, 
My Maſter, my deere Lord he is, and I 
His ſervant live, and will his vaſlalldie : 
He muſt not be my brother. 

Ol. (or. Nor I your Mother. 

Hel. You are my mother Madam, would you were 
So that my Lord your ſonne were not my brother, 
Indeed my mother, or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for, then I doe for heaven, 

SoI werenot his liſter, cant no other, 

But I your daughter, he muſt be my brother. 
O14. Cox. Yes Hellen,you might be my daughter in law, 

God thicld you meancitnot, daughter and mother 

So ſtrive upon your pulſe ; what pale agen? 

My feare hath catcht your fondnefle ! now 1 fee 

The miſftrie of your lovclinefle, and tinde 

Your falt teares head, now to all ſence 'ts groſle :_ 

You love my ſonne, invention 1s aſham'd 

Againſt the proclamation of thy pafſion 

To ſay thou doſt not : therefore tell me true, 

But tell me then'tis ſo, for looke, thy checekes 

Confeſle it 'tonto th'other, and thine eyes 

See it is ſo groſſely ſhowne inthy behaviors, 

That in their kinde they ſpeake it, onely finne 

And helliſh obſtinacietye thy rongue 

That truth ſhould be ſuſpected, ſpeake, iſt ſo * 

If it be fo, you haue wound a goodly clewe : 

If it be not, forſweare't how ere I charge thee, 

As h:aven ſhall worke in me for mine availe 

To tell me truely. ; 

Hell. Good Madam pardon me. 

Cox. Do you lioue my Sonne ? 

Hell. Your pardon noble Miſtris, 

{ 9#. Loveyou my Sonne ? 

Hell. Doe not you love him Madam ? 

Cox, Goe not about ; my love hath in't a bond 
Whercof the world rakes note : Come, come, diſcloſe : 
The ſtate of your aff<Rion, for your paſſions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hell. Then confefle 
Here on my knee, before high heavensand you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, I loye your 

Sonne : | 

My frinds were poore but honeſt, ſo's my love : 
Be not offended, for it hurtsnot him 
That he is lov'd of me ; I follow him not 
| By any token of preſumptuous ſuite, 
Nor would I have him, till I doe deſerve him, 
Yetnever know how thatdeſert ſhould be : 
I know I love in vaine, ſtrive againſt hope : 
Yet in this captious, and intenible Sive. 
I till poure inthe waters of my love 
And lacke notto looſe Rill ; thus Indsax like 
Religious in mine error, I adore | 
The Sunne that lookes upon his werſhipper, 
But knowes of him no more. My ecereſt Madam, 
Letnot your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where you doe ; but if yaur ſelfe, 
Whoſe aged honor cites a vertuous youth, 


— 
Did ever, inſo true a flame of living, - 

W1ſh chaſtly, and love deerely, that your Dian 

Was both her felfe and love, O then give pitty 

To her whoſe ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe 

But lend and give where ſheis ſure to looſe ; 

That ſeekes not to finde that, ſearch implies, 

Bur riddle like, lives ſweetely where ſhe dies. 

C 0. Had you nor lately an intent, ſpeake truely, - 
To goeto Pars ? 4 

Hell. Madamel had: 

( 0#. Whesefore? tell true. 

Hell,. I. will tell true, by grace it ſelfe I ſweare; . 
You know my Father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effects, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeit experience, had colle&ted | 
For generall ſoveraigntie :and that he will'd me 
In heedefulP ſt reſervation ro beftow them, 
As notes, whole faculties incluſive were, 

More then they were in note : Amongſt the reſt, 
There's a remedie, approv'd, ſet downe, 

To curethe deſperate languiſhings whereof 
The King is render'd loſt. 

Cox, This was your motive for Pars, was i, el 

Hell. My Lord, your ſonne, made me to thinke ofthy 
Elſe Pars, and the medicine, andthe Kin "1k 
Had from the converſation of my changes, 
Happlly beene abſent then. 

C ##. But thinke you Helev, 

If you ſhould tender your ſappoſed aide, 

He would receive it ? He and his phiftions 

Are of a minde; he,that they cannot helpe him: 
They, that they cannot helpe, how ſhall they credit 
A poore unlearned Virgin, when the Schooles 
Embowel'd of their doctrine, have icf off 

The danger to it ſelfe. 

Hell. There's ſomething in't bad 
More then my Fathers skill, which was the great 
Of his profeſſion, that his good reccipr, 

Shall for my legacie be ſancified 

Byth' luckieſt ſtars in heaven, and would your hon 
But give me leave te ſucceſſe, I'deventure + * 
The well loſt life of mine,on his Graces cure, 

by ſuch a day, and houre. 

Cor. Doo'ſt thou beleeve't ? 

Hel. I Madam knowingly. 

Cou. Why Heller thou ſhale have my leaveandbs, 
Meanes and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in Court, Ile lay at home | 
And pray Gods bleſſing into thy attempt ; 

Begon to morrow, and be ſure of this; 
What I can helpe thee to, thou ſhalt not miſſe, 


& 
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eAfns Szecundus. 
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Enter the King with divers young Lords , taking h 
the Florentine warre ; Count Roſſe, « 
; Parrolles. Floriſh Cornets, 
King. Farewell yong Lords, theſe warlikep 
Doe not throw from you, and you my Lords fi 
Sharethe advice betwixt you, if both gaive, all 
The guift doth ſtretch ic ſelfe as *risreceiv'd, _ 
And 1genough for both. 
£o4.5. *Tisour hopefir, 


+« +4 
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Alle Well, that Ends Well, 


After wellentred ſouldicrs,to returne | 
And finde your grace 11 health. 

King. No,noit cannot be; and yet my 
Will not confeſſe he owes the mallady 
Thatdoth my life beſiege : farwell yong Lords, 

Whether 1 live or dic, be you the ſonnes 

Of worthy French men : lt higher Italy 

(Thoſe bated that inherit but the fall 

Ofthe laſt Monarchy) ſee that you come 

Not to wooe honour, but to wed it, when | 
The braveſt queſtion ſhrinkes : finde what you ſecke, 
That fame may cry you loud; Ifay farewell. 

L.6. Health at your bidding ſerue your Maieſty, 

King. Thoſe girles of Italy, take heed of them, 
They tay our French, lacke language to deny 
Ifthey demand : beware of being Captiues 
Before you ſerne. : 

Fo. Our hartes receive your warnings. 

King. Farewell, come hether to me. _ (us. 

1.9.6. Oh my ſweet Lord that you will ſtay behind 
Parr. Tis not his fault the ſparke. 

2.Lo.E. Oh'tis brave warres. 

Parr. Moſt admirable, I have ſcene thoſe warres, 
Refill. lam commanded here, and kept acoyle with, 
00 young, and the next yeerc,and'tistoo carly. 

Parr. And thy minde ſtand too't boy, 

Steale away bravely. g 
Reſſif. I ſhall ſtay here the for-horſe to a ſmocke, 
recking my ſhoves onthe plaine Maſonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no ſword worne 

ut onero dance with : by heauen, [le ſteale away. 

1.-Le.6. There's honour inthe theft. 

Par, Commit it Count. 
2.Lo.E. T amyour acceſſary, and {o farewell. 

Reſ.1 grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd body, 

I-Lo,G. Farewell Captaine. 
2-l0.E. Sweet Monſicr Parelles. 

Par, Noble Heroes; my ſword and yours are kinne, 
ood ſparkes and luſtrous, a word good metrals. You 
ball finde in the Regiment of the Spinij , one Captaine 
purio his Cicatrice, with an Emblcme of warre hecrc on 
sfiniſter cheeke ; it was this very ſword entreuch'd ir; 
yy to him I live, and obſerue his reports for me. 

L9.G. We ſhall noble Captaine. 

= CHarrdoate on you for his novices, what will ye 
oe 
Ref. Stay : the King. 

Far. Vie a more ſpacious ceremonie to the Noble 
ds, you bave reſtrain'd your ſclfe within the Liſt of too 
dan adieu;be more expreſſive to them ; for they weare 
iemſelves inthe cap of the time, there do multer true 
pate; eat, ſpeake, and more under the influence of the 
toltrecely'd ſtarre, and though the divell leade the mea- 
+ luchare tobe followed : after them, and takea more 
ated farewell. 

Roff. And I will doe ſo. 

F.Worthy felllowes,andlike to proove moſt ſinewie 

Pn. Exeunt, 


heart 


Emer Lafew. 
Lord for meand for-my tidings. * 
toſtandup. - (pardon, 


LLuf. Pardon m 
King, Ileſee hs 
£.Lof. Then heres a man fiands that hath brought his 


'ould you had kneel'd my Lord to aske me mercy, 
——"g at my bjdding you could ſo ftand ups 5 
#g- 1 would I had, ſo T had brokethy pate 


I's 


A ſenceleſſe helpe, when helpe paſt ſence we 


And akt thee mercy for't. , 
Laf. Goodfaith a-crofſe,but my good Lord *tis thus, 
Wrl you be cur's of your infirmity? | 


King. No. 

Lf. O will you cate no grapes my royall foxe? 
Yes but you will, my noble grapes,and i | 
My royall foxe could reach them:I have ſeene a medicine 
That's able to breathe life intoa ſtone, 

Quicken a rocke,and make you dance Canary 
With ſprightly fire and motion,whoſe ſimple touch 
Is powerfullto arayſe King Pppen , nay 
Togive great Char/emainea pen in's hand 
And write to ner a love-line. 
Ks. What her is this? . 8p | 

Laf. Why door ſhe:my Lord, there's one arriv'd, 
If you will ſee her:now by my faith and honour, 
It ſeriouſly I may convoy my thoughts 
In chis my light deliverance,I have ſpoke 
With one, that in her ſexe,her yeeres, profeſſion, 
Wiſedome and conſtancy,hath amaz'd me more 
Then I dare blame my weakenefſe:wil you ſee her? 
For that is her demand, and know her buſineſſe ? 
Thar dore, laugh well at me. 

King. Now good Lafew. 
Bring 1n the admiration, that we wich thee 
May 1pend our wonder too, or take off thine | 
By wondring how thou took'it it. 

Lif. Nay, Ile fit you, 
And not be all day neither. | 

King. Thus he his ſpeciall nothing ever prologues. 

Laf. Nay,come your wayes. 

| SO Enter Hellen. 

Xing. This haſte hath wings indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your wayes, 
This is his Majeſtic, fay your minde to him, 
A traitor you dot looke like, but ſuch traitors 
His Majeltic ſeldome feares, Iam Creſſeds Vncle, 
That dare leave two together, fare you well. Exit. 

King. Now faire one, do's your bulines follow us? 

Hel TI my good Lord. 
Gerard ds N_ arbon was my father, 
In what he did profeſle, well found. 
King. Iknew him. 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſestowards him, 
Knowing him 1s cnovgh : on's bed of death, 
Many receits he gave me, chieflie one, 
W nichas the deareſt iſſue of his practice 
And of his old experience,th'onelie darling, 
He bad me ſtore up) as a triple eye, 
Safer then mine owne two : more deare I have ſo, 
And hearing your high Majeſtic is toucht 
With that malignant cauſe, wherein the honour 
Of my dee: e fathers gift, ſtandscheefein power; 
I come totender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humblenefle. 
King. We thanke you maiden, 
But may not be ſo credulous of cure, —_. 
When our moſt learned Doctors leave ns, and 
The congregated Colledge have concluded, 
Thar labouring art cannever ranſome nature 
From her inaydible eſtate : I ſay we muſt not 
So ſtaine our judgement, or corrupt eur hope, 
To proſtitute our paſt-cure malladie 
Toempericks, of ts diflever fo | 
Our great ſelfe and our credit, to eſteeme - _ 
deeme. 
Hel. My 


_ 
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All's Wellthat Ende Well. 


Hell. My dutie then ſhall pay me for 'my paines : 
I will nomore enforce my ozhceon you, 
Humbly intreating from your royall thoughts, 

A modeſt one to beare me backe againe. 

King. 1 cannot givethee lefle to be cal'dgratefull : 
Thou thoughtlt to belpe ane, and ſuch thankes I give, 
As one neer death to thole that with him live + 
But whatat full I know, thou knowlt no part, 

I knowing all my perill, thou no Art. 

Hell. What I can doe, can doe no hurt totry, 

Since you ſet up your reſt *gainlt remedie : 

He that of greateſt workes is finiſher. 

Of: docs them by the weakeſt miniiter ; 

So holy Writ, in babes hath judgement ſhowne, 

W hen Iudges have bia babes ; great flouds have flowne 

From ſimple ſources : and great Seas have dried 

W hen Miracleshave by the great'ſt beene denied. 

Ofc expectation failes, and moſt ofcthere 

Where moſt ir promiſes : and oft it hits, 

W here hope is coldeſt, and deſpaire molt ſhifts. | 
King. I muſt not hearethee,fare thee wellkind maide, 

Thy paines not us'd, mult by thy ſelfe be paid, 

Proffcrsnot tooke, reape thankes for their reward 
Hel. Inſpired Merit fo by breath is bard, 

Tt isnot ſo with him that ali things knowes 

As 'tis with us; that ſquare our guefle by ſhoes ; 

But moſt it is preſumption inus, when . 

The helpe of heaven we count theaR of men. 

Deare ir, to my endeavors give conſent, 

Of heaven, not me, make anexperimente 

I am not an Impoltrue, that proclatme 

My ſelte againſt thelevill of mine aime, | 

But know I thinke, and thinke I know moſt ſure, 

My Art is got pait power, nor you paſt cure, 
King. Art thou fo confident e Within what ſpace 

| Hop'ttthou my cure ? 

Hel. The greateſt grece lending grace, 

Ere twice the horſes of the ſunne ſhall bring 
Their firte torcker his diurnal! ring. 
Eretwice in murke and occidentali dampe 
Moiſt Heſperms hath quench'd her ſleepy Lampe ; 
Or foure and twentie timesthe Pylots glaſle 
Hath told the theeviſh minutes, how they paſſe : 
| What is infirme, from your ſound parts ſhall flie, 
Bealth ſhall live free, and ſickneſle freely dye, 
King. V pon thy certainety and contidence, 
What dar*{t thou venture ? 
Hel, Taxe of impudence, 
A ſtrampets boldncfle, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maidens name 
Seard otherwiſe, no worſe of worſt extended 
With viideſt torture, let my life be ended. | 
Kin. Me thinkes in thee ſome bleſſed ſpirit doth ſpeak 
His powerfull ſound, wherein an organ weake : 
And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
In common ſenſe, ſence ſavesanother way : 
Thy life is deere, for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : 
Youth, beauty, wiſedome, courage, all 
 Thathappineſſe and prime, can happie call : 
' Thou thisto hazard, needs muſt intimate 


Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate: 

' Sweet practiſer, thy Phyſicke I will try, 

That miniſters thine owne death if I Ge, 
Hel. If Ibreake time,or flinch in propertie 

Of what I ſpoke, unpitcied let me die, 


_ : | _C——R 
; Ard well deſeru'd ;not helping, dearh's my fee;+ 1»; 


But if 3 helpe, what doe you promiſe me. Fee bug 
Kim. Make thy demand. v1 v0 
Hel. But will you make it even ? 1637 th 
King I by my Scepter,and my hopes ofhelpe,'/ 1 
Hel. Then ſhalt thou give me with thy kinglyhay 

What huband in thy power I will command : * 41 

Exempred befrom me thearrogance 1 {lh 

To choeſe fronrforththe royall bloud of France. 

My low and humble name to propagate $14 

With any branchor image of thy tare : 

But ſuch a one thy vaſſz]}, whom I know 

Is free for me to aske, thee to beſtow; + 1:1 

Kin, Here 1s my hand, the premiſes obſery'd 

Thy will by my. performance ſhall be ſery*d: 

So make the choice of thine owne time, for I 

Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee ſtill relye : ra 

More ſhould I queſtion thee; and more I muſt, - 1: 

Though more to know, could not be more to truſt: 

From whence thou camt, how tended on, butreſt- 

Vnqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubred bleſt, 

Give me {ome heJpe here hoa, if thou proceed, - 

As high as word, my decd ſhall match thy deed; 

ZE 


4b 


Enter (ounteſſe and Clowne. 


Laay. Come on fir ,. I ſhall now pur youtothehy 
of your breeding. | | | 
Clown. 1 will ſhew my ſelfe highly fed, andlni 
taught, I know my buſir.eſſe is but to the Court, *? 
Lady. To the Court, why what place make youſ 
all, when you put off that with ſuch contempt, h 
the Court ? | | 
Clo, Truly Madam, if God have lent a man'ayy 
ners, hee may eafilie put it off at Courts he that all 
make a legge, put off's cap,kifle his hand,and fay nat 
has neither-legge, hands, lippe, nor cap ; and indeed 
a fellow, to fay preciſely, were not for the Court, buf 
me, I have an an{were willſerve all men. : 
Lady. Marry that's a bountifull anſwere thai 
queſtions, « 
{1o. Itislikea Barbers chaire that fits all burtodts 
the pin buttocke, the quatch-buttocke, the brayl 
tocke, or aty buttocke. | 
Lady. Will your anfwereſerve fitto all queſtion? 
Clo.As fitas ten groates is for the hand of an Attunif 
as your French Crowne for your taffety punks, 8 
ruſh for Towsforctinger,asa pancake for Shroyetue 
Morris for May-day,as the naile to his hole, the 
to his horne, as a ſcolding queane to a wrangling Wl 
asthe Nunslipto the Friers month, nay as the pol 
to his skin. 7, 
Lady, Have you, I ſay,an anſwer of ſuch fitneſſeini 
ueſtions? | 
Clo. Frombelow your Duke, to beneath yourU 
ble, 1t will fitany queſtion. | 
L adj. It muſt bee an anſiyere of moſt monlros 
thar muſt fitall demands. | , 
Clo, But a trifile neither in good faith, if the Kh 
ſhould ſpeake truth of it : heere it is, and all chat #3 


| to't. Aske mee if Iama Courtier, it ſhall doe ® 


harme to learne. | \ "0 

Lady. To bee young againe if we could : 7wilh 
foole in queſtion , hoping to bee the wiſer by 1% 
{wer. boa LEE 


an th. i. _——_ 


>” is eee. 


fills Well, that Endo Well, 
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T pray youſir, 
_ Ford fir theresa 
f rhem- | 
nde's am a poore friend of yours that loyes you. 
{k. O Lord fir, thicke, thicke, ſpare not me. 
'[.4, I thinke fir , you can cate none of this homely 


are you a Courtier? 
fimple patting off: more, more, 


TIC » 


' O Lord fir ;nay put me too'r, I warrant you. 
La. You werelately whipt fir as I thinke, 
, O Lordfir, ſparenot me.” _. FE 
Le. Doe you cry O Lordfir at. your whipping , and 
- not me? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very ſequent ro | 
Four whipping : you would anſwere - very well toa 
chipping 1f you were but bound too't. 
Cl. Tnere had worſe lucke in mylife in my O Lord 
I ſce things may ſerue long, but not ſerve ever. = 
La. I play the noble huſwite with the time, to enter- 
vineit ſo merrily with a foole. - ' + 
. O Lord fir, why there*tſerves wellagen. 
Ls. And end fir to your buſineſſe:give Helen this, 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer backe, 
,nmend mero my kinſmen, arid my ſonne, 
This is not much. ' | 
{h. Not much commendation to them. 
Ls. Not much imployment fer you,you underſtand 


| Ch. Moſt fruitfully, T am there, before my legges. 
Ls, Haſt you agen. E xennt, 


Enter Count, Laſew,ana Paroles. 


01.Lef; They fay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
hiloſophicall perſons, to make moderne and familiar 
ings ſupernaturall and cauſelefſe. Hence isit, that wee 
ke trifles of terrours, en{concing our ſelves into ſee- 
ing knowledge , when we ſhould ſubmut our ſelves to 
nunknowne feare. 

Pa, Why 'tis the rareſt argument of wonder,that hath 
jot out in our latter times. 

Refs And ſo 'tis. 

01. Laf. To be relinquiſh of the Artiſts. 

Par. So I faybothof Galenand Paracelfus. 

0.Fa/. Ofallthe learned and authenticke fellowes. 
Per, Right foI ay. 

O{.Laf. That gave him out incureable, 

Pay, Why there 'tis; ſo ſay Itoo. 

01.Laf. Not to be help 'd. 

Par. Right, as twere 2 man afſur'd of a=—— 

01. Laf. Vncertainelife, and ſure death. 

Par, Iuſt you ſay well: fo would I have ſaid. 

04.Laf. 1 may truely ſay, it isa noveltie tothe world. 
Pe. Itis-indeed if you will have it in ſhewing, you 
lreade it in what do ye call there. 

a Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly cffe in an earthly 

' 


Pe. That'sit, I would have faid, rhe very ſame. 

OL.Lef. Why your Dolphin isnot luſtier: for mee 
ſpeake in reſpe& | 

Par, Nay *tis firange, tis very ſtrange, that is the 
reefe and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious 
Arit,that will not acknowledge it to be the— 
0.Laf. Very hand of heaven. 

Par. I foI lay. : 

O1.Laf. Ina moſt weake —— 

Par. And debile miniſter great power, great tran- 


| 


cence, which ſhould indeed (giveus a further uſeto 


be made, then onely the recou'ry of the king, a$to bee 
OL. Laf. Generaily thankefull. 


Enter King, Hellen, and attendants. 
Par, I would have faidit, you faid well : 
the King, © | 


OL. Laf. Luſtique, as the Dutchman fayes : Ile like a 


heere comes 


' maide the berter while I have atooth in myhead :; why 


he'sable to leade hera Carranto. . 

Par. Mor du vinager, is notthis Helen ? 

Ol. Laſ. Fore God I thinke ſo, | 

King. Goecallbefore me all the Lordsin Court, 
Sit my preſeruer by thy patients ſide, | 
Aud'with this healthfull hand whoſe baniſht ſence 
Thou haſt repeald, a ſecond timereceyue - '* * 
The confirmation of my promis'd guift, 
Which bur attends thy naming. 


| Enter 3 or 4 Lords. | 
Fairs Maide ſena forth thine eye,this youthful parcell 
Of Noble Batchellors, ſtandat my beſtowing, 
Ore whom both Soucraigne powergand fathers yoice 
I haveto vie; thy franke clection make, - : 
Thou haſt power to chooſe, andthey none tgqfarſake. 

Hel. Tocach of you, one faire and vertuous Miſtris; 
Fall when love pleaſe, marryto each butone. |. 70 

O14 Fat.. I de give bay currall,and his farpitare, - 
My mouth nomore were broken then theſe boyes, 
And writ aslittle-beard. {E-Fe77h8 
King. Peruſe them well : IUISH Qt 
Not one of thoſe, but hada Noble father«- 57:1: 4 
She aaareſſerber to 4 Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through: mee; reſtor'd | 
the king to health. ; | 
All. Weunderſtand it, and thanke heavenfor you. * 

Hel. T ama ſimple Maide, and therein wealthieſt 
That I proteſt, I fimply am amaide: - * 1: © 
Pleaſeit your majeſtie, I have done already + 
The blaſhes in my cheekes thus whiſper me, 

We bluſh thatthou ſhouldſt chooſe, but be refuſed; ' 
Let the whitedeath fif on thy cheeke for ever, 
Wee'Ineere come there againe. 

King. Make choiſcand ſce, 
Who thunsthy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now Dian trom thy Altar dol fly, 
And to imperiall Iove, thatGod moſt high 
Do my ſighes{treame:; Sir, will youheare my ſuite ? 

1. Lo. And graunt it. 

Het. Thankesnr,all the reft is mute. 

Ol.Laf. I hadrather be in this choiſe,then throw 
A deauſ-ace for my life. 

Hel. The honour fir that flames 1n your faire eyes, 
Before ſpeake too threatingly replyes : 

Love make your fortunes twentie times aboye 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love, 

2. Lo. No better if you pleaſe. 

Hel. My wiſhreceive, 

Which great love grant, and (ol take my lcave. 

Ol.Laf. Doall they denic her ? Andthey were ſons of 
mine, I'de have them whip'd, or I would fend chem to'ch 
Turke to make Eunuches of. 

Het. Be net afraid that I your hand ſhould take, 
Ile never do you wrong for your owneſake ; 
Bleſſing upen your vowes, andin your bed 
Finde fairer fortune, if you ere wed, $3.9 

Ice , they'le 


none |. 
have |} 


"— — 


Old Laf. Theſe boyes are boyesof 


emma 
COPY —— OJ 
— 
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Al IsW, ell that Ends WW all. 


have her 2 ſure they are. baſtards to the Engliſh, the 
French ve're got em. _ kn | 
La. You are to young, too happie, and too good 
To make your {elfe a {onne out of my blood. 
4. Lora. Faireone, I thinke not fo. | | 
Ol. Lord. There's one grape yet, Tam ſure my father 
drunke wine. But if thou beſt noran afſe, Iam -a youth 
of fourreene ; I have knowne thee already. 
| Hel. Idarecnotfay I take you, butT give 
Me and my ſervice, ever whilttI live 
Into your guiding power : This is thewan. Ly, 
- ing. Why « young Bertram take her ſhee's thy 
1 wite. SS | 
Ber. My wife my Leige ? I ſhall beſeech your highneſle 
1 In ſach a buſines, give meleaye to uſe rf go] 
The helpe of mine owne eyes. or 
| King. Know'lt thou not Berrram what ſhee ha's done 
for me ? | | 
Ber, Yes my good Lord, butnever hope to know why 
I ſhould marrie her. ES 
08 know'ſt ſhee ha's rais'd mee from my ſick- 
ly bed. 
Ber. But followes it my Lord, to bring me downe. 
Muſt anfwer-for your raifing ? 1 know her well : 
' Shee had her breeding at my fathers charge : 
| A poore Phyſitians daughter my wife ? Diſdaine 
.| Rather corrupt me ever. | : 
 King.. TiSoncly title thon diſdainſt in hergthe which 
I can build up : ſtrange 1sit that our bloods ' 
{ Ofcolour, waight, aad hcat; pour'd all together, 
\ Would quite confound diſtinction : yet ſtands off 
In differ:ncesof mightic, If ſhe be 
All that is vertubus(tave what thou diflik't) 
A poore phyſitians daughter, thou diflik'{t 
Of vertue for thename : but doe not fo : 
From loweſt place, whence vertuous thingsproceed, 
{ Theplaceis dignified by th'doers deede. 
Where great addition {well's, and vertue none, 
Itis adropficd honour, Good alone, 
| Is good without a name? Vileneſle is fo ; 
The propertie by what it is, ſhout] go, 
Not by the tirle. She 1s ww) n-2morvg 2al 
In theſe, to Nature ſhe's immediate heire: 
| And theſe breed henour : that is honours ſcorne, 
Which challenges it ſelfe as honours borne, 
And is notlike the fire: Honours beſt thriue, 
When rather from our a&ts we them derive 
Then our fore-goers : the meere word'sa ſlave 
Deboſh'd on every tombe, on every grave : 
A lying Trophee, and as oft is dumbe, 
Whereduſt, and damn'd oblivion isthe Tombe. 
Of honour d bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid? 
If thou canftlike this creature, as a maide, 
I can create the reſt : Vertue, and ſhee 
Is her ownedower : Honour and wealth, from me. 
Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to doo't. 
King, Thon wrong'lt thy ſclfe, it thou ſhould'ſt ſtrive 
tochoole. 
Hel. That you are well reſtor'd my Lord, I'me glad : { 
Let the reſt go. | 
King. My Honor'satthe ſtake, whichto defeate 
I muſt produce my poiwer. Beere, take her hand, 
Proud ſcornefull boy, unworthie this good gift, 
That doſt in vile miſprifion ſhackle up 
My love, and her deſert : that canſt not dreame, 
We poizingus in herdefeQtive ſcale, 


— 


Shall weigh theeto the beame : That wilt not kngyy,.. 
Itis in Vsto plant thine Honour, where |? 
We pleaſe to have it grow. Checkethycontemye, 
Obey Our will, which travailes inthy good: : .,. © * 
Beleeve not thy difdaine, but preſently 
Dothine owne fortanes that obedient right 'F 
Which both thy dutic owes, and our power claimes, 
Or I will throngh thee from my care for ever {> 
Into the ſtaggers and careleiſe lapſe 
Of youth and ignorance:both my revevge and hate 
Looſing upon thee, inthe name of juſtice, 
Without all termes of pitty- Speake, thine anſwer, 
- Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord : for I ſubmit 
My fancie to your eyes, whenT conſider 
W hat great creatien, and what doleefhonour.. 
Flies where you bid it : I finde that ſhewhich lax 
Was 1n my-nobler thoughts, moſt baſe : is now 
The praiſed of the King, whoſoecnnobled, 
Is as*rwere borhe ſo. 
King. Take her bythe band. Fr. 
Aud rell her ſhe is thine t to whom I promiſe - 
A counterpoize ; if nor in thy eſtate, r 
A ballance more repleat. 
Fey. I take her hand. | 
Kin, Good fortune, and the fayour of the King. 
Smile upon the contra&t: whoſe Ceremonie 
Shall ſeeme expedient on the now borne briefe, 
And be perform'dto night : the ſolemne Feaſt. 
Shall more artend uponthe coming ſpace, 
Expetting abſent friends. As thou lov'ſt her, 
Thy love'sro me Religious : clſe, do's erre | 
Parolles and Lafew ftay behind, commen. 
| ting of this wedding. | 
Laf. Doe you heare Monſieur ? A word with 
Par. Your pleaſure far. 
Laf, Your Lord and Maſter did well to makehi 
cantation. 3% 
Par. Recantation? My Lord ? my maſter ? 
Laf, I ;Is it nota Languagel1 ſpeake ? 

Par. Amoſt harſh one, andnot to be underflodl 
wichout bloudie ſucceeding. My Maſter ? | 
Lef. Are you companion to the'count Rofillim? 

Per. Toany Count, to all Counts : to what is, 

Laf. To what is courts man ; Counts maiſterizd| 
other ſtile. | 

Par. You are too. oldfir : Letit fatisfic you, ya 
too old. | | 

Laf. I muſt tell thee firrab, I write Man: towhidi 
tl: age cannot bring thee. 

Pay, Wharl daretoo well do, I dare not do, 

Laf. I didthinke thee for two ordinaries;tobeeap 
tie wiſe fellow,thou didſt make tollerable ventofthyn 
vel,ir might paſſe : yer the {carffesand the banners 
bout thee, did manifoldly diflwade me from bele 
thee a veſſcll of too greataburthen. I have now 
thee, when I loſe thee againe, Icerenot: yet aftt 
good for nothing buttaking up, and that rh' ourti 


worth. - —Y 
priviledge of Antiquitie 


Far, Hadſtthou notthe 
thee, | 
Laf. Doe not plange thy ſelfe toofarre in anger, * 
thou haſten thy triall : whichi#, Lord have mer 
thee fora hen, ſo my good window of Lattice far! 
well, thy caſement I neede not open, for 1 looke tt 
the. Give methy hand. . "0 
Par. My Lord, you give me moſt egregious ny 


yu. 
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Well. 


* I withall my heart; and thou. art worthy of it. 

I have not - y Lord deſerv'dit., 
Laf. Yes good faith , ev'cy dramme of it , and I will 
not bare thee a ſcruple. _ 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wilcr. a 
Lf. Ev'n as ſoone as thou can'ſt, for thou haſt to pull 
ata ſmacke 2th contrarie. Ifever thou bee'ſt, bound in 
thy skarfe and beaten, thou ſhalt finde what it istobe 
proud of thy bondage, I have a deſire to hold my-acquain- 
rance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may ſay 
inthe default, he isa man 1 know. : 

Par. My Lord you dome molt inſupportble vexati- 
Laf. Iwould it were hell paines forthy ſake, and my 
poore doing eternall : for doing am paſt, as1 willby 
thee, in what motion age will giue meleave. . Ex. 
Par. Well, thou haſt a ſonne ſhall take this diſgrace off 

me ; ſcuruy, old, filthy, fcuruy Lord : Well , I muſt 
be patient, there is no fetrering of authoritie. Tlo.beate 
him (by my life) ifI can meete him with any convent 
ence, and he were double and double a Lord. Ile have 
no more pitti of his agethen I would have of ——lle 
beatc him, and if I could but meet him agen» 


Enter Lafew. 


Laf. Sirra, your Lord and Maſter's married, there's 
newes for you: you havea new Miltris, ps . 

Par. 1 moſt unfainedly beſeech your Lordſhippe to 
make ſoine reſervation of your wrongs. He is my good 
Lord, whom I ſerue above is my Maltcr. 

Laf. Who? God. 

Par. | ir. EEE, 5 IE 

Lef. Thedivell it is, that's thy maſter. Why dooeſt 
thou garter uptby armesa this faſhion? Doſt make hoſe 
of thy fleeves ? Do other ſervants ſo? Thou wert beſt ſet 
thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine Honour, 
if I were but two houres yonger, I'de beate thee + mee- 
think'{ thou art a generall offence, and every man ſhould 
beate thee ; I thinke thoa walt created for men to breathe 
themſclves upon thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeſerved meaſure my Lord. 


| kernell out of a Pomgranat, you are a vagabond, and no 
true traveller : you are more ſawcie with Lordsand hon- 
ourable perſonages, then the Commiſſion of your birth 
and vertue gives you Heraldry. Yoti arenot worth ano- 
ther word;elle I'de call you knave. I leave you. Exit. 


Enter Count Roſſilion. 
Por, Good, very good, itis ſothen : good, very good, 


(ct it be conceai'd awhile. | 

Ref. Vndone, and forfeited to cares for ever. 

Par. What's the matter ſweet-heart ? 

Reſcil. Alrhough, before the ſolemne Prieſt 1 have 
lworne, I will not bed her: ; 

Par. What ? what ſweet heart? _ Sq 

Reſ. O my Parrolles, they have married me : 
le tothe Tuſcan warres, and never bed her. 

Par, France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits, 
The tread of a mans foot : tooth warres. 


. Roſe There'sletters frgm my mother: What th'import 
Is, I know not yet. 


P a ». I that would 


be knowne : too'th warres my boy, 
too thwarres : 


py —— 


Laf. Go to fir, you were beaten in /taly for picking a | 


| 


— 


He weares hits honour in a boxe unſeene, 
That hugges his kickſie wickke here at home, 
Spending his manlte marrow in her armes | 
Which ſhould fuſtaineche bound aud high curvert 
Of Marſes fierie ſteed :toother Regions, 
France 1s a ſtable, we that dwell in't Iades, 
Therefore too'th warre. | | yy 

Roſ. It ſhall beſo, le ſend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled ; Write to rhe King”. 
That which I durſt not ſpeake. Aispreſent gift 
Shall furniſh me to thoſe Italian fields _ 
W here noble fellowes ſtrike : Warre isno ſtrife 
To the darke houſe, and the deteRed wife. - 

Par. Will this Caprichio hold in thee, art ſure? 

Roſ. Go with me to my chamber, and advize me. 
Ile ſend her ſtraight away : To morrow; 
Ile tothe warres, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 

Par. Why theſe bals bound, ther's noiſe in it. Tis hard 

A young man married, isa man that's mard; 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely: go, 
The King t's done you wrong: but huſh 'tis ſo, 


5 


Ext. 
Enter Heleva and Clowne. 


Hel. My mother greets mekindly, is ſhe well? 
Clo. She is not well, but yer ſhe has her health, ſhe's 
\ very merrie,butyet ſhe is not well : but thankes be given 
ſhe's very well , and wants nothing 1th worid : but yet 
{ ſheisnor well. 
Hel. Tfſhe be very well, what do's the ayle, that ſhe's 
not very well ? | 


Co. Truly ſhe's very well indeed, but tortwo things, | 


Hel, What tw othings ? 


(7. Onethat ſhe is not in heaven, whither God ſend | 


her quickly : the other, char ſhe's incarth, from whence 
| Godſend her quickly, 


Enter Paroltes. 
| Par. Blefle you my fortunate Ladie. 
| Hel. Thope fir I have your good 
 Owne good fortune. 


will to have mine 


my old Ladie? 
(eo. So that you had her wrinkles and I 
I would ſhe didas you ſay. 
Per, Why I fay nothing. | 1-8 
{!e. Marry youare the wiſer man : for many a-mans 
tongue ſhakes out his maſters undoing : to fay nothing, 
| todo nothing, ro know nothing, and to have nothing, 15 


her money, 


little of nothing. WW | | 
Par. Away, tharta knaue. | | 
C/o. You ſhould have ſayd fir before 
knave,  that's' before me thiart a knaue 3 this: had beene 
Par, Go to, thou arta wittie 
thee. : 
Clo. Did you finde mein 
taught to finde me?. | 3 tif 54g bart 25tin 
(te. The ſearch fir was profitable,and much Foolemay 
you find jn you, even to the worlds pleaſure, and the en- 
creaſe of laughter. : KEE 
Pay. A good knave ifaith, and well fed. 


Madam, my Lord will go away to night, 


Par. You had my prayers to leade them on, and to | 
keepe them on, havethem ſtill, Omy knaue, how do's | 


to be a great part of your title, which is within a very | 
a knave; thearta | 


fools; 1 have found | 


your ſelfe. Gr, or were you | 


| 
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PEA I 
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"All's Well that ends well. 


a 


re re—_—_ 


A verie ſerrious buſineſle call's on him : 
The great prerogative and rite of love, _ 
Which as your due time claimes, be do'sacknowledge, 
But puts it offto a compell'd reſtraint: ; 

Whole want, and whoie delay, is firew'd with ſweets 
Whichthey diſtill now in the curbed time, | 
To-make the comming houre oreflow with joy, 

And pleafure drowne the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elle ? ; 

Par. That you will take your inſtant leave a'th king, 
And make this haſt as your owne good proceeding, 
Strengthned with what Apologie you thinke 
May make it probable n:ede. 

Hel. W hat more commands hee ? 

Par. That having this obtain'd, you preſently 
Attend his further pieafure. 

Hel. In every thing I-waite upon his will. 
Par. I ſhall reporr it ſo. | 
Hell. I pray you comefirrah. 


E xit Par. 
Exit. 


Enter Lafew and Bertram. 
Laf. But I hope your Lordſhippe thinkes not him a 


| ſouldier. 


Ber. Yes my Lord,and of veric valiantapproofe. 

Laf. You have it from his owne dcliverance. 

Ber.” And by other warranted teſtimonie, 

Laf. Then my Diall goes not true, I tooke this Larke 
for abunting- | 

Ber. Ido afſure youmy Lord, he is very great in know- 
ledge, and accordingly valiant. | 

Lof. 1 have then tuin'd againſt his experience, and 
tranſgreſt againſt his valour, and my ſtate that way is dan- 
gerous, fince I cannot find in my hart to repent : Heere 
heromes, i pray you make usfriends, I will purſue the 


anuUtie. 


Enter Paroles. 


Par. Theſe things ſhalll be done fir. 
Laf. Pray you ſir who's his Tailor ? 
' Par. Sir? 

Laf. O Iknow kim well, I fr, he fir's a good worke- 
man, a very good Tailor. 

Ber. Is ſhe gone to the king? 

Par. Shee 1s. 

Fer. Will ſhe' away to night ? 

Par. Asyou'le have her. | | 

Ber. I have writ my kctters, casketted my treaſure, 
Given order for our horſe, and tonight, 
W hen I ſhould take poſſeſfien of the Bride, 
AnderelI do begin. | | 

Laf. A good travailer is ſomething at the latter end of 
a dinner, but on that lies three thirds, and uſes a knowne 
truth to paſſea thouſand nothings with , ſhould be once 
heard,and thrice beaten. God fave your Captaine. 
- Ber. Is there any unkindnefſe betweene my Lordand 
you Monfieur? | 

Par. I'know not how I have deſerved to 


Lordsdiſpleaſure. : 
> You have- made ſhift to run into't, beetes and 
ſparres and all ; like him thar leapes into the Caſtar d, and 


Ber,It may be you have miſtaken him my Lord. | 
Laf. And ſhall doe ſoever, though I tooke- him at's 


' prayers. Fare you well my Lord, and beleeve this of 


| A way, and for our flight. 
run into my | 


| ontof it youllerunne againe , rather then ſuffer queſtion | 
' for your relidence- | 


me, chere can beno kernell inthis light Nut: theſoule 
of this man 1s his cloathes : Truſt him not in matter of | 
heavie conſequence: I have kept of them tame, andknoy | 
their natures. Farewell Monſieur, I have ſpoken better | 
of you, then you have or will 'deſerve at my hand, but we 
muſt do good again(t evill. | 

Par. Anidle Lord, I ſweare. 

Ber. 1 thinke ſo. | | 

Par: Why do you not know him? | 

Ber. Yes, 1do know him well, and common ſpeech 
Gives him a worthy paſſe. Here comes my clog. 


Enter Helena. 

Hel. T have ſiras I was commanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave 
For preſent parting,onely he deſires 
Some private ſpeech with you. 

Ber, 1 ſhall obay his will. 

You muſt muſt not mervaile Helenat my courſe, 
Which holds not colour withthe time, nordoes 
The miniſtration, and required office 
On my particular. Prepar'd I was not 
For ſuch a bufineſle, therefore am I found 
So much unſctled : This drives me to intreate you, 
That preſently you take your way for home, 
And rather muſc then aske why intreateyou, 
For my reſpects are better then they ſeeme, 
And my appointments have inthem aneede 
Greater then ſhewes it ſelfeat the firſt view, 
To you that know them not. Thisto my mother, 
'Twill be twodaies ere 1 ſhall ſee you, 1o 
I leave youto your wiſedome. 
Het. Sir, I can nothing fay, 
Bur that Iam your moſt obedient ſervant. 
Ber. Come, come, no moreof that. 
Hel. And ever ſhall 
With true obſervance ſecke to ecke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely ſtarres have faild 
Toequall my great fortune. 
. Ser. Letthat goe: wy haſte is very great. Farewell: 
Hie home. 
Hel. Pray ſir your Pardon. 
- . Ber. Well, what would youſay ? 
_ Hel. I ainnot worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare ay *tis mine: 20d yet ir is, 
Burt likea timorous theefe, moſt faine would ſteale 
W hat law does vouch mine owne. 

Ber, What would you bave ? | 
Hel. Somettung, and ſcarſeſo much : nothing indeed, 
I would not tell yoa what I would my Lord: Faithyev 
Strangers and foes doe ſunder, and not kiſle. | 

Ber. I pray you ſtay not, bur in haſtto horſe, - 

Hel. 1 ſhall not breake your bidding, good niy Lord; 
Where are my other men? Monſieur: farewell. Exits 

Ber. Go thou toward home, where I will never come, | 
WhiP{ I can ſhake my ſword, or heare the drumme: | 


Far, Bravely, Coagio. 


b ny” 
| Adus T ertins. 

the Duke of Florence, thetwo Frenchanen\| | 
with a trooper of Sonldiers. 


Re  _—__—_ 


| Flowriſh, Enter 


have you leaf ; 


from point to point, now 


Dwuke.So that 
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I CSE All's Well that ends Well. 


1ndamentall reaſons of this/warre, - | 

Wie great deciſion hath much blood let forth 
And morethirſts after. 
1; Lord. Holy ſeemes the quarrell 
Vpon your Graces part : blacke and fearfall 
On the oppoſer- ; | | 
- Dak. Therefore we mervaile much our Coſin France 
Would in ſo juſt a buſineſſe, ſhut his boſome 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. 

French E. Good my Lord, 
The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yeelde, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Counfaile frames, 
By ſclfe unable motion , therefore dare not . 
Say what I thinke of it,ſince I have found 
My ſelfe in my incertaine grounds to faile 
As often as I guelt. 

Ds. Be it his pleaſure. 

Fre. G. But 1 am ſure the yonger of our nature, 
That ſurfet on their caſe,will day by day 
Come heere for Phyſicke. | 

Dy. Welcome ſhall they bee: 


 Andall the honors that can flye from us, 


Shall on them fettle: you know your places well, 
When better fall, for your avalles they fell. 
Tomorrow to the field. 


Enter Conneſſe and C lowne. 
Count. It hath happen'd all,as I would have had it,ſave 
that he comes not along with her. 
(th. By my troth 1 take my young Lord to be a very 
melancholly man- 

Coy. By what obſervance pray you? 

Clo. Why he will looke upon his boote,and ſing:mend 
the Ruffe and fing , aske queſtions and ſing , picke his 
tecth, and fing:I know a man that had this rricke of me- 
lancholy hoid a goodly Mannor for a ſong. 

Lad. Let me 1ce what he writes, and when he meanes 
to come. 

Cl.I haveno mind to 7sbel ſince I was at Court.Our 
old Ling and our 1sbelsa'th Country, are nothing like 
your old Ling & your /:befa'th Court:the brains of my 
Cupid's knock'd out, and I beginnetolove, as an old 


| man loves money, with ao ſtomacke. 


Lad. W hat have we heerc? 

{!o. In that have you there. Exit. 
A Letter. 
I have ſent you a danghter-in= Law, ſhee hath recovered the 
King and vndone me :; 1 have weddea her not bedded her , and 
ſworne to make the not eternall. Ton ſhall beave I am runne 4- 
way , know it before the report come. [fthrre be bredth enough 
in the world, 1 will hold a long diſtance. My duty to you. 
| Torr vnfor tunate ſonne, 
” | dy Bertram. 
This is not wellraſh and vnbrid!ed boy,) 
Toflyethe favours of fo good a King, 
Toplucke his indignation on thy head, 
Bythemiſprifing of a Maide too vertuous 
Forthe contempt of Empire. 
Enter Clowne, 

Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy newes within between 
twoſouldiers,and my yong Lady. 

Ls. What is the matter. 

Clo, Nay there is ſome comfort in the newes, ſome 


comfort,your : ; 
be —_— ur 1onpe wil not be kild ſo ſoone as I thought 


a 


| when thou canſt get the Ring upon my finger, which never ſpall 


La. Why ſhould he be kill'd? | 
(%.So tay I'Madame, if he runneaway ; as Theare he 
docs, the danger is in ſtanding too'r, that's the loſſe of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Heere they 
come wiil tell you more. For my part I onely heare your 
ſonne was run away. 


- 


Enter Hellen avd rwo Gentlemen... 


French E. Save you good Madan. 
Hel. Madam,my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
Fren. G. Do not fay fo. | 
Z4. Thinke upon patience, pray you Gentlemen, 
I have felt ſo many quirkes of joy and greefe, 
Thatthe firit face of neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me vntoo't. Where 1s my ſonne I pray you? 
Fren. G. Madain he's gone to ſervethe Duke of Flo- 
rence, | 
Wemet him thitherward, for thence we came: 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend againe. . | 


; 


Hel. Looke on his Letter Madam, here's my Paſport: | | 


k 


Comte off,and ſhew me a childs begotten of thy body, that [ ans 
father.to, th:n call me husband:bnt inſucha (then) I write 
Never. | 
This isa dreadfull ſentence. 

L4.-Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 

I. G. 1 Madamand for the Contents ſake are ſorry for 
our paines. | 

O14. La. 1 prethee Lady have a better cheere, 
If thou engroffeit, all the greefes are thine, | 
Thou rovit me of a moity;He was my ſonne, 
But Ido waſh his name out of my blood; 


And thou art all my childe. Towards Florence is he? | 


Fren. G. 1 Madam. 
Za. And to be a ſouldiet! 
Fren. G. Such is his noble purpoſe,and belcey*t 
The Duke willlay upon him all the honor 
That good convenience claimes. 
La. Returne you thither? 
Fren, E.I Madam, with the {wifreſt wing of ſpeed. 
Het. Tull T have 0 wife, I have nothing in France, 
"Tis better. | 


La. Finde you that there? ' 
Hel. 1 Madamc. { 
Fren-E. Tis but the bo!dnes oChis hand happily,which | 
his heart was not conſenting too. | 


Lad. Nothing in France, umill he have no wife: 


There's nothing heerethar is too good for him | 


But onely ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord 
That twenty ſuch rude boyes might tend upon, 
And call her hourely Miſtris. Who was with him? 


Fren. E. A (exvant onely , anda Gentleman :; which TI } 
a 


have ſometime knowne. 
La. Faroltes was it not? 
Fren. E. I my good Lady, hee. 
Ia-A very tainted fellow,and full of wickedneſle, 
My ſonne corruptsa well derived nature 
With his inducement. : 
Fren. E. Indeed' good Lady the fellow has a deale of 
that, too much, which hoids him much to have. 
La Y'are welcome Gentlemen, I will intreate you 
when you ſce my ſonne, to tell him that his ſword can 
never Winne the honor that he looſes:more Ile intreate 


| 


{ 


X you | 


24-2 


AllwellthatEnde well, 
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you written to beare along. 

Fren. G: We ſerve you Madam-inthat and all your 
worthicſt affaires. | 

La. Not ſo,but as we change our conrteſics, 
W.ll you draw neere? 

Hel. Till I bave no wife | have nothing in France. 
. Nothing in France untill he has no wife: 

Thou ſhalt have none Roſilon,none in France, 
Then haſt thon all againe:poore Lord, ist1 
That chaſe thee from thy Ceuntrie, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbes-of thine, to the event 

Of the none-ſparing warre? And is it I, 

Thar drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Was't ſhot at with faire eyes,tobe the marke 

Of ſmoakie Muskets? O youleaden meſſengers, 

That ride upon the violent ſpeede of fire, 

Fly with falſeayme,move the ſill-picrcingaire 

] That ſtings with piercing, donot touch my Lord: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 

Who ever charges on his forwatd breſt, 

Iam the Caitiffe that do hold him too't, 

And though 1Kkill him nor, I am the cauſe 

| His death was ſo effe&ted:Better'twere 

I met the ravine Lyon when he roar'd 

With ſharpe conſtraint of hunger:better*twere, 

[Thar ali the miſeries which nature owes | 
Were mine at once. No come thou home Roſſilzon, 
Whencc honor but of danger winnes a ſcarre, 

As oft it looſes all. I will be gone: 

My being heere itis, that holds thee hence, 

Shall I ſtay heere to doo't?No, no, although 

The ayre of Paradiſe did fan the houſe, 

| And Angels offic'd all:T will be gone, 

Fhat pittifull rumour may report my flight 

To conſolats thine care. Come night, end day, 

For with the darke(poore thecfe)Ile ſteaie away. Exit. 


E xt. 


Floariſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roſſillion, 
drum and trumpets,ſoldiers, Parrolles, 


Dwke. The Generall of our horſe thouart,and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and eredence 
Vpon thy premifing fortune. 

Ber. Sir it 1s 
| A charge too heavy for my ſtrength, but 

Wee ſtrive tobeare it for your worthy ſake, 

To thextreme edge of hazard. 

Ds. Then go thon forth, 

And fortune play upon thy proſperous helme 
As thy auſpicious miltris, 

Ber. This very day 

Great Mars I put my ſelfe into thy file, 
Make me butlike my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drumme, hater ,of loye. Extemt ownes 


Enter Counteſſe & Steward, 


La. Alas/and would youtake theletter of her: 
Might you not know ſhe would do,as ſhe has done, 
By ſending mea Letter, Reade it agen, 


Letter, 
I an S. laques Pilgrim thither gone: 
Ambitions love hath ſo in me offended, 
f That bare-foot pled [ the cold ground upon 
c | With ſaimted vow my faults to have amended. 


| 


—_— 


| You may know by their Trumpets. 


' And no Legacicis fo rich 


 Write,write,that from tho bloody courſe of wary, 
| My deereſt WMaiſter your deave ſorme may hie ; 
Bleſſe him at home in peace. Whilſt I from farre, 
His name with zealous fervenr ſantiific: 
His taken labonrs bid him me forgine: 
I his deſpigbtfull Iuno ſent him: forth, 
From Comrtly friends,with Camping foes to live,. © 
Where death and danger dogs the beeles of worth, 
He is roo good and faire for death and me, © 
Whom 1 my ſelfe emhrace,to ſet himfree. 


Ah what ſharpe ſtings are in her mildeſt words? 
Rynarao, you did never lacke advice ſo much, 
Asctting her paſſe ſo:had I ſpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
W hich thus ſhe hath prevented. 
Ste. Pardon me Madam, 
If T had given you this at over-night, 
She might have becne ore-tane:and yet ſhe writes 


| Purſuite would be bur vaine. 


La. What Angell ſhall 

Bleſſe this unworthy husband, he cannot thrive, 

Vnleſſe her prayers,whom heaven delights to heare 

And loves to grant, repreeve him fron: the wrath 

Of greateſt Taſtice. W rite, and write Rynaldo, 

To this unworthy husband of his wife, 

Let every word waigh heavy of her worth, 

That he does waigh teolight:my greateſt greefe, 

Though little-he doe feele it,ſet downe ſharpely , 

Diſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger, 

When haply he ſhall heare that ſhe is gone, 

He will returne, and hope T may that ſhce 

Hearing ſo much, will ſpecd her foote againe, 

Led hither by pure love:which of them both 

Is deereſt to me,I have no skill in ſence 

To make diſtin&tion:providethis Meſſenger: 

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weake, 

Greefe would have teares,and ſorrow bids me ſpeake: 
Exem, 


eA1 T ucket efarre off. 


Enter old Widdew of Florence, her daughter, Viokma | 
and Mariana, with other 
Citizens. 


Widdow. Nay come, 
For if they do approach the Citty, 
We ſhall looſeallthe ſight. 

Dia. They ſay,the French Count has done 
Moft honourable ſervice. 

Wid. It is reported, 
That he has takentheir great'ſt Commander, 
And that with his owne hand he ſlew 
The Dukes brother : we haucloſt our labour, 
They are gonea contrary way: harke, 


Maria. Come lets returne againe, 
And ſuiice ourſelves with the report of it. 
Well Diana,take heed of this French Earle, 
The honor of a Maide is her name, 


As honeſty. 

wid. Thave told my neighbour 
How you have beene ſolicited by aGeantlkeman 
His Companion. ; 


ee 
_— 


—_— —_— 


Sas fo ., -S .m. cc... 


1 


—_— 


eA Is Well that ends Well, 


CC ——_—_ 


Officer he is inthoſe ſuggeſtions tor the young 
Earle, beware of them Dave ; their promiles , entiſc- 
ments , oathes , tokens , andall theſe cngines of lult , are 
not the things they go under : many-a maide hath: beenc 
ſeduced by them , and the miſery is cxatriple , that ſo 
terrible ſhewes in the wracke of maiden-hood , cannot 
for all that difſwade ſucceſſion , but that they are limed 
with the twigges that threatens them, I hope I necde 


a filthy 


Maria. I know that knave , hang him, one Parrolles 


not to adviſe you further , but I hope your owne grace | 


| Corruptthe tender honour ofa Maide: 
Bur ſhe is arm'd for bini, and keepes her guard 
| In honeſteſt defence. 


| Dr@emme and Colon. 


Enter Count Roſſillion, Farrolles,and the whole Army. 


Mar, The goddes forbid elſe. 
"id. So, now they come: 


| 'Tisa hard bondage to 


will keepe you wh 
further danger knowne ,, 
loſt. 
Dia. You ſhall not neede to feareme. 

Enter flellen. : 
id. I hape ſo :looke here comes apilgrim , I know 
the will lye ar my houſe , thither they ſend one another, 
le queſtion her. God ſave you pilgrim, whither are you 
bound? 
Hel. To S. Taques 14 grand. 
Where do:the Palmers lodge, I do beſeech you? 
Wed. At the S. Francis heere beſide the Port. 
Het. Is this the way? A march afarre. 
wid. 1 marry iſt, Harke you, they come this way : 
If you wilttarry holy Pilgrime. 
But till the the troopes come by, | 
I will conduct you where you ſhailbe lodg'd, 
The rather for I thinke1 know your hofteſſe 
Asample as my ſelfe, 
Hl. Is it your ſelfe? $5 
wid. If you ſhall pleaſe ſo Pilgrime. | 
Hel. I thanke you, aud will ſtay upon yourleiſuurc, 
Vid. You camc I thinke from France? 
Hel. I did fo. : 
id. Heere you ſhall ſee a Countriman of yours 
That has done worthy ſervice, 
Fel. His name I pray you? 
Dia. The Count Reſſillion:know you ſucha one? 
Hel. But by the eare that heares moſt nobly of him: 
His face I know not. 
Dia. What fomere his is 
He's bravely taken heere. He ſtole from France 
As tis reported:for the King had married him 
Againſt hisliking. Thinke you it is ſo? 
Het. I ſurely, meere the truth, I know his Lady. 
Di. There isa Gentleman that ſerves the Count, 
Reports but courſely of her. 
Hel. What's his name? 
Da. Monſicur Parrolles. 
Hel. OhI beleeve with him, 
In argument of praiſe , or tothe worth 
Of the great Count himſelfe, ſhe is too meane 
Tolave her name repeated,alt her deſerving 
Isareſerved honeſty, and that 
[ have not heard examin'd, 


ere you are, though there were no 
but the modeſtie which is (o 


j Tocate withus to might,the charge and thanking 


| niteand endlefſe Lyar , an hourely promiſe-breaker , the 


That is eAntoniothe Dukes eldeſt ſonne, 
That £ſca'se. 
Het. Which is the Frenchman? 
Dia. Hee, 
That with the plume, 'tis a moſt gallant fellow, 
I would he lov'd his wife:if he were honeſter | 
He were much goodlier. Istnot a handſome Gentleman # 
Hel. like him well. 
Dea. Tis pitty he 15 not honeſt:yonds that fame knave 
| That leades him to theſe places: were I his Lady, 
I would poiſon that vile Raſcall. 
Hel. Which is he? 
Dia. That Iacke an-a 
lancholly? 
Hel. Perchance he hurt ith battaile. 
Par. Looſe our drum? Well. 
Atar. He's ſhrewdly vext at ſomething. Looke he has 
{pyed us. 
wid. Marry hang you. 
Mar. And your curteſie, for a ring-carrier. Exit. 
Via. The troope is paſt:Come pilgrim,l wil bring} 
You, Where you tha hoſt: Of injoyn'd penitents 
There's fouire or five, to great $./aques bound, 
Already at my houſe. 
Hel. I humbly thanke you: 
Pleaſe it this Matron,and this gentle Maide 


! 


| 


pes with ſcarfes. Why is he me- 


Shall be for me,and to requite you farther, 
I will beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin, 
Worthy the note. 

Both, Weeltake your offer k indiy. 


Exenn, 


Enter Count Roſſillion and the Frenchmen, 
as at firſt. 

Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him tooet't:let him 
have his way. | 

Cap. G. If your Lordſhip finde him not a Hilding, 
hold meno more in your reſpeR, | 
Cap. E, Onmy life my Lord a bubble. 
Ber. Do you thinke I am fo farre 
Deceived in him? 
Cap. E, Beleeve it my Lord , inmine owne dixe& 
knowledge , without any malice , but to ſpeake of him 
as my kinſman , hee's a moſt notable Coward, an infi- 


Dia, Alas poore you & 


econ the wite 
Ofa deteſting Lord, 


1a. I right good creature, whereſoere ſhe is, 


Mer hart waighes ſadly : this yeng maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turne if ſhe pleas'd. . 


Hel. How do you meane? 

May be,the amorous Count ſolicites her 
Intheunlawfull purpoſe. 

Wia. He does ihdeege, 


owner of no one good qualify , worthy your Lordſhips 
cntertainement. : 

Cap. G.It were fit you knew him, leaſt repeſing too 
farre in his vertue which he hath not , he might at ſome 
great andtruſtie buſineſſe , in a maine daunger , fayle 
you. RE ON 

Ber. I would I knew in what particnlar ation to try | 
him. 
Cap. G .None better then to let him fetch off his | 
drumme, which you heare him fo confidentlyundertake to 
do. 


And brokes with all that can in ſuch a ſuite 


Sea. 


G. E. I with a troop of Florentines will ſodainly ſor- [ 
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(1 
prizehim ; ſuch I will have whom I am ſure he knowes 
not from the enemie : wee will binde and hoodwinke 
| himſo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he1s car - 
ried into the Leager of the adverſaries , when we bring 
him to our owne tents : bee but your Lordſhip preſent 
at his examination , 1f he do not for the promile of his 
life, and inthe higheſt compulſion of baſe feare, offer to 
betray you , and deliver all the intelligence it his power 
againſt you, and that with the divine forfeite of his ſoule 
upan oath , never truit my judgement in any thing. _ 
Cap.G. O for the love of laughter , let him fetch his 
drumme , he ſayes he has a firatagem for't : when your 
Lordſhip ſees the bottome of this {ucceſle in't , and to 
what mettle this counterfeyt lump of ours will be mel- 
ted,if you give him not Tohn drummes entertainement, 
your inclining cannot be removed. Heere he comes. 


Enter Paroles. 


(4p. E. O for the love of laughter hinder not the ho- 
nor of his deſigne, let him fetch off his drumme 1n ary 
hand. 

Ber. How now Monſiear ? This drumme ſticks {ore- 
ly in yout diſpoſition. 

Cap. G. A pox on't, let it go, *tis but a drumme. 

Par, But adrumine ! I!t but a drumme ? A;drum fo 
loſt. There was excellent command, to charge in with 
| our horſe upon our owne wings, and torend our owne 
ſouldiers. | 


undertake this bufinefſe, which he knowes isnotto bee 
done , damnes himſclfe to do, & dares better be damng, 
then to doo't. ig 

Cap. G. You do not know him my Lordas wee doe, 
certaine it isthat he will ſteale himſclfe into a mans fa 
vour, and for a weeke eſcape a great dcale of diſcove. 


ter, | / 
| Ber. Why do you thinke hee will make nodeedear 
all of this that fo ſeriouſly hee dooes addrefle himfelfe 
untoe | | 
Cap. E. None in the world, but returne with an in- 
vention , and clap upon you two or three probable lies; 
but wee havealmoſtimboſt him, you ſhall ſee hisfallto 
_ ; for indeede hee is not for your Lordſhippes re: 
CCT, | 7 Las : 
Cap. G.. Weele make you ſome ſport with the Foxe 
ere wee caſe him. He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old Lord: 
Lafew; when his diſguiſe and heis parted, tell me what 
a {; pou you ſhall inde him , which you ſhall (ce this very 
night. - 

Cap. 7:. I muſt golooke my twigges, 

He ſhall be —_—_ | log oy ; 

Ber. Your brother he ſhall goalong with me. | 
(ap. G, As't pleaſe your Lordſhip, Le leave you. . 
Ber. Now will I leade you to the houſe,and ſhewyau 
The Laſle I ſpoke of. 

Cap. E. But you ſay ſh's honeſt, _, 

Ber. That's all the fault : I ſpoke with hir but once, | 


Y .» 


of the ſervice : it was a diſaſter of warre that (ſar him 
ſclfe could not have prevented, if he had beene there to 
command. ES 
Ber. Well, wee cannot greatly condemne our ſucceſſe: 
ſome diſhonor wee had jn the loſſe of that drum but it is 
not to be recovered. 
Par. It might have beene recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 


vice is fildome attributed tothe true and exadt perfor- 
mer, I would havethat dramme or another , or hic ja- 
cet. 
Ber. Why if you have « ſtomacke:too't Monſicur : if 
youthinke your myſterie in ſtratagem , can bring this 
inſtrument of honour againc into his nativequarter , bee 
magnanimous in the enterprize and goon, 1 will grace 
the attempt fora worthy exploit : if you ſpecde well in 
it, the Duke ſhall both ſpeake of it, and extend to you 
what farther becomes his greatneſle, even to the vtmoſt 
ſyllable of your worthin«fle. 

Par. By the handot a fouldier I will undertake it. 

Ber. but you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Par. Ile about it this evening, and I will preſently pen 
downe my dilemma's, encourage my ſelfe in my certain- 
ty,put my ſelfc into my mortall preparation:and by mid- 
night looke to heare further from me. 

Ber. May I bee bold to acquaint his grace you are gone 
about it. 

Par. I know not what the ſucceſſe will be my Lord, 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know tart valiant, 

And tothe poſſibility of thy ſouldierſhip, 
Will ſubſcribe for thee : Farewell, 

P ar. I love not many words. * Exit. 

| Cap. E. No more then a fiſh loves water. Is not this 


(«p- G. That was not to be blam'd inthe command | 


Pax. It is to be recovered, but that the merit of ſer- | 


And found her wondrous cold, but Iſentto her 
By this ſame Coxcombe that we have i'th winde 
Tokens and Letters, which ſhe did reſend, 
And this is all I have done:She's a fairecreature, 
\Will yougo {ee her? 

Cap. E. With all my heart my Lord, 


Enter Heller, awd Widdow. 


E xexnt. 
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Hel. Tf you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhee, 
I know not how I ſhall aflure you further, 
But I ſhall looſe the grounds I workeupon.  - 
Wid.Though my cltate be falne,I was well borne, 
Nothing acquainted withtheſe buſineſles, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining a. 
Hel. Mor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt give metruſt , the Count he his my husband, 
And what to your ſworne counſaileT have ſpoken, 
Is{o from word to werd:and then you cannot 
By the good ayde that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Erre in beſtowing it. 
 Wia.T ſhould beleeve yon, 
For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Y*aregreat in fortune. | 
Hel. Take this purſe of Gold, 
And let me buy your friendly helpe thus farre, 
W hich I will over-pay,and pay againe 
When I have found it: The Count he wooes your 
daughter, | 
Layesdowne his wanton fiedge beforcher beauty, 
| Reſolvesto carry her:let her in fine conſent 


ries, but when you. finde him out , you have him ever af | ' 


"—_- 


As wee'l dire her how 'tis beſt to beare it: 
Now his important blood will naught deny, 

T hat ſhee'ldemand:a ring the County weares, 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 
Fro:n ſonneto ſonne, ſome foure or five deſcents, 


a ſtrange tellow my Lord , that ſo confidently ſeemes to 


SC 
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- 


Alle Well thatende Well. 


Since the firlt father wote it. This Ring he holds 
] Tn moſt rich choice: yetin his idie fire, 
To buy his will,it would not ſeemetoo decre, 
How ererepentcd after. 
id. Now 1 ſee the botrome of your purpoſe, 
Hel. You ſee it lawfull then, it 1s no more, 
But that your daughterere ſhe ſecmes as wonne, 
Deſires this Ring ; appolats him an encounter, 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Her ſelfe moſt chaſtly abſent:after this 
Tomarry her, Ileaddethree thouſand Crownes 
To what ispaſt already. 
#id.T have yeelded: 
Inftrutmy daughter how ſhe ſhall perſever, 
Thattime and place with this deceit ſo lawfull 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With Muſickes of all ſorts,and ſongs compos'd 
To her ynworthinefſe:It nothing ſteeds us 
Tochide him from our ceves,for he perſiſts 
As if his life lay on't. 
Hel. Why then to night _ 
Let us aſſay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in alawfull deede; 
And lawfull meaning inalawfullat, 
Where both nor ſinne,and yet a ſinfull fat. 


But let's about it+ 


Afus Quartus. 


Enter one of the Frenchemen, with five or fix other 


ſonldier rin ambuſh. 


1- Lord E.-He can come no other way but by this hedge 
corner when you ſaily upon him, ſpeake what terrible 
Language you will: though you underſtand it not-your 
ſeives , no matter : for we muſt not ſeeme to underitand 
him, unleſſe ſome oneamong us,whom we muſt produce 
for an Interpreter. 

x. Sol. Good Captaive,let me be th'Interpreter. 

Lor, E. Art not acquainted with him ? knowes he not 
thy voice? ; 

I- Sel. No ſir.I warrant you. 

Lo. &. But what linfie wolſy haſt thou to ſpeake to us 
againe? F 

1.Sol. E'n ſuch as you ſpeake to mes 

Lo. EF. He muſt thinke us ſome band of ſtrangers,i th 
1 adverſaries entertainement. Now he hath aſmacke of all 
| neighbouring Languages :.therefore we muſt every one 
be aman of his owne fancy,not to know what we ſpeake 
| one toanother:ſo we ſeeme to knaw,is to know ſtraight 
our purpole : Choughs language, gabble cnough, and 
good enough. As for you interpreter , you mult ſeeme 
very politicke.Bur couch hoaghecre he comes,to beguile 
two houres inaſlcepe , and thento returne & ſweare the 
lies he forges» 


Enter Parroles. 


Per. Tenaclocke ; Within theſe three houres *twill 
betime enough to goc home. What ſhall I ſay T have 
done?Ir muſt bee a very plauſive invention that carries 
it. They. beginne to ſmoake mee , and diſgraces have of 
late, knock'd too often at my doore:I finde mytonguec 


| 


Something to fave thy life, 


before ir, and of his creatures, not daring the reports of | 
my t@ngue. ' 4 . 
Le. E. This is the firſt truth that ere thine own tongue 
was guilty of. | | 
Par. What the divell ſhould move mee to undertake 
the recovery ofthis drumme , being not ignorant ot the | 
impoſſibility , and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe 21 | 
muſt give my ſelfe ſome hurts, and ſay I got them in £x- | 
ploit : yet ſlight ences will not carry it. They will lay, 
came you off with ſo little ? And great ones i date not | 
Slve, whercfore what's.the inſtance. Tongue, I muſt pur | 
you into a Butter»-womans mouth , and buy my ſelfe an0- 
_ of Bajazeths Mule, if you prattle mee into theſe pe- 
TUSs ? 
Lo. E. Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is,and be 
that he is. | 
Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve 
the turne,or the breaking ofiny Spanith ſword. 
Le. E. We cannot affoord you ſo. 
Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to ſay it was in | 
ſtratagem. | 
Lo. E.*'Twould not do. 
Pay, Or to drowne my cloathes,and ſay I was ſtript. 
Zo. E. Hardly ſerve. | 
_ Par, Though IſworeT leapt from the window of the | 
Citadell, | 
Zo. E. How deepec? | 
Par. Thirty fadome. 
Zo. E. Three great oathes would ſcarſe make that 
beleeved. 
P4.I would T hadany dramme of the enemies,I would 
ſweareI recover'd it. | Fo 
Zo. E. You ſhall heare one anon. ; 
Par. Adrumme now of the enemies. | 


efSlarum within. | 
Lo. FE. T hroca movouſus, cargo,cargo,carge. 4 
e1i. Cargo,carye, vilianda par corbo,cargo. 
Par. O rantome,ranſome, 
Do not hide mine <yes. 
Iner, B askss thromulds beckes. 
Par. I know you are the Hikes Regiment, 
And I ſhall looſe my life for want of language. 
If there be heere German or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Italian,or French,lerhim ſpeaketo me, 

Ile diſcover that, which ſhall undo the Florentine. | 
Int. Bockes vawvado, I underſtand thee, and can ſpeake | 
thy rongue : Kere/bonre (ir , betake thee to thy faith, for 
ſeventeene ponyards are atthy boſome. 

Par. Oh, | 
Int. Oh pray,pray,pray, | 
Moncharevania dutebe, 
Lo. E. Oſceorbedutchor volivorcs. 
Im. The Generall is. content to ſparethee yer, | 
And hoedwinktas thou art, will leade thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou mayſt informe 


Par. Olet me live, 
And all the ſecrts of our campe Ile ſhew, 
Their force, their purpoſes: Nay, Ile ſpeake that, 
Which you wilt wonder at. 

Ins. But wilt thou faithfully? 

Par, If I do net, damne me, 

Int. Acordo linte bers ; 
Came on,thou aregranted ſpace. Exit. |© 

Ka X 3 ' LoE 


is robfoole-hardy , but my heart hath the feare of Mars 


of ——— 
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""<AlliWellthat ends Well. 


L. E. Gotell the Count Reſſilbonand my brother, 
We havecaught the woodcocke, and will keepe him 
Till we do heare fron them. (aufled 

Sol. Captainc I will. 

Z. E. A will betray us all unto our ſelves, 
Inferme on that. | 

Foe. SOT will fir. 

Z. E. Till then lle keepe him darke andfafely lockt. 

| Exit, 
Enter Bertraw,aund the Maid called 
Diana. 

Ber They told me that your name was Fomybel. 

Dia. No my good Lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titled Goddeſle, | 
And worth it with addition : but faire ſoule, 

In your fine frame hath love no quality? 
If the quicke fire of youth light not your minde, 
Youare no Maiden but a monument: 
When you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As wa are now:for yeu are coldand ſterne, 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was 
When your ſweet ſelfe was got. 

Dis. She then was honeſt. 

Zer.So ſhould you be. . 

Dia. No: 
My mother did but duty, ſnch(wy Lord) 
As you owe to your wite. 

Ber, No more a'that: 
I prethce do not ſtrive againſt my yowes: 
I was compell'd to her, but I loye thee | 
By loves owne ſweet conftraint,and will forever 
Do thee all rights of ſeruice. 

Dia. I ſo you ſerve us 
Till weſerve you:But when you have onr Roſes, 

You barely leave our thornes to pricke our ſelves, 
And mocke us with our barencſle. 

Ber. How have I ſworne. 

Dia. Tis notthe many oathes that make the truth, 
Bur the plaine fingle vow,that is vow'd true: | 
What is not holy,that we ſwearc not by, 

But take the high'ſt to witneſſe : then pray you tell me, 
IfI ſhould ſweare by loves great attribute, 
Iloy'd you deerely, would you beleeve my oathes, 
When I did love you ili? This ha's no holding 
Toſweareby him whom I proteſt to love 
That I will worke againſt him. Therefore your eathes 
Are words and poore conditions, but unſcal'd 
Atlcaſt in my opinion. | 

Ber. Change it, changeit: 
Be not ſo holy cruell : Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne*'re knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with:Stand no more off, 
But givethy ſclfc unto my ſicke deſires, 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine,andever 
My love as it beginnes, ſhall ſo perſever. 

Ds4, I ſcethat men make rope's in ſuch a ſcarre, 
That weell forſake our ſelves. Give me that King. 

Ber. Ile lend it thee my deere, but haveno power 
To give it from me. 

D54. Will you not my Lord? 

Ber. It is an honour longing to our houſe, 
Bagger downe from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquy ith world, 

In me to looſe. 
. - Die. Mine Honors ſuch a Ring, 
My chaſtities the Iewell of our houlc, 


| 


| 


| My houſe, mine honor, 


—_ 


—___ 


him ſec his company anathomiz'd, thar hee mig take 


Bequeathed downe from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquie i' th world, 
In meetolooſe. Thus your owne proper wiſedome 
Brings in the Champion honor on my part, 
Againſt your vaine afſault. 
Ber. heere, take my Ring, 
yea my life be thine, 
And liebe bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, knocke at my chamber 
window: 
Ile order take, my mother ſhall not heare. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remaine there but an houre, nor ſpeake to me: 
My reaſons are molt ſtrong, and you ſhailknow them, 
When backe againe chis Ring ſhall be deliver'd: 
And on your finger inthe night, le put 
Another Ring, that what inrime proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paſt deeds. 
Adieu till then,then faile not : you have wonne 
A wifc of me, though there my hope be done« 
Fe, A heaven onearth I have won by wooing thee.Fx, 
Ds. For which\,live long to thanke both heaven & me, 
You may 1o in the end. 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſhefatein's heart. She ſayes.all men 
Have the like oathes:He had ſworne to marry me 
When his wife's dead : therefore Ile lye with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braide, 
Marry that will,1 live and dic a Maid: 


| Onely in this diſguiſe, I think't no finne, 


To coſen him that would unjultly winne. Exit, 
Emer the two French Captaines, and ſome two or thre 
| ; Sonuldiogrs. 
Cap. G. You have not given him his mothers letter. 
Cap. E.I have deliv'red it an honre fince,there 1s ſom 


| thing in't that ſtings his nature : for on the reading it, 
| he chang'd almoſt into anether man. 


Cap. G. He has much worthy blame lid upon him, 
for ſhaking eff ſo good a wife, and ſo ſweet a Lady. 

Cap. E. Eſpecially, hee hath incurred the everlaſting 
diſpleaſure of the King , who had even tun'd his bounty 
to ſing happineſſe to him. Iwili tell youa thing , but you 
ſhaltet it dwell darkly with you. | 

| Cap. G. Whenyou have ſpoken it'tis dead, andlan 
thegrave of it _ CEE. 
Cap. E. Hee hath peruertcds young Gentlewomnn | 
heere in Florence, of a moſt chaſte renown, and this night 
he fleſhes his will in the ſpoyl& ofher honour : hee hath 
given her his monumentall Ring , and thinkes himſalte 
made in the finchaſte compoſition. 

Cap. G. Now Goddelay our rebellion as weareaur 
ſelves, what things are we. 

Cap. E. Meerely our owne traitours. Andasinthe 
common courſe of alt treaſons , we ſtill ſee them reveal 
themſelves, till they attaine to their abhorc'd ends: ſo he 
that in this ation contrives againſt his owne Nobility 1 
hisproper ſtreame, ore-flowes himſclfe, 

Cap. La ls it not meant damnable in ns,to be Truth 
peters of ourunlaw full intents ? We ſhall not then have 
his company to night? _ EL 

Cap, E.Not till after midnight: for hee isdieted rohus 
houre. af 

Cap. G. That approaches apace : I would gladly have 


| 


__—_—_— 
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If they were not cheriſh'd by our vertues- 


» 
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a meaſurc of his owne judgenients , wherein ſo curiouſly 
he had ſet this counterfeit. DEER F2'O 
Cas. E: We wil not meddle with himtill he come; 
for his preſence mult be the _ of the other. 
{. G. In the mean time , what heare youof thoſe 
Warres? . | ; | 
Cap. E. I heare there is an overture of peace, 
(ap. G. Nay, I afſure you a peace concluded. _ 
Cap. E. What will Count Roſſillion do then? Will hee 
travaile higher,or returne againe into France? 
Cap. G. 1 perccive by this demand,you are not altoge- 
ther of his councell. | 
Cap. E. Letit be forbid fir,ſo ſhould I be a great deale 
of his at. | 
#. G. Sir , his wife ſome two months ſince fledde 
from his houſe , her pretenee isa pilgrimage to Saint /4- 
wes le grand; which holy undertaking, with moſt au- 
erefantimony ſhe accompliiht: and there refiding,the 
tenderneſſe of her Nature, became as a prey to her greefe: 
in fine ; made a groane of her laſt breath,& now ſhe ings 
in heaven. 
Cap. £. How isthis juſtified? | 
(ap. G. The ſtronger part of it by her owne Letters, 
which makes her ſtory true, even to the poynt of her 
death : her death is ſelfe , which could not be her office 
to ſay, is come : was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector 
of the place. ER | 
Cap. E. Hath the Count all this intelligence? 
Cap.G. I,and theparticular confirmations,poliiit from 
point, to the full arming of the verity. 
(ap. Z. 1am heartily ſorry that hee'l bee gladde of 


this. 
(#p- 6. How mightily ſometimes, we makeus com- 


forts of our loſſes. 

Cap. E. And how mightily ſome other times, wee 
drowne our gaine in teares , the great dignity that his 
yalour hath here acquir'd for him , ſhall at home been- 
countred with a ſhame as ample. 

Cap. G. The webbe of our life,is of a mingled yarne, 
good ahd ill rogether : our rertues would bee proud, if 
our faults whipt them not,and our crimes wouid deſpaire 


' d 


Enter 8 Meſſenger. 
How now ? Where's your maifter? 
Ser. He met the Duke 1 the ſtreet 
hath taken a ſolemneleave:his Lordſhippe will next mor- 
ning for France. The Duke hath offered him Letters of 

commendations to the King. 
| ' Cap. E. They ſhall bee no more then needfull there , if 
they were more then they can commend. 

Emter ( ount Roſſilion. 

Bet. They cannotbe too ſweete for the Kings tart- 
| nefle, heere's his Lordſhip now. How now my Lord, i'ſt 
not after midnight? 

Ber. I have to night difpatch'd ſixteene buſineſſes , a 
moneths lenghta peece, by an abſtrat of ſucceſle : I have 
congied with the Duke, done my adicu with his neereſt; 
buried a wife , morn'd fot her , writ to my Lady mother, 
I am returning,cntertain'd my Convoy , and betweene 
theſe maine rr of diſpatch , affeted many nicer 
needs : the laſt was the greateſt , butthat I have not cn- 


ded yet. "7 
Cap, E. If the buſinefle bee of any dificulty ,and this 


motning your departure hence , it requires halt of your 


fir, of whom hee | 


Lordſhip. | | 


Zer. I meane thebuſinefle is not ended, as fearing eo 


weene the Foole and the Soldiour. Come, bring forth 


meaning Propheſier. _ | 

Cap. E. Bring him forth, ha's fate th Rockesall night 
poore gallant knave. 
- Ber. No matter , hishecles haye deſery'd it, inufur- 
Ping his ſpurres ſo long. How does he carry himlelfc? | 

Cap. E. I have told your Lordſhip already: The ſtocks 
carrie him. But to anſwer you as you would be 11G! 
ſtood, he weepes like a wenchthar had ſhed her inili c, 
he hath conteſt himſelfe ro Morgan,whom hee ſuppoles 
to bea Friar , from the time of his remembrancetothis 
very infant difalter of Fisetting i'th ſtockes : and what 
thinke you he hath confeſt? 

Ber. Nothing of me, ha's a? ' 

Cap. E.His conf..on is taken , and it ſhall be read to 
his face, if your Lordthip bein't, as I beleeve you are,you 
muſt have the patience to heare it. 


: Enter P arrolles with bis Interpreter. | 
Ber. A plague upon him , mutfcld ; he can ſay nothing 
of me : huſh, 
Cap. G. Hoodmian comes: Portotartareſſa. 
Int. He calles for the tortures, what will you ſay with- 
out em. 


If ye pinch me like a Paſty, I can ſay no more. 
Int. Bosho Chimmrcho. 
Cap. Boblibmado chicurmmrco. a EY | 
Int. You are a mercifull Generall : Our Generall bids 
you anſwerto what ſhall aske you out ofa Note. 
Par. And truly, asI hopeto live. 
Int. Firſt demand of him , how many 
is ſtrong. W hat ſay you to that? To 
Par. Eiveor fixe thouſand , but very weake and unſer- 
viceable : the troopesareall ſcattered , and the Comman- 
ders very poore rogues, upon my reputation and credic, 
and as T hopeto live. 

Tat. Shali I ſet downe your anſwer ſo? | 
Far. Do, le take the Sacranzent en't, how and which 
Way you will : all's one to bim- De 
Ber, W hat a paſt-ſaving flave is this? | | 
Cap. G. Yeare deceiy'd my Lord;this ts Monſieur Par- 
ro!les the gallant milicariſt, that was his.owne phraſe,that 
had the whole theorick of warrein the knot ot his ſcarfe 
and the praiſe in the chape of his dagger. | 
Cap. E: I will never truſt a man againe, for keeping his 
fword cleane , nor beleeve hee can have every thing in 
him, by wearing his apparell neatly. 
Int. Well, that's {er downes + oe 
Par. Five or ſix thouſand horſe I ſed, I will fay true, 
orthereabours ſer downe, for Ile ſpeake truth. ,, _ | 
Cap.G. He's very neere the truth inthis. a. 
Ber. But 1 con him nochankes for't in the nature hee 
deliversit, | wo 
Par. Poore rogues, I pray you fay« 

In. Well,that's ſer downe. | | 

Par. I humbly thanke you fir ,a truth'sa truth, the | 
Rogues are marvailous Es 
Int. Denaund of him af:what 
Whatſay yeu tothard + | 


Par. By my troth fir , ifI were to live this preſent | 


=_—* 
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* 


ſreogrhthey area foot; 


heare of it hereafter : but ſhall we have this dialogue bet | 


this counterfet modulz,hasdecciv'd mee, like a double- 


Par. I will confeſle what I know without conſtraint, | 


horſe the Duke | 
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houre, I will telltrues Let me ſee , Sperio.a hundred and | 
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<All Well that nd Well. 


d 


fifty , SebaRian ſo many , (orambas ſo many , Iaques fo 
many : Gzi/tian,Coſmo,Lodowicke , and Graty , two hun- 
dred fifty each : Mine owne Company. , Chiropher , Vau- 
word, Bentij, two hundred fifty cach : ſo that the muſter 
file, rotten and ſound , upon my life amounts notro fif- 
teene thouſand pole , halfe of the which , dare not ſhake 


{clves to pecces. | 

Ber. W hat ſhall be done to him? 

Cap. G. Nothing , but let him have thankes. Demand 
of him my conditions:and what credite I have with the 
Duke, 

Int, Well that' ſet downe : you ſhall demaund of him, 
whether one Captaine Dwmaine beit'h Campe, a French- 
man : whart his reputation is with the Duke , what his 
valout , honeſty, and expertneſle in warres : or whether 
hethinkes it were not poilible with-wellwaighing ſum- 
mes of go!d to corrupt him to a revolt. W hat fay you to 
this? W hat do you know of it? 

Par. I beſeech you let me anſwer to the particular of 
theintergatories. Demand them ſingly. - 

Int. Do you know this Captaine Dumarre? 

Par. I know him ,a wasa Botchers Prentize in Pars, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Shrieves fool 
with childe, a dumbe innocent that could not fay him 
nay. 
Tibos Nay, by your leave hold your hands, though I 
know his braines are forfeite to the next tile that fals. 

Inter. Well, is this Captaine in the Duke of Florences 
campe? 

Far. V pon my knowledge he is, and lowſie-  * 


your Lord anon. 

Int. What is his reputation with the Duke? 

Par. The Duke knowes him for no other, but a poore 
Officer of mine , and writ to me this other day, toturne 
him out a'th band. I thinke I have his Letter in my poc- 
ket. | | 

Int. Marry we'll ſearch. "of 

Par.In good fadneſle I do not know,either it1s there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my 
Tent. | 

Int. Heere*tis,heere's a paper , ſhall I reade it to you? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well. 

Cap. G. Excellently. 

Im. Dian,the Connts a foole aud fall of gold. 

Par: That is not the Dukes letter fir : that is an ad- 
yertiſement to a proper maide in Florence, one Dsana,to 
take heede of theallurement of one Count Roſſilion,a foo- 
| lifh idle boy : but for all that very ruttiſh. I pray you ſir 
put it up againe. -.. | 

Int. Nay,lle reade it firſt by your fayour. 


Pay: My meaning in't I proteſt was very honeſt in the 
behalfe of the maid :Ffor I kneiy the young Count to bea 
dangerous amd laſcivious boy , who is a whale to Virgi- 
gity, and devours ap all the fry it finds. 
Ber. Damnable both-fides rogue. 


Int. w—_— he fweares vathes , bid him drop gold, and 
- IaPL ta 08:2. | ; ! s 
| Afier be (cores be never payes theſcore: SEE 
Halfewonie witch will made matchand wellmake it, ' 
es 4fter-debts take it before, '. © 
Hin] Ger( Dian) told thee this: 
. | Ae ire to milbwith, bojer ave not to kgs. 


the ſnow from off their Caſſocks, leaſt they ſhake them» 


Cap. G. Nay looke not ſo upon me: we ſhall heare of 


: 


For coxnt of this,the (unnt a Foole 1 know it, 
ho payes before, but not when he does oweit. 
Thine as he vow'd tothee in thine care, 
> | Parrolles. _ 

Bey, He ſhall bee whipt through the Amy with this 
rime in's forchead. - | 

Cap. E. This is your devoted friend fir , the manifold 
Linguiſt, and the army-potenrt ſouldier. 


Ber. I could endure any thing before but a Cat , and | 


he's a Cat to me. 


Int. I perceive fir by your Generals lookes , wee ſhall | 


be faine to hang you. 


Par. My life fir in any caſe : Not that I am afraideto | 
dye, but that my offences beeing inany , I world repent | 
oat the remainder of Nature. Let me live fir ina dunge- | 


on, ithitockes,or any where, ſo I may live. 

Int, WeE'le ſee what may bee done, ſo you canfeſſe 
freely : therefore once more to this Captaine Dwneaine: 
you have an{wer'd to his reputation with the Duke , aud 
to his valour. W hat is his honeſty? 

Par. He will ſteale {iran Egge out of a Cloiſter : for 
rapes and raviſhments he paralels Neſſus. Hee profeſſes 
not keeping of oaths , breaking em he is ſtronger then 
Herewles. tie will lye ſir, with ſuch volubility , that you 
would thinke truth were a foole:drunkenneſle is his bel 
vertue, for he will be ſwine-drunke, andin his {leepehe 
does little harme, fave to his bed-cloathes about him; 
but they know his conditions, and lay him in ſtray. 1 
havebat lirtle more to ſay fir of his honefty, he ha's eve- 
rie thing that an honeſt man ſhould not have ; what an 
honeſt man ſhould havezhe has nothing. 

Cap. G. I begin tolove him for this. 


Ber, For this deſcription of thine honefty ? A pox up- | 


on him for mezhe's more and more a Cart. 

Int. W hat ſay you to bis expertneſſe in warre? 

Par. Faith fir , ha's led the drumme before the Eng- 
Iſh Tragedians : to belic him I will not, and more of his 
ſouldierſhip I know not, except in that Country , he had 
the honour to be the Oilicer ata place there called Mile- 
ed, to inſtru tor the doubling of files. I would doe the 
man whar honour I can, but of this I am not certaine. 

Cap. G- He hath out-villain'd yillany ſo farre, thar the 
raritie redeemes him. 

Ber. A pox on bim, he's a Cat ſtill. 

Int. Bis qualities being at this poore price , I neednot 
to aske you, if Gold will corrupt him torevolt. 

Par.Sir, for aCardecue he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 
his ſalvation.the inheritance of it, and cur th'intaile from 
all TOR , and a perpetuall ſucceſſion for it perpe- 
tually. | 

int. What's his Brother , the other Captain Dumain? 

(*p- E. Why do's he aske him of me? 

Int. W hat's he? © 4. 

Par. E'ne a Crowath ſame nelt : not altogether ſo 
greatas the firſt in goodneſle, but greater a great deale in 
evill. He excels his Brother for a coward, yet his Brother 
is reputed one of the beſt that is. In a retreate hee outs 
rannes any Lackey , marry in comming on , hee ha'sthe 
Crainpee |! 

_ Tat, If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray | 
the Florentine? - 
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Far. I and the Captaine of his horſe, Count Refſilioe- 
Jnue. Ile whiſper with the Generall , and knowe bis} 
pleaſure. | | 
Par. Ile no more drumming ,a plague of all drutnmes, | 


| <nely to ſteme todeſerve well,and to beguile the ſuppo 
| | 7 
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-21n of that laſcivious yong boy the Count , have run 
ng danger : we who would haveſuſpetedan am- 
here I was taken 
— There is no remedy fir, butyou mult dye : the 
ſecrets of your army , and made ſuch peltiferous re- 
—_ of men Mas nobly held, can ſerve the world for 
no honeſt uſe: therefore you mult dye. Come headetman, 
off with his head. Po ue Di 
Far. O Lord fir let me live, or let mee ſee my death, 
Int. That ſhall. you, and take your leave of all, your 
friends: | | 
So looke about you, kno\w you aay heere? .. 
{oun. Good morrow noble Captaine. 
| Lo. E. God bleſſe you Captaine-Parolles. 

{{ap. G, God fave you noble Captaine. ge 

Lo. E. Captaine , what greeting wy] you tomy Lord 
LafewtT :mm tor France. , 

Cap. G. Good Captaine will you give me a Copy of 
the ſonnet you writ to Diane in behalte of the Count 
Roſſilion , and I were nota very Coward, I'de compell it 
of you, but fare you well. ._ ) E xevnt. 

int. Y ou are undone-Captaine all but your {carte , that 
has a knot on't yet. : 

Par. W ho cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? | 

Int, If you could finde out a Country where but wo- 
men were that had received ſo much ſhame , you might 
Fraxcetoo, we ſhall ſpeake of youthere. .*,. ibs 
Par. Yet am 1 thankfu'l : if my heart were great 
'Twould burſt at this: Captaine Ile be no more, 

But I will cate , and drinke, and fleepe as ſoft 

As Captaine ſhall. Simply the thing I am 

Shall make me live:who knowes himſelfe a braggart 

Let him feare this;for it will come to paſſe, 

That every braggart ſhail be found an Afle. 

Ruft ſ\word,coole biuſhes, and Parrelleslive 

Safeſt in ſhame : being too!'d, by fooPry thrive; 

There's place and meanes for every man alive. 

le after them. | 


Enter Hellen, Widdaw, and Diana- 


Hel. That you may well perceive 1 have not 
wrong'd you, 

One of the greate!t in the Chriſtian world 
Shall be my ſurety:fore whoſe throne 'tis needfull 
Ere I can perfet mine intents,to knecle. 
Time was I did him a deſired oxfice 
Deere almoſt as his life , which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartars boſome would peepe forth, 
And anſwer thankes. I duly am inform'd, 
His grace it Afar/e!lis,to which place 
We have convenient convoy:you muſt know 
| Iam ſuppoſed dead,th2 Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven ayding,, 
And by the leave of my good Lordthe King, 
Wee'l be before our welcome. 

Wis. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a ſervant to whoſetruſt 
Your bufincs was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor your Miſtris 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
Torecompence your love:Doubt not but heaven 
Hathbrought me up to be your daughters dower, 
ASit hath fated her to be my motive 


General fayes., you that have (6 traitorouſly diſcovered | 


begin an impudent Nation, Fare yee well fir , I am for 


Go with your _ Farn yours :* | 


| 


| is more hotter in France then there. 


Fed. Yerl pray you; 77>! 


- a foole? 


And helper to a hnsband: Bur O ftrangemen, 
Thar canſich ſweet uſe make of whar chey hate, 
When ſawcy truſting of the coſin'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night, ſo luſt doch play 
With what itleathes, for that which is away, 
But more of this heereafter: you Dia*a, 
Vnder my poore inſtructions yet mult ſuffer 
Sotticthins in my* behalfe. ah 

Dia.Let death and honeſty . , 
Vpor your willto ſtiffer. 
Bur with the ward the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall have leaves a$ well as thorns, 
And beas ſweer aS{harpe:we muſt away, - 
Onr:Wagon is prepar'd, and time reviuesns,. 
All's well that ends well, till that fines the Crowne; 
Wharere the courſe, the er:d is the renowne- =Exennt. 


Enter Clowne, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Laf. No, no, no,your ſonne was mifted with a ſhipr 
taffata fellow there, whoſe viilanous {faffron would have 
made all the unbak'd and dowy youth ofa nation in his 
colour: your davghter- in-law had beene alive ar this | 
houre,and your ſonne heere at hom, more aduanc'd by the 
King,then by that red-tail'd humble Bee I ſpeake of. 

Z4.T would I had not knowne him, it was the death 
of the moſt vertuous gentlewoman,thar ever Nature had 
praiſe for creating. If ſhe had partaken of my fleth and 
colt mee the deereſt groanes of a mother, 1 could nor 
have owed her a morerooted love. 

La. Twas a good Lady , 'twas a good Lady. We may 
ps a thouſand fallcrs ere wee i1ghr on {ach another | 
carbe. e £20 

' Clo. Indeed fir ſhe was the ſweete Margerom of the | 
ſalict, or ratherthe hearbe of grace. | 

Laf. They are nut hearbes you knave, they are noſe- 
hearbes. | 

C/o.T am no great N abuchadnezar ſir,T have not much 
Skill in grace. 
La. Whether doeſt thou profeſſe thy lelfe, a knave or 


Clo. A foole firat a womans ſervice, and a knave at a 
mans. 
Za. Your diſtintion. | 
Clo. 1 would couſen the man of this wife, and do his 
ſervice. 
La. So you werea knave at his fervice indeed. 
Clo. And I would give his wite my bauble fir rodo her 
{ervice. 
La. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee , thou art both knaye and 
foole. 
(to. At your ſervice. 
La. No, no,no. | 
Cl. Why fir, if I cannot ſerveyou, I can ſeryeas great 
a prince as yOu are. 
La. W hoſe that, a Frenchman? ts 
Che. Faith ſir a has an Engliſh maine, but his iſnomy 


La. W hat prince 1s that? 

Clo. The blacke prince fir,alias the prince of darkeneſſe 
alias the divell. | 
La Hold thee,there's my purſe, I give thee not this to 
ſuggeſt thee from thy maſter thou talk'ſt off, ſerve him 

ill, 


Clow. | : 
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All's Well thatends Well. 
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Clo. T am a woodland fellow fir , thatalwaies loved 
agreaf fire,and the maiſter I ſpeake of ever keeps a goed 
fire, but ſure he is the Prince of the world , let his No- 
bilitic remaine in's Court, Iam for the houſe with the 
narrow gate, which I take to bee too little for pompe to 
enter : ſome that humble themſelves may , but the ma- 
ny will be too chill and tender , and theyle bee for the 


fire. | | | 

La, Go thy waies, I begin to bee a, weary of thee and 
I tell thee ſo before , becauſe I would.not fall out with 
thee. Go thy wayes, let my horſes be well look'di to, 
without any trickcs. 

Cle. I1fI put any trickcs upon em fir;, they ſhall bee 
Tadcs trickes , which arc their owne right by the law of 
Nature. "oe E xt. 

Laf. A ſhrewd knave and an unhappy. 

Lady. Soa is. My Lord that's gone made himfclfe 
much {port out of him , by his authority hee remaines 
heere, which he thinkes is apattent for his ſawcineſle, 
and indeed he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 

- Laf. Tlike him well , 'tis not amiſſe:and 1 was about 
rotell you , ſince I hcard of the good Ladies death,and 
that my Lord your ſonne was upon his returne home. I 
moved the King my maiſter to ſpeake in the behalfe of 
my daughter, which in the minority of them both , his 
Majcity out of a {elfe gracious remembrance did firſt pro- 
pole, his Highneſfle hath promis'd me ro doe it , and to 
ſtoppe up the diſpleaſure he hath conceived againſt your 
oe ,there is no fitter matter. Huw do's your Ladyſhip 
like it? 

La, With very much content my Lord , and I wiſh it 
happily effected, 

ia, His Highneſſe comes polt from Maſelir , of as 
able body as when he number'd thirty , a will be heere 
to morrow, or Iam deceiv'd by him that in ſuch intelli- 
gence hath ſeldome fail'd. | 

L4. I rejoyces me, that I hope ſhall ſee him ere I die. 
T have ktters that my ſonne will be heere to night:I ſhal 
beſeech your Lordſhip to remaine with mce, till they 
meete together. 

Laf. Madam , I was thinking with what Manners I 
might {ſafely be admitted. | 
La. You hecde but pleade your honourable privi- 


{ ledge." 


La. Lady of that T have made a bold charter , but I 
thanke my God, it holds yet. 


Enter C lowre. 


Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your ſonne with a 
patch of yeluect on's face, whether there be a ſcar under't 
or no, the Veluet knowes, but'tis a goodly parchof V cl- 
vet, his left checke 1s acheeke of two pile and a halfe, 
but his right cheeke is worne bare. 

La. Aſcarre nobly got: 
Ora noble ſcarre, is a good liv'ry of honor, 
So belike is that. 

(1s. But itis your carbinado'd face. 

Ia. Letus go ſce 
Your ſonne I pray you, I long to talke 
With the yong noble ſouldier. 

(«.Faith there's a dozen of em,with delicate fine hats, 
and moſt courtcous feathers, which boyy the head , and 
| nodat cveEry man. 
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flowric way that leads to the broad gate, and the great 


| 


eAtus Ouintns, 


Enter Helen, Widdow , and Diana, with 
iwo Attendants. 


Hel. But this exceeding poſting day andnight, 
Muſt wear your ſpirits low, we cannot helpe it. -_ | 
But fince you have made the daies and nights as one, 
To weare your gentlelimbes in my affaires, 

Be bold you do to growgin my cequitall, 

As nothing can unroote you. In happy time, 

Emer a gemle Aſtranger. 

This man may helpe me to his Majeltics care, 

If he would ipend his power. God fave you fir: 
Gent. Andyou. 
Het. Sir, I have ſeene you in the Court of France, 
Gent.I have beene ſometimes there. 

Hel. ] do preſume ſir,that you arc not falne 
From the report that gocs upon your goodneſle, 
And therefore goaded with moſt ſharpe occaſions, 
Whuch lay nice manners by, 1 put you to - 
The ufe of your ewne vertues, for the which 
I ſhall continue thankefull. 

Gent, W hat's your will ? 

Hel, That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poore petition tothe King, . 
Andayde me with has {tore of power you have 
To come into his preſencc. 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 

Hel, Net hcere ſir ? 

Gen. Not indeed, 

He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more haſt 

Then is his uſe. 

Wig. Lord how we looſe our paines. 

Hel. All's well that ends well yer, 

Though time ſeeme ſo adyerſc, and meanes unkit 3 

I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marrie as1 take it to Roſſil5on, 

W hither I am going. 

Hel. 1 do belcech you fir, 

Since you arelike to ſee the King before me, 

Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 

Which Ipreſume fhall render you no blame, 

But rather make you thanke your paines for it : 

I will come after you with what good ſpeede 

Our meanes will make us mcanes, 

Gent. This Ie do for you. 


Hel. And you ſhall finde your ſelfe tobe wellthankt 
what ere falles more. We muſt to horſe againe, Go,go, 
Exentt, 


provide. 
Emter Clawne and Parrolls. 


Par, Good M. Lavatchgive my Lord Lafew this let- 
ter, have crenow fir beene better knowne to you, when 
I have held familiaritic with freſher cloathes : but1 am 
now ſir muddied in fortunes mood, and ſmell ſomewhat 


ftrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 


Col. Truely, Fortunes diſpleaſure is but finttiſh ifit 
as thouſpeak*ſt of : I will hencefoorth 
Fortunes butt'ring. Prethee allow the 


{ſmell ſo ſtrongl 
cate no Fiſh of 
winde. 


Par. Nay youneede not toſtop your nole fir: I ſpeake | 


but by a Metapher. 


Cle. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ſtinke, I will top 
| my noſc,or againſt any mans Mctaphor. Prethee get thre 
; Pa. 


further. 
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ar. ou fir deliver 'me this paper- 
| rh Fats prethies ſtand away:a paper from fortunes 
cloſe. ſteole , to givetoa Nobleman. Looke heere hec 


COMES himſclfe. 


Enter Lafew, 


Heere isa purre of Fortunes ſir, 6r of Fortunes 
Cat , but not a Muſcat ; 'that ha's falne intothe uncleane 
fiſh-pond of her diſpleaſure , andas he fayes1s muddied 
withall. Pray you fir, uſe the Carpe as you may , for hee 
lookes like a poore decayed, ingenious, fooliſh , raſcally 
knave. I do pittic his diſtreſſe in my ſiniles of comfort, 
and leavehim to your Lord{hip. | 

Par. My Lord,Iam a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
ſcratch'd. EE 

Laf. And what would you haye me to do? *Tis too late 
to paire her nailes now. Wherein have you played the 


{o. 


her ſelfe isa good Lady,& would not have knaves thriuc 
long under her?There's a Cardecue for you : Let the lu- 
ſtices make you and fortune friends ; I am for other by- 
fineſſe. 
| Dar. Ibeſccch your honour 
word: | | 

Lef. You begge a inglepeny more : Come you {hall 
ha't, ſave your word. ; 

Par. My name my good Lord is Parolles, 

Laf. You begge more then word then. Cox my paſ- 
ſion, give me your hand:How does your drumme? 
Par. O my good Lord, you were the firlt that found 


| mece 


to heare mee cn ſingle 


Par. Itlics in youmy Lord to bring me in ſome grace 
for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon thee knave,, doeſt thou put upon mee 
at once both the oilice of God and the divel : one brings 
thee in grace , and the other brings thee out. The King's 
comming 1 know by his Trumpets, Sirrah , inquire fur- 
ther after me, I hadtalke of you laft night , though you 
are afooleand a knave, you ſhall eate,go to,follow. 

Par, I praiſe God for you. 


Flourifh, Enter King, old Lady, Lafew,the two French 
Lords,with attendants. 
' Ki», Weloſt a Tewell of her,and oureſteeme 
Was made much poorer by it:but your fonne, 
As mad in folly,lack'd the ſence to know 
Her eſtimation home. 
Old La.” Tis paſt my Liege, 
| Andlbeſeech your Majefty to make it 
Naturdll rebellion, done i'th blade of youth , 
| When oyleand fire,too ſtrong for reaſons force, 
Ore-beares it, and burnes on. 
Kin, My honour'd Lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all, 
Though my revenges were high bentupon him, 
And watch'dthe time to ſhoote. 
Zaf-ThisI muſt ſay, | 
But firſt I begge my pardon:the yong Lord 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mother,and his Lady, 
| Offenceof mighty note;but to himſclfe 
The greateſt wrong of all. He loſt a wife, 
Whoſe beauty did aſtoniſh the ſurvey | 
Ofricheſt eyes: whoſe words all eares tooke captive, 
| Whoſe deere perfeRion, heartsthat ſcorn'd toſerve, 


Om. 


knave with fortune that ſhe chould ſcratch you, who of | 


LY 
Laf. Was I inſooth? And I was the firſt that loſt thee" 


Humbly call'd Miſtris. 

Kis. Praifing what is loſt, 
Makes the remembrance deere. Well,call him hither, 
WearereconciFd,and the firſt view ſhall kill 
All repetition:Let him notaske our pardon, 

The nature of his grear offence is dead, 

And deeper then oblivion, we do butie 
Th'incenſing reliques of it. Ler him approach 
A (tranger, no offender;and 'informe him 

So 't1S our will he ſhould 

Gert, I ſhall my Liege.” 

&n. What ayes heto yeur daughter, 
Have you ſpoke? : 

Laf. All that he is, hath referenceto your Highnes. 

Kin. Then ſhall we havea match. I haveletters ſent 
me, that ſets him high in fame: 


Enter Count Bertram, 

LZaf. He lookes well on't 

Ksn.I am not aday of ſeaſon, 
For thou maiſt ſee aſun-ſhine, and a haile 
In me at once: Butto the brighteſt beames 
Diſtrated cloudsgive way, fo ſtand thouforth, 
The time is faire againe. | 

Zer. My high repented blames 
Deere Soveraigne pardon to me. 

Kin. All is whole, 
Not one word more of the conſumed time, 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward topz 
For weare old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
Th'inaudible,and noifeleſle foot of time 
Steales, ere we canceffet them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord? 

. Bor, Admiringly.my Liege,at firſt 

I ſtucke my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durſt make too bolda herauld of my tongue: 
Where the impreſſion of mine eye enfixing, 
Contempt his ſcornfull Perſpedtive didlend me, ' 
Which warpt the line of every other favour, | 
Scorn'd a faire coiour,orexpreſt it ſtolne, 
Extended or contraQtedallproportions 
To a moſt hideous object. Thence it came, 
Thar ſhe whom all men prais'd, and whorhmy ſelfe, 
Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 


- The duft that did offend it. 


Kin, Wel excus'd: 
That thou didf(i love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away 
From the great compt: but love that comes too late, 
Like a remorſefull pardon {lowly carried 
To the great ſender, turnes a ſowre offence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone: Our raſh faults, 
Make triuiall price of ſeriousthings we have, 
Not knowing them, untill we know their grave. 
Oft our diſpleaſuresto our {:lves vajuſt, = 
Deſtroy our friznds,and after weepe their duſt: 
Our ownelove waking,cries to fee what's done, 
While ſhamefull hate ſleepes outthe afternoone. 
Be this ſweet Helens knelil,and now forget her. 


{ Send forth your amorous token for faire Mandi, 


The maine conſents are had, and heere wee'l ſtay 
To ſee our widdowers ſecond marriage day: . 
W hich better then the firſt,' O deere heaven bleſſe, 
Or, erethey meete in me, O Nature ccafſe. 

. Come on my ſonne, in whom my houſes name 
Maſt bediſgefted: give a favour from you 
To ſparkle inthe ſpirits of my daughter, BET 
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Alls Wellthat ends Well. . 


A 


| Tharthe may quickly come. By my old beard, 


Andev'ry haire that's on't, Hetew that's dead 
Was a {ſweet creature:ſ{uch a ring as this, 
Thelaſt that ere I trooke her leave at Court, 


| Ifaw upon her finger. 


Ber. Hers it was not. 42 Sas 

Kin. Now pray you let me ſee it. For mine eye, 
While Iwas ſpeaking,oft was faſten'd too t: 

This Ring « as mine,and when 1 gave it Heley, 
I bad her if her fortunes ever ſtoode 
Nececſlitied to helpe, that by this token 
I'would releeve her. Had you that craftto reave her . 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt? 
Ber, My gracious Sovcraigne, 
How cre it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 
Thering was never hers. - 

Old La. Sonne, on my life 
I have ſeene her wweare it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
At her lives rate. 

Laft.T am ſure I ſaw her weare it. : 

Ber. You are deceiv'd my Lord, ſhe never ſaw 1t: 
In Florence was it from a caſement throwne mee, 
Wrap'd ina paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it:Noble ſhe was, and thought 
I ſtood ingag'd, but when 1 had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine owne fortune, and inform'd her fully, 

I could not anſiwer in that courſe of Honour 
As ſhe had made the overture,ſhe ceaſt 

In heauy ſatisfation, and would never 
Receivethe Ring againe. 

Kin, Platzs himielfe, 

That knowes the tint and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myſterie more ſcience, 

Then I have in this Ring. ' Twas mine , *twas Helens, 
W ho ever gave it you:then if you know 

That you are well acquainted with your ſclfe, 
Confcſſe 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to ſurety, 

- That ſhe wonld never put it from her finger, 

Vnleſic ſhe gave it to you ſelfe in bed, 

Where you havenevcr come: or ſent it us ' 

Vpon her great diſaſter, 

Ber. She ngyer {aw it. 

Ki. Thou Tpeak'it it falſcly:as I love mine Honor, 
And mak'ſt conjeturall feares tocome into me, 
WhichTI would faine ſhut our, if it ſhould prove 
That thou art ſo inhumane, 'twill not prove ſo. 
And yet I know not, thou didſt hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead, which nething bur to cloſe 
Hereyes my ſelfe, could win me to beleeve, 

More then to ſee this Ring. Take him away, 
My forc-paſt prooftes, how ere the mattertall 
Shal taxe my teares of little vanity, 
Having vainly fcar'd too little. Away with him 
wee' ſift this matter further. 

Bey. If you {hall prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as caſic 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 
Where yet ſhe never was. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

Kin, Tam wrap'd indiſmalithinkings. 

Gen, Gracious Soveraigne. 

. Whether ! have beene too blame or no, I know nor, 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

W ho hath for foure or fveremoyes come ſhort, 

To tender it her {clfe. I undertooke it, 


——_— 


®My ſuite,zs I dounderſtand,you know, 


Vanquiſh'd theretoby the faire grace and ſpeech ..-.: 

Of the poore ſuppliant, who by this know 

Is heereattending:her buſincfſe lookes in her 

Withan importing viſage, and ſheerold me 

In a {weet verball breefezit did concerne 

Your Highneſle with her ſelfe. 

ef Letter. 

Upon his many proteſtations to marry ee when his wife wa; 
dead, I bluſh to ſay it, he wonne me. N ow: the Count Ry 
filsen a Widdower , lus vowes are forfeited to mee , and ny 

| benorspayedio him. He ftolefrom Florence, taking no leavy, 
and 1 follow him to his (orntrey for Juſtice © Grant it me;0 
Keng, in you it beſt lies, otherwiſe a ſeducer flouriſves , aud 


a poore AAaid is vndone. 


Diana Capilet, 
Lef. 1 will buy mea ſanne in Law ina feare,and touls 
him for this. Ile none of him. | 
Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee Lafey, 
To bring torth this diſcou'ry, ſecke theſeſutors: 
| Goſpeedily, and bring againe the-Count., 


Emer Bertraws. 
I am a-feard the life of Heien(Lady) 
Was fowly ſnatcht. | 

Old Lz. Now juſtice on the doers. 

Ks. 1 wonder ſir, wives are ſuch monſters to you, 
And that you fiye them as you ſweare them Lordſhip, 
Yet you deſire to marry. What woman's that? 


Enter Widdow,Diana,and Parrolles. 


Da. am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 
Perived from rhe ancient Capilct, 


And therefore know how farre I may be pittied 
Vid. am her Mother fir, whoſe age and honour 
Both ſuffer under this complaint webring, - 
And both ſhallceaſe, without your remedie. 
Ki», Come hither Count,do you know theſe Women? 
Zer. My Lord, I neither can nor will denie, 
But that 1 know them,do they charge me further? 


Dia. Why do you looke ſo ſtrange upon your wife? 


Ber. Sh&'s none of mine my Lord. 
Dza. If you ſhall marrie 
You give away this hand, and that is mine, 
You give away heavens vowes,and thoſe are mine: 
You give away my {ſclte, which is knowne mine: 
For I by vow am ſo embodied yours, 
That ſhe which marries you, muſt marrie me, 
Either both or none. | F 
Laf: Your reputation comes too ſhort for my dangl- 
ter, you are no husband for her. | 
Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
Whom ſometime I have laugh'd with:Ler your highnes 
Lay a more noblethought upon mine honour, 
Then for to thinke that I would finke it heere. 3 
Kin. Sir for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 
Till your deeds gaine them fairer:prove your honor, 
Then in my thought it lies. 
Dran. Good my Lord, 
Aske him upon his oath, if bedo's thinke 
He had notmy virginity. 
Kin, W har faiſt thou to her? 
Ber, She's impudent my Lord, 
And was acommon gamefter tothe Campes 
Dia. He do's me wrong my Lord:IfI were fo, . 
He might have bought meat acommon price. 


1 
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Doe not beleeve him. O behold this Ring, 
Whoſe high reſpec andrich validity 

Did lacke a Paralell : yet for all that 

Hegave ittoa Commoner a'th Campe 

IF ] ve one. Eo. 

Boys. He bluſhes, and*tis hit : 

Of fixepreceding Anceſtors, that Temme 
Confer'd by teſtament to'rh teqvent iflue = 
Hath it beene owed and worne. This is his wife, 
That Rings's a thouſand prootes. = 

Kin. Me thought you ſaid 
You ſaw one heerein Court could witneſle 1t. 
Dia. 1did my Lord, but loatham to produce 
| So bad an inſtrument, his name's Parrolles, 

| Laf. I ſaw the manrto day, if man he be. 
Kis. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Roſ. What of him ? 

He's quoted for a moſt perfidious ſlave 

With all the ſpots x'th world, taxt and deboſh'd, 
Whoſe nature fickens: but to ſpeakea truth, 
AmI, orthat or this, for what he'll utter, 

That will ſpeake any thing. 

Kin. She hath that Ring of yours. 

Ref. T thinke ſhe has zccrtaine it is 1 liK'd her; 
And boorded her 1th wanton way of youth: 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my eagernefſe with her reſtraint, 

As all impediments in tancies courſe 

Are ggotives of more fancy, and in fine, 

Her inſuit comming with her moderne grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate, ſhe got the Ring 

| And I had that whichany inferiour might 

At Marker price have bought, 

Dis, I muſt be patient : 

Youthat have turn'd offa firſt ſo noble wite, 
May juſtly dyet mes I pray you yet, 

(Since you lacke vertue, 1 will loſe a husband) 
Send for your Ring, I will returne it home, 
And give me mine againe. 

Roſ. I have itnot, | 

Kin. What Ring was yours I pray you ? 

Dias, Sir much like the ſame upon your finger. 

Kin, Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him beinga bed. 

Kin. The tory then goes falſe, you threw it him 
Out of a Caſement. o 

Dia. I have ſpoke the truth. Enter Paroles. 

Ref. My Lord, I doe confefle the ring was hers: 

Km. You boggle ſhrewdly, every father ſtarts you : 
Is this the man you ſpeake of ? 

Dia. I, my Lord. 

Kin. Tell me firrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your maſter : 

(Which on your juſt proceeding, Ile keepe off) 
By him and by this woman heere, what know you? 

Par, Sopleaſe your Majeſty, my maſter hath beene an 
honorable Gentlemen, Trickes hee bath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 
-—#% Come, come, to'th'purpoſe : Did he love this 
Woman? 

Par, Faith fir hedid loye her, but how ! 

Kis, How pray you? 

Par, He didloveher fir, as a Gent. loves a Womans. 

"Ko How is that? _ 
| Pay. He lov'd her fir, and loy'd her not. 
| Xin. As thou art aKnave and no Knave, whatan equi- 


_— 


vocall Companion is this ? 
Par. Tama poore map, -and at your Majeſties com- 
mand. Y 
Laf. 
rator, 
Dia. Doe you know he promiſt me marriage? 
Par. Faith I know more then lle ſpeake. 
Kn. But wilt thou not ſpeake allthou know ? 
Par. Yesſo pleaſe your Majeſty : I did goe betweene 
them as I faid, but more then that he loved her, fof in- 


He'sa good drumme my Lord, but a naughty O- 


deed he was madde for her, and talktof Sathan, and of | 


Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what: yet I was in 


that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their | 


going to bed, and of other motions, as promiſing her 
marriage, andthings which would derive me ill willto 
ſpeake of, therefore I will not ſpeake what I know. 

Kin, Thou haſt ſpokenall already, unlefſe thou canſt 
ſay they are married,but thou art too fine in thy evidence, 
therefore ſtand aſide. This Ring you ſay was yours: 

Dia. I my good Lord. 
n. Where did you buy it ? Or who gave it you? 
4. It was not given me, por I did not buy 1t. 
n. Who lentit you ? 
4, It wasnot lent me neither. 
". Where did you find it then ? 
a. I found it not, 
1, If it were yours by none of all theſe wayes, 
Howcould you give it him? : 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

Laf. This woman's an eafie glove my Lord, ſhe goes 
off and on at pleaſure, 

Kin, This Ring was mine, I gave it his firit wife. 

Dia. It might be yours or hers for ought I know. 

Kin. Take her away, I doe not like her now, 
Topriſon with her : and away with him, 
Vnleflethourelſt me wherethou hadit this Ring, 
Thoudieſt within this houre. 

Dia. lle never tell you. 

Kin. Take her away. 

Dia. 1leputin baile my liedge. | 

Ks. I thinke thee now lome common Cuſtomer. 

Dia. By love itever I knew man 'twas you. 

Kin. Wherefore haſt thou accuſde him all this while? 

Dia. Becaule he's guilty, and he 1s nor guilty ; 

He knowes I am no Maid. and he'l {weare too't ; 
Tle ſyeare Iam a Maid, and he knowes not. 
Grear King I am no ſtrumpet, by my lite, 

I am either Maid, or elle this old mans wife. 

Kin; She does abuſe our cares, to priſon with her, 

Dia. Good mother fetch wy bayle. Stay Royall fir, 
The Ieweller that owes the Ring is ſ{ent for, 

And he ſhall ſurety me. Bur for this Lord, 

Who hath abus'd me as he knowes himſclte, 
Though yet he never harar'd me,heere 1 quit him, 
He knowes himſelfe my bed he bath defil'd, 
Andatthattime he got his wite w ith child : 
Dead though ſhe be,ſhe feeles her yong onekicke: 
So there's my riddle, one that's dead ts quicke, 
And now behold the meaning. 


Enter Hellen and Wiadow, 


Rin. Ts there no exorciſi ; 
Beguiles the truer Oxfice of mine eyes ? 
Is't reall that I ſee ? 


| 


Hel. Nomy good Lord, 


—— _- 
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'Tis but the ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 
The name, and not the thing. 

Roſ: Both, both, O pardon. 

Hel. Oh my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
T found you wondrous kind, thereis your Ring, 
And looke you, heerc's your letter : this it ayes, 
When from my finger you can get this Ring, 
And is by me with child, &c. This is done, 
Will you be mige now you are doubly wonne ? 

Rof. If ſhe my Liege cag make me know this clearely, 
Ile love her dearcly, ever,ever dearely, 

Hel. Tf it appeare not plaine, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce {tep berweene me and you, 
O my deere mother, doe T fee youliving? 

Laf. Mine eyes {mell Onions, I ſhall weepe anon : 
Good Tom Drumme lend me a handkercher. 
So I thanke thee, waite on me home, Ile make ſport with 
thee ; Let thy curtlies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 


King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 

To maketheeven truth jn pleaſure flow : 

If thou beefſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, 

Chooſe thou thy kusband, and lie pay thy dower, 

For I can guefſlc, that by thy honelt ayde, 

Thou keeptſt a wite ker ſelfe,thy ſelfe a Maide. 

Of that and all the pregrefſe moreand lefle, 

Reſoldv'dly more leaſure ſhall exprefle : 

All yet ſeemes well,and if it end ſo mexte, 

The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet, 
| Floxriſh, 


He Kings a Beggey, now the play ts done. 
ell ts well ended, if this ſuite be wonne , 1 
T hat you expreſſe Content : which wewill pay, 
with ſtrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day : 
Onrs be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Tour gentle hands lend us, and take enr hearts, Exeuttt om, 
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eAflus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Emter Orfino Duke of Illyria, (urio, and other 
Lords. 
Duke, | 


The appetite may ſicken,and ſo dye: 

| That ſtraineagen, it had adying fall : 
O, it came ore my care, like the ſweet ſound 
That breathes upon a banke of Violets ; 
Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, no more, 
Tis notſo ſweet now, as it was before. 
O ſpiritof Love, how quicke and freſhart thou, 
That notwirhſtanding thy capacity, 
Receiveth as the Sea . Nought enters there, 
Of whar validity, and pitch ſoere, 
But falles into abatement, and low price, 
Evenin a minute ; ſo full of ſhapes 1s fancy, 
That i: alone is high fantaſticall. 

Cur. Will you goe hunt my Lord ? 

Du. What Curio? 

Car. The Hart» | 

D#. Why fo : doe, the Nobleſt that I have: 
O when mine cyes did {ce Olivza tirit, 
Me thought ſhe purg'd the ayre of peſiilence ; 
That inſtant was 1 turn'd intoa Hart, 
And my deſires like fell and crucll hounds, 
Ere ſince purſue me, How now what newes from her ? 


E Muſicke be the food of Loue, play on, 
Give meexceſſe of it : rhatſurtetting, 


Enter Valente, 


Mal. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 

| But from her handmaid doe returne this anſwer ; 

The Element it ſelfe, till ſeven yeares heate, 

Shall not behotd her face at ample view : 

Butlike a Cloyitreſſe ſhe will vailed walke, 

And water once a day ber Chambers round 

With eye-ofrending brine : all this to ſeaſon | 

A broth:rs dead love, which ſhe would keepe freſh 
Andlaſting, in her ſad remembrance. 

' Ds. O ſhethat hath a heart of that fine frame 

' Topay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhafe 

Hath killd the flocke of all affe&ions elſe 

That live in her. When Liver, Braine, and Heart, 
Theſe ſoveraigne thrones, are all ſupply'd and fill'd 

Her ſweet perfe&ions with one ſelfe ſame king : 

Away before me, to ſweet beds of Flowres, _ 
Lovethoughes lye rich, when canopy'd with bowres. 
| E xennt. 


| Moſt providentin perill, binde himtclfe, 


| Toaſtrong Maſte, thar liv'd upon the ſea : 


 Solongas I could ſee. 


_ - Cap, And ſo isnow, or wasſo very late; 


| (They ſay) the had abjur'd the ſight 


Scena Secunda. 


— 


Enter Viola, a ( aptaine, and Sajlors. 


UV.. What Country (Friends) is this? 
Cap. Thisis Illyria Lady. . 

Fio. And what ſhould I doe in Illyria? 

My brother he is in Elizihm, 

Perchance he is not drown'd : What thinke you faylors? 
Cap. Itis perchance that you your (clfe were ſaved. - 
Vio, O my poorebtrother,and fo perchance may he bee. 

C'#p- True Madam, and to comfort you with chance, 

Aflare your ſ{elfe, after our ſhipdid (plit, 

When you, and thoſe poore number taved with you, 

Hung an our driving boate : I faw your brother 


(Courage and hope both teaching him thepraftiſe) 


Where like Oriox on the Dolphines backe, 
I ſaw him hold acquainta:ce withthe waves, 


Vie. Forfaying ſo, there's Gold : 
Mine owne eſcape unfoldeth tomy hope, | 
Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority 


The like of him. Know'ſt thouthis Country ? | 2M 


Cap. I Madam well, for 1 was bred and borne 
Not three houres travaile from this very place? 

Uro. Who governs heere? 

Cap. A noble Dukein nature, as 12 name. 

Vio. What is his name ? 

Cap. Orſino. © | 

Vio. Orfino | T have heard my father name him. 
He was a Batchellor then. 


For but a moneth ago I went from hence, 

And then *twas freſh in murmure (as you know 
W hat great ones doe, the lefſe will prattle of ) 
That he did ſeeke the love of faire Ohwia. 

Vio. What's ſhe? : 

(ap. A vertuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
Thar di'd ſome twelvemonth ſince, then leaving her | 
In the protection of his ſonne; her brother, | 
W ho ſhortly alſo di'd : for whole deere love 


And company of men, 
Uis. O that I ſerv'd that Lady, 
And might not be delivered to the world 
OS 


Tit | 


 —_ —_ — — 
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Twelfe Nnight, or, What you wil, 


pI 


Till I had made mine awne occaſion mellow 
What my eſtateis. 
(ap. That were hard tocompaſſe, 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuite, 
No not the Dukes. : 
FYio. There is a faire behaviour in thee Captainey 
And though that nature, witha beauteous wall 
Doth ott cloſe in pollution: yet of thee 
I will beleeve thou baſt a mind that ſuites 
With this thy faire and outward charaQter, 
I prethee (and le pay thee bounteouſly) 
Conceale me what I am, and be my ayde, 
For ſuch diſguiſeas hapl; ſhall become 
The forme of my intent. Ile ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuchto him, 
It may be worththy paines : for I can ſing, 
And ſpeaketo him in many ſorts of Muſicke, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
What elſe may hap, to timeT will commur, 
Onely ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute liebe, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee. 
Vie. I thanke thee: Lead me on. Exenn. 


—_ 


— — 


Scana Tertia, 


Enter SirT oby, aud Maria. bes 

SirTo, Whar a plague meanes my Neece to take the 
death of her brother thus? Iam ſure care*'s an enemy to 
life. 

Mar. By my troth ſir Toby, you muſt come in earlyer 
anights : youe Coſin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your 1ll houres. 

To. Why let her except, before excepted, -— _ 

CM. 1, but you mult confine your ſelfe within the 
modectt limits of order. 

Te. Confine ? 1Je confine my ſelfe no finer then I am: 
theſe cloathesare good enough to drinke in, and ſo be 
theſe boots too : and they be not, let them hang them- 
ſelves in their owne {traps. 

Aar. That quaifing and drinking will andoe you : I 
heard my Lady talke of it yeſterday : and of a fooliſh 
knight char you brought in one nighthere, to beher 

To. Who, Sir eAndrew Agne-cheeke ? (wooer. 

Aa. I he. 

To. de's astall a man as any*s in Illyria. 

. Ma. What's that toth*purpole ? 

To, Why he ha's three thouſand ducats a yeere. 

27. I, but he'll have but ayeare inalltheſe ducares : 
He'sa very foole, anda prodigall. 

To. Fye, that you'll ſay ſo: he playes o'th Viol-de-gam- 
boys, and ſpeakes three or foure languages word for 
word without booke,& hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath indeed, almoſt naturall: for beſides that 
he'sa foole, he's a great quarreller: and but that he hath 
the gift ofa Coward, to allay the guſt he hath in quarrel- 
ling, *tisthoughtamong the prudent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave. 

Tob. By this fhandithey are ſcoundrels and ſubſtrac- 
tors that ſay ſo of him. Whoare they > 

Mar. They that adde moreover, he's drunke nightly | 
in your company. 

Te.: With drinking healths to my Neece: Ile drinke 


| 


to her as long asthere isa paſſage in my throat,and drink 
in /l;ria: he'sa Coward and a Coyſtrill that. will yy 
drinke tomy Neece, till his braines turne o'th toe, like p 
pariſh top. What wench ? Caf7iliane vnlgo: for hep 
comes Sir Azgrew Agne face. 
E nter Sir e Andrew, | 

end. Sir Toby Belch, How now Sir Toby Belch 7 

To. Sweet fir Andrew. 

e-1nd. Bleſle you faire Shrew. 

Aer. And you too fir: | 

Tob. Accolt Sir Andrew, accoſts 

eZnd, What's that? 

To. My Nceces Chamber-maid. 

An. Good Miſtrisaccoſt,I deſire better acqu 

A7a. My name is Hary fr, 

And. Good miſtris AZary, accoſt. 

To. You miſtake knight : Accoſt, is front her ,boord 
her, wooe her,aſlayle her. 

An. By my troth 1 would not nndertake her in thi 
company. Is that the meaning of Accoſt? 

CHMar. Fareyouwell Gentlemen. 

To. Andthou let part ſo Sir eA»drew, would they 
mightit never draw ſword agen. | 

Ana. And you part ſomiitris, T would I might never 
draw {word agen ; Faire Lady, doe youthinke youhan 
focles in hand ? 

Ma, Sir, 1 have not you by*th hand. 

An. Marry but you ſhall haye, and heeres my had, 

Har. Now fir, thought is free: I pray you bring you 
hand to'ch Buttry barre, and let irdrtnke. 

en. Wherefore (ſweetheart?) What's ,your Mets 
phor ? 

Mar, It's dry ir, 
An. Why Ithinckeſo: Tam not ſuch an afſe, but 
can keepe my hand dry. Butwhat*s your jelt ? 

Aa. A dry jclt Sir. 

e 7nd. Are youfull ofthem ? 

Aa. ISir, I have themat my fingers ends: marry noy 
I let goe your hand, Tam barren. Exits Marg, 

Tob, O knight, thou lack*it a cup of Canary ; when 
cid I ſec thee fo put downe ? 

And. Never 1 your life I thinke, unlefſe youſce C 
nary put downe : me thinkes ſometimes I have no mor 
wit then a Chriſtzan, or an ordinary mans he's : bal 
ama great eater of beete, and I belceye that docsharne 
tomy wit. | | 

To. No queſtion. 

An. And I thought that, I'de forſyweare it. Ile rid 
home to morrow fr Toby.” 

To. Pur-quoy my deere Knight ? *- ; 

An. What is purquoy ? Doe,or not doe? I would 1had 
beſtowed that time in the tongues, that I have in fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting : O had I but followed tle 
Arts. 

To. Then hadfſt thou had an excellent head of haire- 

An. W hy, would that have mended my haire? 

To. Paſt queſtion, for thou ſcelt it will not coole | 

An, Butit becomes me well enough, doſt not ?(nature 

To.Excellent,it hangs like flax on a diſtaffe:andl hope 
toſcea huſwife take thee between her legs, & ſpinitoft 

Avn.Faith Ile home to morrow Gr Toby,your niece vi 
not beſeene,or it {fe be it's four to one,ſhe'l none of 883 
the Count himſelfe here hard by, wooes her. 

To. She'll none oth Count, ſhe';l not match above 
degree, neither incſtateyeares,nor wir : I have heat 


aintance, 


ſweare. Tut there's life in't man. 
| WC ElnT man And 


—_ H—_ 


| 


Twelft Night, or What you will. 


Ile ſtsy amoneth longer. I amra fellow o'th 
005 mind eh _—_ "> Ttight in Maskes and R<e- 
ometimes altogether. 
—_ Art thou =o at theſe kicke-chawlſes Knight ? 
And. As any manin Illyria, whatſoever he be, under 
the degree of my betters,and yet I willnot compare with 
ld man» 
us Te. What isthy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 
And, Faith, I can cutacaper, 
To. And Icancut the Mutton too't. | 
And. And I thinke I have the backe-tricke, ſimply as 
asany manin Illyria. | 
m—_ hdion are theſe things hid? Wherefore have 
theſe gifts a Curtaine before 'em ? Are they like to. take 
duſt, like Miſtris als pifture ? Why dot thou not goe 
to Church in a Galliard, and come home ina Carranto? 
My very walke ſhould bea ligge : 1 would not ſo much 
as make water but in a Sinke-a-pace : What dooeſt thou 
meane? Is ita world to hide vertuesin? 1did thinke by 
the excellent conſtitution of thy legge, it was form'dun- 
der the (tarre of a Galliard. | 
Aud. 1,*tis trong, and it does indifferent well in a 
dam'd colour'd {tocke. Sha!l we fit abour ſome Revels ? 
To. What ſhail we doeclſe : were we not borne under 
T aur its ? 
And. Taurw? That ſidesand heart, 
To. Nor, it is leggs and thighes : let me ſee thee ca- 
per Ha, higher: ha, ha, excellent. Exeunt. 


— 


Ry 


Scana Quarta, 


—  — — —— 
CO 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire, 

Uzl. If the Duke continue theie favours towards you 
Ceſario, you ate hike robe much advanc'd,he hath known 
you but three dzyes, and alceady you are no ſtranger. 

Us. Youecither feare his humour, or my negligence, 
thar you call iv queſtion the continuance of his love. Is 
he inconliant fir, in his tavours? 

Val. No veleeve me. 

Enter Duke, Cutio, and Attendants, 
Vis. T thanke you : here comes the Count. 

Duk. Who ſiiv Ceſario hoa ? 

Fo. On your att.ndance my Lord heere. 

D #. Stand you a-while aloote. Ceſare, 
Thou «nowit no lefle, but all : 1 have unclaſp'd 
Tochee the booke even of my fecret ſoule. 
Therctore 200d youth, addreſſe thy gate unto her, 
Benot denr'd accefle, (tand at her doores, 
And ellthem, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 
Till thou have audience. 

Vn. $:xe my Noble Lord, 
If the be fo abandon'd to her ſorrow 
AS itis ſpoke, the never will admit me. 

Ds. Beclaimorous, and ieapeall civill bounds, 
Rather then make unprofited rerurne. | 

Ui. Say I doe ſpeake with her (my Lord) what then? 

Dk, O then, unfold the pailion of my love, 
Surprize her with diſcourſe of my deere faith ; 

It ſhall become thee well toa& my woes : 
She willattend it better inthy youth, 

henina Nuntio's of more graveaſpe&. 

Uio, I thinke not 10, my Lord: 

Dxk. Deere Lad, beleevent ; 


| 


For they ſhall yet belye thy happy yceres, 
That ſay thouart a man : Dianas [i 


| 1s not more ſmooth, and rubious ; thy ſmall pipe 


Is as the maidens organ, ſhrill, and found, 
And all is ſemblative a womans part. 
Iknow thy conſtellation is right ap: 
For this affaire : ſome foure or five attend him, 
All if you will : for I my ſelfe am beſt 
When leaſt in company : proſper well inthis, 
And thou ſhaltlive as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine, : 

Us. ledoe my beſt 
To wooe your Lady : yet a barrefull ſtrife, 
Whoere I wooe, my ſelte would be his wife, Exexn. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter (Maria, and (lowne. 

Car. Nay, cither tell me where thon haſt bin, or I 
wull not open my lips fo wideas a brisfle may enter, in 
way of thy excuſe:my lady wit hang thee for th; abſence. 

Clo. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'de in this 
world, needsto frare no colours, 

A1a. Make that good. 

Clo. He ſhall ſec none to feare. 

Mar. A goodlentonanſwer : I can tell thee where | 
that ſaying was borne, of I feareno colours. 

Clo. Where good miſtris May ? 

_ Mar. Inthewarres, and thar may you be bold to ſay 
1n your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wiſedome that hare it : 
and thoſe that are foo'es, let them utc their talents, 

Mar, Yet you will be hang'd for being ſo iong ab- 
ſent, or be turn'd away : 15 not that as good as a hanging 
ro you ? 

Cle. Many a good hanging, prevents 3 bad marriage : 
and for turning away, let ſummer beare it out. 
© Afar. Yourarec reſolute then 7? 

Clo. Not ſoneither, þut I am reſolv*d on two points. 

Afar. That if one breake, the other will hold : or if 
both breake, your gaskins fall. 

Clo. Apt in good faith, very apt : well goe thy way,if 
fir Toby would leave drinking, thou wertas witty a picce 
of Eves fleſh, asany 1n iilyria. | 

Mar. Pcace you rogue, no more o'that : here comes 
wy Lady : make your excuſe wilely, your were beſt. 

| Enter Lady Olivie, with Malvalis, 

Clo. Wit, and't be thy will, pur me into good fooling: 
thoſe witsthat thinke they have thce, do vcry oft prove 
fooles ; and I that am ſureIlacke thee, may paſſe tor a 
wiſe man. For what ſayes 2#i-apalus, Better a witty 

foole, then a fooliſh wit. God blcfle thee Lady. 

Ol, Take the toole away. 

Clo. Doc younot heare fellowes, take away the Lady. 

' OL, Goe too, yarcadry foole : Ie no more of youtbe- 
fides you grow diſ-honeſt. | 

Cho. Two faults Madona, that drinke and good counſcll 

will amend:for give the dry foole drinke,then is the foole 

notdry:bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſclfe, it he mend, 

he is nolonger diſhoneſt ; if he cannor, let the Botcher 


_—_ 


— 


| mend him:any thing that's mended, 1s but parch'd:vertue 


that tranſgrefles, is but patche with ſinne, and fin that a- 
mends, is but patcht with vertue. It that this imple 
Sillogiſme will ſerve, ſo: if it will not, what remedy 2 

Ei Ag \- 
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| ter increaſing your folly : Sir To 


—_— 
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| Twelfe Nught, or, What you will, 


> ——— 


flower;The Lady bad take away the foole,therefore Ifay 


againe, take her away. 
O01. Sir, I bad them take away you. 


won faci; monachum : that's as much toſay,as I wearenot 
motley 17 my braine : good Aſadona, give me leave to 
prove you a foole, 
Ol. Can you doe it? 
Clo. Dcxicriouſly ,good Hadona. 
O07. Make your proote. | 
Clo. 1 mult catechize youfor it CMadons, Good my 
Mouſe of vertue anſwer me, 
O1. Well fir, for want of other idleneſſe, Ile bide your 
proofe. 
Ct. Geod Madera, why mournſt thou ? 
Ol. Good foole, for my brothers death. 
{1o. IT thinke his ſoule is in hell, adore. 
Ol. 1 know his ſoule is 1n heaven, foole. 
{e. Themore foole (fadona) to mourne for your 
Brothers ſoule, being in heaven. Take away the foole, 


Gentlemen. ; 
Ot. Whatthinke you of this foole 21alvehe, doth he 


not mend ? 

Mal. Yes, and ſhalldoe, till the pangs of dearth ſhake 
him : Infirmity that decaies the wiſe,dothever make the 
better foole. 

Clo. God ſend you fir, a ſpeedy Infirmity,for the bet- 
will be ſ{worne that 
IamnoFox,but he will not paſſe his word for twopence 
that you are no foole. 

Ol, How fay you tothat Aalvolis ? 

Mal. 1] maryell your Ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch 
a barren raſcall: I ſaw him put downe the other day,with 
an ordirary foole, that has no more braine then a ſtone. 
Looke younow, he's our of his gard already: unlefle you 
langh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gag'd.I proteſt 
I taketheſe Wiſemen, thar crow ſo at theſe ſer kind of 
fooles, no better then the fooles Zanies. 


with a diftemper'd appetite. To be generous, guiticfle, 
and of free diſpolition, 15to take thoſe things for Bird- 
bolts, thar you dceme Cannon bullers : There isno ſlan- 
der inanallow'd foole, though he doenothing but rayle; 
nor norayling, ina knowne diſcreet man,though he doe 
nothing butreprove. 

{!o. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for thou 
ſpeak*{t well of tuoles. 

Enter Maria, 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle- 
man, muchacſiresto ſpeake with you. 

Ol. From the Count Orſino, is it ? 

Ade. Iknow not (Madam) *tis a faire young man,and 
well attended. 

| 01. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Ca. Sir Toby Madam, your kinſman. 

01. Fetch him off I pray you, he ſpeakesnothing bur 
madman : Fye on him. Goe 'you *Aalvelio ; It it be a 
ſuite from the Count, Iam ſicke, or not at home. W har 


you will, to diſmiſſe it. - Exit Malvo. 
Now you ſee fir, how your fooling growes old, and 
le diſlike it. 


Clo. Thou haſt ſpoke for us ( Madera) as if thy eldeſt 


braines, for heere he comes. Emter Sir Toby, 


Po 


| One of thy kin has a moſt weake Pia-marer. 


ES IIS 


As there is no true Cuckold but calamity, ſo beautie's a | 


Ct. Miſprifion in the higheſt degree. Lady,Cucmllus | 


| | 07. Cofin, Coſin, 


ſenve ſhould be a foole : whoſe ſcull, Iove cramme with - 


C_—_— 


| 
Ol. O you are ſicke of {eifc-love Malvolis, and taſte | 


Ol. By mine honor halfe drunke. W hat is he at the 
gate Colin ? 
To. A Gentleman. 
Of. AGentleman ? What Gentleman? 
To. *Tisa Gentleman here. A plague 0'theſe pickle 
herring : How now Sot. 
(1s. Good Sir Toby. 
how have you come fo earely þy 


this Lethargy ? | 

Tob. Letchery, I defie Letchery : there's oneat the 
gate, 

Ol. T marry, what is he? | 

To, Lethim be the divelland he will, I care not: giz 
me faith ſay I. Weil, it's ail one. Exh, 

Ol. What'sa drunken man like, foole ? TS 

{ fo. Like a drown'd man, a foole, and a madman: 
Onedraught aboue heate, makes him a foole, the ſecond 
maddes him, and a third drownes him. 

Ol. Goe thou and ſecke the Crowner, and let himfit 
o my Coz : for he's inthe third degree of drinke ; he' 
drown'd : goe lookeafter him. 

(0: He 1s but mad yet Xagena, and the foole ſhall 
looke to the madman. 

Enter Malvelis, 

Mal. Madam , yond young fellow ſweares hee wil 
ſpeake with you. 1 told him you were ſicke, hetakesm 
him to underſtand fo much,and therfore comes to ſpeake 
with you.I told him you were aſlcepe,he ſeemes to hare 
a fore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
ſpeake with you. What isto be ſaid to him Lady, he's 
tortitied againſt any deniall, : | 

Of. Tell bim, he ſhall not ſpeake with me. 

Mal. Ha's beene told ſo :; andbe fayes he'll Nand xt 
your doore like a Sheriffes poſt, and be the ſupporterto 
a bench, but he'il ſpeake with you. : 

Ol. Whatkindo'manis he? ; 

Mat. Why of mankind. 

Ol. What manner of wan? 

Mal. Of very iil manner: he'll ſpeake with you,wil 
you, Or no. 

01, Of what perſonage, and yeeres is he? 

Mal, Not yet old enough for a man,nor yong enough 
for a boy :as a ſquaſh is before tis a peſcod, or a Codling 
when tis almoſt an Apple : Tis with himin ſtanding we 
ter, berweene boy and man. He is very weli-favour', 
and he ſpeakes very ſhrewiſhly : One would thinke his 
mothers milke were ſcarſe out of him, 

Ol. Lethimapproach: Call in my Gentlewoman. 

AMat. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. Exu, 

Enter Maria, 
O07. Give me my vaile : come throw it ore my face, 
We'll once more heare Or/w05 Embaſlie. | 
Enter Viola. 

Vi». The honorable Lady of the houſe, whichis ſhe 

Ol. Speake to me, T ſhall anſwer for her : your wil 

Vie. Molt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchablebeat- 
ty. Ipray yourell me if this be the Lady of the houſe, 
for I never ſaw her. I would beloath ro caſt away ay 
ſpeech : for beſides thatir is excellently well pend,l have 
taken great painesto con it. Good Beauties, let me {i- 
ſtaine no ſcorne ; Iam very comptible, even tothe | 
ſiniſter viage. 

Ol, Whence came you fir? | 

Uto. I can faylittle more then T have ſtudied, andthat 
queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, giwe ie 


| modeſt aſſurance, if you be the Lady of the houſe, ” 


—_ 
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I may procecde in my ſpeech. 
Ol. Are you a Comedian? | : 
7io, Nomy profound heart: and yet (by the very 

phangs of malice, I ſweare) I am not that 1 play. Are you 

the Lady of the houſe ? 

01. It I doenot uſurpe my ſelfe, Iam. 

Vis Moſt certaine, if you are ſhe, youdoc nſurp your 
ſe}fe : for what is yours to beſtow, 1s,not yours to re- 
ſerve. But chis is from my Commiſſion : I will on with 
my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of 
my meſſage. Oe 

0:5 Come to what is important in't : I forgive you 
the praiſe. | G 

F40. Alas, I tooke great paines to ſtudy it, and tis Poe- 
ticall, 

04. Itis the mere like to be feigned,] pray you keepe 
it in. heard yoa were ſawcy at my gates,and allowd your 
approach rather to wonder at you, then to heare you If 
you benot mad, be gon: if you have reaſon, bebreefe : 


| *is not that time of Moone with me, to make one in ſo 


skipping adialogue, 

A1a. Will you hoyſt fayle fir, here lyes your way. 

Yio. Nogood ſwabber, Iamto hull here a little Jon- 
ger. Some mollification for your Giant, ſweet Lady; 
tell me your mind, I am ameflenger. | 

01. Sure you have ſome hiddeous matter to dcliver, 
when the curtelie of it is ſo fearetull. Speake your ouce. 

Via, It alone concernes your eare ; | bring no over- 
ture of warre, no taxation of homage ; I hold tke Olyffe 
in my hand : my words are as full of peace, as matter. 

Ol. Yet you began rudely. What are you? 

What would you? 

Vio. Therudenefſe that hath appear'd in me, have 
learn'd from my entertainment. W har I am, and what I 
would, areas ſecret asa maiden-heard : to your eares, 
Divinity ; toany others, prophanation. 

Cl. Give usthe place atone. 

We will heare this divinity. Now fir,what is your text? 

Fo. Molt ſweet Lady. 

0!. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lyes your Text ? 

Vio. In Orfinoes boſome. 

O7. In his boſome? In what chapter of his boſome ? 

Vie. To anſwer by the method inthe firſt of his heart. 

OL. O, llaveread it: itis hereite. Have you no more 
to ſay ? ' 

Vz2, Good Madam, let me {ce your face. 

Ot Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord, to 
tegotiate with my face ; you arenow our of your Text: 
but we will draw the Curtaine, and ſhew you the picture, 
_ you (ir, {uch a one I wasthis preſent : Iſt not well 

one ? 

Vie. Excellently done, if God did all. 

am 'Tisin graine fir, *twill endure winde and wea- 
ner. 

Vie. "Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Natures owne ſweet, and cunning hand laid on ; 

Lady, you are the cruell'{t ſhealive, 


| If you will leade theſe graces tothe grave, 


And leave the world no copy- 

01. O fir, I willnot beſo hard-hearted : 1 will give 
ont divers ſcedules of my beauty. It ſhall be Inventoried 
and every particle and vtenfile labell'd to my will: As, 
Item rwolippes indifferent red, Item two grey eyes, 
with lids tothem:TItem one necke,one chin,and ſo forth, 


| Were youſent hither topraiſe me ? 


mc 


Twelft Niebr, ot. 


——__— 
— 


Vo. I ſee you what you are, you are too proud : 
But if you were the divell, you are faire : 
My Lord, and maſter loves you : O ſuchlove 
Could be but recompenc'd, though you were crown'd 
The non-pareill of beauty. 
Ol, How dees he love me? 
Vio. Withadorations, fertill teares, 
With groanes that thunder love, with fighes of fire. 
Ol. Your Lord does know my mind, ! cannot loue him 
YetI ſuppoſe him vertuous, know him noble, 
Of greateltate, of freſh and (tainelefſe youth 3 
In voyces well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, 
And indimenfion, and the ſhape of nature, 
A gracious perſon ; But yet I cannot love him : 
He might haue tookehis anſiver Jong agoe. 
Yi. It Idid love you in my maſters tame, 
With ſuch a ſuffring, ſucha deadiy lite : 
In your deniall, I wouid find no ſcnce, 
I would not underſtand it. 
Ot. Why, whaz would you? 
Pio. Make mea willow Cabinz at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoule within the houſe, 
Writeloyall Cancons of contemned love, 
And ing them lowd even inthe dead of night ; 
Hollaw your name to the reverberate hilles, 
And wake the babling Goſſip of the ayre, 
Cry out Olivia : O you ſhould nat reſt 
Betweene the elements of ayre, and earth, 
But you ſhould pitty me. 
O7. You mightdoe much : 
What is your Parentage? gd 
Ut. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well ; 
I ama Gentleman. 
Of. G:t youto your Lord: 
I cannot love him : let him ſend no more, 
Valeſſe (perchance) you come to me againe, 
To tell me how he takes it ; Fare you well: 
I thanke you for your paines : ſpend this for me. 
Vio, Tamno teede-poaſi, Lady ; keepeyour purſe, 
My Maſter, not my ſelte, lackes recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint, that you ſhall love. 
And let your fervour like my Maſters be, 
Plac'd in contempt : Farweil fayre crucity- 
O!. What 1s your Parcntage ? 
Above my fortunes, yer my tate is well ; 
I am a Gentleman. lle be {wornethou art, 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbes, aRions, and ſpirit, 
Doe give thee five-fold blazon : nottoo faſt : ſoit, ſoft, 
Vanleſle the Maſter werethe man. Hoy now ? 
Even ſoquickly may one catch the plague? 
Mcthinkes I feele this youths perfeQtions 
With an ipviſible, and ſubtle ficalth 
To crecpe1n at mine eyes. Well, Ict it bes 
Whathoa, CHalvelio. 
Enter Matvolio. 
141. Heere Madam, at your ſervice. 
Ol. Runneafter that ſame peeviſh Meſſenger 
The Counts man : © he left this Ring behind him, 
Would I, or not : tell him, Ilenone of 1t. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him 2 
If that the youth wul come this way tomorrow, 
Ile give him reaſons for't : bye thee CAalvolso, 
Hal, Madam, I will. #\ phoL 
Ol. Tdoe I know not what, and feareto find 
Mine eye too greata flatterer for my mind: 


Exit. | 


Ext. 
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Fate, thety thy force, our ſelves we doe not owe, 


What is decreed, mult be : and bethis ſo. ny 
Fins, Aus primns. 


—— 


—  — 


| Aflus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


———— 


rr ere Ee———_ 


Enter Antonio, and Sebaſtian. 
en. Willyou ftay no longer : nor will you not that I 
oc with you? 

: Seb, By your paticnce,no : my ſtarres ſhine darkely 
over me ; the malignancy of my fate, might perhaps d1- 
ſtemper yours, therefore I ſhall crave of you your cave, 
that I may beare my evills alone. It were a bad recom- 
pence for your love, to lay any of them on you. 

An, Let me yct know of you, whither you are bound. 

| Seb. No ſooth fir, my determinate voyage 1s Mmcere 
extravagancy But perceive i2 you ſo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you will not extort from me, wha: I am 
willing to keepein : therefore it charges me 11 manners, 
the rather toexprefle my {fe : you muſt know of mee 
then Antonio, my name is SebaFzan (which I call'd Rodo- 
rico) my father wasthat Sebaſtian of Meſſalne, whom | 
know you have heard of. He left behind him, my ſelte, 
anda fiiter, both borne in an houre: if the Hcavens h:d 
beene pleaſ"'d, would we had ſo ended. But you fir, al- 
ter'd that, for ſome houxe before you tooke mc from the 
breach of the ſea, was my ſiſter drown'd. = 

An. Alasthe day! : 

Seb. A Lady fir,though it was ſaid ſhe much refem- 
bled me, was yet of many accounted beaurifull:but though 
I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over-farre be- 
leeverhar, yet thus farreI will boldly publiſh her, ſhe 
borea mind that envy could not but call faire : Shee 1s 
drown'd already fr with ſalt water, though I ſeeme to 
drowne her remembrance againe with more. 

eAnt. Pardon me fir, your bad entertainmcnts 

Seb. Og2990d Arm, forgive me your trouble, 

Ant. It you will not murther me for my love, Izt me 
be your ſervant. 

Seb. if you will notundoe what you have done, thatis 
killk;m, whom you have recouer'd, deſire it not. Fare 
ye wellat oace, my boſome is fall of kindnefle, and 1 
am yet ſo neere the manners of my mother, that upon the 
leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me; Iam 
bound to the Count Or/ino's Court, farewell. Exv. 

eAn. The gentlenefle of all the gods goe with thee : 
I have many enermies in Or/izo's Court, 

Elſe wouid I very ſhortly {ce thee there : 
But come what may, T dve adore thee fo, 


{ That danger ſhall ſceme ſport, aud 1 will goe; Exit. 


- 
— 


Scena Secunda. 


em —— 


— 


Enter Viola, and 1Malvolio, at ſeverall doores, 

Mal. Were not you cu'nnow, with the Counteſſe O- 
livia ? 

Uio, Evennow fir, on a moderatepace, I have ſince 
ariv'd but hither. 

Aa. Shereturnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
haveſaved me my paines, to have taken it away your 
ſelfe, She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your Lord 


— 


into a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. Andone 
thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to come againe 
10 his aftaires, unlefle it be to repert your Lords taking 


of this: receive itſo. 
Vio. She tooke the Ring of me, Tlenone of it. 


Hal. Comelir, you peeviſhly threw it to her : and 


her will 1s, it ſhould be to return'd : If itbe worth 


ping for, there it Iyes, in your eye : if not, beit histhat 


tin2s It. 


UV. Ileft no Ring with her: what meanes this Lady? 


Fortune forbid my out-fide have not charm'd her : 
She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 
That ſure me thought Her cyes hadloſt her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeake 1n ſtarts diſtrattedly. 

She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me in this churliſh mcſlevger 2 

None of my Lords Ring ? Why he ſent her none ? 
I amthe man, ifit be {oas tis, 

Poore Lady, ſhe were better love adreame:; 
Diſguiſe, I ſce thou arta wickedneſſe, 

W hereinthe pregnant enemy does much. 

How eaſte is it, for the proper falſe 

In womens waxen hearts to ſet their formes : 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 


For ſuch as we are made. if \uch we be: p_ 


How will this fadge ? My maſter lovesher deercly, 
And I (poore monſter) fond aſmuch on him : 

And ſhe (miſtaken) ſeemes to dote on me : 

What will become of this? As Iam man, 


| My ſtate 1s deſperate for my maiſters love ; 


As I am woman (now alas the day) 

W har thciftleſſe Hghes ſhall poore Ohwi4breathe ? 
O tiine, thou mult untangle this, not I, 

Ir 15 too harda knot for me t'unty. 


——_ 


og. 


Ex, 


— CC —_—__——  —_—_ CG A ——_ 


Scana T ertia, 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Tob. Approach Sir e4ndrew : not to be a bed 


midnight, 1s to be up betimes,and Dilicalo ſurgere,thou 


know |t. 


And, Nay by my troth Tknow not ; but] know, to 


be up late, isto be up late. 


To. A falſe concluſion : I hate it asan unfill'd Canne, 
To beup after midnight, and to goe to bed then is carl: 
ſothat togoeto bed after midnight, is to goe to bedbe- 


times. Dozs not our lives conſitt of the foure 
ments ? 


en, Faith ſothey ſay, but I thinke it rather conſiſts 


of eating and drinkiag. 


To. Thart a (choller; let us therefore eate and drinke, 


Marian llay,a toope of wine. 
| Emer Clowne. 
And. Heere comes the foole yfaith. 


Clo. Row now my hearts: Did you never ſee the Pic- 


ture of wethree ? 
Te. Welcome afſe, now let's have a catch. 


And, By my croth the foole has an excellent breaſt, 1 
had rather then forty ſhillings I had {uch a legge, andfo 


{weeta breath to fing, as the foole has. Infooth thou 


in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok'ftof 
Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians paſſing the Equino&iallof 
Luenbu : twras very good yfaith : I ſent thee ſixepence 


after 


Ele- 


| 


for! 


= _ 
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hy Lemon, hadit it? 
belly I did impeticosthy gratillity : for fafveliosnole 


isno Whip-ſtocke. My Lady hasa white hand, and the 
Mermidons are no bottle-ale houſes. : 

As, Excellent: Why this is the beſt fooling, when 
all is done. Now a ſong. ; 

To, Come on, there isſixe pence for you. Let's have 

ſong. \ 
; An, There's a teſtrill of me too: if one knight give a- 

Clo. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong, of good 
life ? 

To. Aloveſong,a love ſong. 

An, 1, 1- I carenot for good life. 

Clowre ſings. 

O Miftris mine where are you rommg ? 
O ſtay and heare, your true loves coming, 
That can ſing both high and low, 
Trip no farther pretty ſweeting, 
Journeys eud in lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe mans ſonne doth know. 

An, Exccllent good, itaith. 

To. Good, good. 

{los What is love, 'tu not heereaſter, 
Preſent mirth, bath preſent laughter : 
What's to come, 1 tll unſure. 
Indelay there tyes no plenty, 
Then come kiſſe me ſweet and twenty 1 
Yonths a ſtuffe will not endare. 

An, A mellifluousvoyce, as I an true 

To. A contagious breath. 

£1, Very {weet, and contagious ifaith. 

To. To heare by the noſe, it1s dulcet in contagion. 
But ſaull we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall we 
rowze the night-Owle ina Carch that willdrawe three 
ſoules out of one Weaver ? Shall we doe that ? 

And, And you love me,lct's doo'c : I am dogge et a 
Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and ſome.dogs will catch wel, 

end, Moitcertaine : Let our Catch be, Thou Kane. 

(le. Hold thy peace, thou Knave knight, 1 ſhall be con- 
ſrain'd in't, to call thee Knave,Knight, 

en, *Tisnotthe firſt time I have conſtrained one to 
call me knave. Begin foole : it begins, Hold thy peace, 

( fo. T ſhall never begin if I hold my peace. 

( atch ſang. 


An, Goodifaith ; Come begin. 
Enter Maria. 

Mar. What a catterwalling dot you keepe heere? If 
my Lady have not call'd up her Steward /Malvoho, and 
bid him tarne you out of doorcs, never traſt me. | 

To. My Lady'sa( atayan, we are politicians, Malvolzs 
a Peg-a-ramſie, and Three merry men be we, Am not I 
conlanguinious? AmlT not of acr blood : tilly vally, La- 
dy !There dwelt a manin Babylon, Lady, Laay. 

Ch, Beſhrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling, 

Av. TI, hedo's wcll enough ifhe be diſpo['d, and ſo doe 
I too : he does it witha better grace, but I doe it more 
naturall, 

To, O the twelfe day of Decemirr, 

Her, For the love 0'God peace; 

Enter Malvolo, 

Cal. My maſtersare you mad ? Or what are you? 
Have youno wit, manners, nor honeſty, but te gabble 
Ike Tinkersat this timeof night? Doe yee make an Ale- 
houſe of my Ladics houſe, thar ye ſqueak out your Cozi- 
ers Catches without any mitigation or remorſe of yoyce ? 
Isthere no reſpeR of place, perſons, nor time in you ? 


To. Wedid keepe time fir in our Catches. Snecke up. 


Atatl. Sir Toby, I malt be round with you. My, Lady 
bad me rell you, that though ſhe harbors you as her kin(- 


man, the's nothing ally*dro your diforders. If you can 


{eparate yovr ſelfe and your miſdemeanors, you are wel- 
cometorhe houſe : ifnot, and it would pleaſe you to take 
leave of her, ſhe is very willing to bid you farewell. 

To. Farewell deere heart, ſince I mult needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay good Sir Teby. | 

Clo. His eyes doe ſhew his dayesare almoſt done, 

Atl. Is't even fo? 

To. But I willnevery dye, | 

Clo. Sir Toby there you lye. , 

Mal. This is much credit to you. 

To Shall I bid bim oe? 

Clo. What and if you doe ? 

To. Shall [ bid him pot, and ſpare not ? 


Clo. O no, no, 10, n0, you dare not. 


To, Our o'tune ſir, yelye: Artany more then a Stew. 


ard ? Doſtthou thinke becauſe thou art vertuous, there 


ſhall be no more Cakes and Ale ? 


Clo, Yes by S. e-Ame, and Ginger ſhall be het y*th 


mourh too, 


To. Tharti'tb right. Goe fir, rnb your Chaine with 


crums. A ſtope of Wine aria. 


Mal. Miſtris Mary, if you priz'd my Ladyes favour 
at any thing more then contempt, you would not give 
meanes for this uncivill rule ; ſhe ſhall know of it by this 


hand. 
Mar.Gae ſhake your eares., 
An. *Twere as good a deed as todrinke when a mans 


Exit. 


' a hungry, to challenge him the field, and thento breake 


promiſe with him, and make a foole of him- 

To. Doo'c knight, lie write thee a Challenge : or Ile 
deliver thy indignationto him by word of mouth. 

Mar, Sweet Sir Toby be paticnr for to night ; Since 
the youth of the Counts was today with my Lady, ſheis 


much cm of quiet. For Mountieur Matvolo, let ae alone | 


with him: If 1 doenor gull him intoan ayword,and make 


him a common recreation, doe not thinks I have wit e- | 
nough tolye {traightinmy bed : I know I candoe it. 


To. Poſleſle us, poſicticus, tell us ſomething of him. 

CHar, Marry fir, ſometimes he isa kindof* Puritane. 
©42. O, if i thonght that, Ide beate him like a dogge. 

To, Whar for being a Putitan, thy exquiſite reaſon, 


deere knight. 


An. IT haveno exquiſite rcaſon fo1's, butT have reaſon 


good enough. 


Har. The dis'll a Puritane that he is, or any thing 


conſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an atfeior'd Aﬀſe, thar 


Cons State without booke,and utters it by great fivarths. 


The beſt perſwwaded of himſcifz:focram'd(as he thinkes) 
with excecllencies, that it 15 his ground of fzich,. that all | 
that looke on him, love tim:and on'that vice in him,will 

my revenge find notable cauſe to worke. | 


To. What wiltthou doe? 
Aer. I will drop inhis way ſome obſcure Epiſtlesof 


love, wherein by the cotour of his beard,the ſhape of his 
legge, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his eye, | 
forchead, and compleRXion, he ſhall end himſelfe moſt 
feclingly perſonated, I can write very like my Lady 
your Neece, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
diſtintion of our hands. 


To. Excellent, I ſmcll a device. 
An. I hav'tin my noſe too. de 
To. He ſhall thinke by the Letters that thou wilt Irop 


—_— —— 
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chat they come from my Neecc, and that ſhe's in love | 


with him- 

Mea. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe ofthat colour, 

An. And your horſe now would make himan Aflc. 

IMar. Afle, I doubt not. 

en. O twill be admirable, 

Mar. Sport royall I warrant you : I know my Phy- 
ficke will worke with bim, I will plant you two,and let 
rhe Foole make a third, where he ſhall find the Letter : 
obſerve this conſtruction of it :For thisnight to bed,and 
dreame on theevent. Farewell. Exit. 

To. Good night Penthiſilea. 

An. Before me ſhe'sa good wench. 

Te. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores me; 
what o'that? 

An. | was ador'd once too. 

To. Let's to bed knight : Thon hadſt neede ſend for 
more money. 

An. 1f I cannot recover your Neece, I ama foule way 


| Outs 


To. Send for money knight, ifthou haſt her not 1'th 


end, cal] me Curt, 


4r. If I doe nor, never truſt me, take it how you will. 
To. Come, come, Ile goc burne ſome Sacke,tis too late 


to goeto bed now : Come knight, come knight. 
E xennt. 


Scena (Quarta, 


| R——— —_—— cs 


Enter Dake, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Ds#.Give me ſome Muſicke; Now gocd morrow friends 

Now good Ceſar#o, butthat peece of ſong, 
That old and Anticke ſong we heard laſt night ; 
Me thought it did releeve my paſſion much, 
More then light ayres, and recolleRted termes 
Of thele moſt briske and giddy-paced times, 

Come, but one verſc. ; 

Cs.He isnot here (fo plcaſe your Lordſhip) that ſhould 
ſing it; 

Dx. Whowas it ? 

Cur. Fete the Ieiter my Lord, a foole that the Lady 
Olrviaes Father tooke much delight m. He is about the 
houſe. 

Dak. Secke him out, and play the tune the while. 

; CAMnſicke playes. 
Come hither Boy, if ever thou ſhalt love 
In the ſweet pangsof it, remember me 2; 
For ſuch as 1 am, all true Lovers are, 
Vnſtaid and $kittiſh in a!l motions elſe, 
Save inthe conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How dolt thou like this tune ? 

Vie. It givesa very ecchototte ſeate 
Where love is thron'd. 

D#x. Thoudolt ſpeake maſterly, 

My life uporc, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome favour that it loves ; 
Hath itnot boy ? 
Uo. Alittle, by your favor. 
D#. What kind of woman iſt ? 
Vis. Of your completion. 
Ds. She is not worth thee then. Whar yeares ifaith ? 
Vio. About your yeares my Lord. 
Du, Too old by heaven: Let ſtill the woman take 


— 


” — 


| Get theeto yond ſame ſoveraigne cruelty ; 


An elder then her ſclfe, ſo weares ſhe to him : 
So ſwayes ſhelevell in her husbands heart : 
For boy, however we doe praiſe our ſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirme, | 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worne, 
Then womens are. | 
Vie. 1 thinke it well my Lord. 
_ Ds. Then letthy Love be yongerthen thy ſclfe, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as Roſes, whole faire fowre 
Being once difplaid, doth fall that very houre. 
Fioe. Andſothey are : alas, thatthey are ſo: 
To dye, even when they to perfection grow . - 
Lnter Curio, and Clowne, | 
D#k, O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night : 
Marke it Ceſ#r5o, itis old and plaine ; 
The Spiniters and the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free maidsthart weave their thred with bones, 
Doe uſeto chant it : it is filly ſooth, 
Anddallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready Sir ? 
Dwk, Iprethee ſing. 
The Song. 
Come away, come away death, 
Andin ſad cypreſſe let me be laid, 
Fye away, fie away breath, 
1 am ſlaine by a faire cruel maid. 
Hy ſhrowd of white, ſtucke all with Ew, O prepare 
Cy part of death no one ſo true did (hare it, (it, 


CMnſicks, 


Not a flower, not a flower ſweet 

On my blacke coffin, let there be ftrewne : 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

Cy poore corpes, where my bones (hall be thr owne : 
A thouſand thouſand ſighes to ſave,tty me O whert 
Sad true lover never find my grave, to weepe there 


D#. There's for thy paines. 

Clo, Nopaines fir, I take pleaſure in ſinging fir. 

Ds. lle pay thy pleaſure then. 

Clo, Trucly fir, and pleaſure will be paid one time, or 
another, 

D#k. Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

D#k. Now the mclancholly God prote& thee, andthe 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
mind isa very Opall. I would have men of ſach conſtans 
Cy put to Sea, that their buſineſſe might be every thing, 
and their intent every where, forthat's it, that alwayes 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Ext, 

Dk, Let all the reſt give place : Once more Ceſario, 


Tell her my love (more nob!e then the world) 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands, 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 
Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune : 
But tis thar miracle, and Queene of lems 
That natureprankcs her mn. attratsmy ſoule, 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you fir. 
Dx. Itcannot be ſoanſwer'd. 
Uo. Sooth but you muſt. 
Say that ſome T.ady, as perhappes there is, 
Harh for your love as greata pang of heart 
Asyou have for Olivia: you cannot love her : 
You tell her ſo : Muſt ſhenot then be anſyer'd? 


ar RT pet——__— 


Dak, There is no womans fides | 


Twel ; Night, or What you will, £ 
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Can bidethe beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 
As lovedothgive my heart ; no womans heart 
So bigge, to holdſo much, they lacke retentions 
Alas their love may be call'd appetite, 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, 
Thar ſuffer ſurfet, cloyment. and revolt, 
But mine is all as hungry asthe Sea, 
And can diſgeſt as much, make no compare 
Betweenethat lovea woman can beare me, 
| Andthat I owe Oli944, 

Jo. Ibut I know. 

Dx. What doft thou know ? 

Tie. Too well what love womento men may owe : 
In faith they are as true of heart, as we. 
My father had a davghter lov'd a man 
As it might be perhaps, were Ia woman 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. 

Duk. And what's her hiſtory ? 

io, A blanke my Lord : ſhe never told her love, 
Butlet concealment like a worme r th budge 
Feede on her damaske cheeke : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
And with a greene and yellow melancholly, 
She fate like Patience ona Monument, 
Smiling at greefe. Wasnot this love indeed ? 
We men may ſay more, ſ{weare more,but indeed 
Our ſhewes are more then will : for {tiilwe prove 
Much in our vowes, bur little in our love. 

Dz. But did thy ſiſter of her love my Boy ? 

Vio. T amall the daughters of my Fathers houſ, 
And allthe brothers too ; and yet 1 know not. 
Sir, ſhall I tothis Lady ? 

Ds. I that's the Theame, 
To her in haſte ? give her rhis Iewell : fay, 


Thy love can give no place,bide no denay. Exennt. 


LE ——— 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Sir Toby, Six eAvarew, and Fabian, 

To. Come thy wayes Signior Fabian, 

Fab, Nay Ile come : if {loſe a ſcruple of this ſport, 
let me be boyl'drodeath with Mclanchoily 

To. Wouldlt thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Raſcally ſhcepe-biter, come by ſome notable ſhame ? 

Fa, I would exult man ; you know he brought me out 
of favour with my Lady,about a Beare- baiting here, 

Te. Toanger him wee'l have the Beare againe, and 
we will foole hia blacks and blew, ſhall we not fir Az- 

ew? 

An. And wedoe not, it 1s pitty of our lives. 

Enter Marta. 

To. Heere comes the little villaine : How now my 
Nettle of ſndia? 

Afar. Get ye all three into the box tree: Aalvelio's 
comming downe this walke, he has beene yonder ithe 
Sunne practiting behaviour to his owne ſhadow this halfe 
houre : obſerve him for the love of Mockery:for I know 

this Letter wili make a contemplative Ideot of him.Cloſe 
| inthe name of jeaſting, lyethou there : for heerecomes 
the Trowr, that muſt be caught with tickling. Exit. 
Enter Matvoli, 
al. Tis bur Fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me ſhe did affe& me, and I have heard her ſelfe come 
thusneere, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my 
completion. Beſides ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 


—— 


I thinke'on*t? 
To. Heere'sanover-weening rogue. : 
Fa. Oh peace: Contemplation makesa rare Turkey 
Cocke of him, how he jetsunder hisadvanc'd plumes. 
Ana. Slight I could ſo beate the Rogue. 
To. Peace I ſay. 
| Mal. Tobe Count CMalnalio, 
To. Ah Rogue. | 
As, Piſtoll him, piſtoll him. 
To. Peace, peace. 


chy, marricd the yeoman ofthe wardrobe. 
An, Fye on him lezabel. 


nation blowes him: 

Mal. Having beene three moneths marricd to her, 
ſitting 1n my ftate, 

To. O fora ſtone-bow to hit him in theeye. 


have left Ow (leeping. 
To. Fireand Briunſtone, 
Fa. O peace, peace. 


kinſman Toby. 
To. Boltesand ſhackles, 
Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now, 


Toby approaches ; curtſics there to me. 
To. Shall this fellow live ? 


| yet peace. 
familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controll. 


then ? | 
Mal. Saying, Coline Toby, my Fortunes having caſt 
me on your Neece, give me this prerogative of ſpeech; 
To. W hat, what? : 
Mal. You muſt amend your drankennefle, 
To. Our {cabs 
Fab. Nay patience, or we breake the ſinewes of eur 
lot ? 
Mal. Beſides you waſte the treaſure of your time, 
with a fooliſh knight. 
Aud, That's me I warrant you; 


al. One fir Andrew, | 
And. I knew *twas 1, for many doe call me foole, 
Mal. What employment have we heere? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin. 


To. Oh peace, and the ſpirit of humors intimate rea- | 


dingaloud to him, 


Mal. By my lifethisis my Ladies hand : theſebe her | 


very C*s,her V's, and her T*s, and thus makes ſhe her 
great P*s, It is incontemptof queſtion her hand. 

e4n. Aer C's, her V/s, and her T's: why that ? 

Mal. To the unknowne below d,this, and my good Wiſhes + 


preflure her Zacyrece, with which ſheuſcsto ſcale: tisgmy 
Lady : To whom fhould this be? 
Fab. This winnes him, Liver and all. 2 


—_— y_ _ ——— 


— vo 
pa _ TE 


Mat. There isexample for't : The Lady of the Stra- 


Fa. O peace, now he'*sdeepely in : looke how imagi- 


Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd 
Velvet gowne : having come from a day bed, where I } 


Mal. And then to have the humer of ſtate : and after 
a demure travaile of regard : teliing them I know ay 
place, as I would they ſhould doe theirs : to aske for my 


Hal. Seaven of my people with an obedient ſtarr, 
make our for him: 1 trowne the while, and perchance 
winde up my watch, or play with my ſome rich Iewell : 


Fa. Though our ſilence be draywne from us with cares, 


Aal. Iextend my hand to him thus; quenching my 


To. And do's not Tebytake you a blow o'the lippes» 


| 


Her very Phraſes: By your leave wax. Soft, and the im- | 


| 


| reſpeR,then any oneelſethat followes her. What ſhould | 


{ 


x 


) 


on 


——_— 


—_—__——_—_ 


| 
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w4n muft know. No man muſt know. What followes? 
The numbers alter'd : No man muſt know, 
If this ſhould be thee Malvoiro ? 


To. Marry hang thee brocke:; 
Mal. I may command where [ adore, but ſilence like a Lu- 


oreſſe knife, 
With bleoaleſſe froke my heart doth gore, CM. O. A. I. doth 
ſway my life. 


Fa. A fuſtian riddle. 

To. Excellent Wench, ſay I. 

Mat. AM. O. 4.1, doth ſway my life, Nay but firſt 
let me ſee, let me ſce,let meſee. 

Fab. What diſh a poyſon has ſhe dreſt him ? 

To. And with what wing the ſtallion checkes at it? 

Mal. I may command, where I adore: Why ſhe may 
command me; I ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. Why this is 
evident to any formall capacity. There is no obſtruction 


| in this, and the end ; W hat ſhould that Alphabeticall po- 


fition portend, if I could make that refemble ſomething 
in me ? Softly; M.0.A.T. 

To. O1, make up that, hc is now at a cold ſent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for ailthis, though it be as 
ranke as a Fox. 

Hal. M. HMatvolio,77. Why that begins my nawe. 

Fab. Did notil ſay he would worke it out, the Curre is 
excc!lent a* faults. 

Adal. CM . But then there is no conſonancy in the ſe- 
quell that ff ers under probation 3; eL. ſhould follow, 
but O. does. | 

Fa. And O ſhall end, I hope. 

To. I, or Ile cadgell bim, and make him cry 0, 

Mat. And then /. comes behind. 


ſee more detraQtion at your heeles, then Fortunes before 


Ole 
j Mal. 31.0, A.l. This ſimulation is notas the former: 
and yer tocruſh this a little, ic would bow to me, for c- 


very one of theie Letters are in my name. Soft, here fol- 
lowes proſe :*[fth fallinto thy band,revelue.In my Starres 
I am above thee, but be not affraid of greatnefle : Some 
are become great, ſome atcheeve greatneſle, and ſome 
have greatneſſe thruſt upon em. Thy fates open their 


| bands, let thy blood and ſpirit embrace them, and to jn- 


ure thy ſelfe to what thou artliketo be 2 caſt thy humble 
ſlough, and appeare freſh. Be oppoſite witha kinſman, 
furly with ſervants : Letthy toogue tang arguments cf 
State; put thy ſelfe into the tricke of ſingularity. Shee 
- thus adviſes thee, that ſighes for thee. Remember who 
- commended thy yellow itockings, and with'dto tee thee 
ever crofle garter'd: I fay remember, goe too, thouart 
wade if thou defir ſt to be fo : If nor, let me ſeethee a ſte- 
ward ſtill, the fellow of fervants, and not worthy to 
touch Fortunes fingers Farwe:l: Shee that would alter 
ſervices with thee, the fortunate unhappy dayiight and 
' champian diſcoversnur more : This 1s opzn, I will be 
roud, Iwill reade politicke Authors, I will befle Sir 
Teby, 1 will waſh of grofle acquaintance, I willbe point 
deviſe, the very man. Idoenow foole my ſelfe, to let 
imaginacionjade me; for every reaſon excites to this, 
thatmy Ladyloves me. She did commend my yellow 
ſtockiagsof late, ſhe did praiſe my legge being croſſe- 
er'd, and inthis ſhe maniteſts her ſcife to my love, 

and witha kind of injunQtion drives meto theſe habits 
of her liking. Ithanke my ſtarres, Iam happy : I will 


| beſtrange, ſtout, inyellow ſtocking,and crofle garter'd 


amt 


| Fab. 1, andyouhad any eye behind yon, you might | 


Twelh [7 Nietr, or W bat you will, 


Mal. Jove knowes I love, bat who, Lips doe not 1009, ne 


| 


| his firſt approachbefore my Lady :. he will come to her | 


| 


_ — 


even with the ſwiftneſſe of putting on. Tove, and my. 
Rarres be praiſed. Heerc is yet a poſtſcript. Thom canſt | 
wot chooſe but kwyow who I am. If thow entertainſt my love Jet 
appeare #2 thy ſmiling, thy ſmiles become thee well. Therg. 
fore in my preſence ftill ſmile, deere my ſweet, 1 prethee. Imy 
I thanke thee,I wiliſmule,I will doe every thing that thoy 
wilt _ me. E xa, 
Fab, I will not give wy part of this ſport for a 
on of thouſands robe __ wc the $Sophy. "Pl 
To, Icould marry this wenchfor this device. 
ef. SOcould I too. | 
To. And aske no other dowry with her, but ſuch ano. 
ther jeſt. 
Enter Maria: 
en, Norl reither, 
Fab. Heere comes my neble gull-catcher. 
To. Wilt thou ſet thy foote o'my necke? 
An. Or o'mine either? 
To. Shall I play my fredome at tray-trip, and become 
thy bondfſlave ? 
es, Itaith, or Icither? 
Tob. Why,thou haſt put him in ſuch a dreame, that 
when the image of it icaves him, he muſt run mad. 
Ma. Nay but ſay true, do's it worke upon him? 
To. Like Aqua-vitz with a Midwife, 44 
Aear.'If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport,marke 


in yellow ſtockings, and "tis acelour ſhe abhorres, and 
crofle gerter*d, a taſhion ſhe dereſts : and he will {wile | 
upon her, which will now be ſo unſuteable to her diſpe- | 
ſition, being addicted to a melancholly,asfhe 1s, that 
cannot but turne him intoa notable contempt: if you w 
ſce it,foilow me. ps | 

To. Tothe gatesof Tartar, thou moſt excellent divel | 
of wit. 

4nd. Ile make onetoo. 


E xennt, | 
Finu Au Sccunds, 
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eA tus Tertius. Scana Prima, 
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Enter Viola, and (lowne. 


Uis. Save thee Friend and thy Muſicke : doſt thou live 
by the Tabor ? 
(Co. Nofir, I live by the Church. 
Us, Artthou a Churchman ? oy” 
Cle. No ſuch matter fir, I doe live by the Church:for, 
I'doe live at my houſe, and my houſe doth Kand 'by the |. 
Church. 52] 
Fio. So thou maiſt ſay the King lyes'by a begger, if 
begger dwell necr hiin : or the Church ſtands by thy To 
bor, if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. ks; 
Cle. You have aid fir ; Toſee this age ! A ſentence B| 
but a chev*rill glove to a good witte, how quickely 
wroag ſide may be turn'd outward. fn 
Vue. Nay thar's certaine : they that dally nicely W 
words, may quickely make them wanton. 
Clo, T would therefore my ſiſter had had 
Vo, Why man? .h 
Cho, Why fir, hername'sa word, and to dally W 
that word, might make my ſiſter wanton : But indeed) 
words are very Raſcals, ſince bonds ditgrac'd them- 
Fo. Thy xeaſon man? Ch, 


no name SIf- 


- 


_ 


« 


Twelfenight, or what you will, 
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y.. Troth fir, I can yeeld you none without words, 
and wordsare growne fo falſe, I am loath to prove reaſon 


ith them» : EE 
he I warrant thou art a merry fellow , and car'ſt for 


ing. 
mw Not ſofir, I doe care for ſomething : but in my 
conſcience fir,l doe not care for you: if that be tocarefor 
nothing fir, l would it would make you inviſible. 

7o.Art notthou the Ladly Olzvia's foole ? 

Ch, No indeed fir,the Lady Olivia has no folly, ſhee 
will keepe no fool ſir,till ſhe be married , and foolesare 
as like husbands,as Pilchersare to Herrings,the husbands 
thebigger, Iam indeed not her foole, bur her corrupterof 

yords. 
: Vis. I faw thee late at the Connt Orfino's. 

C/o Foolery fir ,does walke about the Orbe like the 
Sunne,it ſhines every where, I would be ſorry fir,butthe 
Foole ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- 
ftris:Ithinke I ſaw your wiſedome there. 

Vie. Nay,and thou paſſe upon mee, Ile no more with 
thee. Hold there's expences for thee. 

Clo. Now Iove in his next commodity of haire , ſend 
thee a beard. 

Vie, By iny troth lle tell thee , Tatn almoſtficke for 
one,though I would not have it grow on my chinne. Is 
thy Lady within. 
| Ch. Wouldnot apaire of theſe have bred ſir? 

Vio. Yes,being kept together,and put to uſe. 

Clo.1 would play Lord Pandaru of Phrygia (ir ;to bring 
a Creſrids tothis Trojlm. | 

Fio. I underſtand you fir, tis well begg'd. 

Cle. The matter I hope 18not great tir ; begging,buta 
bepger : Creſrida wasa begger. My Lady is within fir, I 
wyl conſter tothem whence youcome,who youare,and 
what you would is out of my Welkin , I might ſay Ele- 
ment,butthe word 1s over-worne. Exit. 

Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the focle, 

And to doe that well,craves a kinde of wit : 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jcſts, 

The quality of perſons,and the time : 

And hkethe Haggard,cbecke at every Feather 

That comes before his eye. This is a practice, 

As full of labour as a Wiſe-mans Art: - 

For folly that he wiſely ſhewes,is fit : 

But Wiſe mens folly falne,quite taintrheir wit. 
Enter ſir Toby aud eAnarew. 

To, Saveyou Gentleman. . 

Vio. And you fir, 

end, Dieu vou guard Mounſier. 

Vio. Et wouz, anſie voſtre ſervitenre, 

end, 1 hope ir, you are,and Tam yours. 

To., Will you encounter the houte,my Neece is defi- 
rous you ſhoulq enter,if your trade be to her. 

| Fu. Tambound to your Neece ſir, I meane ſheis the 
liſt of my voyage. 

Te. Taſte your legges ſir,put them to motion. 

Us,My legges doe better underſtand me fir,then IT un- 
derſtand what you mcane by bidding metaſte my legges. 

To. I meane to goe ſir,to enter. x 

Uz.I will anſwer you with gateandentrance, but wee 
are prevented. 

Enter Oltvia and Gentlewoman. | 
Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the heavens raine O- 
IS ON you. 
end. That youth's a rare Cogrtier,raine Odours,well. 
Vie. My matter hath no voyce Lady,but to your owne 


| Grace and good diſpoſition attend your Ladyſhip : 


— 


moſt pregnantand vouchſafed eare. 
And. Od 
all three already. | 
Of. Letthe Garden doore be ſhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. Give me your hand fir. 
Uo. My duty Madam, and mioſt humble ſervice. 
O:. Whatisyour name ? 
Vis, Ceſario 1s your ſervantsname, faire Princeſſe. 
Ol. My ſervant fir? 'Twasnever merry world, 
Sincelowly feigning was call'd complement : 
y are ſervant tothe Count Orſino (youth.) 
Vis, And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
your ſervants ſervant, is your ſervant Madam. 
Ol. For him, I thinke not on him: for histhoughts, 
Would they were blankes rather then fill'd with me. 
Uo. Madarn, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalfe. 
O7. O by your leavel pray ycu. 
I bad you never ſpeakeagaine of him z 
But would you undertake another ſuite 
I had rather heace you, to ſolicit that, 
Then Muſicke from the ſpheares. 
Vo. Deere Lady, 
Of. Give me leave,beſeech you:T did ſend, 
Afterthe laſt enchantmentyou did heare, 
A Ringinchace of you. SodidI abuſe 
My ſelfe, my ſervant, and I feareme you: 
Vnder your hardconſtruction muſtI fit, 
To forcethat on you in a ſhatnefull cunning 


Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? | 


Have you not ſet mine Honorat the ſtake, 
And baited ic with alith*unmazled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can thinke?to one of your receiuing - 
Enough is ſhewne, a Cipreſle, not a boſome, 
Hides my poore heart : ſo let me heare you ſpeake. 

Yo. I pitty you. 

01. That's a degree to love. 

Vio. No not a price : for tis a vulgar proofe 
Thar very oft we pitty enemies. | 

01. Why then me thinkes*cistime toſmile agen: 
O world, how aptthe pooreare to be proud ? 
If one ſhould bea prey, how much the better 
Tofall before the Lion, thenthe Wolfe ? 

Clocke Hrikes. 

The clockeupbraides me with the waſte of time. 
Be not affraid good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth is cometo harveſt, 
Your wife is like to reapea proper man : 
T here lyes your way, due Welt. 

Uso, Then Weſtward hoe: 


You'l nothing Madame to mylord, by me : ; 

Ol, Stay : I pretheerell me whatthouthinkſt of me ? 
Vie. T hat youdoe thinke you are not what you are. 
Ol. If T thinke ſo, Ithinkethe ſame of you. 
Vio, Thenthiake you right : I amnot what Iam: 
OZ. I would you were, asI would have yoube., 
Us, Would it be better Madam, then I am ? 

I wiſh it might, fornow Tam your foole. 

Ol. O what a deale of ſcorne, lookes beautifull ? 

In the contempt and anger of his lip, 

A murdrous guilt ſhewes not it ſelfe more ſoone, 

Then love that would ſeeme hid : Loves night,is noone. 

Ceſario, by the Roſes of the Spring, 

By maid-hood, honor, trnth, andevery thing. 

Llove thee ſo, that maugre all ” 3g pride, 


| 


ours, pregnant, and vouchſafed : le get *'em 


- Nor | 


hs 
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| 266 # Twelfe night,or,W1 hat youwill, 


| Nor wit, nor reaſon, can'my paſſion hide : 
Doe not extortthy reaſons from this claule, 
For that I wooe, thou therefore haſt no canſc : 
But rather reaſon thus, with reaſon ferter ; 
Love ſought, is g00d : but given unſought, is better. 
Uio. By innocence I ſweare, and by my youth, 
T have one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 
And that no woman has, nor never none 
| Shall miſtris be of ity fave I alone. 
And ſo adieu good Madam, never more, 
VWillI my Maſtersteares to you deploxe. 
OL Yet come againe: for thou perhaps mayſt move 
Thar heart which now abhorres, to like hislove. 
E, XEennts 


_—, 


Scena Secunds. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


e-£ad. No faith, Ile not ſtay a jotlonger : 

Tob. Thy reaſondeere venom, give thy reaſon. 

Fabia, You muſt needs yeeld your reaſon, Sir «A- 
drew. 

And. Marry I aw your Neece doe more favoursto the 
Counts Serving-man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd upon me : 
I ſaw't1th Orchard. | 

Tob. Did ſhe ſeethe while, old boy, tell me that ? 

&-in4. Asplaine as I ſee you now- 

Fabi, This wasa great argument of love in hertoward 


Olt. 

end. Slight ; will you make an Aﬀe o'me ? 

Fabi. I prove it legitimate fir, upon the Oathes of 
judgement, and reaſon. ; 

T6. And they have beene grand Iury men,fſince before 
N gab was aSaylor, 

Fabi. Sheedid ſhew favour to the youth in your ſight, 
onely to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe valour 
to put fire in your Heart, andbrimſtone in your Liver : 
you ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome excel- 
] lentjelts (fire-new from the mint) you ſhould have bangd 
the youthintodambeneſſe : this was look'd for at your 
band, and this was baulkt : the double gilt of this oppor- 
tuvity you let tzme waſhoff, and you are now faild into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, were you will hang 
| like an yſickle ona Dutchmans beard, unlefſe you doe re- 


policy. - 

Ana, And'tbeany way, it muſt be with Vatlour, for 
policy I hate : I hadas licfe be a Browniſt, as a Politi- 
Clan. 

Tob. Why then build me thy fortunesupon the baſis of 
valour. Challenge me the Counts youth to fight with him 
hurt him in eleven places, my Neece ſhall rake note of it, 
and aflure thy ſelte, there isno love-Broker in the world, 
can more prevallein mans commendation with woman, 
than report of valour. 

Fab. There isno way but this fir Andrew. 

And. Will either of you beare me a chalenge to him ? 

Tob. Go, write it ina martiall hand,be curſt and briefe: 
it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and full of 
invention : taunt him with the licenſe of Inke : if thou 
thou'ſt him ſome thrice,it ſhall nor be amifſe,and as ma- 
ny Lyes, as will lye inthy ſhecte of paper,” 2|though the | 


_ 


deeme it, by ſome laudable artempt, either of valour or | 


| ſheet were big enough for the bed of Ware in England 
ſet *em downe, goe about it. Letthere be gall enoughiy 
| thy inke, though thou write with a Gooſc-pen, no max 
ter : about it. | 
eAxd. Where ſhall I find you ? 
Tob. Welcall thee at the Cubiculo : Goe 
Exit Sir Andrty, 


Fab. This is a deere Manakin to you Sir Toby. 
Tob, Ihave beene deere to himlad, ſome twothouſay 
ltrong, or ſo. 
Fa. We ſhall have a rare Letter from him ; but ygyk 
not deliver't. | 
Tob. Never truſt me then: and by all meanes flircem|/ 
the yonth toan anſwer. I thinke Oxenand waine-r 
cannot hale them together:For Andrew,if he were open 
and you find ſo much blood in his Liver, as will clogth 
foot ofa flea, Ilecate the reſt of th'anatomy. 
Fab. And his oppoſite the youth beares in hisviſage 
great preſage of cruelty. 
| 
Enter Maria, 


| Tob, Looke wherethe yongeſt Wrenof mine comes, 


| ÞA4ar. If you defire the ſplecne, and will laugh you 
| ſelves into ſtitches, follow me;yond gull Afalvolio is tw. 


ned Heathen, a very Renegatho; for there isno chriſln| 
that meanestobe ſaved by beleeving rightly, can eve 
beleeve ſuch impoſſible paſſages of Sealfenele, Hee'si 
yellow ſtockings. ; 
Tob. And croſſe garter'd ? 
Mar. Moſt villanoully : like a Pedant that keeyes: 
Schoole ith Church : 1 have dogg'd him like his murths 
rer. He does obey every point of che Letter that I drop, 
to betray him : He does {ngile his face 1into more lyne, 
then isin the new Mappe, with the augmentation oftie 
Indies : you have not ſcene ſuch athiog as tis: I can ha 
ly forbeare hurling thingsat bim, | know my Lady wil 
{trike him : ifſhe doe, he'll ſmile, andtakc*c for a gret 
favour, 
Teb, Come bring us, bring us where he 1s. 
E xennt On. 


A —C—— 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Sbaſlian and Anthonis, 


Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince you make your pleaſure of your paynes, , 
I wilino further chide you. 

Anth; IT could not ſtay behind you : my deſire 
(More ſharpe than filed ſtecle)did ſpurre me forth, 
And not all love to ſee you (though ſo much 
As might have drawne onetoa longer voyage) 

But jealoufie, what might befall your travell, 
Being skillefle in theſeparts : which to a ſtranger, 
Vnguided, and unfriended, often prove 

Rough, and unhoſpitable, My willing love: 

The rather by theſe arguments of feare 

Setforth in your purſuite. 

| Seb. My kind Amthonio, 

I can no other anſwer make, but thankes, 


But were my worth, asis my conſcience firthe, You 


—_ 


km At 


Twelfe Niight, or, what you will, 


—_—_ 
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you ſnouldfind better dealing : what sto doe ? 

Shall we goc ſcethe reliques of this Towne? S 
Ant. To morrow fir, beſt firſt goe ſee your Lodging. 
Sch, Tamnot weary,and 'tis long to night, 

I pray you lerusfatisfic our eyes | 

With thememorialls, andthe things of fame 

That doe renowne this City. | 
Ant. Would youl'd pardon me : 

[ doe not without danger walke thele ſtreetes. 

Once ina ſea-fight*gainſt the Count his gallies, 

1 did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, 

That were I tane heere, it would ſcarſe'be anſwer'd; 
Seb. Belike you ſlew greatnumber of his people. 
Ant. Th' offence is not of fucha bloody nature, 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrell 

Might well have given us bloody argument : 

It might have ſince beene anſwer'd in repaying 

Whar wetooke from them, which for Traihiques ſake 

Moſt of our Citry did. Onely my ſelte ſtoud out, 

| For which if I be lapſed inthis place 

| ſhall pay deere. 
$:b. Doe notthen walke too open. 

Ant. It. doth not fit me : hold fir, herc's my purſe. 

In the South Suburbes ar the Elephant 

Isbeſt to lodge: I will beſpeake our dyet, 

Whiles yon beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 

| With viewing of the Towne, there ſhall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purſe ? 

em. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 

You have deſire to purchaſe : and your ſtore 

Ithinke isnot for idle Markers, (ir, 
$:b. le be your purſe-bearer, and leave you 

For an houre, 

Ant, To th'Elephant, 


Seb. I doe remember. Exennt, 


——_ 


— 


Scena Quarta. 


— —— — 


Enter Oltvia, and Maria. 


Ol. I haveſent after him, he ſayes he'll come : 
How ſhall I feaſt him ? What beſtow of him? 
For youth isbought more oft, then begg'd, or borrow'd. 
I ſpeake too loud :W here's Mat»lio, he is ſad,and civill, 
And ſuites well for a ſervart with wy fortunnes, 
Where 1s Malvolio? 

Mar. He'scomming Madam : 

But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſſeſt Madam. 

Ol. Why what's the matter, does he rave ? 

Mar. No Madam, he does nothing but ſmile: your La- 
dyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits» 

01. Goecall him hither. 


Enter Malvoli. 
Iam as madas he, 
Iffad and mercy madneſſe equall be. 
01. How now CMalvelio? 
CH. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. 
04. Smil'ſt thou? I ſent for thee upon aſad occaſion. 
Hat. Sad Lady, I could be (ad: 
Thisdoes make ſome obſtruction inthe blood : 
$ croſſe-gartering, but what of that ? 


—_ 


1 kiflethy hand ſo oft ? 


—_ 


| If itpleaſetheeye of one, itis with meas the very true 


Sonnet it : Pleaſe one, and plcaſe all. 
Ol. Why bow doeſt thou-man ? 
Whatis the matter with thee ? | 
at. Not blacke inmy mind, though yellow in my 
legges : Itdid cometo his hands, and Commands ſhall 
- EE Ithinke wedoe know the ſweet Romane 
and. 
Ol. Wilt thou goe to bed Hatvolio? | 
al. To bed? I ſweet heart; and Ile come to thee; 
Ot. God comfort thee : Why doſt thou ſmile fo, and 


Mar. How doe you Malvelio. 
Mal. At yourrequeſt : 
Yes Nightingales anſwer Dawes. KL 
Aar. Why appeare you with this ridiculous boldnefl 
before my Lady? 
Aal. Be not afraid of greatneſſe :*'twas well yrit; 
Ol. What meaneft thou by that. Matorlio? 
Hal. Some are borne great. 
Ol. Ha? 
Mal. Some atcheeve greatneſſe. 
O/!. What fayit thou? 
CHal. And ſome have greatneſſe thruſt uponthem. 
Of. Heaven reſtore thee. 
Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow ſtock- 
ings. 
Ol. Thy pollen ſtockings? 
Mal. And wiſh'd to ſee thee crofle garter'd. . 
Ol. Croſſe garter'd? 
Hal.Goetoo,thon art made, if thou deſit*it to be ſo? 
Ol. AmI made? 
Mal. If nor, let me ſee thee a ſeryant (ti;}. 
Ol, Why this is very Midſommer madneſſe, 


= Enter Servart. 

Ser. Madam, the yong Gentleman of the Count Orſi- 
9's isreturn'd, I could hardly entreate him backe : he ac- 
tends your Ladyſhips pleaſure. 

O07. Ile come to him. 

Good Adaria, let this fellow be look'd too. Where's my 
Colin Toby, let ſome of my people have a ſpeciall care of 
him, I wouldnot have him mifcarry for the halfe'of my 
Dowry. Exit, 

Mal. Ob, ho, doe you come neere menow: no worle 
manthen fir Toby tolooke to me. This concurres direct f 
ly withthe Letter, ſhe ſends him on purpoſe, that F may 
appeare ſtubborneto him : for ſhe incites me to that in 
the Letter. Caſt thy humble ſlough fayes ſhe: be oppo- | 
ſite with a Kinſman, ſurly with ſervants , let thy tongue 
tang with arguments of ſtate, put thy ſeite intotherricke 
of t1ngularity : and conſtquently ſets downe the manner 
how : asa fad face,a reverend carriage, aſlow tongue,in 
the habite of ſome Sir of note;and ſo torth. Thave lymde 
her, but it is /oves doing, and love make me thankefull. 
And when ſhe went away now, let this Fellow be look'd 
to: Fellow ? not CHalvolio, nor after my degree, but 
Fellow. Why every thing adheres togerher , that no 
dramme of a {cruple, no ſcruple of a ſcruple, no obſtacle, 
no incredulous or unſafe circumſtance : W hat can be ſaid? 
Nothing that can be, cancome betweene me, and the full | 
proſped of my hopes. Well Tove, not 1, is the doer of 
this, and he is to be thanked. 


Enter Toby, Fabian, and Maria, 
Z2 


——— 


tt 


' | demne itas an improbable fiction. 


| an enemy to mankind. 


| ry paſtimetyred our ofbreath, prompt us to have mercy 
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T wel ? Nighror, What owl, 


poſſeſt him, yet lle ſpeakers him. 
Fab. Heere he is, heere he is : how iſt with you fir ? 
How iſt with you man ? | ; 
Mat. Goe off, I diſcard you: let me enjoy my private: 
oc off. ne 
4 Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeakes within him ; 
did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prayes you to have 
a care of him. 
Mat. Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? | 
To. Goe to, goe to : peace, peace, we mult deale gently 
with him : Let mealone, How doe you Afalvelie? How 
iſt with you ? What man, defie the divell ; conſider, he s 


Mal. Doe you know what you ſay ? 


he takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water toth'wiſe woman. : 

Mar. Marry and it ſhall be done tomorrow morning 
if Tlive, My Lady would notlooſe him for more then ile 

fay. 
"tel How now miſtris? 

Har. Oh Lord: 

_ To. Prethee hold thy peace, this is not the way : Doe 
you notſce you move him ? Ler me alone with him. - 

Fa. No way but gentlenefle, gently, gently : the Fiend 
isrough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

To. Why how now my bawcocke ? how doft thou 

- CMal. Sir. _ (chucke? 

To. I biddy, come with me- What-man, tis not for 
Sravity to play at cherry-pit with ſathan.Hang him foule 
Colliar. 

Mar, Get him tofay his prayers, good ſir Toby get 
him to pray. + 

Mat. My prayers Minx. 

Mar, NolI warrant you, he will not heare of godly- 
nefle. 

Mal. Goe hang your ſelves all : you are idle ſhallow 
things, I am not of your clement, you ſhall know more 
hereafter. Exit. 

To. Iſt poſſible ? 

Fab, If this were plaid upona ſtage now, I could con- 


ww 


To. His very genius hath taken the infeQion of the 
device man. 

CHar.Nay purite him now, leaſt the device take ayre, 
and taint, 
Fa. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 
Aar. The houſe well bethe quieter. 
To.Come, we'l have him ina darke roome and bound. 
My Neece1s already inthe beleife that he's mad : we may 
carry it thus for our pleaſure,and his pennancestill our ve- 


on him: at which time,we wil bring the device to the bar 

andcrowne thee fora finder of madmen : but ſee, bur ſee. 
Emter Sir eAnirew. 

Fa. More matter for a May morning. 

And.Heere'sthe Challenge, reade it: I warrant there's 

vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Iſt ſo ſfaway ? 

end. 1, ilt 2 I warranthim: doe but reade. 

To. Give me. 

Yomt', whatſoev er thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fellow. 

Fa, Good and valiant. 


To. Wonder not, nor admire 10: in thy wind why I doe call 


To. Which way ishe in the name of ſanQtity? IF all | 
the divelsof hell be drawne in little, and Legion himſclfc 


{ 


Mar. L2you, and you ſpeake ill ef the divell, how” 


thee ſo,for I will ſhew thee »: reaſon for t. | Law 

Fa. A goodnote,that keepes you from the blow of ty 

T 6. Thou conſt to the Lady Oltoia, and inmy ſight Pew 
thee kindly : but thou tyeſt in thy throat , that is not the may, 
1 challenge thee for. | ph 

Fa. Very brecfe,and toexceeding good ſence-lefſs, 
| To. 1 will way-lay thee going home, where if it be thy chayg 

toks!ll me. 
Fa. Good. 
To. T how kilft me like a rogne and a villaine. | 
Pa. Still you keepe o'th windie fide of the Law:gogg; 
To. Fartheewell,and God have mercie upon one of our foul, 
He may have mercie upon mine, but my hope ts better , andſi 
looks to thy ſelfe. Thy friend as thou v/eſt him , and thy ſway 
exemy, Andrew Ague-cheeke, 

.To. If this Letter move him not, his legges cannat; 
Ile giv't him. ; | 

Har. You may have verie fit occaſion for't : hee i; 
now in ſome commerce with my Lady , and will by and 
by depart. 

To. Go ſir Andrew: (cout mee for him at the corner 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily : ſo ſoone as ever they 
ſceſt him,draw,and as thou draw'ſt ſweare horribly: fr 
1t comes to paſle oft,that a terrible oath , with a ſwagge 
ting accent ſharpely twang'd off , gives manhood mar 
approbation; then ever proofe it felfe would have eam( 
him. Away. 

And. Nay let me alone for ſwearing. Ext, 

To. Now will not 1 deliver his Letter : for the behav 
Our of the yong Gentleman, gives him out to be of goo 
capacity , and breeding : his employment between hi 
Lord and my Neice, confirmes nolefſe. Therefore ,thi 
Letter being ſo excellently ignorant, will brecd no teng 
in the youth:he will finde it comes from a Clodde-pdk, 
But fir, I will deliver his Challenge by word of mouth; 
ſet upon eAgwe-cheeke a notable report of valor,and drive 
the Gentleman(asI know his youth will aptly receive tt) 
into a moſt hideous opinion of his rage , skill, furie, and 
1mpetuoſity.This will ſo fright them both, that they wi 
kill one another by the looke , like Cockatrices- 


Puter Olivia and Viola. 
F. Heere he comes with your Neice, give them wy 
til he take leave,and preſently after him. 

-To.I wil meditate the while upon ſome horrid meſſage 
for a Challenge. Exe, 

Ol. T have ſaid too much untoa heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour too vnchary ont: 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault: 
But ſuch a head-ſtrong potent fault it is: 
That it but mockes reproofe. 
Vio. With the fame haviour that your paſſion beares 
Goes On my Mailters greefes. CE 
O4. Heere,weare this Jewell for me, tis my pifture; 
Refuſe it not, it hath notongue,to vex you: 
And I beſeech you come againe to morrows. 
W hat ſhall you aske of me that Ile deny, 
That honour(ſav*'d) may upon asking give. 

Yo. Nothing but this , your true love for my mailter 
07. How with mine honor may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you ? 

Yo. I will acquit you. 

Ol. Well, come againe to morrow:fare«thee-well, | 
A Fiend like thee might beare my ſoule to hell. £# 

' Enter Tobyand Fabian. 39 

To. Geritleman, God fave thee. Py 
i-| 


CoA ——— 
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7;o. And you ir. .. 
N, That Lmcs thou haſt, betake theeroo't + of what 


ature the wrongs are thou haſt done him ; I know not : 
_ thy — tull of deſpight, bloody as the Hun- 
ter, atrends thee arthe Orchard end: diſmount thy tuicke , 
be yare in thy preparation, for thy aflaylamt 1s quicke, 
$killfull, and deadly. ; 
is. You miſtake ſir Iam ſure, no man hath any quar- 
rell to me : my remembrance is very free and cleere front 
any image of offence done to any man. : 

To. You find itotherwiſe I aſfure you : therefore, if 
you hold your life at any price, betake you to your gard : 
for your oppoſite hath in him whar youth, ſtrength,skill, 
and wrath, can furniſh man withall. 

Jio, I pray you fir whatis he? ; 

To. He isknight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapier, and 
en carpet conſideration, but he is a divell in private brall, 
ſoules and bodies hath he divorc'd three, and his incenſc- 
ment atthis moment is ſo implacable, thar ſatisfaction 
can be none, but by pangs of deathand ſepulcher : Hob, 
nob; is his word : giv't or take't. 

Yu. I willreturne againe into the houſe, and defire 
ſome conduct of the Lady. I amno fighter, I have heard 
oflome kind of men, that putquarrells purpoſely on 0- 
thers, to taſte their valour : belike this is a man of that 
quirke, 

Fo. Sir,no : his indignation derives it ſelfe out of a ve- 
ry computent injury, therefore get you on, and give him 
hisdeſfire. Backe you ſhallnot to the houſe, unlefle you 
undertake that with me, which withas much ſafety you 
m ight anſwer him? therefore on, or ſtrippe your tword 
ſtarke naked ; for meddle you mult that's certaine,or for- 
{weare to weare iron about you. 

Vio. This isas uncivill as ſtrange. T beſeech you doe 
me this courteous oifice, asto know of the Knight what 
my offence co tim is: it is ſomething of my negtigence, 
nothing of my purpoſe. *' 

To. I vill doe ſo. Signiour Fabian, ftay you by this 
Gentleman, till my returne, Exit Toby, 

Vio. Pray youlir, doe you know of thismatter? 

Fab. I know the knight is incenſt againſt you, evento 
amortall arbitrement, but nothing of the circumſtance 
more. 

Vie. T beſeech you what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderfull promiſe toread him 
by his forme, as you arelike to find him in the proofe of 
his valour. He is indced fir,the moſt skillfull,bloudy,and 
fatall oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found in any 
pert of Illyria : will you walke towards him,I will make 
your peace with him, if I can. h 

Fiv. T ſhall be much bound to you for't : I am one, 
that had rather goe with ſir Prieſt, then fr knight : I care 
not who knowes ſo much of my mettle. E xcunt. 

Enter Toby, and Anarew. 

T%. Why manhe's a very divell, I have notſceneſuch 
afirago: I had apaſle with him, rapier,ſcabber*d,and all: 
and he gives methe ſtucke in with ſuch amorrall motion 
that it 1Sineuitable : and on the anſwer, he payes your as 
ſurely, as your fecte hits the ground they ſtep on. They 
fay, he has becne Fencer to the Sophy. 

Ang. Pox on't, ilenot meddle iwith him. 
| .. 79. Tbut he will notnow be pacified, 

& can ſcarſc hold him yonder. 
efs, Plagic on't,and Ithought he had beene valiant, 
| 2dſocunning in Fence, I'de have ſcene him damn'd ere 
have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter ſlip,and 


| —_ 


——  _—_—_—_—_ 


Ile give him my horſe, gray Capilet. | 
Tob. Ile make the motion : Rand heere; make a good 


marry Ile ride your horſe as well as 1 ride you, 
; Emer Fabian, and Viola. 
I have his horſe to take up the quarrell, I have perſwaded 
him the youthsa divell. 
Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him: and panes, 
and lookes pale, as if a Beare here at his heeles. | 
Ts. There's no remedy (ir, he will tight with yot: for's 


quarrell, and he tinds that now ſcarſeto be worth talking 
of : therefore draw for the ſupportance of his vow, he 
proteſts he willnot hurt you. | 

I'te. Pray God detend mee: alittle thing woald make 
me tcil them how muchT lacke of a man. 

Fab. Give ground if you ſee him furious. 

To. Come tir eAndrew, there's no remedy, the Gen- 
tleman will for his honors take have one bour with you : 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it : but he has promiſed 
me, as heisa Gentleman anda Soldiour, he will not hurt 
you. Come on, too't. | | 

And. Pray God he keepe his oath. 
Enter Antouso. 

Vie. I doeaſſure you tis againſt my will, 

eAnt. Putup your ſword : if this yong Gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defie you. 

Tob. Youſir ? Why, whatare you? 

Ant. One fir, that for his lovedares yet doe more 
Then you have heard him bragto you he will. 

Tob, Nay, if you be an undertaker,I am for you. 
Enter Officers. 


Tob. Ile be with you anon. 

Ut. Pray fir, put your ſword up if yoh pleaſe. 

end. Marry willI fir :andtorthat I promis'd youTle 
beas goodas my word. He will beare you eaſily, and 
ratnes well. ; 

1:0. This is the man, doe thy Othice. 

2.0ff. Anthonio,T arreſt thee at the ſuir of Connt Or/mo, 

Aznt. You doe miſtake me fir. 

I. Off. No fir, no jot : I know your fayour well ; 
Though now you baveno ſca-cap on yourhead : 
Take him away, he knowes I know him well. 

Ant. T1 muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you : 

Butthere's no remedy, I ſhall anſwer it ; 
What will you doe? now my necetlity 
Makes me to aske you for my purſe. Ic greeves me 
Much more, for w hat I cannor doe for you, | 
Then what befals my ſelfe : you land amaz'd, 
But be of comfort. 

2. Off. Come fir away. 

Ant. 1 muſt entreat of you ſome of that money. 

Vio, What mcoey ir? | | 
For the faire kindneſſe you have ſhew*d me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my leane and low ability 
Ile tend you ſomething : ny having is not much, 
Ile make divifionof my preſent with you z 
Hold, there's halte my Coffer. 
Ant. Will youdeny menow, 
Ift poſſible that my deſertsto you : 
Canlacke perſwaſion? Doe not tempt my mifery, 
Leaſt that it make me ſounſound a man 


As toupbraid you with thole kindneſles 
| ... EM Thar 


AY 
_ 


ſhew on'r, this ſhall end withourtheperdition of ſoules, 


oath ſake ; marry he hath better bethought him of his 


Fab. O goodfir Toby hold : heere come the Officers. 


m—_—_—— 
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'know'ſt not me. 


— yo 


270 


Twelfe Nigbt,orWhat youwill, 


| That I havedone for you, 


Vio. I know of none. 
Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature : 


| 1 hate ingratitude more in a man, 


Then lying, vainnefle, bablingdrunkenneſſe, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabites our fraile blood. | 
Ant. Oh heavens themſelves ! 
2, Off. Come ir, I praſou gee. PEE, 
ear. Let me ſpeakealittle. This youth that you ſee 
I ſnatch'd one halfe out of the jawes of death, (heere, 


' Releev'd him with ſuch ſanRity of love ; 


Andto his image, which me thought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion: | 
I.Of. What's that tous,the time goes by : Away. 
Ant. Butoh, how vilde an idoll proves this god ; 
Thou haſt Sebaſtian done good feature, ſhame, 
In Nature, there's no blemiſh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform'd; but the unkind. 
Vertue 1s beauty, but the beateous evill 
Are empty trunkes, ore-flouriſh'd by the devill. 
I. Off. The man growes mad, away with him : 
Come, come fir. 
ent. Leade me on. Exit. 
Vie. Me thinkes his words doe from ſuch paſſion fiye 
That he beleeves himſelfe, ſo doe not I : 
Provetrue imagination, oh prove true, 
That I deere brother,be now tanefor you. 
To. Come hither Knight, come hither Fab:n : 
whiſper ore acouplet or two of moſt ſage ſawes; 
Vio: He nam'd Sebaftsan : I my brother know 
Yet living in my glaſſe : even ſuch, and ſo 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still inthis faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate : Ohifit prove, 
Tempeſtsare kind, and falt waves freſh in love. Exite 
Tob; A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a coward 
then a Hare, his diſhoneſty appeares,in leaving his friend 
heere in neceſſity, and denying him : and for his coward- 
ſhip aske Fabian, | 
| Fab. A Coward, a moſt deyout Coward, religious in 
it | 


Well 


e714. Slid Ile after himagaine, and beatc him. 

To. Doe,cuffe him ſoundly,but never draw thy fword 
Anad.-And 1 doe not. 

Fah. Come, let's ſee the evenr. 

Tob. Idarc lay any mony, twill be nothing yets Exit. 


eAtni Quartus,Scana Prima. 


Dn. — 


Enter Sebaſtian, and Clowne. 
 ('. Will you make me beleeve, that I am not ſent for 
ou? 

4 Seb. Goe to, goe to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Let me be cleere of thee. 

(o. Well held out yfaith : No, I doe not know yon, 
nor Iamnot ſentto you by my Lady, to bid you come 
ſpeake with her : nor your name is not Matter Ceſario, 


; nor this is not my noſe neither : Nothingthart is ſo,is ſo. 


.. Seb, Iprethce vent thy folly fome-where elſc, thou 


(low. Vent my foily: He has heard that word of ſome 


great man, and now applyes ittoa foole. Vent my fol- 


mm 


— 


ly « I am affraid this great lubber the World will provea| 


Cockney : I prethee now ungird thy ſtrangenes, and tel 
me what I ſhall vent to my Lady? Shall I vent to her that 
thatart comming ? 


Seb. 1 prethee fooliſh greeke depart from me; there's | 


money for thee, if you tarry longer, I {hall give works 
palment. | | ; 

Clo. By my troth thou haſt an open hand: theſe Wiſe. 
men that give fooles money, get theniſelves a good re. 
port, after fourtcene yeares pugchale. | 


Emer Andrew, Toby, and Fabian. 


And. Now fir, have I met you againe: there's for you, | 


Seb. Why there's for thee, andthere, and there, 
Are all the people mad ? | 

To. Hold fir, or Ilethrow your dagger ore the houſe, 

Clo. This will I tell my Lady ftraighr, I would nothe 
in ſome of your coats for two prices 

To, Come on fir, hold. 

And. Nay let himalone, Ile goe another way to worke 
with him : Ile have an a&tion of Battery againſt him, if 
there he any law in 1llyria : though I Rroke him firſt yet 
1t's no matter for that, 

Seb, Let goe thy hand: 

Tob. Come fir, I will not let you go. Come my yon 
ſouldier put up your yron: you are well fleſh'd ; Come 


ON. = | 
Seb. I willbe free from thee. What wouldſt thou now? 
IE thou dar tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 
To. What, what? Nay then I muſt have an Ounce & 
two of this malapert blood from you. | 
Enter Olivia. | 
Ol. Hold Toby ,onthy lifeI charge thee hold. 
Tob. Madam, ; | 
07. Will it be ever thus? Vngracious wreich, 
Fitfor the Mountaines, and the barbarous Caves, 
W here manners ne*re were preach'd : out of my tight, 
Be not offended, deere Ceſar : 
Rudesbey be gone. 1 prethee gentle friend, 
Let thy faire wiſedome, not thy paſſion ſway 
In this uncivill, and unjuſt extent 
Againſt thy peace. Goe with me to my houſe, ' 
And heare thou there how many fruitleſle prankes 
This Rujhian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
Maift ſmile at this: Thou ſhalt not choote but gee 3 
Doe not deny, beſhrew his ſoule for me, 
He ftarted one poore heart of mine, in thee, | 
Seb. What relliſh isinthis? How runs the ſtreame? 
Or Iam mad, or elſe this is a dreame ; 
Ler fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſeepe, 
If it bethusto dreame, ſtill let me ſlcepe. 
O7:Nay come I prethee, would thoud'ſt be rul'd bya6 
Seb. Madam, I will. ; 


01, O ſay ſo, and ſo be, Pxeunt. 
Scena Secunda. 
Emer Maria, and Clowne, 


Mar.Nay, I prethee put on this gowne,and this beard, 
make him belceve thou art ſir Tepas the Curate, doe | 
quickly. Ile call fir Toby the whillt. 


(le. Well, Ile put it on, and Lwil difſemble my {elfe| 


| 


| 


« <<< ad 
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in't, avd I would were the frſt that ever difſembled m] 


—_ 
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i 


| 
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ſuch aGowne. I am not tall enough to become the fun- 
ion well, nor leane cnough to be thought a good Stu- 


per gocs as fairely, as toſay , a carcfull man,and a great 
Scholler. The Competitors enter. 
Enter Tobie. 

To, Tove bleſſe thee M-Parſon. | 

Cle. Bonos dies fix Tobie:for as the old Hermit of Prage, 
thatnever ſaw Pen and Inke, very wittily faidto a Neece 
of King Gorbodacke, that that is, is: ſo 1 being M. Parſon, 
am M.Parſon ; for what is that,but that ? and is;butis ? 

To. Tohim fir Topas. 

Claw, What hoa,I ſ{ay,Peacein this priſon. 

Te. The Knave counterfeirs well ; a good Knave. 

AAatvolio within, 
al. Who cals there ? 

{lo. Sir Topas the Curate,who comes to viſite atve- 
liothe Lunaticke. 

Mal. Six T opas, ſir Topas, good {ir Topas goeto m 
Ladies | 

Cl. Out hyperbolica!l fiend , how vexeſt thou this 
man? Talkeſt thou nothing but of Ladies? 

Tob. Well ſaid M.Parſon. 

Mal. Sir Tops , never was man thus wronged; good 
fir Topas doe not thinke I am mad : they have layde mee 
heere in hideous darkneſſe. 

(to. Fyegthou diſhoneſt Sathan : I call thee bythe moſt 
modeft termes, for I am one of thoſe gentle ones, that 
will uſe the Divell himſelfe with curteſic : ſayſt thou that 
houſe isdarke ? 

Mal. As hell fir Topas. 

(t. Why it hath bay Windowes tranſpþarant as Bari 
cadoes,and the cleare tones roward the South North, are 
as luſtrous as Ebony : and vet complaineſt thou of obſtru- 
ion ? | 
Mat. Tam not mad fir Topas,] ay to you this houſe is 

arke. | 

Ch. Madmanthouerreſt : I ſay thereis no darkneſſe 
but ignorance, in whichthou art more puzeil'd then the 
Egyptians intheir fogge. 

Mal. I fay this houle is as darke as 1gnorance, though 
Ignorance were as darke as hell; and 1 ſay there wasne- 
ver manthusabus'd , Iam no more madde than you are, 
make the triall of it inany conſtant queſtion. 

C/o. What isthe opinion of Pythagoras , concerning 
Wilde-fowle ? 

_ Mal, Thatthe ſoule of our Grandam 
Inhabite a Bird. 

(lt. Whatthink*ft thou of his opinion? 

al. Tthinkenobly of the ſoule ; and no way approve 
his opinion, | 

Cle. Fare thee well : remaine thou ſtill in darkeneſſe, 
thou ſhalt hold th'opinion of Pythagoras,cre I will allow 
of thy wits, and feare to kill a Woodcocke, leſt thoudiſ- 
pofleſſe che houſe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topas,fir Topas. 

To. My molt exquiſite ſir Topas. 

Clo. Nay,I am for all waters. | 

Mer. Thou mightit have done this without thy beard 
and gowne, he ſeesthice not. 

. Teb.To him in thine owne voyce,and bring me word, 
ow thou findſt hin : I would wee were all rid of this 
Ty very, If hee may be conveniently deliver'd, E would 
7 were, for Iamnow ſo farre in offerice with my Neece; 
” : 1 cannot purfue with any fafery this ſport the up- 
ot, Comebyand by tomy Champer. Exit. 


» might happily 


Em... 


dent ; but to be ſaid an honeſt man,and a good Houſekee- | 


m1 


| 


Civ. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell ine tow thy Lady 
oc. | 

Aal. Foole. | 

Clo. My Lady is unkinde, perdie. 

Mut. Foole. | ow 

Clo. Alas why is ſhe ſo: 

Aatl. Fook,l fay. | 47 

(s. She loves another. Whocalls, ha ? | 

H1al. Good Foole; aseverthou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand,helpe me to a Candle,and Pen, Tnke, and Paper : 
" Iama Gentleman, I will live to bee thankefull to thee 

or'c. 

Clo, M, Malvolio ? 

Lat. I good Foole. | 

Clo. Alasfir,how fell you beſides your five wits ? 

Aeat. Foole,there was never man fo notoriouſly a- 
bus'd : 1 am as well in my wits(foole)asthouart. 


C/o. But as well : then you are mad indeed , if youbee ] 


no better in your witsthen a foole. 

Mal. They have here propertied me ; keepe mee in 
darkeneſſe,ſend Miniſters to mee, Aſſes, and doeall they 
can toface me out of ny wits. 

(7. Adviſe you what you ſay : the Miniſter is here. 
Matvolio, Matvolio, thy wits the heavens reſtore ; ende- 
_ thy {clfe to ſleepe, and leave thy vainebibble bab- 

©. 

CMal. Sir Topas; h 

. Clo. Maintaine no words with himgood fellow, 
Whol fir,not I fir. God buy yoa good fir Topas : Mar- 
ry Amen. I will fir,I will fir. 

Hal. Foole,foole, foole 1rfay. 

Clo.Alas fir bepatient. What ſay you fir,I am ſhent for 
ſpeaking to you.  —- | 

Mal. Good foole helpe me to ſome light , and ſome 
Paper, I tell thee Lamas well in my wits, as any man in 
Illyria, 

Clo: Well-a-day that you were fir. 

CWat. By this hand Tam : good foole, ſome Inke, Pa- 


per,and Light : and convey whae I will ſet downe to my 


Lady : it ſhall advantage thee more, then eyer the bearing 


of Letter did, 


Cho. I will helpe you too't.But tell me true,are you not | 


mad indeed,or doe you bur counterfeit? 


I will fetch you light, and paper,and inke. 


Mal.Belecve me,I amnor,I tell thee rrue. 
Clo. Nay, Ile ne're beleeve a tnadman till 1 ſee his 
| (braines, 
Mal. Foole,Ile requite it in the higheſt degree ; 


I prethee be gone. 


Ch. I am gone ſir,atdanon fir, 
Ile be with you againe : 


Inatrice,like tothe old vice, 


your neede to fuſtaine; 


Who with Dagger of Lath,in his rage and his wrath, 


Like a mad lad,paire thy nayles Dad, 


— — 


cryes ah ha,to the Divell : 


Adicu good man Divel'« 


Scena Tertia. 


——_ —_——— 


Enter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. This isthe ayre,thar is the glorious Sunne, 


ThisPecarle ſhe gave me,1 doe fee ir,and ſee'r, 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps methus, 


Ex. | 


mM 
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Yet tis not madnefſe, Where's e-Authonio then 3 
I could not finde him atthe Elephant, 

Yet there he was,and there I found this credite; 
That he did range the Towne to ſeeke me out, 
His counſell now might doe me golden ſervice, 
For though my ſoule diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may beſome error,but no madneſle, 
Yet doth this accidentand fipod of Fortune; 

So farre exccedall inſtance,alldiſcourlſe, 

That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 
And wrangle with wy reaſon that perſwadesme 
To any other truſt,butthat I am mad, 

Orelſc the Ladies mad ; yet if 'twere ſo, 


Take,and give backe affaires;and theirdiſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth,diſcreet,and ſtable-bearing 
As I perceive ſhe do's : there's ſomething in'r 

| Thatis deceiveable, Bur here the Lady comes. 


Enter Olrvia,and Pricft. 
OL. Blame notthishaſte of mine : if you meane well 

Now goe with me,and with this holy man 
Intothe Chantry by : there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated roofe, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 
That my moſt jealous, and too doubtfull ſoule 
May live at Peace. He ſhall conceale it, 
W hiles you are willing it ſhall cometo note, 
What time we will our celebration keepe 
According to my birth, what doe you ſay ? 

Seb. Ile follow this good man,and goe with you, 
And having ſworne truth,ever will betrue, 

Ol. Then lead the way good father,and heavens ſo ſhine, 
| That they may faircly note thisaR of mine. Exennt. 
Fon Aus Dnarti, 


eA Tus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


Enter { lowne and Fabian. 
Fab. Now asthou lov'ſtme,let me ſee this Letter, 
Clow. Good M. Fabiangrant me another requeſt, 
Fab. Any thing. 
(ow. Doe not defireto ſee this Letter. 
Fab. This isto givea Dog , and in recompence defire 
my dogge againe. 


Enter Duke Viola,Curio,and Lords. 
Dake. Belong youto the Lady Olivie,friends? 
Clow. I fir, weare ſome of her trappings: 
Duke. I know thee well : how docſt thou my good 
Fellow ? 
Cle. Truely ſir,the better for my foes, andthe worſe 
for my friends. 
Ds. Iuſt the contrary : the better for thy friends. 
(to. No fir,the worle. 
Dx. How canthat be ? 
(te. Marry ſir,they praiſe me,and make an Aſc of me, 
now my foestell me plainely,l aman Ale : ſo that by my 
foes ſir, T profit inthe knowledge of my ſelfe, and by my 
friends Jam abuſed : ſo that concluſions to be as kiſſes, if 
Your foure negatives make yourtwo aifirmatives , why 
then the worſe for my friends,andthe better for my foes. 


— 


She could not ſway her kouſe, command her followers, 


4 


{ could make it another. 


_——__.. 


D#x. Why this is excellent. | | 
Clo. By my troth ſir, no : though it pleaſe you to bg 
one of my friends. | 
D#. Thou ſhalt not bethe worſe for me, there's poly, 
C/o.But that it would be double dealing fir;l would you 


Dx. Oyougivemeill counſcll. 
C/o. Put your Grace in your pocket fir,for this onte 
and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 
. D#. Well, I'will be fo tnuch aſianer to be adogble | 
dealer : there's another. | JE 
Clo. Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is agood Play, and the gle 
ſaying is,the third Payes for all : the triplex fir, isa good 
tripping meaſure,or the bels of'S. Bennet ſir, may put yay 
in minde,one,two,three. | 
D#. Youcan foole no more money out of me at this 
throw : if you wiil let your Lady know I am here tg 
ſpcake with her,and bring her along with you , it may + 
wake my bounty further. 
C/o. Marry fir,lullaby to your bounty till I come age, 
I goe ſir, but I would.not have you to thinke , tharmy. 


| fire of having is the finne of covetouſneſle : but as youlay | 


fir,let your bounty take a nap,I will awake it anon. Exi, 
Emer eAnthonio and Officers. 


Vie, Heere comes the man fir,that did reſcue me, 
Ds. That face of his Idoe remember well, 
Yet when I ſaw it laſt,it was beſmear'd 
Asblackeas Vulcan,in the ſmoake of Warre: 
A bawbling Veflell was he Captain of, 
For ſhallow dr4ught and Bulke unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathfull grapple did he make, 
With the moftnoble bottome of our Fleet, 
Thar very envy,and the tongue of loſle 
Cride* fame and honour on him : What's the matter ? 
I Offi. Orſine,thisis that Anthonio 


| That rooke the Phenix,and her fraught from Candy, 


And this 18 he that did the Tger boord, 
When your yong Nephew Tex: loſt his legge ; 
Heere in the ſtreets,deſperate of ſhame and ſiate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Uis, He did me kindneſſe ſir,drew on my ſide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I khow not what't was,but diftraction- 
*" D#, Notable Pyrate,thou falt-water Theefe, 
W hat fooliſh boldnefſe brought thee to their mercicy 
Whomthou in termes ſobloudy,and ſo deere 
Haſt made thine enemies? 

Ant, Orſino : Noble fir, 

Bepleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give mee: 
Anthonzo never yet was Thecfe,or Pyrate, 
Though I confeſſe,on baſeand ground enough 
Or ſino'senemie. A witchcraft drew me hither ; 
That moſt ingratefull Boy there by your fide, 
From the rude ſeas enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeeme : a wracke paſt hope he was : 
HislifeI gave him,and didthereto adde 
My love without retention,or reſtraint, 
All this in dedication. For his ſake, 
Did I expoſe my ſelfe(pure for his love) 
Into the danger of this adverſe Towne, 
Drew todefend him,when he was beſet : 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me indanger) 
Taught bim to face me out of his acquaintances 


And 


- + -45.4; AA 
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| 


To doe you reſt,a thouſand deathes would die. 


More then I love theſe eyes, more then my life, 
More by all mores,then cre 1 ſhall loye wife. 
If doe feigne,you witnefles aboye 

Puniſh my lite, for raintingafwy Love. 


Call forth the holy Father. 


es 


Twelfe Nigbt,orlWhat youll 
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And grew atwenty yeeres removed thing, | 

While one would winke : denide me mine owne purſe; 
Which I had recommended to his uſe, 

Not halfe an houre before. 


* Yio. How can this be ? : 
D#. When came he to this Towne ? El 
*Aut, Today my Lord : and for three monthes before, 


No #zteri2,n0t a mInUres VacaiiCie, | 
Both day and night did we keepe company. 


Enter Olsvia and attendants, | 
Ds, Heere comes the Countcſle , now heaven walkes 
on earth : | 


But for thee fellow ; fellow thy words are madnefle, 
Three monthes this youth hath tended upon me, 

But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 
01. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein 0/5via may leeme ſerviceable ? 

Ceſario,you doc not keepe promiſe with me. 


Vie. Madam. 

Ds. Gracious Olvia, 

Ol. What doe you fay (*{ario? Good my Lord. 
Vie. My Lord would ſpeake,my dutic huſhes me. 
Ol. If itbe ought tothe old tune my Lord, 

It is as fat and tulſome to mine care 


As howling after Mulicke, 


Ds. Still fo cruell? 
Ol. Still fo conſtant Lord. : 
Ds. Whatto perverſeneſſe ? you uncivill Lady 


To whoſe jngrateandunauſpictous Altars 
My ſoule the faithtulUi{t offerings have breath'd out 
That ere devotiontender*d. W kat ſhall I doe ? 


| - (him. 
Ol. Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become 
D#. Why ſhould I not,(had I the heart ro doe it) 


Like to the Xgyptian T hegfe,at point of death 

Kill what I love : {a ſavage jcalouſie, 

That ſometime favours nobly)but heare me this : 
Since you to non-regardance calt my faith, 

And that | partly know the inſtrument 

That ſcrexwes me trom my true place in your favour : 
Live youthe Marbic-breſted Tyrant fill. 

But this your Muno0, whom I know you love, 

And whom,by heavenT ſwcare, 1 tender deerely, 

Him wV}l T tcarc out of thar cruell eye, 

\Where Þe fits crowned in his Maſters ſpight. 

| Come Boy with me,my thoughts are ripe in miſchiefe ; 
Ile facrifice the Lambethar I doe love, 

To ſpight a Raveus heart wichin a Dove. 


Ut. And | moſt jocond,apr,and willingly, 


O01. Where goes ('eſario ? 
Vie. Afterhim I love, 


01. Aye me deteſted, how am I beguil'd? 
Ur. Whodoes beguile you? who docs do you wrong? 
0. Haſt thou forgot thy lelfe 2 Is it ſo long ? 


Ds. Come ,away. E FO 
01, Whither my Lord ? Ceſario, Husband,ſtay, 
D#. Husband? 

01, T Husband. Can hethar deny ? 

Ds, Her husband,tirrah ? 

Vie. No ty Lord,not I. 


| That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 
Feare not (7ſario,take thy fortunes up, 
Be that thou.know'ſtthou art,and then thou art 


AS greatasthat thou fear'ſt. 

; . . -- Enter Prief. 
O welcome Father : hes 
Father,I charge thee by thy reverence. - g; 


Here tounfold,thoughlarely we intcnded: 
Tokeepe in darkeneſie,what occafionnow 
Reveals before 'tis ripe ; what thou docſt know 
Hath newly paſt,betweene this youth,and me: 
Prict, A Contradt of eternail bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutuall joynder of your hands, 
Arteited by the holy cloſe of lippes, 
Strengrhened by enterchangement of your Rings, 
Andall the Ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my funQtion,by my teſtimony : 
Since when,my watch hath told me,taward my grave 
I have travail'd but cwohoures. 
Ps. O thou diflembling Cab : what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd agrizzle on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſethy craft loquickly grow, 
That thine owne trip ſhall be thine overchrow 2 
Farewell,and take her,bur dire thy teer, 
W here thou,and I(henceforch)aay never meet. 
U:o, My Lord,I doe proteſt, 
O71. Odoecnotiweare, 


. . . 


How little faith, though thou haſt too much feares 


92 Enter Sir Andrew, 
And, For the love of Goda Surgeon, ſend one pre- 
ſentiy to ſir Toby. 
O!, Whar's the matter? | 
And. H'as broke my head ascrofle , and has given Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxecombe to : forthe love of God your 


1 with theme... 


Ol, Alas,it is the baſeneſſe of thy feare, 


heipe,l hadrather thai: forty pour I vicreat home. 
Of, Whouhas done this Sir Andrew ? 
And. The Counts Gemtleman,one { eſario: wee tocke 
him fora Coward,but he's the very Divell incardinate. 
D#. My Gcntlcman Ceſario ? | 
And. Odd's lifclings here he is : you broke my head 
——— that chat I did, I was fct on to doo'tby fir 
Toby. | 
Utio. Why docyoulpeaketo me,I never hurt you ; 
You drew your ſword upon me without cauſe, 
Bur I beſpake you tairc,and hurt you not. 


Enter Toby and Clowne. | 
end. If a bloody Coxecombe be a hurt,you have hurt 
me: I thinke youſer nothing by a bloody Coxecombe, 


Heere comes fir Toby halting,you ſhall heare more; burif | 


he had not becne in drinke , hee would baverickel' you | 
other gatesrhcn he did. _ 
D#. How now Gentleman ? how iſt with you ? 
Ts; That'sall one, has hurt me,and there's th'end on't . 
Sot,did(t ſee Dicke Surgeon fot ? _ | 
Cls. O he'sdrunkefir above anhoure agone ; his cyes 
were ſctat eight !th morning. | b- 
To. Then he's a Rogue after a paſſy meaſuresPavin;T 
hate a drunken Rogue. . Wo; 5 
_ Of. Away with him? Who hath made this havocke 
Ard. Ile helpe you Sir Toby becauſe we'll be dreſt 


to- 
gether, | 


To. Willyou helpe an Afſc-head, and a. Coxecombe, | 
anda Knave ; athinne-fac'd Knave,a Gull ? | 
p O = 


| 
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T welfe Niight,or, what you will, : 


| ——t——— —_ 


Oz. Get him to bed,and let his hurt be look'd to. 
Emer Sebaſtian. 
Seb. Tam ſorry Madam I have hurt your kinſman : 
Bur had it beene the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have done no lefle with wit and ſafety. 
You throw a ſtrange regard upon me,and by that 
I doe perceive it hath offended you: 
Pardon me (ſweet one)even for the vowes 
We madeeach other,but ſo late agoe. 
| Ds. One facc,one voyce,one habit,and two perſons, 
A naturall Perſpecive,thar is,and 1s nor, 
Seb. eAsthonio, O my deare eAnthonto | 
How havethe houresrack'd,and tortu'rd me, 
Since I have loft thee ? 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 
Seb. Fear'tt thou that Anthonss? 
Ant, How have you made diviſion of your ſelte, 
An Apple cleft in twoyis not more twin 
| Then (rſ two creatures: Which is Schaftian ? 
07. Moſt wonderfull. 
Seb. Doe I ſtandthere ? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there bea Deity in my nature 
Of here,and every where. I hada ſiſter, 
Whomrhe blinde waves and ſurges have devour'd : 
Otcharity,what kinne are you to me ? | 
FN What Countreyman ? What name ? What Parentage? 
Uio. Of HMeſſaline : Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother to : 
So went he ſuited to his watery tombe : - 
If ſpirits can aſſume both forme and ſuite, 
You come tofrightus. 
Seb, Aſpirit 1 amindecd, 
Butam in that dimenſion groſly clad, 
Whichfrom the Wombe I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt goe even, 
I ſhould my teares let fall upon your checke, 
 Andſay,thrice welcome drowned Urola. | 
Vie. My Father hada Moale upon his brow, 
Sb, And ſo had mine: 
Uio. And di'd that day when 7io/a from her birth 
Had numbred thirtcene yeeres. 
Seb. O that record is lively in my ſoule, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortallaRte 
Thar day that mademy lifter thirteene yeares. 
Vie. If nothing lets to make vs happy both, 
Butthis my maſculine uſurp'd attyre : 
Doe not embrace me,till each circumſtance, 
Of place,time,fortune,doe co-here and jumpe 
| That I am Yiola,which to confirme, 
Ile bring you to a Captaine inthis Towne, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whoſe gentle helpe, 
I was preſerv'd to ſerve this noble Count ; 
Allthe occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this Lady,and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it Lady,yon have beene miſtooke ; 
But Natureto her bias drew in thar. 
You would have beene contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein (by my life)deceiv'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a Maid and man. 
Ds. Be not amaz'd, right noble is his blood : 
If this be ſo,as yet the glaſſe ſeemes true, 
I ſhall have ſhare inthis melt happy wracke. 
Boy,thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times, 
Thounever ſhoulſt love womanlike to me. 
Uis.-Andall thoſe ſayings, will I over-ſweare, 
Andall thoſe ſwearings keepeas true in ſoulc, 


= 


| That ſevers day from night. 


As doth that Orbed Continent,the fire, 


D#. Give me thy hand, 
And let me fee thee inthy womans weeds. 
Yio, The Captaine that did bring me firſt on ſhore, * 
Hath my Maides garments : he upon ſome Action 
Is now in durance,at AZatvolio's tnite, 
A Gentleman and follower of my Ladies. 
O/. He ſhall enlarge him : fetch 3a/veho hither, 
And yet alas,now I remember me, 
They fay,poore Gentleman, be's much diſtra&. 
Emer the Clowne with a Letter and Fabian, 
A moſt exating frenzie of mine owne, 
From my remembrance,clearcly baniſh his. 
How does he ſirrah ? 

(4%. Trucly Madam, he holds .Belzebxb at the ſtaves 
endas well as a man in his caſe may doe: has heerewrit 
aletter to you,T ſhould have given't you to day morning, 
But as a madmans Epiſtlesare no Goſpels , ſo it-skills 
not much when they are deliver'd- 

Of. Open't,and reade it. 

(7. Looke then to be well edificd,when the Foole 
deliversthe Madman. By rhe Lord Madam. 

O!. How now,art thou mad ? 


ſcmblance I put on ; with the which I doubc not , butto 


(7. No Madam,l doebut reade thadneſſe : and your 
Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you muſt alloy 
Vox. | 

Ol. Prethee reade i'thy right wits. 
Clo. So I doe Madona ; but toreade his right wits, is 
; fo reade thus: therefore,perpend my Princefle , and gixe 
Care. | 
| O14. Readeityou,ſirrah. 
Fab. Reads, By the Lord Madam , you wrong.me, and 
the world ſhall know it : Though you have pur mee into 
| darkeneſſe,and given your drunken Cozcn rule over me, 
yet have I the benefit of my ſenſes as wellas your Lady 
ſhip. I have your owne Letter , that induced meto the 


doe my ſcife much right,or you much ſhame : Thinkeof 
me as you pleaſe. I leave my duty a little unthought of 
' and ſpeake out of my injury. The madly ns d Malvilu 
O1. Did he writethis? 

C/o. I Madame. 

Dx. This ſavoursnot much of diſtraction. 

Ol. See him deliver'd Fabiar,bring him hither: 


My Lord,ſo pleaſe you,theſe things further thought on, 
To thinke me as well a ſifter,asa wife, 

One day ſhall crowne th'alliance on't,ſo pleaſe you, | 
Hereat my houſe,and at my proper coft. 

D#. Madam,I am moſtapt embrace your offer: 

Your Maſter quits you : and for your ſervice done lun, 
So much againſt the mettle of your ſex, 
So farre beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And ſince you call'd me Maſter,for fo long : 
Here is my hand,you ſhall from this time bee 
Your Mafiers Miltris. 

O07. Aſiſter,you are ſhe. 

Enter Malvolio, 

Ds. Is this the Madman ? 

Ol. IT my Lord,this ſame: How now alveoli * 

Mal. Madam,you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong- 

Ol. Have I Matvolio ? No. | | 

Mal. Lady you have,pray you peruſe that Letter-' 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand, 

Write from'it if yon can,in hand,or phraſe, 


Of 
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T welfe night, or What you will, 
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Or ſay, tis nor your ſeale,not your invention : 
Youcan fay none of this. Well,grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch cleare lights of favour, 
Bad me come ſmiling and crofle-garter'd to to you, 
To put on ycl'ow ſtockings,and to frowne 
ypon fir 7oby,and the lighter people : 
Andating this inan obedient hope, 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd ; 
Kept in a darke houſe, viſited by the Prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious gecke or gull, 
That ere invention plaid on ? Tell me why ? 
01, Alas Malvolio,this is not my writing, 

Though I confeſſe,much like the CharaQter : 
But out of queſtion,tis Aſarias hand. 
And now Idoebethinke me,it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou watt mad ; then cami'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch formes,which here werepreſuppos'd 
Vponthee in the Letter : prethee be contenr, 
This praiſe hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee : 
But when we know the groundsand authors ofit, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plaintiffe and the Tudge 
Ofthine owne caule. 

Fab. Goed Madam here me ſpeake, 
And let no quarrell,nor no brawle to come, 
Taint the condition of this preſent houre, 
Which 1 have wondred at. In hopeit ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confefſe my ſelfe,and Toby 
Set this device againſt 2Jalvelio heere, 
Vpon ſome ſtabborne and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'dagainſt him. Cari writ 
The Letter,at ſir Tobyes great importance, 
Inrecompence whereof,he hath marryed her : 
How with a ſportfull malice it was follow'd, 
May rather plucke on laughter than revenge, 
If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt. 

01. Alas poore Foole how have they baffel'd thee ? 


all one: By the Lord Foole, Iam not mad : bur doe you 

remember, Madam,why laugh youat ſuch a barren raſcal, 

and you ſmile not hee's gag'd : and thasthe whirle-gigge 

of time, brings in his revenges | 
Mat. Ile be reveng'd onthe whole packe of you, 
O7. He hath beene moſt notoriouſly abus'd. : 
Ds, Purſue him,andentreat him toa peace: 

He hath not told us of the Capraine yet, 

When that is knowne, and golden time convents, 

A ſolemne Combination ſhall be made 

Of our deere ſoules. Meane time ſweet ſiſter, 

We will not part from hence. Ceſariocome 


| (Forſoyou ſhall be while you are aman:) 


But when in other habites you are ſcene, 
Orfino's Miltris,and his fancies Queene, 


Clowne ſings, 
When that I was and alittle tine Boy, 
with hey,ho,the winde and the raine : 
eA foolifo thing was but a toy, 
for theraine it rameth every dgy. 


But when I came to manseftate 
with hep,ho,&c. 

Gainit kyaves and eheeves men ſbut their gate, 
for theraine,&c. 


But when I came alas to wine, 
with hey ho, oc. 
By ſwag gering could I never thrive, 
for therame,&c. 


But when I came unto my beds, 
with heyho,cc. 

With Toſpots ſtill had drunken heads, 
for the raine,e+c, 


A great while agoe the world begon, 


with hey,ho,@c, : 
But that's all one,our Play ts done, | 
and wee'l flrive to pleaſe you every day, 


('e, Why ſomeare borne great,ſome atchievegreat- 
nefle, and ſome have greatnefſe throwne upon them. I 
was one fir, inthis Enterlude,one fir Topas fir, but that's | 


——_—— 
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eAftns Primus. Scena Prima, 


DR ——————_ 


Eenter (amillo and Archidams. 
Arch. ; 
F you ſhall chance (Camilo) to viſit Bohemia,on 
the like occaſion whereon my ſervices are now 
| on-foot, you ſhall ſee (as I have (aid) great dit- 
ference betwixt our Bohemia, and. your Sic:/44. 

Cam. 1 thinke, thiscommon Summer, the King of S- 
cilia meanes to pay Bobersia the viſitation,whichhe juſtly 
owes him. % 

eArch. Wherein Mr Entertainement ſhall ſhame us ; 
| we will be juſtified in our Loves: for indeed— 

Cam. *Beleech you— 

Arch. Verely I ſpeake it in the freedome of my know- 
ledge ; we cannot with ſuch magnificence——in ſo rare 
I know not what to ſay We will give you ſleepy 
Drinkes, that your Sences ( un-intelligent of our inſujH- 
cience) may, though they cannot prayſe us , aslittle ac- 
culc us. | 

Cam. You 
freely. . 

Arch. *Beleeve me, I ſpecake as my underſtanding in- 
rus me, and as mine-honeltie puts it to utterance. 

Cars. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſclfe over*kind ro Bohe- 
mia; They were trayn'd together in their Child.hoods ; 
and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an affection, 
which cannot chuſe but branch now. Sigce their more 
| mature Dignities, and Royall Neceilities, made ſeperati- 
| on of their Societie, their encounters ( thotighnot Perfo- 
nall ) have beene royally attornyed with enter-chagge of 
Gift, Letters, loving Embaſſies, that they have {cem'd to 
be together, though abſent: ſhooke hands, as over a Valt 
Seaandembrac'd as ir were from the ends of oppoſed 
| Winds. The Heavens continue their Loves. 
eArch. I thinke there is not in the World, either Ma- 
| lice or Matter, toalterit. You have an unſpeakeable com- 
fort of your. young Prince MMawmill.as : it isa gentleman of 
thegreateſtPromiſe, that ever.came into my Note. 
| Cam, | very well agree with you, in the hopes ofhim: 
tisagallant Child ; one that (indeed) Phyſicks the Sub- 
| Jet, makes oldhearts freſh : they that went on Crutches 
| cre he was borne, defire yet their life, to ſee hima Man, 

Arch. Would they elſe be contentto dye? 

Cam. Yes; ifthere were no other excuſe, why they 
ſhould defire to live. 

Arch. If the King had no Sonne , they would deſire to 
liveon Crutches till he had one. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 
Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius , Polixenes, Camilo. 
Pol, Nine Changes of the Watry-Starre hath beene 


pay a great deale too deare, for what's given 
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| The Shepheards Note, ſince we have left our Throne 


Withour a Burthen : Time as long againe 
Would be filld up (my Brother) with our Thankes, 
And yer we ſhould, for perpetuitic, 
Goc hence in debr : And therefore, like a Cypher 
(Yct ſtanding inrich place) I multiply 
With one we thanke you, many thouſands moe, 
Thar goe before ir. 

Leo. Stay your Thankes a while, 
And pay them when you part: 

Pol. Sir, that's to morrow: 
I am queſtion'd by my feares of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping Winds at home, to makeus ſay, 
This 1s put torth too truly : beſides, I have ttay'd | 
To tyre your Royaltie. 

Les. Weare tougher (Brother ) 
Then you can put us to't. 

Pol. Nolonger ſtay. 
Leo, One Seve'night longer. 
Pol, Very looth, to morrow, 


lie no gaine-ſaying. 

Pol. Prefle menot (*beſeech you) ſo: 

There isno Tongue that moves; none, none i'th* Would 
Soſoane as yours, could win me : ſoit ſhould now , 
Were there neccfhitie in your requeſt, although 

'T-vere needfull 1 deny'd ic. My Afﬀeaires 

Doe even drag me home-ward : which to hinder, 

Were (tm your Love) a Whip tome; my ſtay, 

Toyou a Charge,and Trouble ; to fave both, 

Farewell (cur brother.) 

Leo. Tongue-ty'd our Queenet {peake you. 

Her. I had thought (Sir)to have held my peace, untill 
You haddrawne Oathes from him, not to {lay ; you (Sir) 
Charge him toocoldly. Tcli him, youarc ſure | 
All in Bohemia's weli: this fati:faction, 

The by-gone-day proclaims, fay this to him, 
He beat from his beſt ward. 

Leo. Well ſaid, Hermione. 

Her. Totell, hlongs to ice his Sonne, were ſtrong; 
Butlet him fay ſo then, and let him goe ; 

But let him ſweare ſo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 

Wee'l thwack him hence with Diſtaffes, 

Yet of your royali preſence, Ile adventure 

The borrow ofa Weeke. When at Bohemia 

You take my Lord, Ile give him my Commiſſion, 

To let him there a Moneth, behind the Geſt 

Prefix'd for's parting: yet (good-heed) Leonter, 

I fove thee not a Iarre oth' Clock, behind 
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Leo. Wec'ie part the timebetweene's then: andinthat | 


__ 
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| To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offending; 


1 That any did : Had we purſa'd thar life, 
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"The Winters Tale. 


What Lady ſhe her Lord. You'le ſtay ? 
Pol. No, Madame. 
Hey. Nay, but you will ? 
Pol. I may not verily. 
Her. Verily? 
You put me off with limber Vowes : but I, _ 
Though you would ſeek t'unſphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet ſay, Sir, no going : Verely 
You ſhall not goe; a Ladyes Verely' is 
As potent as a Lords. Will you goe yet? 
Force me to keepe you as a Priſoner, 
Not like a Gueſt : ſo you ſhall pay your Fees 
When you depart, and ſave your Thankes. How fay you? 
My Priſoner? or my Gueft ? by your dread verely, 
One of them you ſhall be. 
Pet. Your Gueſt then Madame F 


Which is for me leſle calie to commit, 
Then you to puniſh. 
Her. Not your Gaoler then, _— 
But your kind Hoſtefle, Come, Ie queſtion you | 
Of my Lords Tricks and yours, when you were Boyes* 
You were pretty Lordingsihen ? 
Fol. We were (faire Queene) : 
Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 
But ſuch a day to morrow, as to day, 
And to be boy eternall. 
Hel. Was not my Lord 
The verier Wag o'th' two ? ; 
Pol. We were astwyn'd Lambs, that did frisk i'th*Sun 
And bleat the one at th'other : what we chang'd, 
Was Innocence, for innocence: we knew not 
The Do&tine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 


And our weake Spirits ne're beene higher rear'd 
With ſtronger blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd Heaven 
Boldly, not guilty ; the Impoſition clear'd, * 
Hereditarie ours. 
Hel. By this we gather 
You have tript ſince: 
Pol. O my moſt facred Lady, 
Temptations have fince then beene borne to's: for 
In thoſe unfledg'd dayes, was my Wife a Girle ; 
Your preciousſelfe had then not croſs'd the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 
Her. Grace to boot : 
Of this make no concluſion, leaſt you ſay 
Your Queeneand I arc Devils : yet goe On, 
Th' offences we have made you doe, wee'le anſwete, 
If you forſt finn'd with us: and that with us 
You did continue fault; and that youſlipt not 
Withany, but with us. 
Leo. Is he wonne yet? 
Her. Hee'le ſtay, (my Lord.) 
Leo. At my requelit, he would not : 
Hermione (my deareſt) thou never ſpoak'ſt 
Toherter purpoſe, 
Her. Never? 
Leo. Never, but once. 
Her, What? bave I twice ſaid well? when was't before? 
I prethce tell me : cram's with praiſe, and make's 
As fatastame things: One good deed, dying tongueleſſe, 
Slaughters a thouſand, wayting upon that. 
Our prayſcsare our Wages, You may ride's 
With one ſoft Kifſea thouſand Furlongs,ere 


How ſomerimes Nature will betray it's folly? 


My laſt good deed was to intreate his ſtay. 

W hat was my firft? itha's an elder Siſter, 

Or I miſtake you : O,would her name were Grace, 
But once before Tſpoke to th'purpoſe? when? 

| Nay, letme have't : I long. 

\ Leo. Why, that was when | 
Three crabbed Moneths had ſowr'd themſelves toden, 

Ere Icould tnake thee open thy white Hand : 

And clap thy ſelfe, my Love; then didfſt thou utter, 

I am yours for ever. 

Her, *Tis Grace indeed. l 
Why lo-younow;; I have ſpoke toth' purpoſetwice; 
The one forever earn'd a Royall Husband; | 
Th' other, for ſome whilea Eriend. 

Leo. Too hot, too hot: 

To mingle friendſhip farre, is mingling bloods. 

I have Tremsr (ordis on me : my heart daunces, 
But not for joy; nor joy. This entertainement 
May a free face put on : derives a Libertie 
From Heartineſſe,from Bountic, fertile Boſome, 
And we'l become the Agent: 't may; I graunt: ' 
But to be padling Palmes, and pinching fingers, | 
AS now they are,and making practis'd Smiles 
As ina Looking-Glaſſe; and then to ſigh, as *twere 
The Mort o'ch' Deere: oh, that i$WMtertainement 
My Boſome likes not, nor my Browes. Afamillim, 
Art thou my Boy ? | 

Mam, I my good Lord. : 

Leo. T'tecks : | - 
Why that's my Bawcock:what?has't ſautch'd thy Nd 
They fay it 18a Coppy out of mine. Come Captaing, 
' We mult be neat ; not neat, cleanly Captaine : 

. And yet the Stecre, the Heycfer, and the Calfe, 

Areall call'd Neate. Still Virginalling 
Vpon his palme? Bow now (you wanton Calfe) 
Art thou my Calfe ? 

Ham, Yes if you will (my Lord.) | 

Leo.Thou want't a rough paſh,&the ſhootes thatIkur 
' Tobe full, like me: yet they ſay we are 
| Almoſtas like as Egges ; Women fay ſo, 

(Thar will fay any thing,) But were they falſe 
As O're-dy'd Blackes, as Wind, as Waters;falfe 
As Dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 
No borne 'twixt his and mine ; yet were it true, 

To fay this Boy v;ere like me. Come (Sir Page) 
Looke on me with your Weikin eye : {weet Villaine 
Moſt dear'it, my Collop: Can thy Dam,may'tbe 
Aﬀection? thy intention ſtabs the Center. 

Thou do'ſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, 
Communicat'it with Dreames (how can this be? ) 
With what's unreall: thou coaRiive art, 
Andfellow'ſt nothing. Then'tis very credent, 
Thou may'ſt co-joyne with ſomething, and thoudo'ſt, 
(And that beyond commiſſion) and I finde it, 

(And thatto the infeQion of my Braines, 

And hardning of my Browes.) 

Pol. What meancs S:cilia? 

Her. He ſomething ſeemes unſetled. 

Pol. How? my Lord ? 

Leo. What checre? how is't with you,beſt Brother? 
Her. You look as if you held a browof much diſtrattios, 
Are you mov*d (my Lord?) 
Leo. No, in good earneſt, 


—_ 


®* 


It's tendernefle? and make it (elfe a Paſtime 


With Spur we heatan Acre. But toth' Goale : | 


—_ _ 


LY 


To harder boſomes? Looking on the Lynes 


D—— 


I” 


| 


LD —————— 


 TheWinters Tat. | 


_ 


Of my Boyts face, me thoughts T did requoyle _ 
is. x 3 yeares, and ſaw my {elfe unbreech d, 
In iy greene Velvet Coat;my Dagger muzzel d, 
Lealt it ſhonld bite it's Maſter, ad ſo prove 
(as Ornaments oft do's ) too dangerous L- 
How like (me thought) I then was to this Kernell, 
1 his $uaſh, this Gentleman. Mine honeſt frend, 
Will you cake egges for Money ?- 
Ham. No (my Lord) Ile fight. | 
Leo. You will: why happy man be's dolce. My Brother 
Are you fo fond of your young Prince, as we 
Doc ſeeme to be of ours? 
Pol. If at home (Sir) _ 
Her's all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter ;- | 
Now-4ny ſworne Friend, and then mine Enemue ; 
My paraſite, my Souldier ; Stateſ-man;all : 
He makcs a lulyes day, ſhort as December, 
And wich his varying child-nefle, cures in me 
Thoughts, that ſhould thicke my blood. 
Leo. So ſtands this Squire 
Otic'd with me ; We two will walke (my Lord) 
And leave youto your graver ſteps. Hermione, . 
How thou lou'ſt, us, ſhew in our Brothers welcome 3 
Let whatis deare in Sicily, be cheape : 
Next to thy ſelfe, and my young Rover, hee's 
Apparant to my heart. 
Her. Ifyou would ſecke us, 
Weare yours th' Garden : ſhall'sattend you there? _ 
Leo. To your owne bents diſpoſe you: you'le be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky : I amangling now, 
(Though you perceive me not how 1 give Lyne) 
Goe to, goe ta. 
Huw ſhe holds up the Neb? the Byll to him? 
And armes her with the boldneſſe of a Wife 
To her allowing Husband. Gone already, 
Yach-thicke, knee-deepe; ore head and cares a fork'd one. 
Goe play (Boy) play : thy Mother playes,and [ 
Play too; but ſodiſgrac'd apart, whoſe ifſue 
Will hifle me to my Grave : Contempt and Clamor 


| Willbe my Knell. Goe play (Boy) play, there have been 


(Or I aw much deceiv'd) Cuckolds ere now, 

And many a man there is (even at this preſent, 

Now, while I ſpeake this) holds his Wife by th* Arme, 
That little thinkes ſhe ha's beene fluyc'd in's abſence, 


| And his Pond fiſh'd by his next Neighbor (by 

| Sir Srzle, his Neighbor: ) nay ,there's comfort in't, 

| Whiles other men have Gartes, and thoſe Gates open'd 
1 (As mine) againſt their will. Should all deſpaire 

| That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 


Would hang themſelves, Phyſicke for't, there's none: 
It isa bawdy Planet, that will ſtrike 
Where *tis predominant; and*tis powrefull : thinke it: 
FromEaſt,Weaſt, North, and South, be itconcluded, 
No Barricado for a Belly. Know't, - 
-Iewil tin and out the. Enemie, 
With bag and baggage : many thouſand on's 
Havethe Dilcaſe, and feele't not. How now Boy? 
An. 1 amlike you they ay. 
Leo, Why, that's ſome comfort. 
What? (amilo there? 
Can, I, my good Lord, 
| Leo.Goe play (CMamiliis) thou'rt an honeſt man: 
Camilo , thisgrear Sir will yer ſtay longer. 
Cam. You had much adoeto make his Anchor hold, 
When you caſt out, ir ill came home» 
Lee. Didſt note it? , 


= 


| 


| 


1 From Courſe requir'd: orelfe thon muſt be counted 


| (Butthat's paſt doubr; you have, or your eye-glafſe 


| Sicilia isa ſo-forth: *ris farre gone, 


| 


Cam, He would not ſtay at your petitions, made 
H1s buſinefſe more materiall. | 
Leo. Didi perceive it ? 
They're here with me already ; whiſp'ring,reunding: 


WhenT ſhall guſt it laſt, How cam'r (Camilo) 
That hedid ſtay > 
(am. At the good Queenes intreatie. 
Leo, At the Queenes be't :Good ſhould be 
Butſo itis, it is not. Was thistaken 
By any underſtanding pate butthine? 
For thy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More then the common Blocks. Not noted, is't, 
Bur of the finer Natures? by ſome Severalls 
Of Head-pcece exgraordinarie? Lower Mefles 
| Parchance are to this buſineſſe purblind? ſay. 
Cam. Puſinefle, my Lord? Ithinke moſt 
Bohemia ſtayes heere longer. 
Leo, Ha? 
(am. Stayes here longer. 
Leo. T, but why? | 
Cam. Todatisfic your Highneſle,and the Entreaties 
Of our moſt gracious Miſtris. 
Leo, Satishie ? 
_ Theentreaties of your Miſtreſſe? Satisfie ? 
Let that ſujfice. I have truſted thee (Camilo) 
With all the neereſtthings to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Counccls, wherein (Prieſt-likc) thou 
Haſt cleans'd my Boſome : I, from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have becne 
| Deceiv'd inthy integritic, decciv'd 
In that which ſeemes ſo. 
Cam. Beit forbid (my Lord.) 
Leo* Tobide upon't : thou art not honeſt : or 
If thou inclinſt that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes honeſtie behind, reſtrayning 


pertinent, . 


aletad 


A Servant, grafted in my ſerious Trut, 
And therein negligent : or elle a Foole, 
That ſceſt a Game plai'd home, the rich Stakedrayne, 
And tak'ſt itall for jeaſt. 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, fooliſh, and fearefull, 
Inevery one of theſc, no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his folly,feare, 
Amongſt the infinite doing of the World, 
Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord.) 
If ever I were wiiful-negligent, 
It was my folly z if indultriouſly 
I plai'd the foole, it was my negligence, - 
Not weighing well the end : if ever fearefull 
To docathing, where Ithe iſſue doubted, 
W hereof the execution did cry out 
Againſt the non-performance. 'twasa feare 
Which oft infeAsthe wifeſt : thele (my Lord) 
Are ſuch allow'd Infirmities that honeſtte 
Is never free of. But bcſcech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me know my treſpas 
By it's owne viſage ; if I then deny it, 
"Tis none of mine. - 
Leo, Ha' not you ſcene 


= =P 


Camill ? 


Is thicker thena Cuckolds Horne)or heard ? 
(For toa Viſion ſoapparant, Rumor = 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation 
Refides not in that man,thazdo's notthinke) 


Aa 


. - 


L 


——. 
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My Wife is ſlipperie ?. If thou wilt confeſle, 
Or clſe be impudently negative, 
To have nor Eyes, nor Eares,nor Thought, 
My Wife's a Holy-Horſe, deſerves a Name 
AS rankeasany Flax-W ench, thatputsto 
Before her troth-plight : ſay'c, and juſtify't. 

Cam. I would nat be a ſtander-by, to heare 
My Soveraigne Miſtrifſe clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken : *(hrew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become youlcſle 
Then this; which to reiterate, were ſin 
As deepeasthat, though true. 

Leo. Is whiſpering nothing ? 
I's leaning Checketo Checke? is meating Noſes ? 
Kiſſing with in-ſfide Lip? ſtopping the Carierc 
Of Laughter, with a ſigh? (a Note infallible 
Ofbreaking honeſtic) horſing foot on foot ? = 
Skulking in corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift? 
Houres, Minutes? the Noone, Mid-night? andall Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs onely, 
That would unſecne be wicked? Is this nothing? 
Why thenthe World, and all that'sin't, is nothing, 
The covering Skie is nothing, Bohemia nothing, 
My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing have theſe Nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd Opinion, and betimes, 
For 'tis moſt dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, "tis true. 

Cam. No,no, my Lord. 

Zeo. It is : youlye,you lye: 

T fay thou lyeſt Camilo, and I hate thee, : 
Proncunce thee a grofle Lowt, a mindleſle Slave, 
Or elſe a hovering Temporizer, that 
Canſt with thine eyes at once ſee good and evill, 
Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver 
InfeRed (as her life) ſhe would not live 
The running of one Glaſſe. . 

Cam, W hbodo's infect her? 

Leo. Why he that weares herlike her Medull, hanging 
About his necke ( Bohemia) who, if I 
Had Servantstrue about me, that bare eyes 
Toſec alike mine Honor, astheir profits, 
(Their owne particular Thrifts) tney would doe that 
Which ſhould undoe more doing : I, and thou 
His Cup-bearer, whom I from mtaner forme 
Have Bench'd, and rear'd ro Worſhip, who may'ſt ſee 
Plainely, as Heaven ſees Earth, andEarth ſees Heaven, 
How I am gall'd, thou might'it be-ſpice a Cup, 
To give mine Enemie a lalting Winke: 
| Which Draught to me, were cordiall, 

(am. Sir (my Losd) 
I could doe this, and that withno raſh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that ſhonld not worke 
Maliciouſly, like Poyſon : But I cannot 
'Belceve this Cracke to be in my dread Milſtreſſe 
(So ſoveraignely being Honorable. ) 
I havclov'd thee. 

Leo. Make that thy queſtion, and goe rot : 
Dot thinke I am ſo muddy, ſounſetled, 
To appoint my ſeltein this vexation? 
Sully the puritie and whiteneſſe of my Sheetes 
( Which co preſerue, isSleepe: which being ſpotted, 
Is Goades, Thornes, Nettles, Tailes of Waſpes) 
| Give ſcandall tothe blood o'th' Prince, my Sonne, 
(Whol docethinkgjs mine, and loveas mine) 


then ſay 


| Without ripe moving to't? Would I doe this? 


—— 


Could man ſo blench ? ; 
(am. I muſt beleeve you (Sir) 
| I doe,and will fetch off Bohemiafor't : 
Provided, that when hee's remov'd, your Highneſſe 
Will take agiine your Queene,as yours at firſt, 
Even for your Sonnes ſake, and thereby for ſcaling 
The Injurie of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdomes 
Knownezand ally*dto yours: | 
Ze. Thou do'ſt adviſe me; 
Even ſo as I mine ozvne courſe have ſet 
le give no blemiſh to her Honor, none. 
| Cam, MyLord, 
Goe then;zand with a countenance as cleare 
As Friendſhip weares at Feaſts, keepe with Bohemia, 
And with your Queene : I am his Cup-bearer, 
It from me he have wholeſome Beveridge, 
Account me not your Seryant. 
Leo, Thisisall:_ 
\ Do't, and thou haſt the one halfe of my heart; 
Do't not, thou ſplitt'ſt thine owne. 
Cams. lledo't, my Lord. 
Loo. I will ſeeme friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me.Fx6, 
Cam. O miſerable Lady, Butfor me ! 
W hart caſe ſtand I in ? I muſt be the poyſoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground todo't, 
Is the obedierice to a Maſter ; one, 
Who in Rebellion with bimfelfe,will have 
All that are his, ſo too. To doe this deed, 
Promotion followes : If I could find example 
Of thouſand's that had ſtruck anoynted Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't : Bur ſince 
Nor Braſle, nor Stone, nor Parchment beares not one, 
Let Villany it ſelfe forſwer't. 1 muſt 


downe : 


{ Forſake the Court : to do't, or no, is certaine 


To me a breake-necke, Happy Starre raigne now, 

Herecomes Bohemia Emter Polixentts 
Pl. This is ſtrange : Me thinkes 

| Me fauor here beginsto warpe, Not ſpeake? 


Good day (amlbe. 
| Cam, Hoyle moſt royallSir. 


{ Pol. Whatis the Newes1'th' Court ? 


Cam. None rare (my Lord.) 

Pol. The King hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
As he hadloft ſome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſclfe: evennow I mer him 
With cultomary complement, when he 
Wafting hiseyestoth” contrary, and falling 
A Lippeof much contempr, ſpeedes from me, and 
| So leaves me, to conſider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his Manners. 
(».. I dare norknow (wy Lord.) 

Pol. How date not?doe not?doe you know,and darenot? 
Be intelligent to me;'tis thereabouts : 

For to your ſelfe, what you doe know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good (amilte, 
Your chang d complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which ſhewes me mine chang too: for I muſt be 
A party inthis alteration, finding 

My ſeife thus alter'd with'r, 

Cam. There isaicknes 
W hich puts ſome of vs in diſtemper, bat 
I cannot name the Diſcaſe,and it is caught 
Of you, that yet.arewell. 

Pol, How caught of me? 


| Make me not ſighted like the Bafiliſques 


—_— 
mm 


— 
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look'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 
= my regard, bur kill'd none ſo ; Camille, 
As youare certainely a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerke-like expedienc'd, which no lefſe adornes 
| Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names, 
In whole ſucceſſe we are gentle : I beſeech you, 
If you know ought which do's behove my knowledge, 
Thereof to beinform'd,impriſon't aot 
In ignorant concealement. 
Cam. I may not an{were. ' 
Pol. A Sicknefle caught of me, and yet I well ? 
I auſt be anſwer'd. Do'ſt thou heare Camille, 
I conjure thee by all the parts ofman, 
Which honor do's ackno;vlzdge, whereof the leaſt 
Is not chis Suit of mine , that thou declare 
What incidencie thou do'lt gefle of barme 
Is creeping toward me; how farre off, how neere, 
Which way to be prevented, if tobe ; 
If not, how beſttro beare it. 
Cam, Sir,T will tell you, ; 
Since I am charg'd in Honor, and by him : 
That I thinke Honorable: therefore marke my counſaile, 
Which mult be ev*nas ſwittly followed, as 
I meaneto utter it; or both your ſelfe, and me, 
Cry loſt, and ſo good night. 
Pol, On, good Camilo. 
Cam. Iappointed him to murther you. 
Fel. By whom, Camillo ? 
Cam. By the King. 
Pel. For what? 
Can. Hethinkes, nay with all confidence he ſyeares, 
| As he had {cen't, or beene an Inſtrumenr 
Tovice you to't, that you have toucht his Queene 
Forbiddenly. 
Pol. Oh then, my beſt blood tarne 
Toan infected Gelly, and my Name 
Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the Beſt : 
Turne then my freſheſt Reputationto : 
A favour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt Noſthrill 
Wherel1arrive, and my approach be ſhun'd, 
Nay hated too, worſe thea the great'it infection 
Thatere was heard, or read. | 
Cam, Sweare his thought over 
By each particular Starre in Heaven,and 
By all their influences; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for toobey th: Moone, 
As(or by Oath) remove, or (Coun{aile) ſhake 
The Fabrick ot his Folly, whole foundacion 
Is pyl'd upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his Body. 
; Pol. How ſhould this grow ? 
| (am. Iknow not : but [ am ſure *tis ſafer to 
| Avoid what's growne, thenqueſtion how 'tis borne. 
If therefore youdare truſt my honeſtie, 
Thatlyes encloſed in this Trunke, which you 
Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night, 
Your Followers L wil whiſper to the Buſineſſe, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeverall Poſternes, 
Cleare them o'rh* Citie ; For my ſelfe, Ile put 
My fortunes to your ſervice (whichare here 
By this diſcoverieloſt.) Be not uncertaine, 
'\ For by the honor of my Parencs, 1 
Have uttered Truth ; which if youſecke to prove, 
I darenot ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer, 
Thenone condemned by the Kings owne month: 
Thereon his Execution ſworne. 


mg. 


| 


— 


Pol. Idoe beleeve thee: 
[ ſaw his heart in's face. Give methy hand. 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 
Twodayes agoe., This icalouſic 
Fs fora precious Creature :asſhee's rare, 
Mutt tt be great;and, as his Perſon's mightie, 
Maſt it be violent : and, as he do's conceive, 
He is diſhonor'd by aman, whichever 
Profeſs'd to him: why his Revenges muſt 
In that be made more bitter. Feare ore-ſhades me: 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gracious Queene, part of his Theame; but nothing 
Of his ill-ta'ne ſuſpition. Come (umllo, | 
I will reſpe& thee as a Father, if 
Thou bear'ſt my life off, hence: Let us avoid. 
Cam. Itis in mine authoritie tocommand 
The Keyes ofallthe Poſternes: Pleaſe your Highnefſe 
To takethe argent houre. Come Sir, away, ZExennt. 


—— 


Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


aa 
—— 


Enter Hermione, CMamillia, Ladies: Leontes, 
e-ntigonns, Lord, 


Her. Take the Boy to you : he ſo troubles me, 
'Tis paſt enduring. 
Lady, Come (my gracious Lord) 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 
Ham. No, Ile none of you. 
Lady. Why (my ſweet Lord?) 
Mam, You le kifle me hard, and ſpeake to me, as if 
I werea Baby ſtill. I love you better. 
2. Lady. And why ſo(my Lord?) 
Ham, Not for becauſe 
Your Browes are blacker ( yetblacke-browes they ſay 
Become ſome Women beſt, ſs that there be not 
Too much haire there, but in a Semicircle, 
Or a halfe-Moone, made witha Pen.) 
2.Laay. W ho taught this? 
Mam. I learn'd it out of Womens faces: pray now, 
W hat colour be your eye-browes ? 
Lady. Blew (my Lord.) 
Mam. Nay, that'sa mock : I have ſcene a Ladies Noſe 
That ha's beene blew, but not her eye-browes. 
Lady. Hearke ye, _ 
The Queene (your Mother) rounds apace: we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices toa fine new Prince 
One of theſe dayes, and then youl'd wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 
2.Lady. She is ſpread of Late 
Into a goodly Bulke( good time encounter her.) 


Her. What wiſdome ſtirs amongſt you?Come Sir, now |} 


I am for you againe ; *Pray you fit by us, 


| And tel!'s a Tale. 


Mam, Merry, or fad, ſhal't,be? 

Hel. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A fad Tale's beſt for Winter : 
| have one of Sprights, and Goblins. 

Hel. Let's have that (good Sir.) 
Come-on, fir ——_ —_— doe your beſt; Ru 
To fright me with-your ſprights ; you're powrefull | 

X ; A -y 3 f Mar. There 


CC A—_—_ 


| 


—— 
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A1am. There was a man. 

Her. Nay,come fit downe : then on: : 

Haw. Dweltby a Church-yard : I will tell it ſoftly, 
Yond Crickets ſhall not beare it, | 

Her.Come on then, and giv*t mein mine care. Enter L. 


him? 

Zed. Behind the tuft of Pines I metthem, never 
Saw I men ſcowre1o on their way : I eyed them 
Evento their Ships. 

Leo. How blelt am I 
In my juſt Cenſure? in my true Opinion ? 
Alack, for leſſer knowledge,howaccurs'd, 
In being ſo bleſt > There may be 1n the Cup 
A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drinke ; depart, 
And yetpartake no venome ; (for his knowledge 

Is not inteced) but if one preſent | 
Th'abhor'd Ingredient to his cye, make knowne 
How he hathdrunke, he cracks his gorge, his ſides 
Wich violent Hefts: I have drunke,and ſcene the Spider. 
Camillo was his helpe in this, his Pander : 

\There isa plot againſt my Life, my Crowne ; 
All's true thar is miſtruſted: that falſe Villaine, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He ha's diſcover d my Deſigne, and I 
Remaineapinch'd Thing ; yea, a very Tricke 
Forthem to play at wili : how came the Poſlternes 
So eaſily open ? 

Lord. By his great authoritie, 

Which often hathnoleſle prevail'd, tlien fo, 

| On your command. 

Leo, I know't too well. 

Give me the Boy, I am glad you did notnurſe him 2 
Though he do's beare ſome fignes of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. Wuhar isthis? Sport ? 

Ze, Beare the Boy hence, he ſhall not comeabont her, 

Away with him, and [ct her ſport her ſelfe 
With that ſhe's big-with, for 'tis Polixenes 
Ha's made thee ſwell thus. 

Her. But I'd ſay he had not ; 

And Ile be \worne you would belecve my ſaying, 
How e're you leane to th'Nay-ward. 

Leo. You (my Lords) ; 

Looke on her, marke her well : be but abont 
Tofay ſhe is a goodly Lady, and 
The juſtice of your hearts willtherete adde 
'Tis pitty ſhe's not honeſt : Honorable ; 

Prayſe her bur for this ber without-dore-Forme, 
(Which on my faith deſerves high ſpeech)and ſtraight 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, (theſe Petty-brands 
That Calumnic doth uſe; Oh I am out, 

That Mercy do's, for Calumnic will ſcare 
Vertue it ſelfe) theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have faid ſhe's goodly, come betweene, 

Ere you can ſay ſhe's honeſt : But be*tknowne 

(From him that ha's moſt cauſe togrieve it ſhould be) 
She's an Adultrefſe. 

Her. Should a Villaine fay fo, 

(The moſt repleniſh'd Villaine in the World) 

He wereasmuch more Villaine: you (my Lord) 
Doe bvt miſtake. + - | 

| Leo. You have miſtooke (my Lady) 

Polixenes for Leontes : O thou Thing, 

(Which Ile not call a' Creature of thyplace, , 

Leaſt Barbariſme ( making me the precedent) 


— __ 


Leon. Was he met there ? his Traine?- (mille with | 


_— 


— —————_ au on 


"—__ 


m_— 
— 


_—_ 


| She'sother wiſe, Ile keepe my Stables where 


{ Youarcabus'd, by ſome putter on, 


Your Selfe, your Queene, your Sonne. 


Should alike Language nſctoalldegrees, 
And mannerly dittinguiſhment leave our, 
Betwixt the Prince and Begper :) I have faid 
Shee's an Adultreſſe, I have ſaid with whom: 
More; Shee'sa Traytor, and (amillo is 
A Federarie with her, and one that knowes 
What ſhe ſhould ſhameto know her ſelfe, 
But with her moſt viid Principall ;that ſhe's 
A Bed-ſwarver, even as bad as thoſe 
That Y ulgars give bold'ft Titles; I, and privie 
To this their late eſcape, 

Her. No (by my lite). 
Privy tonone of this : how will this grieve you, 
When you ſhall come toclearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 
Youſcarce can right me throughly, then, to ſay - 
Vou did miſtake. 

Zeo. No : if I miſtake 
In thoſe Foundations which I build upon, 
The Centre is not bigge enough to beare 
A Schoole-Boyes Top. Away with her, to Priſon: 
He who ſhall ſpeake for her, isa farre-off guiltie, 
Burt that he ſpeakes. 

Her. Thsre*s ſome i!l planet raignes: 
I muſt bepatient, till the Heavens looke 
With an aſpe& more favorable, Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping (as our Sex 
Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew 
Perchance ſhall dry your pitties : but I have 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which burnes || 
Worſe then Teares drowne : *beſeech you all (my Lord 
With thoughts ſo qualified, as your Charities | 
Shall beſt inſtru& you, meaſure me; and ſo 
The Kings will be perform'd. 

Leo. Shall I be heard ? | 

Her. Whois't that goes with me? beſcech your Highs 

My women may be with me, for youſce 
My:plight requires it. Doc not weepe (good Fooles) 
There 1s no cauſe: When you ſhall know your Miſtris) 
Ha's deſerv'd Priſon, then aboundin Teares, 
As Icomeout ; this ActionI now goe on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord) 
I never with'd toſee you ſorry, now 
I truſt I ſhall : my Women come, you have leave, 

Leo, Goe doe our bidding : hence. 

Lord.Beſcech your Highneſſe call the Queene againe 

e-Fnt. Be certaine what you do (Sir) leaſt your Tuſtic 
Prove violence, in the whichthrez great ones ſuffer, 
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Lord. For her (my Lord) Et 
I dare my life lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleaſe you t'accept it, that the Queene is ſpatlefſe 
Ith'eyes of Heaven,andto you (I meane * | 
In this, which you accuſe her.) 

Amtig. If it prove 


I lodge my Witfe,Ile goe in couples with her  _ 
Then when I feele, and ſee her, no turther truſt her ; 


\| For every ynch of Woman in the World, Li 
I, every dram of Womans fleſh is falſe, Be 
If ſhe be. | W 

Leo. Hold your peaces. | bu 


Lord. Good my Lord. & 
eng. Ttis for you we {peake, not for our ſelves? 


That willbedamn'd for't: would -I knew the Villains, ; | 
| I would| 
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If the good truth, were knowne, 
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Iwould Land-damne him : be ſhe honor-flaw'd, ;- 
I havethreedaughters : theeldeſt is cleven: 

The ſecond, and the third, nine ; and ſonnes five: 

It this provetrue, they'l pay for't. By mine honor 

Ile gel'd emall : fouretcene they ſhall not ſce 

To bring falſe generations: they are co-heites, 

And I had rather glib my ſelfe, then they 

Should not produce faire iſle. 

Leo. Ceaſe,no more ; 

You ſmell this buſineſſe with a ſence as cola . 
As isa dead-mans noſe : but I do fee*r, and feel't, 
As youfeele doing rhus : and fce wichall 
The Inſtruments that feele. 
Ant. If it be 10, 
We neede no grave to burie honeſtic, 
There's not a graine of ir, the face to ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy-earth. 
Leo. What? lacke Icredit? _. 

L3:d. Thad rather you did lacke then 1 (my Lord ) 
Vponthis ground : and more it wovld content me 
To have her Honor true , then your ſuſpition 
Be blam'd for't how you might, 

Leo. Why what neede we 
Commune with you for this ? but rather follow 
Our forcefull inſtigation? Our prerogative 
Calsnot your Counſailes, but our naturall goodnefſe 
Impartsthis : which, if you, or ftupified, 

Or ſeeming ſo, in $Kill, cantiot or will not 
Reliſh a truth, like us: informe your ſelves 
We necdeno more of your advice : the matter, 
The lofle, the gaine, the ord'ring on't; 
Is all properly ours. 

Ant. And I wiſh (my Licge) 


{| You had onely in your liteat judgement tride it, 


Without more overture. 
Leo. How could that be ? 


| Either thouart moſt ignorant by age, 


Or thou wer't borne a foole : Camille's light 

Added to their Faguliarity 

(Which was as grofſe,as ever touch'd conjeure, 
That lack'd ſight onely, nought for approbarion 

But onely ſeeing; all other circumſtances 

Made up to'th deed) doth puſh on this proceeding, 


Yer, for agreater confirmation 


' ( For in anaRt of this importance, 'twere 


Moſt pitciousto be wilde) I havediſpatch'd in pol, . 
To facred Delphor, to e-Ypollo's Temple, 
(leominesand Deon, whom you know 
Of ſtuff deſuificiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bringal,whoſe ſpirituall counfaile had, 
Shall ſtop, or ſpurre me. Havel done well? 

Lord. Well done (my Lord.) | 

Leo. ThoughlT am fatisfyde, and needeno more 
Then what I | vnng yet ſhall the Oracle 
Givereſtroth' mindes of others; ſuch as he 
Whoſe ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th'truth. So have wethought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be continde, 
Leaſt thatthe treachery of the two, fled hence, 
Belett her to performe. Come follow us, 
Weare toſpeake in publike : for this bulineſſe 
Will raiſeus all. 

Anig. Tolanghter, asT take it, 


Exennt, 


| 


— 


—— a 


. | (Which never tender Lady hath borne greater) 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Paulina, a Gentleman,Gaoter, Emilia. 


Paxl. The Keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
Ler him have knowledge whom Tam. Good Lady, 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee, 

W hat doit thou then in priton? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not? 
Gao. Fora worthy Lady, 
And one, whom muchT honour. 
Par, Pray you then, 
Condu me tothe Queene. 

Gao, I may not (Madam) 

Tothe coatrary I have expreſſe commandment, 

' Pau, Here'sa-do, tolocke up honeſtic and honor from 
TH accefle of gentle viſitors. Is't lawfull pray you 
To ſee her Women ? Any of them ? Emilia? 

Gas. So pleaſe you (Madam) 

Toput a-part theſe your attendants, I 

Shall bring Emilia torth. 

Pas. I pray you now call her : 

With=(Jraw your ſelves, 

Gao. And Madam, 

I muſt be preſent ar your Conicrence. 

Pas, Well : be'tlo : prethee. | 
Heere'*s ſuch a-doe, to make no ſtaine ;a ſtaine, 
Aspaſles colouring. Deare Gentlewoman, 
How fares one gracious Lady ? 

Emil, As well as one ſo great, and fo forlorne 
May hold together : On her frights, and greefes 


Enter 
Emilia. 


She 1s, ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Pas. A boy ? 

Emil. A daughter, and a goody babe, 
Luſty, and like to live : the Queene receives 
Much comfort in't ; Sayes, my poore priſoner, 
I am innocent as you, 

Pau, I dare be {worne :' 

Theſe dangerous, unſafe Lunesi'th* King, beſhrew them, | 
He muſt be told on't, and he ſhall : the office | 
Becomesa woman beſt. Ile rake'r upon me, 
IfT prove hony-mouth'd, let my tongue bliiter. 
And never to my red-look'd Anger be 
The Trumpet any more : pray you (Emilia) 
Commend my beſt obedienceto the Queene, 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 
Tke ſhew't the King, and undertake tobe 
Her Advocate to*ch lowd*{t. We doe not know 
How he may ſoften at the ſight o'ch*Childe : 
The ſilence often of pure innucence 
Perſwades,when ſpeaking failes- 
Emil, Moſt worthy Madam, 
Your honour, and your goodneſſe is ſo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miſle | 
A thriving iflue : there is no Lady living 
So meete for thisgreat errand; pleaſe your Ladiſhip 
To viſit the next roome, Ile preſently 
Acquaint the Qneene of your moſtnoble offer, 
Who,but today hammered of this defigne, 
Bur durſt nottempt a miniſter of honor 
Leaſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 


Pax, 
Wc. 


* 
A — 
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Will ſtand betwixt you, and danger. 
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 Pavl. Tell her (Emilia) 


| Ile uſe that tongue I have : If wit flow from't 


As boldneſſe from my boſome, le't not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 
Emil. Now be you bleſt for it. 
Tie to the Queene : pleaſe you come ſomething neerer. 
Gao. Madatn, if't pleaſe the Queene to ſend the babe, 
I know not what I ſhall 1ncurre, to paſſer, 
Having no warrant. 
Pau. Younced not feare it (fir) ; 
This Childe was priſoner to the wombe, and is 
By Law and proceſle of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd,not apartie to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(If any be) the treſpaſſe of the Queene. 
Gao. 1 do beleeve it. 
Parl. Do not you feare : upon mine honor, I 
E Xennt » 


pe 


Scana Tertia. 
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Enter Leontes Seruants, Paulina, Antigonw, 
and Lerds. 


Leo. Nor night, nor day,nv reſt : Ir is but weaknefle 
To beare the macrter thus ; mcere weakneſle, if 
Thecauſe were not in being : part o'th cauſe, 
She, th' Adulterſle; for the harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine arme: out of the blanke 
Andleyell of my braine : plot-proofe : but ſhe, 
I can hooke to me : ſay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reſt 
Might come to me againe. Whoſe there ? 

Ser. My Lord. Enrer, 

Leo, How do's the boy 2; 

Ser. Hetooke good reſt to night :*tishop'd 
His ſickneſſe is diicharg'd. 

Leo To ſee his Nobleneſle, 
Concetiving the diſhenour of hisMother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd,tooke it deeply, 
Faſten'd, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſclfe : 


1 Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, hisSleepe, 


And down-right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely : goc, 
See how he fares: Fie, fie, nothought of him, 
The very thought of my Revenges that way 
Recoyle upon me : 1n him(elfe too mighty, 
Vatill a time may ſeraue, For preſent vengeance 
Take it on her : {amillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh arme; make their paſtime at my ſorrow : 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe,within my powre. 

Emer Paulina. 


| LZord. You muſt notenter. 


Paxl: Nay rather (good my Lords) be ſecond to me: 
Feare you his tyrannous paſſion more(alas) 
Thenthe Queenes life ? A gracious innocent ſoule, 
More free, then he is icalous, 

Antig That'senough. 

Ser. Madam ; he hath notflept to night, commanded 
None ſhould come at him. 
Pas. Not ſo hot ( good Sir) 
I come to bring him ſleepe. "Tis ſuch as you 


—_— —_— 


Tha creepelike ſhadowes by him, and doſighe 

At each his needlefſe heauings: ſuch as you 

Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. I | 

Do come with words, as medicinall, as true ; 

(Honeſt, as either;) to purge him of that humor, 

That preſſes him from fleepe. , 
Leo. What noyſe there, hoe ? 


— 


© — 


Leo. How ? 
Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonus 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew ſhe would. 
Ant, I told her ſo(my Lord) 
On yourdiſpleaſures periil and on mine, 
She ſhould not vifit you. 

Leo. What? canſt not rule her? 

Paxl. From all diſhoneſtic he can : in this 
(Vnleſſe he take the courſe that you have done) 
Commit me, for committing honor,truſt it, 

He ſhall not rule me : | 

Ant. Ta-you now, you heare, 

When ſhe will take the raine, Ilet her run, 
But ſhee*l not ſtumble. | 

Paul, Good my liege I come: | 
AndI beſcech you heare me:.who profeſlcs 
My felfe your loyall ſervant, your Phiſitian, 

Your moſt obedient Counſailor : yet that dares 
Leffe appcare fo, in comforting your Evilles, 
Then ſuch as moſt ſeeme yours. I ſay, Icome 
From your good Queene. 

Leo. Good Queene? - 

Panl. Good Queene (my Lord) good Queene, 
I ſay good Queen, _ 

And would by combate, make her good ſo, wereT 
A man, the worlt-about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. | 

Parxl. T.ct him that makes bur trifles of his eyes 
Fiſt hand me: on mine owne accord, Ile off, 

But firſt; Ile do my errand. The good Queene 
(For ſhe is good) hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Hcere'tis : Commends it to your bleſſing. 

Leo. Ont; 

A mankinde Witch? Hence with her, out o'dore : 
A mott intelligencing bawd. 

_ Paul, Notlo: 
Iam asignorantin that, as you, 
In ſoentirling me 3 and nolefſe honeſt 
Then you are mad : which isenough, Ile warrant 
(Asthis world goes) to paſle for honeſt. 

Leo. Traitors; | 

Will you not puſh her out ? Give her the Baſtard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd : unrooſted 
By thy dame Pertlerheere. Take up the Baſtard, 
Take't up,I fay :giue'tto the Croane, 

Paxl. For ever 

Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'it up the Princeſſe, by that forced baſcnefle 


1 Which he ha's put upon's 


Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
Pax, So I would you did': then *twere paſt all doubt 
Youl'd call your children, yours. 

Leo, A neſt of Traitors. 

Ant, I am nonegby thisgood light. 

Pant. Nor I : nor any 


c 


Paz. No noyſe(my Lord) but needfull conference, 
| About ſome Goſsips for your Highneſlc. 


But one that's heere : and that's himſclfe: forhe, 


Li 
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The 
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The ſacred honor of himſclfe, 
His hopefull Sonnes, 


| For thou ſett'ſt on thy 
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his Queenes, 
his Babes, betrayes to ſlander, | 
W hoſe ſting is ſharper thenthe Swords; and will not 


(For as the caſe now ftands, it 15a Curſe 


He cannot be compell'd too't) once remove 
The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever Oake, or ſtone was found, 

Leo, A Callat | 


|| Of boundlefſe tongue, who late hath beat her husband; 


And now baits me : This Brat is none of mine, 
It is the Mlue of Polrxenes. 
Hence with it; and together wich the Dam, 
Commirthem to the fire. 

Pax). It is yours: | 
And might welay th' ol1 Proverb to your charge, 
So like you, 'tis the worſe. Behold (my Lords) 
Althoughthe print be lictle, the whole Matter 
And Coppy of the Father : (Eye,Nole, Lippe, 
The tricke of s Frowne, his Fore-head,nay ,the Valley, 
The pretty dimples of his Chin, and Cheeke;his Smiles; 
The very Mold, and frame of hand, nayle, Finger.) 
And thou good Goddefle Nature, which haft made it 
Solike to him that got it, if thou halt BS. 
The ordering of the Mind too,'mengſt all Colours 
No Yellow in't, leaſt ſhe ſuſpeR,as be do's, 
Her Children, not ber Husbands. 

Leo. A grofle Hagge: 
And Lozell, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
That wilt not ſtay her Tongue. 

oh, ern: all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Fear, you'l leave your ſelfe 
Hardly one ſubjeR. 

L:o.Once more take her hence, - 

Paul. A moſt unworthy ,and unnaturall Lord 
Can doe no more. 

Leo, lic ha' thee burnt: 

Paul. I care not : _ 
It is an Heretique that makes the fire, | | 
Not ſhe which burnesin't. le not call you Tyrant: 
Butthis molt cruell uſage of your Queene 
(Notable to produce more accuſation 
Then your oxvne weake-hindg'd Fancy) ſomething ſavors 
Of Tyranny, and wul ignoble make you, 
Yea, {candalous tothe World. 

Leo, On your allegeance, | 
ut of the Chamber with her. . Were a Tyrant, 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call me fo, 
Ifſhe did knoiy me one. Away with her. | 

Pal. I pray you doe not puſh me;Tle be gone. 
Looketoyour Babe (my Lord) 'tis yours: love ſend hef 
A better guiding Spirit. What neede theſe hands ? 
You that are thus {o tender o're his Follyes, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. | 
So, ſo : Farewel!, we are gone. | Exit. 

Leo. Thou (Traytor)baſt ſer on thy Wifeto this. 
+ amy away with't? even thou, that haſt 
A heart ſo tender ore it, take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum'd with fre. 
Even thou,and none but thou. Take itup ſtraight : 
Within this heure bring me word *tis done. 
(And by good teſtimunie) or Ile ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elſe call'ſt thine : if thou refuſe, 
And wilt encounter withmy Wrath, ſay ſo; 
The Baſtard-braines with theſe my proper hands 
Shall T daſh out, Goe take it tothe fire, 
Wife. 


. - 


Antig. 1 did nor, Sir: Ce dog: 
Theſe Lords, oiy Noble Fellowes, if they pleaſe, 
Cancleare me in't» - - X | 

Lords, Wecanj my Royall Liege, 
He 18 not guiltie of her comming hither. 

Les. Youre lycrsall. | | 
' Lord. Beſcech your Highneſle, give us better credit: 
We havealwayes truly ſery'd you, and beſeech 
So to eſteeme of us : and on our knees we begge, 
(As recompence of our deare ſervices 
Paſt, and ro come) that you.doe change this purpoſe, 
W hich being fo horrible, ſo bloody, mult 
Leade onto tome foule Iſſue. We all kneele. 

Leo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, to ſee this Baſtard kneele, 
And call me Father? better burne it now, 
Then curſe it then, But beir : ler it live. : 
It (hall not neyther. You Sir, come you hither : 
You that bave beene ſo tenderly oxhicious 
With Lady Margerie, your Mid-wite there, 
To fave this Baitards lite; for 'tis a Baſtard, 
Soſure as this Beard*sgray. What will you adventure, 
To fave this Brats life ? | 

Avtig. Anything (my Lord) 
Thar my abilitie may undergoe, | 
And Noblenefſe impoſe : atiaſt thas much; 
Ile pawne the litcle blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent : any thing poſſible. = 

Leo. It ſhall be poſſible : Sweare by this Swor 
Thou wilt performe my bidding. 

eAntig. I will (my Lord.) - 

Leo. Marke aid performe it : ſce{t thou? forthe faile 
| Of any point in't, (hall not onely be 
Death to thy ſelfe, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon) We enjoynerhee, 
Asthou art Liege-man to rs, that thou carry 
' This female Baſtard hence, and that thou beare it 
To ſomeremote and deſart place,quite out 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it 
(Wirhout much mercy) to it ou ne protection, 
And fauour of the Climate : as by {travge fortune; 
It came tous, I doe in Iuſtice charge thee, 
On thy Soules perill, and thy Bodies torture, 
That thoucommend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 
Where Chance may nurſe, or end it : take it up. 

eAntig. 1 {wearc to doethis: though a preſent death 
Had beene more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe ) 
Some powerfall Spirit inſtruct the Kytes and Ravens 
Tobe thy Nurſes. Wolves and Beares, they (ay, 
| (Caſting their favagencfſe aſide) havedone 
Likeothces of pitty. Sir, be proſperous - 
In more then this deed do's require; and bleſſin 
Againſt this Crueltie, fight on thy de 
(Poere Thing condemn'd to loffc.) 

Leo. No : Ile nor rare | 
Anothers Iſſue. Enter a Servant, 
+ Sera. Pleaſe*your Highneſle,Poſts 
. From thoſe youſent roth* Oracle, are come 
An houre fince : (leomines andDion, + 


E xit. 


-| Being wellarriv'd from Delphos, are both landed; 


Haſting.toth* Court. = 
| Lord. Sopleaſe you (Sir) their ſpeed 
Hath beene beyond accompt. 
Leo. Twentie three dayes' | | 
They havebeencabſcnt : tis good ſpeed: fore-tells 


The great eFpole ſuddenly will have 
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The truth of this appeare : Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Seſſion, that we may arraigne 

Our moſt diſſoyall Lady:for as ſhe hath 

Been publikely accus'd, fo ſhall ſhe have 

A juſt and open Triall. While ſhe lives, 

My heart will bea burthen to me, Leave me, 


Andthinke upon my bidding. E xemnnt. 


——— 


eATus Tertins. Scena Prima. 


—— 


_ 


E "_ Cleomines and Dion. 


Ct:. The Clymat'sdelicate, the Ayremoſt ſweet, 
Fertile the Iſle, the Temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common prayle it beares. 
Detox. | ſha!l r.port, ; 
For moſt it caught me, the Celeſtiall Habits, 
(Me thinkesI ſo ſhould terme them) and the reverence 
Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice. 
How ceremonious, ſolemne, and un-carthly 
It wasith' Offcing ? 
(te. But of all, the burſt 
And the eare-deaff ning Voyce o'rh' Oracle, 
Kin to /oxes Thunder, fo ſurpriz'd my SENCE, 
Tha: I was nothing. | 
Dio, It thfevent o'th' Tonrney 
Prove asſucceſſefull:o the Queene (O be'tſo) 
As itharh beene to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedie, 
Thetime is worth rhe uſe on't. 
Cleo. Great eApols | 
Turne all to th' beſt: theſe Proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
L little like. | 
Do. The violent carriage of 1t 
| Will cleare, orcad the Bujineſſe, whenthe Oracle 
(Thus by e-Lpollo's great Divine {eal'd up ) 
Shailthe Cuntents difcover:ſomethingrare 
Even then will ruth to knowledge. Goe: freſh Horſes, 
-An\] graciousbe the iſſue. Exennt. 


On — 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers : Hermione (as to ber 
Triall) Lazs : ( leomines, Dion, 


Lee. This Seſſions (to our great griefe we pronounce) 
Evev puſhes *gainſt oar heart. Thepartic try'd, 
The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one 
Ofus too. inuch belou'd, Letus be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, lince we ſo openly 
Proceed in Tuſtice, which ſhall have due courſe, 
Even tothe Guilt, or the Puregation: - | 
Produce the Priſoner. 
Officer.It is his Highneſſe pleaſure, that the Queene 
Appcare in perſon, here in Court. Slence, Enter 
Leo, Reade the Inditment. 
Officer. Hermione, ©weene to the worthy Leontes, King 
Sicilia, thor art here accuſed and arraigned of High Treaſon, 
in committing . Adultery with Polixenes King of Bohengia , 


and conſpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of onr Soy. 
raigue Lord the King, thy royall bntbgnd : the pretence whey 
being by circumitance partly layd open, theu( H ErmMione) cop. 
 Irarie to the Faithand Alegeance of a trme Subjelt didit cony. 
mg ayde them , for their better ſafette , to flye an by 
Night. ; 
Gow. Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that 
Which contradicts my Accuſation, and 
The teſtimonie on my part, noother | 
But what comes from my ſclfe, it ſhall ſcarce boot me 
To ſay, Not guiltie : mine integritic | 
Being counted Falſchood,ſhall (asTexpreſſe it) 
Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, it Powres divine 
| Behold our humane Actions (as they doe) 
I doubt not then, but innocence ſhall make 
Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyrannie 
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord) beſt know 
(Whom leaſt will ſeeme to doe ſo) my palt life 
Hath beene as centinent, as chaſte, astrue, 
AsIam now unhappy ;- which is more 
Then hiſtorie can patterne, though devis'd, 
And play'd, to take Spectators. For behold me, 
. AFcllew of the Royall Bed, which owe 
A Moitic of the Throne : agreat Kings Daughter, _ 
The Mother to a hopefull Prince, here ſtanding | 
To prate and talke tor Life,and Honor, fore 
Who pleaſeto come and heare. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh Griefe (which 1 would ſpare :) For Honor, 
'Tisa derivative from me to mine, | 
And onely that I ſtand for. I appeale 
To your owne Conſcience (Sir) before Polxenes 
Came to your Court, how 1 was in your grace, 
How merited tobe lo : Since he came, 
With what encounter ſouncurrant, I 
Have (trayn'd rappeare thus; if one jot beyond 
The bound of honor, or in aR, or will | 
That way enclining, hardcned be the hearts 
Of all that heare me, and my neer'ſt of Kin 
Cry tie upon my grave. 
Les, I ne're heard yet, 
Thar any of theſe bolder Vices wanted 
Lefle Impudence to gaine-ſay what they did, 
Then to performe it ti1ſt. | 
Her. That's true enough, 
Though 'tisa ſaying (Sir) not due to me. 
Leo. You will not owne Its 
Her, More then Miſtreſle of, 
W hichcomes to me in name of fault,I muſt not 
At all acknowledge. For Polsxenes 
(With whom [ am accus'd) 1 doe confeſle 
Iov'd him, as in Honor hc requvir'd : 
Wich ſucha kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me; with a Love, even ſuch, 
So, and no other, as your ſelf: commanded : 
W hich. not to have done, I thinke had beene in me 
Both Diſobedicnce, and ingratirude y 
To you, and toward your friends, whoſe love had ſpoke, 
Evenſihce it could ſpeake, froman infant, freely, 
That it wasyours. Now for Conſpiracic, 
I know not bow it taſtes,though it be diin'd 
For me totry how : AllI knowof it, 
Is, that C-mils was an honeſt man ; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themſelves 


of | (Wotting nomorethen 1) are ignorant. 


Les. You knew of his departure, as you know 


W hat you have underta'ne rodoe in'sabſence. : 
| Her. Sit 


held 
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Her. Sir, 
| you ſpcake a Language that T vnderſtand not: 
My Life ſtands inthelevell of your Dreames, 
Whuch Llle lay downe- 

Leo, Your ARtions are my Dreames. 
You had a Baſtard by Pol:xenes, 
And I but dream'd it : As you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your Fact are ſo) ſo paſtall truth; 
Which to deny, concernes more then auailes; for as - 
Thy Brat hath beene caſt out, like toir ſelfe, 
No Father owning it (which is indeed 
More criminall in thee, then it) fo thou 
Shalt tcele our Tuſtice ;.in whoſe cafieſt paſſage, 
| Looke for no lefle then death. 

Her. Sir, ſpare your Threats: 

The Bugge which you would fright me with, Iſceke: 
Tome can Life be no commodity, - 

The crowne and comfort of my Life (your Fauor ) 
Idoe giueloſt, for I doe feele WHRe, 

But know not how it went. Mylecond Ioy, 

And firſt Fruits of my body,from his preſence 
Iam bar'd, like one infe&tious. My third comfort 
(Star'd moſt unluckily)is from my breaſt 

(The innocent milke 1n it molt innocent-mouth) 
Hal'd ourto murther. My ſelfe on every Polt 
Proclaym'd a Strumpet : With immodeſt hatred 
The Child-bedpriviledge deny'd, which longs 
To Women of all faſhion. Laſtly, hurried 

Here, tothis place, i'ch' open ayre before 

I have got ſtrength of limit. Now (my Lieg e 
Tell me what bleſlings I have here alive, 

That 1 ſhould feare todye ? Therefore proceed : 
Bur yet heare this : miſtake me not : no Life, 

(I prize it notaſtraw) bur for mine Honor, 
Which I would free : if I ſhall becondemn'd 
Vponſurmizes ( all proofes ſleeping elle, 

But what your Icaloufies awake) I tell you 

'Tis Rigor, and not Law. Your Honors all, 

I doereferre me to the Oracie ; 

Apollo be my Iudge. 

Lord. Tois your requeſt Enter Diov and Cleomines. 
Isaltogether juſt : therefore bring forth 
(Andin e-polfs Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruſſia was my Father, 

Oh chat he were alive, and here behoiding 
His Daughters Tryall : that he did bur ſee 
The flatnefle of my miſcr1e ; yet with zyes 
Of pity, not Revenge. 

Officer. Y ou heere ſhall ſweare upon the Sword of Tuſtice, 
That you ({omines and Dion) have | 
Beene both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This ſeaPd-up Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Of great Apolio's Prieſt; and that fince then, 

You have not dar'd to breake the holy Scale, 
Nor read the Secrets in'r. 

Cleo. Dio. All this we ſweare. 

Leo. Breake up the Seales, and reade. 

Officer. Hermione # caft,Polixenes b/ameleſſe, Camillo 
atrue Subjeft, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, bis innocent Babe 
truly begotten, andthe King ſhall live without an Heire,if that 
which ts le5F, be nat found. 
| Lords, Now bleſſed bethe great Apollo. 

Her. Prayſed, 

Leo, Haſt thou read truth? | 
Offic. 1 (my Lord) even ſo asir is here ſet downe. 
Leo. There isnotruth arall !th* Oracle : 


mw. 


] The Seffions ſhall proceed: this is meere falſchood. 


— 


Ser My Lord the King : the King ? 
Leo, What isthe bulineſle ? 
Ser. OSir I ſhall be hated to reperrt it. 
The Prince your Sonne, with mcere conceit and feare 


| Ofrthe Queenes ſpeed, is gone + 


Leo. How? gone? 

Ser. Is dead. | 

Leo. Apoll'sangry, and the heavens themſelves 
Doe ſtrike at my Injuſtice. How now there ? 

Pal, This newes is mortall to the Queene; Look downe 
And ſee whar death is doing. | 

Zee.. Take her hence ; 

Her heart is but o're-charg'd: ſhe will recover. 
I havetoo much beleev'd mine owne ſuſpition: * 
Beſeech you tenderly apply to her 

Sore remedles for life. 4pollopardon 

My great prophaneſſe 'gainſt thine Oracle. 

Ile reconcile me to Polixener, 

New wooe my Queene, recall the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaime a man of Truth, of Mercy:) 
For being tranſported by my Tealoufies 

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camilo for the miniſter, to poylon 

My friend Pelixenes: which had beene done, 

But that the goud mind of (amillotardied 

My ſwiftcommand : though I with dearh, and with 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done : he (moſt hamane, 
And fills with Honor) to my Kingly Gueſt 
V-nclaſp'd mypraQiſe,quir his fortunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the certaine hazard 
Of all Incertainties, himſelfe commended, | 
Noricher then his Honor: How he gliſters 
Through my darke Ruſt? and how his Pictie 
Do's my deeds make the blackerg 

Paxl. Woe the while : | 
O cut my Lace, leaſt my heart (cracking it) 

Breake too. 

Lord. What fit isthis? good Lady? 

Panl. What ſtudied rorments(Tyrant)haſt for me? 
What Wheeles?Racks? Fires? W har flaying? boyling?Bur- 
In Leads,or Oyles? W hat old,or new torture (ning, 
MultI receive? whoſe very word deſerves 
To taſte ofthy moſt worſt. Thy Tyranny 
(Together working with thy Icalouſies, 

Fancies too weake for boyes,too greene and idle 
For Girles of Nine) O thinke what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed ; ſtarke-mad: for all 

Thy by-gone fooleries were bur ſpices for it. 
Thatthou betrayed'{t Polixexes, 'twas nothing, 
(That did but ſhew thee, of a Foole,inconſtant, 
Anddamnable ingratefull: ) Nor was'c much. 

Thou would'ſt haue poyſon'd good Camrks's Honor, 
To have him kill a King : poore Treſpaſſes, 

More monſtrous ſtanding by : whereof I reckon . 
The caſting forth to Crowes, the Baby-daughter, 
To be or none, or little; thougha Devill 

Would have ſhed water ont of fire, ere don't; 

Nor 1s'tdireRtly layd tothee,the death 

Ofthe young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one ſo tender) cleft the heart 
That could conceiveagroſſe and fooliſh Sire 


| Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam : this is not, no, 


Laydto thy anſwer : but the laſt : O Lords, 


| W hea I have faid,cry woe: the Queene;the goes” 
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The ſweet ſt,deeer' & creature's dead:& vengeance for't |} I calluponthee, 

Not drop*d downe yet- Har, Make your beſte baſt;,and gonot ! - 4 /.. 
Lord.The higher powres forbid. | | Too-farre 'th Land  *tis like to be lowd weather, 
Pax. I fay ſhe's dead:Ile iwear toIf word,nor oath Beſides this place is famous for the Creatures 

Prevaile not,goand ſec:if you can bring Of prey, that keepe upon'r, 

Tincture,or luſtrein her lip,her eye . Antig. Gothouaway, 

Heate outwardly, or breath within, lle ſerve you Ilc follow inftantly; 

AsI would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, Atar. I am glad at heart y 

Dot not repent theſe things, for they are heavier To beſo ridde o'th buſineſle: Pad 

Then all thy woes can ſtirre : therefore betake thee e-Fnt. Come, poore babe; | | 
| To nothing but diſpaire. A thouſand knees, I have heard (but not beleeu'd) the Spirits o'thidead 

Ten thouſand yeares together,vaked, faſting, May walke againe-: if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 

Vpon abarren Mountalne, and till Winter Appear'd to me laſt night : for ne're was dreame 


In ſtorme perpetuali,could not move the Gods | | Solikea waking, To me comesacreature, 
To looke that way thou wer't- Sometime$her head is on one ſide, ſome another, 


Lee. Go 0n,go0n: I never {aw a veſſel of like ſorrow 
Thou canſt not {peake too much, I have deſerv'd So fiiI'd,and ſo becomming : in pure white Robes 
All tonenes to talke their bittreſt. Like very ſanity ſhe did appreach | 
Lord. Say no more, My Cabine where I lay : thrice bow'd before me, 
How ere the bufinefſe goes you have made fault And (gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech) her cycs 
T'th boldneſle of your {peech Became ewo ſpouts; the furie ſpent, anon 
Pax. 1 am ſorry fort, Didthis breake from ker. Good Amtigonue, 
All faults I make,when I ſhall cone to know them, Since Fate (againſt thy better diſpoſition) 
I do repent: Alas, I haye ſhew'd too much Hath made thy perſon for the Thrower-out 
The raſhneffe of a woman: he is toucht Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, 
Toth'Noble heart. What's gone, and what's pait helpe Piaces remote enough are in Bohemia, 
Should be palt greefe:Do not receive affliction There weepe, and leavcit crying : and for the babe 
At my petition, I beſecch you, rather Is counted loft forever, Perdits = 
Let me be punith'd,that have minded you I pretheecali't : For thisungentle buſinefſe 
Of what you ſhoold forget. Now(good my Liege) Put ontheee, by my Lord, thoy ne're ſhalt ſce 
Sir, Royall Sir, fargive a fooliſh woman: Thy Wife Pauline more : and fo, with ſhrickes 
The love I bore your Queene(Lo,foole againe) She melted into Ayre. Aﬀrighted much, 


Ile ſpeake of her no more,nor of your Children: I did in time colle& my ſelfe, and thought 
Ile not remember you of my owne Lord, This was fo, and no flumber : Dreames, are toyes, 


(Who isloſt ro0:)take your patience to you, Yettor this once, yea ſupertitioully, 


And Ile ſay nothing, , I will be ſquar'd by this. Ido beleeve 
Leo. Thou didft ſpeake but well, Hermione bath ſuffer'd death, and that 
When moſt the truth-which I receive much'better, e-Fpolio would (this being indeed the ifſue 
Then to be pitticd of thee. Prethee bring me Of King Polcxenus) it ſhould heere be laide 
To the dead bodies of my Queene; and Sonne, ( Either for lite, or death) upon gheearth 
One grave ſhall be for borh: Vpon them ſhall Ofit's right Father. Blcfſome, ſpeedthee well, 
The cauſes of their death appeare(unto There lye, and there thy 'charater : there theſe, 
Our ſhame perpetuall)once a day, le viſit Which may if Fortune pleaſe, both, lied thee ( pretty) | 
The Chappell where they lye, and teares ſhed there And {till reſtthine. The ſtorme beginnes, poore wretch, 
Shall be my recreation, 50 long as Nature That for thy mothers fault,art thus expos'd 
Will beare up with this excrCiſe, ſo long Tolofle, and what may follow. Weepe I cannor, 
I dayly vow to uſe it. Come, and leade me But my heart bleedes : and moſt accurſt am I 
To theſe ſorrowes. Exennt, | 19 be by oathenjoyn'd to this. Farewell, 
| The day frownes more and more : thou'rt like to have 
—_—_— —— | Alullabie too rough: I never faw | 
Srena Tertia Wea ered: thn? pet] 
—— _— HO ——_ Exiz purſued bye Beare, Enter al 
Emer eAntiponus, a Marrmer,B : 4+ * would there were noage betweene ten and 
ad adm, 0 | Grtere onto hog odd peo 
; ches with childe, wronging the Aunci _— 'K live, 
Ant. Thou art perfe& then,our ſhip hath toucht Bs _— CO EY 3 calldgp| 
hs Delireg of ebewis, | —_ Ant tle EC any bor le EY 
Mar. (my Lord)and feare ther > The ' _—_ " 0s and twentic hunt this Web 
oy ” hag) ut + © 0h Skies looke grimly, which I ns the Wolfe will om "began Fey 
ndthreaten preſent bluſters.In my conſcience _ = 
The heavens with that we have in budare angry, = - wad hy mo, tis by the ſea-ſide, brow 
Andfrotme ant { tka _—_ "Sings _ luc : (and 't be the will) what wy : 
«ne. Their ſacred wil sbe done : geta-baord, boy, ora Chide k wooder? (A. ey an 
Looke to thy barke,lle not be long before one) ſure ſome Scape ; >iuice ryadbeny wer ys 
ba 1 | pe; Thongh I am not bookiſh, yetT 
can 
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then the poore thing 1s here. 
Te tarry td my {onne come : 


Cl. Hilloa, loas 


' whataz'ſt thou, man? 


10t. 


then the ſea, or weather, 


man. 


Gold. 


way home, 
| Cl. 


much heath exten : they are 


Shep, 


im. 


Enter ( lowne. 


F i Why boy, how 1s it? : 

Clo. I wonld you did but ſee how it chafes, how it ra- 
ges,how it takes up the ſhore, bur that's nor to the point; 
Oh, the molt pitteous cry ofrhe poore ſoules, ſometimes 
toſec'em, and not to {ee'em ; Now the Shippe boaring 
the Moone with hex maine Maſt, and anon ſwallowed 
with yeſt and froth, as you'ld thruſta Corke intoa hog(- 
head. And then for the Land-ſervice, to ſce how the 
Beare tore out his ſhoulder bone, how he cride-to me 
for helpe, and faid his name was 4ntigonm a Nobleman: 
But to make an end of the Ship, ro ſee how the Sea flap- 
dragon'dit: but firſt, how the poore ſoules roared, and 
the ſea mock'd them:and how the poore Gentleman roa- 
red, andthe Beare mock'd him, both roaring lowder 


Shep, Name of mercy; when was this boy ? 

{v, Now, now : I have not wink'd fince I ſaw theſe 
fights : the men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
Beare balfe din'd on the Gentleman; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would I had beene by, ro have help'd the old 


OF : 
ade Waiting-Gentlewoman in the ſcape : this has 
bs ſome Ts foane Trunke-worke, ſome be- 
hind-doore worke: they were warmer that got this, 
le take it up for'pity, yet 
he hallow'd but eyen now. 


Shey, What ? art ſo necre ?. Tf thou'lt ſee a thing to 
talke on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither : 


{e. 1 have ſcene two ſuch ſights, by Seaand by Land: 
but I am not to fay it isa Sza, for it isnow the skye,be- 
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins : 


Clo, T would you had beene by the ſhip ſide, to have. 
help'd her;there your charity would have lack*d footing. 
Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters : but looke thee 
here boy. Now bleſſethy ſelfe; thou mer withthings 
dying, I withthings new borne, Here's a fight for thee : 
Loske thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires child : looke 
thee heere, take vp, take up ( Boy:) open't : ſo, let's {ee it 
was told me I ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This is ſome 
.| Changeling : open't : what's within boy ? 
Clo. You're a mad bid man ; If the ſinnes of your 
youthare forgiven you, you're well ro live. Gold, all 


Shep. This is Faiery Gold boy, and*twill prove ſo : up 
with'r, keepe ir cloſe : home, home, the next way. We 
aelucky (boy) and to be fo ſtill requires nothing but 
ſecrecy. Letmy ſheepe goe: Come (good boy)thenext 


b. Goc you the next way with your Findings, Ile go 
ke if the Beare be gone from the Gentleman, and how 


never curſt but when they 


| hy x Þ. Tisa luckyday, boy,and we'll doe g 


| are hungry : iftherebe any of him lefr, Ile bury it, 

That's a good deed : if thou mayeſt diſcerne by. 

which 18 left of him, what he is, fetch me to thi light | 
on Many will I; and you ſhall helpe to put him ith 


ood dceds 


.Exennt 


x 
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Aﬀus Quartus, Scena Prima. 
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| 


—— 


= Enter Time, the Chorus, 

Tim. Ithat pleaſe fome, cry all ; both joy and terror 
Of good, and bad ; that makes, and untoids error. 
Now take upon me (in the name of Time) 

To uſe my witgs :; Impure it not a crime 

To me, or my twitt patlage, thar I lide 

Ore ſixteene yeeres, and cave the growth untride 

Ot that wide gap, l(ince it is in my pow:re 
Toorethrow Law, and in one ſe;fe-borne houre 

To plant, aud ore-whelme Cuitome., Let me paſſe 
The ſame I am, ereancient'it Order was, 

Oc what is now recc1u'd, I witnefle to 

The times that brought them in, fo ſhall I doe 
Toth'treſheſtthings now reigning, and make ſtale 
The gliltering of this preſent, as my Tale 

Now ſeemesto it ; your patience this allowing, 
Iturne my glafle, and give my Sczne ſuch growing 
As you had ſlept betweene : Leonres leaving 

Th'effets of his fond jealouſies, ſo greeving 

That he ſhuts up himnſelfe, Imagine me 

(Gentle SpeRators ) that I now may be 

In faire Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mention here a ſonne o'th'Kings, which Florizell 

I now name to you - 2nd with ſpeed ſo pace 
To ſpeake of Perdita,now growne in grace 
Equall with wond'ring. What of her inſucs 
Iliſt not propheſic : but let Times newes 
Be knowne when 'tts brought forth. A ſhepheards 
And what to her adheres, which tollowes after 

Is tF*argument of Time : ofthis allow, | 
Tfever you have ſpent time worſe, ere now : 
Ifnever, yet that Time himſclfedoth ſay, 


He withescareneſtly, you never may, Exit. 


Cn—— 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Polixeres,and Camillo. 

Pol. 1pray thee (good Camilo) be no more importu- 
nate: : 'tisa ſickenelle detiying thee any thing adcath to 
grant this. ANT Ta. 

Cam. Ir is fifteene yeeres ſince I ſaw my Countrey : 
though I have (for the molt part) beeneayred abroad, I 
deſire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King 
(my Maſter) hathſeutfor me,to-whoſe feeling ſorrowes 
I might be ſome allay{(or I oreweene tothinke fo) which 
1sanother ſpurreto my departure. _ 

Pol, As thou low it me (Cami) wipe not omthereſt 
of thy ſervices, by leaving me now : the need I have of 


have had thee, thenthus ro warffthee, thou having made 
me Buſinefles, (which none (withott thee)iewn- ſuthci- 


ently manage) muſt either ſtay toexecute them thy ſelfe, | 
ortake away withthee the very"fervjees thouha(t done : | 
hich ifT havenotenongh, comidered (as too much I | 
cannot) to be morethankefulfrothee, ſhall be my ſtu- | 
ing friendſhippess | 
Ofrhar Fatal Countrey Sicifa, 'prethee ſpeake no more, | 


dy, and my profit therein,' the hea 


whoſe very naming, PRO withthe remembrance 
Cs 
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I 


( daughter 


q 


thee, thine owne goodnefle hath* made :* befter not to | 


of 
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of thatpenitent (as thou calſt him) and reconciled King 
my brother, whole loſle of his moit precious Queene 
and Children, arc even now to bee a-freſh lamented. 
Say to megwhen ſaw'ſt thou the Prince Florize!? my fon ? 
Kingsareno lefſe unhappy, their itiue not being gra- 
cious, then they are in loofing them, when they have ap- 
proved their Vertues. X 
(am.Sir, it is three dayes ſince Haw the Prince : what 
his happier affayres may be,are to me unknowne z; bur I 
bave (miſfingly) noted, heis of late much retyred from 
Court, and is leffe frequent to hisPrincely exerciſes then 
formerly he hath appeared. 
Pol. I have conſidered fo much ((amillo) and with 
| ſome care, ſo farre, that I have eyes under, my ſervice, 
which looke upon his removedneſle : from whom I kave 
this Intelligence, that he is ſeldome from the houſe of « 
molt homely ſhepheard;a man (they ſay) that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, 
{ is growne into an unſpeakable eſtate. 
| Cam. Thave heard (Sir) of ſuch a man, who hath a 
1 daughter of moſtrare note : the report of her isextended 
1 more, then can be thougar to begin from ſuch a cotrage- 
Pol. That's likewiſe part of my Intelligence : but (I 


* ſhalt accompany usto the place, where we will (not ap- 
1 pearing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the ſhep- 
{ heard ; from whoſe fimplicity,I thinke it not uneaſie ro 
{ get the cauſe of my ſonnes reſort thither. Prethee bemy 
preſent partner in this buſincs, and lay afidethe thoughts 
of Siculia, « } 
Cam. 1 willingly obey your command. - : 

i Pol, My beſt Camillo,we mult diſguiſe our ſelves. Exit, 


—_—_ 
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Enter Autolicus ſmgmg. 
When Daffadils begin topeere, 
With heigh the Doxy over the dale, 
Why then comes mthe ſweet 0'thi yeere. 
For the red blood raignes in the winters pale. 


The white(heete bleaching on the hedge,” 

with bey the ſweet birds, O how they fin: © 
Doth ſer my preg ging tooth an edge, 

For a quart of Ale u a diſh for a King. 


The Larke, that tirra-Lyrachannts, 
with heigh, with beighehe Thruſh and the lay : 
Lre Summer ſongs for me ayd my eAuns 
| #hile we the tumbling inthe bay. 
I hayeſern'd Prince; Floeixe/h, and in'my time wore three 
pile, but now Iam out of ſervice. : : | | 
| But ſaall I goe mourne for that (my deere) 
the pale Moopeſbine sby night : 
| | Aw ws andtirs 
: Tthen dee moſt. gor right. 
If Tinker s may bave lea 


1 - and'on the | wth $f 68.0 
My Traffickeis ſheets 2 when the Kite builds, looke to 


{ feare) the Angle that pluckes our ſonne thither. Thou | 


ing (as I am) lytter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe 
ſnapper-up of urcorfidered trifies : With Dye andd 

I purchas'd Caparifon, and my Revennew is the {|| 
Cteate, Gallowes, and Knocke, are too-powerfull 
the Highway. Beating ard hanging are terrors to me; 
For the life to come, 1 ſleepge out the thought cf ir, a 
DIIZE, A Prize, 


Enter Clowne, 

Cle. Let me ſee, every Leaven-weether toades, eye 
told yeeldes pound and odde ſhilling : fifteene hundred 
ſhorne, what comes the wec!l tco ? 

Ant. If the ſprindge hold, the Cocke's mine, 

({. I cennot de't without Cemprers. Let me lee 
whatam 1 to buy for our Sheepe-ſhcearing-Feaſt Þ Three 
pound of fugar, five pound of Currence, Rice : Wha 
will this filter of mine do with Rice? But my father hath 
mace her Miltris of the I eaſt ,and ſhe lazes it on, She 
hath made-me toute and rywerty Netc-gayes for theſhe 
rers (three-man ſong-men, all, and very goed ones) bu 
they are molt of them Meanes ard Baſes ; but onePur- 
tan amongſt them, and he ſings Plalmesto borne-pipes, 
I muft have Seftron'to colour the Warden Pies, Mace; 
Dates; none : that's out of my note : Nutme gges, ſeven; | 
a Race or two of Ginger, but that I may begge : Four 
pound of Prewyns, and as many of Rey{ons o*ch Sum; 

Ant. Oh, thatever I was borne. 

( tv. V'tt/pameof me. 

Aut. Oh helpe me, helpe mee : plucke bur cf thk 
ragges : andthen, death, death. 

Co. Alacke poore foule, thou haſt necd of more'ny 
to lay on thee, rather then have theſe cf. ; 

eFnt. Ohfir, the loathſomnefle of them offends me, 
more then the ſtripes I have reccived, whichare miglty 
ones and millions. 

Clo, Alas poore man, a million of beating may cone 
tOa great matter. | 

Ant. 1am rob'd fir, and beaten : my money, and 4+ 
parrell tane from me, and theſe detcllable things putup 
ON Mee. | 

Clo. What, by a horſc-man, or a foot-man ? 

Aut. A footman (ſweet fir) a footman. 

Cle. Indeed, he thould be a foorman, by the garmett 
{ he has left with thee : if this bea horſemans Cote, it 
hath ſeene very hot ſervice. Lend me thy hand,lle help: 
thee. Comelend me thy hand, 

Ant. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh. 

(!s. Alas poore ſoule. 

Aut. Oh good fir, ſoftly, good fir : I feare (fir) m7 
ſhoulder-blade is out. "Þ 

Clo. How now ? Canſt ſtand? 

Ant. Softly, deerefir : good fir, ſoftly : you hadoe 
me acharitable office. 
. Os Doc lacke any meny ? Ihavea little mony fo 
TREC» * | 

ent. No, good ſweet fir: no, I beſzech you {if | 
have a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of a male 10% 
unto whom I was going: I ſhall there have mone?, ® 
any thing T want : Offer me no money I pray yl | 
killes my heart. F 

Clo; What manner of Fellow was he that tobV 

ou?.. 

eAnt. A fellow {Sir) that T have knowne to goeabot 
with-Troll-my-dames : I knew him him oncea 7; 
of the Prince : I canyot tell good fir, for which 
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Vertues.it was, but:he was certainely V hipt out | 
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out ofthe Court : they cheriſh it to make 1t ſtay there ; 
and yet it will no more but abide. ; 

Aut. Vices I would fay (Sir.) I know this.man well, 
he hath beene ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceſſe-ſerver 
(a Bayliffe) then he compaſt a Morton of the Prodigall 
ſonne, and married a Tinkers wife, wichin a Mile where 
my Land and living lyes ; and (having flowne over ma- 
ny knaviſh profeſſions)he ſerled only in Rogue:fome call 


him e Artolicnre 


Wakes, Faires, and Bcarc-baitings 

eAnt. Very true fir : he fir he: that's the Rogue that 
put me into this apparrell. : 

Clo. Nota more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia ; It 
you had but look'd bigge, and ſpit at him, hee1d have 
runnes 

Ant. I muſt confeſſeto you (lir) Iam no fighter : I am 
falſe of heart that way, and that he knew I warrant him. 
Clo. How doe younow ? 

Ant. Sweet Sir, much better thenT was :I can ſtand, 
and waike : I will eventake my lcave of you, and pace 
ſoftly towards my Kinſmans. - 

Cho. Shall I bring th-e on the way ? 

eAut. No, good fac'd ſir, no fweet fir. 

Cle. Then farewcll, I maſt goeto buy Spices for our 
ſhcepe-ſhearing. : Exit. 
Ant, Proſper you ſweet fir. Your purſe is not hot c- 


ſheepe-ſhearing too ; If I make not this Cheat bring out 
another, and the ſheerers prove ſheepe,ler me be unrold, 
and my name put inthe booke of Vertue. 


Song. Tog-on, log-90v, the foot-path way, 
eAnd merrily hent the Stile-a. 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Yonr ſeg tyres in a Mile-a. 
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Enter Florizell, Perd ta, Shepherd \( fowne, Polixenes,( a- 
mille, Mopſa, Dorcas, Servants, x: utolicus. 


Flo. Theſe your unuſall weeds, to each part of you 
Do's givealite : no Shepherdeſlc, but Flors 
Peering in Aprils front. This your ſheepe-ſhearing, 
Isasa merry meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queene on't. 

Per. Sir : my gracious Lord, 
Tochidear your extreames, itnorbecomes me: 
(Oh pardon, that I name them:) your high ſelfc 
The gracious marke o'th'Land, you have obſcur'd 
Witha Swaines wearing : and me (poore lowly Maide) 
Molt godiefle-like prank'd up : But that our Feaſts 
Incvery Meſſe, have folly ; ard the Feeders 
Diſgeſt it witha Cuſiome, I ſhould bluſh 
| Toſce you ſoattyr'd: fworne I thinke, 

To ſhew my ſcifea glaſſe. 

Fb. 1 bl:fſe thetime | 
When my good Falcon, made her flight a-crofſe 
Thy fathers ground. 

Per, Now Ioveaffoord you cauſe: | 
To methe difference forges dread (your Greatneſſe 


Che. His vices you would ſay : there's no vertue whipt | 


Clo. Outupon him : Prig , for my life Prig: he haunts | 
| A Ram, and blcated : and the Fire-roab'd.God 


nough to purchaſe your Spice : Ile be with you at your-. 


- And welcome to our Shearing, 


Hath not beene us'd to feare 3) evennow I tremble 
Tothinke your Father, by ſome accident 
Should paſle this way, as you did : Oh the Fates, 
How woull helooke, to ſee his worke, ſo noble, 
Vildely bound up 2 What would he ſay ? Or how 
Should T (in th: te my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The tternneſle of his pecſence ? 

Flo. Apprehend | 
Nothing hut jol.ity ; the Goddesthemſclves 
(Humbling their Deiticsto love)have taken 
The ſhapes of Beaitsuponthem. Inpiter, 
Became a Bull, and bcliow'd : thegreene Neptune 


Golden Apollo, a poorc humble Swaine, 
As [| ſeemenow. Thtirtransformations, 
Were never for a pecce of beauty, rarer, 
Nor in a way ſo chalite : fnce my defires 
Runne not before minc honor : nor my Luſts' 
Burne hotter then my Faith. | 
Perd. O bur deere fir, 
Yur reſolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd (as it inuſt be) by th'powerof the King z 
One of theſe two muſt be necetlities, 
Which then wiliſpcakc, that you muſt change this pur- 
Or I mylite. (pole, 
Flo. Thou d:ereſt Perdita, | 
With theſe ford thoughts, I prethee darken not 
The Mircho'th' Feaft : Orlle be thine (my Faire) 
Or not my Fathers. For I cannot be 
Mine owne, nor aiy thing to any, if ; 
I be not thine. Tothis 1 agy moſt conſtant, 
Though deſtiny ſay no. Be merry (Gentle) 
Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, wich any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guelts are comming : 
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuprtiall, which 
We two have ſworne ſhail come. 

Perd. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious. 

Fo. See, your Gueſts approach, 
Addreffe your {clte to entertaine them ſprightly, 
Andlet's be red with mirth. | 

Sbep. Fye (daughter) when my old wife liv'd : upon 
This day, ſhe was both Pantl:r, Butler, Cooke, | 
Both Dameand S:rvart : Welcom'dall : ferv'dall, 
Would ſing her ſovg, and dance her turne ; now heere 
At uppcrend oth Table ; now, 1th middle : 
On his ſhoulder, and lys : her face o'are 
With labour, and the thing ſhe tooke ro quench it 
She would to each one lip. You are retyred, 
As if you were a fcaſted one : and not 
The Hoſtcfle of the meeting : Pray you bid 
Theſe unkiiowne friends to's welcome, tor ir is 
A way to make us better Friends, more knowne. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and prefent your felfe 
That which you are, Miſtris o*c>'Fealt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheepe-thearing, 
As your good flacke ſha'l proſper. 

Perd. Sir, welcome : 
It is my Fathers will, I ſhould take on me 
The Hoſteſſeſhip o*ch'day , your're welcome fir | 
Give me thoſe Flowres there ( Dorcas.) Reverend Sirs, | 
For you, there's Roſemary, and Rue, theſe keepe 
Seeming, and ſavourallthe Winter long : 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, 


Enter All. 
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Pol, Shepherdeſle, | 
(A faire eneare you :) well you fit our ages 
With flowresof Winter, | 
Perd. Sir, the ycare growing ancient, 
Not yet on ſummers d:ath, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the fayreſt fowres oth ſeaſon 
Are our Carnations, and {trcak'd Gilly-vors, 
(Which ſome cail Natures baſtards) of that kind 
Our rufticke Garden's barr<n,and 1 care not 
To get ſlips of them. 
Pol, Wherefore (gentle Maiden) 
Doe you negle& them. 
Perd. For I have heard it ſaid, 
There is an Art, which in their pideneſle ſhares 
With great creating-Nature. 
Pol. Say there be: B 
Yet Nature is made better by no meane, 
But Nature makes that Meane : ſo over that Art, 
(W hich youſay addes to Nature) is an Art 
That Nature makes : you {ce ({wect Maid) we marry 
A gentier Sten, to the wildeſt Stocke; 
And make conceive a barke of baſer kind 
By bud of Nobler race. Thisisan Art 
Which do's mend Nature : change it rather, but 
The Art irſelfe, is Nature, 
Per. Soit is. 
Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Gilly'vors, 
And doe not call them baſtards. 
Per. le not put 
The Dible in earth, to ſet one {lip of them : 
No more then were I painted, | would with 
This youth ſhould ſay *twer well : and onely therefore 
Deſire to breed by me. Here's flowres for you : 
- Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Mariorum, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with *Sun, 
And with him riſes, weeping : Thefeare flowres 
Of middle ſummer, and I thinke they are given 
To men of middleage. Y*are very welcome. 
Cam. | ſhouldleave grazing, were Iof your flocke, 
And onely live by gazing. 
P er. Outalas: ; 
You'ld beſo leane,that blaſtsof Tanrary (Friend, 
Would blow you through and through. Now (my fairſt 
I would I had ſome Flowreso*ch Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 
That weare upon yeur Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maiden-hcadsgrowing : O Proſerpina, 
For the Flowers now, that {frightred) thou lerſt fall 
From Diſſes Waggon : Daffadils, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The windcs of March with beauty : Violets (dim, 
But {ſweeter then the lidsof [#xs's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath) pale Prime-roles, 
That dye unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phabwin his ſtrength (a Malady 
Molt incident to Maids : ) bold Oxlips, and 
The Crowne Imperiall : Lillies of all kinds, 
(The flo wre-de-Luce being one.) O, theſe Ilacke, 
To make you Garlands of)) and my ſweet friead, 
To ſtrew him o're, and ore. 
Flo. What? like a Coarſe? 
Per. No, like a banke, for Love to lye, and play on : 
Not like a Coarſe : or if: not to be buried, 
Butquicke, and in mine armes. Come, take your flouers, 
Me thinkesT play as I have ſeene them doe 
In Whitſon-Paſtorals ; Sure this Robe of mine 


Do's change my diſpoſition : 
Flo. W hat you doe, 
Still betters what is done. 

I'd have youdoe itever : When you ſing, 
I'ld haye you buy, and ſell ſo : ſo give Almes, 
Pray fo : and for the ord*ring your Afﬀayres, 


When you ſpeake (ſweet) 


To ſing them too. W hen you doe dance, I wiſh you - 


A wave oth Seca, that you might ever doe 
Nothing but that : move till, ſtilIſo : 
And owne no other Funftion. Each your going, 
(So ſingular, ineach particular) 
Crownes what youare doing, inthe preſent deeds, 
Tharall your Acts, are Queenes. 

Perd, O Doricles, 
Your praiſes are too large : but that your youth 


And the true blood which peepes fairely throught, 


Doe plainly give you oat an unſtain'd Shepherd 
With wiſedome, I might feare (my Doricles ) 
You woo'd me the falfe way. 

Flo. 1 thinke you have 
As little skill to teare, as I have purpoſe 
To put youto't. But come, our dancel pray, 
Your hand (my Peraita ;) ſo Turtles paire 
That never meaneto part. 

Perd. Ile ſweare for 'em, 


Pol. This is the prettieſt Low-borne Laſſe, that ever 
Ran on the greene-ſord : Nothing ſhe do's, or ſeemey 


But ſmackes of ſomething greatcr then her ſclfe, 
Too Noble for thisplace. 

(am. Hetels her ſomething 
That makes her blood looke on't: Good faoth ſhe 
The Queene of Curdsand Creame. 


Clo, Come on : ſtrike up. 


19 


Do4. Mopſa muſt be your Miſtris : marry Garlicketo 


mend her kiſling wirh. 
Mop. Now in good time, 


Clo Nota word, a word, we ſtand upon our manner 


Come, ſtrike vp. 
Heere a Daunce of Shepheards and 
Shepheardatſſes. 
Pol. Pray good Shepheard, whar faire Swaineis 
W hichdances with your daughter ? 


Shep. They call him Doricles, and boaſts himſelfe 


To havea worthy Feeding ; but I have it 
Vpon his owne report, and I beleeve it ; 


He lookes like ſooth : he fayes he loves my daughter, 


I thinke ſo too ; for never gaz'd the Moone 
Vponthe water, as he'll ſtand and reade 
As*twere my daughterseyes : and to be plaine, 
I thinke there 1s not halfe a kifſe tochooſe 
Who loves another beſt, 

Pet. She dances featly. 

Shep. So ſhe do's any thing, though I report it 
That ſhould be filent: if yong Doricles 
Doe light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreames of, 


Pipe : no, the Bag-pipe could not move you 


his Tunes. 


(. He could never come better : he ſhall come in! 
I lovea ballad buteventoo well, if it be dolefull eattf! 
merrily ſet downe : or a very pleaſant thing indeed, 


ſung lamentably. 


Enter Servait- 
Ser. O Maſter : if you did but heare the Pedler at the 
doore, you would never dance againe after a Tabor ad 
1 le 

ſeverall Tunes, faſter then yor'll tell money : he utte!s 
them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens cares grew t0 


ts 
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. He hath ſongs for man, or woman, of all ſizes: 
Mo kiln can ſo FA his cuſtomers with Gloues : he has 
the prettieſt Love ſongs for Maids, ſo without bawdry 
(which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens of Dil 
do'sand Fadings ; Inump-her,and thump-her - and where 
ſome ſtretch-mouth'd Raſcall, would (as it were) meanc 
miſcheefe, and breake a foule gap into the Matter, he 
makes the maid toanſwer, W#boope, doe me no harme good 
m4 : put's him off, flights him, wath Whoop, dee me no 
harme good m41. | 
Pol. This is a brave fellow. | 
Cle. Beleeve me, thou talkeſt of an admirable con- 
ccited fellow, has he any unbraided Warres : 

Ser. He hath Ribbens of all the colours i'th Raine- 
bow; Points, more then all the Lawyers in Bohemia, can 
learnedly handle, though they come to him by th'groſle : 
Inckles, Caddyfles, Cambrickes, Lawnes : why he fings 
em over, as they were Gods, or Goddeſſes : you would 
thinke a Smocke were a ſhe-Angell, he ſo chants to th? 
ſleeve-hand, and the worke about the ſquare on't. 

{tv. Prethee bring himin, and lt him approach ſin- 

ing, | | | ; 
: Ped. Forewarne him,that he vie no ſcurrilous words 
19's tunes» 

Clo. You have of theſe Pedlers, that have more in 
them, then youl'd thinke (Siſter ) = 

Per, 1 good brother, or gocabouttothinke. 


Enter Autolicus ſinging. 
Lawne as white as driven Snow, 
C'ypreſſe blacke as ere was ( row, 
Gloves as ſweet as Damaskt Roſes, 
Makes for faces, and for noſes : 
Bngle-bracelet, Necke-lace Amber. 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 
Golden © worifes, and Stomachers 
For my Lads, to give their ders: 
Pins, and potking.ſtickes of fteele, 
What HAaids lacks from head to heele : 
Come buy ef me, come : come buy, come buy. 
Buy Laas,or el[e your Laſſes ory : ( omebuy. 


Clo. If [ were not in love with ©/op/a, thou ſhould(t 
take no money of me, but being enthrali'd as Lam,it will 
alfo be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloves. 

Cop, I was promiz'd them agaialt the Feaſt, but 
they come not too latc now. - 

Der, Hehath promis'd you more then that, or there 
belyars, 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: *May be 
he has paid you more,which will ſhame you to give him 
againe, 

(%. Is there no manners left among maids? Will they 
weare their plackets,where they ſhould bear their faces? 
Is there not milking-rime ? W hen youare going to bed? 

Or kill-hole? To whiſtle of theſe ſecrers, but youmaſt 
betittle-ratling beforeall our gueſts ? Tis well they are 
whiſpring : clamor your tongues, and not a word more. 
| _ Mop. I bavedone ; Come you promis'd mea tawdry- 
lace, and a paire of ſweet Gloves. 

Clo, Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
Way,and loſtall my money? 

Ant. And indeedSir,there are Cozenersabroad, there- 
fore it behooves mento be wary. _ | 

Clo, Feare not thou man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here. 


Av. I hope ſofir, for I have about me many parcels 
. of Charge. 


—_ 


(0, What haſt heere ? Ballads? 


Atop. Pray now buy ſame: I love a ballet in print, a | 


life, for then we are ſure they are true.” ' 

eAnt. Here's one, to a very dolefull tune, how a Vſu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money bagges at 
a burthen, and how ſhe long'd to cate Adders heads; and 
Toads carbonado'd. 

Atop. Is it true,thinke you ? 

Ant. Very true, and but a moneth old. 

Dor, Blefle me from marrying a Vſurer. 

Amt, Here's the Midwives name to*c:one MiſtrisT ale- 
Porter, and five or ſix honeſt Wives, that were preſent, 
Why ſhould I carry iyes abroad ? 

Aop, *Pray you now buy it. | 
_ Clo, Comeon, lay it by? and let's firſt fee moe Bal- 
lads : Well buythe other things anon. 

Amt. Here'sanother ballad of a Fiſh, that appeared 
upon the coaft,on wenſday the foureſcore of Aprill,forty 
thonſand fadom aboue water, and ſung this ballad againſt 
the hard hearts of maides:it was thought ſhe wasa Wo- 
man, and was turn'd intoa cold fiſh, for ſhe would not 
exchange fleſh with one that lov'd her : The Ballad is 
very pittifull, and as true. 

Dor. 1s it true too, thinke you. 

Anto, Five Iuſtices handsat it; and witneſſes more 
then mypacke will hold. 

(1s. Lay it by too ; another. 

Aut. This 1s a merry bailad, but a very pretty one. 

Afop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 

Aut. Why this isa patling merry one,and goesto the 
tune of two maids wooinga man : there's ſcarſe a Maide 
weſtward but ſhe fings1t : *cis in requeſt; I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both ſing 1t : if thou'lt beare a part,thou 
ſhalt heare, "cis in three parts. 

Dor, We had the tune on't, a month agoe. 


Ant. IT can beare my part, you muſt know 'tis my oc- | 


cupation: Have atit with you: 
Song Get you hence, for I muſt gee 
Aut. here it fits not you to know. 
Dor. Whether ? 
Mop. O whether ? 
Dor, Whether ? 
Mop. /t becomes thy oath full well, 
T hox to me thy ſecrets tell. 
Dor. Me too . Let me goe thether : : 
Mop. Or.thox goeft to th Grange, or Mull, 
Dor. If to either tho doft ill, 
Aut. Neither. 
Dor. # hat neither ? 
Au3, Neither : 
Dor. Thou ha#t ſworne my Love to be, 
Mop. Thos haſt ſworne it more tome. 
Then whether goeft ? Say whither ? 
('!9. We'll have this ſong our anon by our {elves : My 
father, and the Genr.are 1n fad talke,and we'tl not troable 
them : Come bring away thy packe after ine, Wenches 


| Ile buy for you both : Pedler let's have the firſt choyce 


fe!low me girles. Az. And you ſhall pay well for 'm. 
Song. Wilt you buy any Tape, or Lace for your (ape? 
Hy dainty Duke, my deere-a ? | 
eAny Silke, any Thred, any Tojes for your head 
Of the news't, and fins't, fins't weare-a. 
Come to the Peder, Money's a medler, 
That doth utter all mens ware-4. Exit. 
Ser. Maſter, there is three Carters, three Shepherds, 
three Neat-herds, three I that have made 
3 
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themſ{clvesallmen of haire,they call themſelves Salticrs, 
and they have a Dance, which the Wenches ſay isa gal- 
ly -maufry of Gambols, becauſe they arc not wt : but 
they themſelves are o'th'mind (if ir be not too rough 
for ſome, that knoy little but bowling) it will pleaſe 
plentifully. 

Shep. Away : We'll none on't ; heere hasbeene too 
much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) we weary 

Olle 
J Pol. You weary thoſethat refreſh us : pray let's ſee 
theſe foure-threes of Heardimen. : 

Ser. One three of them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc'd before the King : and not the worſt of the 
three, but jumpes twelve foote and a halfe by th'{quire. 

Shep. Leave your prating, fince theſe good men are 
pleaſ*d, let them come in ; but quickly now+ 

Ser. Why, they ſtay at doore Sir. 

Heere a Dance of twelve Satwes. 

Pel. O Father, you'll know more of that heereafter : 
Is it not too farre gone ? Tis time to part them, : 
He's ſimple, and tels much. How nov (faire ſhephears) 
Your heart is fullof ſomething, thatdo's take 
Your mind from fealting. Sooth,when I was yong, 
And handed love, as youdoe; I was wont 
Toload my Shee with knackes : I would have ranſackt 
The Pedlers filken Treaſury, and have powr'd It 
To her acceptance : you have let himgoe, 

And nothing merted with him. If your Laſſe 
Interpretacion ſhould abuſe, and callthis _ 
Your lacke of love, or bounty, you were ſtraited 
For a reply atleaſt, if you make acarc 
Ot happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes noe ſuch trifles as theſe are ; 
The gifts ſhelookes from me, are packt and lockt 
Vpinmy heart, which TI have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O heare me breath my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who (it ſhould ſeeme) 


Hath ſometime lov'd : I take thy hand, this hand, 


As ſoftas Doves downe, and as white as it, 
Oc Etbyoprans tooth, or the fan'd ſnow, 
That's bolted by th'Northerne blaſt, twice ore 
Pol. What followes this? 
How prettily th'yong Swaine ſeemes to waſh 
The hand, was faire before ? I have pat you out, 
But to your proteſtation : Let me heare 
Wharyou profcſle. 
' Fls. Doe, and be witnefle too't, 
Plo. And this my neighbour too ? 
Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men: the carth, the heavens, and all ; 
That were I crown'd the moſt Imperiall Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy :. were I the fayreſt youth 
Thatever made eye ſwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; for her, employ them all, 


| | Commend them, and condemne them to her ſervice, 


Ortotheir owne perdition. 

Pls, Fairely offer'ds : 

{#, This ſhewes a ſound affection. 

She. But my daughter, 

Say you the like to him. 

Per. Icannot ſpeake 
So well, (nothing ſo well) no, nor meane better 
By th'patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out 
The purity of his. | 


—_ 


Shep. Take hands, a bargaine ; 
| And friends unknowne, you ſhall beare witneſle to't ; 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion, cquall his. 
Fle, O,that muſt be a 
I'th Vertue of your daughter : One being dead, - 
I ſhall have more then you can dreame of yet, 
Enough then for your wonder : but come-on: 
Contract us'fore theſe Witneſſes, 
Shep, Come, your hand : 
And daughter, yours. 
Pol. Soft Swaine a-\yhile: beſeech you, 
Have you a Father ? 
Fol. I have: but what of him ? 
Rel. Knowes he of this ? 
Fel. He neither do's, nor ſhall. 
Pol. Me-thinkesa Father, 
Is atthe Nuptiall of his ſonne, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the Table : Pray you once more 
Is not your Father growne incapeable 
Of reaſonable affaires? Is he not ſtupid 
With Age, andaltring Rheumes? Can be ſpeake? heare? 
Knoiy man, from man ? Diſpute hisowne eſtate? 
Lyes henot bed-rid? And againe, do's nothing 
But what he did, being childiſh ? 
Flo, No good Sir: . 
He has his health, and ampler ſtrength indeed 
Then moſt have of his age. 
Pot. By my white beard, 
You offer him (if this be ſo) a wrong 
Something unfilliall ; Reaſon my ſonne 
Should chooſe himſclfe a wite, but as good reaſon 
The Father (ali whoſe joy is nothing elſe _ 
But faire poſterity) ſhould hold ſome counſaile 
In ſuch abulinefle. KOT 
Fs, I yeeld all this ; 
But for ſome other reaſons (my grave Sir) 
Which *tisnet fit you know, 1 not acquaint 
My father of this buſineſſes 
Pls. Let him know't. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Plo. Pretheelet him. 
Flo. No, he muſt not. 
Skep. Let him (my ſonne) he ſhall not need to green: 
At knowing dfthy choyce. | 
Flo. Come, come, he muſt not : 
Marke our Contra. 
Plo, Marke your divorce (yong Sir) 
Whom ſoune I dare not call : Thou art too baſe 
To be acknowledg'd. Thoua Scepters heire, 
That thus affe&s a ſheepe-hooke ? Thou old Traitor, 
Iam forry,that by hanging thee,! can 
Bur ſhorten thy life one weeke. And thou, freſh peece 
Of excellent Witchcraft, who of force muſt know 
The royall Foole thou coap'ſt with. 
Shep. Oh my heart. 
Pol. 1lc have thy beauty ſcratcht with briers and mak 
More homely then thy ſlate. For thee (fond boy) 
If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh, 
That thou no more ſhalt never ſee this knacke (as never 
I meane thou ſhalt) we'll barre thee from ſucceſſion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, nonot our Kin, 
Farre than Dexrcalionoff : (marke thou my words) 
Fellow usto the Court, Thou Churle, for this time 
(Though tull of our diſpleaſure) yer we free thee 


From the dead blow of it; And you — 


| 
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Worthy enough a Heardſman ; yea him too, | 
That makes himſelfe (but for our Honor therein) 
Vnworthy thee. It ever henceforth, thou 
Thele rurall Latches, to his entrance open, 
Or hope his body more, with thy embraces, 
I willdeviſe a death, as crucll for thee 
As thou art tender to't. 

Ferd. Even heere undone : 
I was net much a-fear'd : for once, or twice 
I was about to ſpeake, and tell him plainely, 
The ſelfe-ſame Sun, that ſhinesupon his Court, 
Hides not his viſage from our Cottage, but 
Lookes onalike, Wult pleaſe you (S1r)be gon? 
I told you what would come ofthis : Beſcech you 
Of your owne ſtaterake care : This dreame of mine 
Being now awake, Ile Queene it no inch farther, 
But milke my Ewes, and weepe. 

Cam. Why how now Father, 
Speake ere thou dyeſt, - 

Shep. T'cannot ſpeake,nor thinke, _- 
Nor dare to know, that which I know : O Sirg 
You have undone a man of foureſcorethree, 
Thatthought to fill his grave in quiet : yea, 

To dye upon the bed my father dy'de, 


Exit, 


| Tolyecloſe hy his honeſt bones; but now 


Some Hangman mult put on my ſhrowd, and lay me 
Where no Prieſt ſhovels-in duſt. Oh curſed wretch, 
That knew'ſt this was the Prince, and would(t adyenture 
To mingle faith with him. Vndone, undone : 
If I might dye within this houre, I have liv'd 
Toidye when deſire. 
Flo. Why looke you ſo upon me? 
Iam but ſorry, not affear'd : delaid, 
But nothing altred : What I was, Iam: 
More ſtraining on, for plucking backe ; not following 
My leafhunwillingly. 
Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Fathers temper :at thistime 
He will allow no ſpeech : (which I doe gheſſe 
You doe not purpoſe to him :) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I feare ; 
Then till the fury of his Highnefle ſertle 
Come not before him. 
Flo. I not purpolc it : 
Ithinke Camrlo. 
Cam. Even he, my Lord. 
Per. How often have I told you 'twould be thus? 
How often ſaid,my dignity would laſt 
But till 'twere knowne ? 
Flo. It cannot faile, but by 


Exit. 


| The violation of my faith, and then 


Let Nature cruſh the fides o'chearth together, 
And marre the ſeeds within. Lift up thy lookes : 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me (Father) I 
Am heyre to my affeRion. 

Cam. Beadvis'd. 

Fh, I am: and by my fancy, if my Reaſon 
Willthereto be obedient : Ihavercaſon : 
Ifnot, my ſences better (pleas'd with madneſſe) 
Doe bidit welcome. 

(4m. This is deſperate (fir) 

Fo, Socallit : but it do's fulfill my vow : 
I needs muſt rhinke it honeſty. Camille, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned : for all that the Sun ſees, or 
Thecloſeearth wombes, or the profound ſeas hide 


The Winters Tak. 


| In unknowne fadomes, will I breake wy oath 


AS you have cuer bin my Fathers friend, 
W hen he ſhall mifſe me, as (in faith I meane not 
To {ce him any more) caſt your good counſailes 
Vpon his paſſion : Let my ſelfe, and Fortune . 
Tug for thetime to come. This you may know, 
And ſodeliver,I amput to Seca | 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; 
And moſt opportune to her need, I have 
AvVeſlellrides faſt by, bur not prepar*d 
For this defigne. What courſe I meane to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concerne me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 
I would your ſpirit were cafierfor aduice, 
Or ſtronger for your need. 

Flo. Hearke Peraita, 
Ile heare you by and by. 

Cam. He's irremoveable, 
Roſoly'd for flight : Now were I happy,if 
| His going, I could frame to ſerve my turne. 
Save him from danger, doe him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight againc of deere Sicilia, 
And thatunhappy King, my Maſter, whom 
I ſo much thirſt to ſee. 

Fls. Now good {amilo, 
I am ſo fraught with curious buſinefle, that 
I leave out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I thinke 
You have heard of my pooreſervices,i'th love 
Thar I have borne your Father ? 

Flo, Very nobl 
Have you deſery d : It is my Fathers Muſicke 
Toſpeake your deeds : not little of his care 
To havethem recompenc'd, asthought on. 

Cam. Well (my Lord) 

If you may pleaſcto thinke I love the King, 
And through him, what's neereſt to him, which is 


| Yourgracious {clfc ; embrace but my direction, 


If your more ponderousand fetled project 
May ſufferalteration: On mine honor, 
Ie point you where you (hall have ſuchreceiving 
As ſhall become your Higtinefſe, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtris ; from the whom, I ſee 
There's no difianion to be made, but by 
(As heavens forefend) your ruine : Marry her, 
And with my beſt endevours, in youe abſence, 
| Your diſcontenting Father, ſtrive to quailifie 
And bring him up to liking. 

Fle. How Camills 
May this (almoſt a miracle) be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
 Andafter that truſt to thee, 
Cam, Have you thought on 
 Aplace whereto you'll goe ? 

Flo,Not any yet ; 
But as th'unthought-onaccident is guilty 
To what we wildly doe, fo we profeſſe 
Our ſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flyes 


| Ofevery windethat blowes. 


. Cam. Thenliſt tome : 
But undergoe this flight ; make for Sicilia, 
(For ſo I ſee ſhe muſtbe)*fore Leontes ; 


——_ 


Tothis my faire belov'd : Therefore, I pray you, 


This tollowes, if you will not change your purpoſe 


And there preſent your ſelfe, and your faire Princefſe, 


—_— 
—— — 
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She ſhall be habiced, asit becomes 
The partner of your Bed. Me thinkes I ſee 
Leomes opening his free Armes, and weeping | 
His Welcomes forth : asks thee there Sonne torgiveneſle, 
As "twere ith* Fathers perſon : kifſes the hands 
Of your freſh Princeflc ; ore and ore divides him, 
*Twixt his unkindncſle, and his kindneſle : th'one- 
He chides to Hell, and vids the other grow 
Faſter then Thought, or Time. 
Flo. Worthy Camillo, 
W hart colour for my Viſitation, ſhall I 
Hold up before him ? 
- Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, andtogive him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearingtowards him, with 
W hat you (as from your Father) ſhall deliver, 
Things knowne betwixt usrhrce, Ne write you downe, 
The which ſhall point you forth at every ſtring . . 
What you muſt ſay , that he ſhall not perceive, ——- 
Butthat you have your fathers Boſome there, 
And ſpeake his very Hcart. 
Flo. lam bound to you : 
There is ſome {appe in this. 
Cam. A Courſe more promiſing, 
Then a wild dedication of your {elves : 
To unpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores ; moſt certaine, 
To Miſeries enough : no hope to helpe you, 
Butas you ſhake off one, to takeanother : 
Nothing ſo certaine, as your Anchors, who 
Doe their beſt office, if they can but ſtay you, 
W here you'l be loth to be : befides you know, 
Profperitie's the very bond of Love, 
W hoſe freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together, 
Afﬀfiition alters. 
Per. One of theſe is true : 
I thiake Afi ion may ſubduethe Checke, 
But not take-in the Mind, 
Cam. Yea? lay you ſo? 
There ſhall not, at your fathers honſe, theſe ſeven yeeres 
Be borne another ſuch, 
Flo. My good Camille, 
She's as forward, of her Brecding, as 
She is !th* xeare 'opr Birth. 
Cam. I cannot ſay, 'tis pitty 
She lackes inſtructions, for ſhe ſcemes a Miſtreſſe 
To moſt that teach. | 
Per. Your pardon Sir, for this. 
Itebluſh you Thankes. 
Flo. My prettieſt Perdita. 
But O, the Thornes we ſtand upon : (Camille) 
Preſerver of my Father, now of me, | 
The Medicine of our Houſe : how ſhall we doe? | 
Weare not furniſh'd like Bohemia's Sonne, 
Nor ſhall appeare in S:c:/y. 

Cam, My Lord, 

Feare none of this: Ithinke you know my fortunes 

Doeall lye there: it ſhall be ſo my care, 

To have you royally appointed,asif 

The Sczne yov play, were mine. For inſtance Sir, 

That you may know you ſhall not want : one word. 
Enter Antolicus. 

Ant. Ha ha, whata foole Honeſty is ? and Truſt (his 
ſwerne brother) a very fimple Gentleman. I have ſold 
all my Trompery : not a counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, 
Glafſe, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke; Ballad, Knife, 


| Tape, Glove,Shooc-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring,to keepe | 
| | 


| 


| a benediction to the buyer : by. which meanes, 1 ſaw 


wy Packe from faſtning : they threng who ſhould byy 
firſt, as if my Trinkets had beene hallowed,andbrought 


whoſe Purſeavas beſt in Piture ; and what I faw, tomy | 
good uſe, I remembred. My Clowne (who wants but 
ſomething to be a reaſonable man) grew ſo in love with 
the Wenches Song,that he would not ſtirrehis Pettytog 
till he had both Tune and Words, which ſo drew the 
reſt of the Heard to me, that alitheir other Sences ſtncke 
in Ezres: you might have pinch'd a Placket,it was ſence. 
kkfle ,*twas nothivg to gueld a Cod-peece of a Purſe : ] 
would have fill'd Keyes of that hung in Chaynes:; 
no hearing, no feeling, but my Sirs Song, and admiring 
the nothing of it. 'So that in this time of Lethargy, 
pick'd and cut moſt of their Feſtivall Purſes : And had 
not the old-man come in witha W hoo-bub againſt his 
Daughter, and the Kings Sonne,and ſcar'd my Chowghey 
_—_ the Chafſe, I badnotleft a Puric alive jn the whole 
rmys ; 
Cam. Nay, but my Letters by this azeanes being there | | 
Soſoone as you arrive, ſhall cleare that doubt. 
Fls. And thoſe that you'll procure from King Leone? 
(4m. Shall fatisfie your Father: 
Perd. Happy be you : 
Al that you jpeake, ſhewes faire. 
Cam. Who have we here ? 
We'li make an Inſtrament of this: omit 
Nothing may give us ayde. 
Ant. If they have over-heard me now : why hanging, 
Cam. How now. {good Fellow) 
Why ſhak it thou fo? Feare nor (man) 
Here's no harme intenced to rhee, 
eAzut. i ama poorefcliow, Sir. | 
Cam. Why,be ſoſtill : here's nobody will ſtealethat 
from thee : yct for the our-ſide of thy poverty, we 
makean exchange ; therefore diſ-cafe thee inſtantly (thou 
muſt rhinke there's a neceflity in'e) and change garments 
with this Genrl«man : 1 hough the penny-worth (on his 
ſide) be the worſt, yet hold thee, rhere's ſome boot. 
Avwt. 1 ama poore Fellow, Sir: (1 krwow ye well & 
enough.) 
Cam. Nay prethee diſpatch : the Gentleman is half 
fled a;ready. 
Ant. Are you incarneſt,Sir ? (I 
Fl, Diſpatch, } prerhee. 
Ant, Indeed I have had carneſt, but I cannot with 
conſcience take it. 
Cam. Vnbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate Milſtieſſe (let my prophecy 
Come hometo ye :) you mult retire your ſelfe 
Into ſome Covert ; take your ſweet-hearts Hat 
And plucke it ore your Browes, mufflic your face, 
Diſmantie you, and (as you can) diſliken 
The truth of your ewne ſeeming, that you may 
(For I doe feareeyes over) to Ship-boord 
Ger undeſcry'd. 
Fer. I ſeethe Play ſolyes, 
That I muſt bearea parc. 
(am. Noremedy : 
Have you done the: c? 
Flo. Should I now meet my Father, 
He would not call me Sonne. 
(«m, Nay, you ſhall have no Hat : 
Come Lady, come : Farewell (my friend.) 
ent, Adicu, Sir. ; 
Fle. O Peraua: what have we twaine forgot? | 


ſmell the tricke on't.) 
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"Can. Whar Idoenext, (hallbe rorell the King 


Ofthis clcape; and whither chey are bound ; 
Whereis, my hope Is, I ſhall ſo pr eyaile, 
To force him after 3 in whoſe company 

I ſhall re-view Sicilis ; for whoſe light, 

I havea Womans Longing” 

Flo. Fortune ſpeed us : | 

Thus we ſet on {Camilo) to theSea-fide. 
{. The {wifter ſpeed, the better. | Ext, 
Aut, Tunderſtand the buſineſſe, I heare it: to have an 
open eare,2 quicke eye,and a nimbie hand,is neceſlary for 
a Cut-purſe ; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, to ſmell out 
worke for th'other Sences. I ſee this isthe time that the 
unjuſt mandoth thrive. What an exchange hadthis been, 
' without boot? Whar a boot 1s herewith this exchange; 
Sure the gods doe this yeere conniveat us, and we may 
doe avy thing extempore. The Prince bimſelfe 1s about 
a peece of iniquity (ſtealing away from his Father, with 
his Clog at his heeles : ) if Tthought it were a peece of 
honeſty to acquaint the King withall, 1 would not do't : 
I hold it the more knavery to conceale it ; and thereinam 
I conſtant to my Profeſſion, 

Enter (lowne, and Shepherd. 

Aſide, aſide, here is more matter for a hot braine: Every 
Lanesend, every Shop, Church, Seſffion, Hanging, yeclds 
a carefull man worke. 

Clow. See, ſee : whata man youare now ? there 1s no 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Changeling, and 
none of your fleſh and blood. - 

Shep. Nay, but heare me. 

Clow. Nay ; but heare me, 

Shep. Goe to then. 

Clow, She being none of your fleſh and blood, your 
fleſh and blood ha's nor offended the King, and fo your 
fleſh and blood is not to be puniſh'd by him. Shew thoſe 
things you found about her (thoſe ſecret things, all but 
what (he ha's with her:) This being done, let the Law goe 
whiſtle : I warrant you. 

Shep. I will tell the King all, every word, yea, and his 
Sonnes prancks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeft man, 
neitherto his Father, nor to me,to goe about to make me 
the Kings Brother in Law. 

(ow, Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheſt off you 
could have-beene to him, and then your Blood had beene 
the deerer, by I know how much anounce. 

eAut. Very willy (Puppies. ) 

Shep. Wel: let ustothe King : there is that in this 
Farthell, will make him ſccatch his Beard. 

Aut.I know not what impediment this Complaint may 
be tothe flight of my Malter. 

Clo. *Pray heartily he beat Pallace. 

Aut, Though I am not naturally honeſt, I amv'ſo ſome- 
times by chance : Let me pocket up my Pedlers excre- 
| ment, How now (Ruſtiques) whithcrare you bound ? 

Shey. Toth'Pallace (and it like your Worſhip.) 

Av. Your Afﬀaires there? what ? with whom ? the 
Condition of that Farthell ? theplace of your dwelling ? 
Jour nates? your ages ? of what having? breeding, and 
| any thing that is fitting to be knowne, diſcover ? 

(/e. Weare but plaine fellowes, Sir. 

Amt, ALye: you are rough, and bayrie: Let me have 
no lying ; it becomes none but Tradeſ-men, and they of- 
&n give us (Souldiers) the Lye, but we pay theny for. it 
with ſtamped Coyne, not ſtabbing Steele, therefore they 
doenotgive us the Lye. | 


La 


4 
» 


| 


Cle. Your Worſhip had like thavegiven us one, if 


you had nottaken yanr felfewith:the manner. +. - 
Shop. Are yona Courtier, and't like you Sir?:. // * * it 
Aut, Whether it like me, or no, 1am a Courtier.Seeſt 
thou not the ayre of the Court,in theſe enfoldings? Hach 


not my gate in it, the meaſure ofthe Court ? Receivs nat 


thy Noſe Courr-Odour from:me FRefle&t I not on thy 
Baſenefſe; Court«Contempt ? Think'{ thou, 'forithat I 
inſinuate, or toaze from theethy:BulineGe, I am there- 
fore do Courticr?;1 am Caurtier Cap-4-pe ; andonethat 


will either puſh-on, or pluck-backe, thy Bufineſſe there: } 


whereupon I command thee to open thy Aﬀaire,  . 
Shep. My buſneſle, Sir, js tothe King... ©; * -.- 
Aut, What Aduocate ha'it thou to him? 
Shep. 1 know not (and*rlike you: ) pert fn 
Clo. Aduocate'sthe Court-word for a Pheazant :. ſay 
you have none.  _ ; | £3 
Shep. None, Sir : I have no Pheazant Cocke,nor Hen. 
e-fFnt. How bleſſed are we,. that are not ſimple: men ? 
Yet Natare might have made meas theſe are, . FT: 
Therefore T will not diſdaine. 6; cored 
('o.. This cannot be but a great Courtier. 


. 


Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wearesthem not | 


handſomely. | 


Clo. He ſecmes to be the more Noble, in being fanta- 


ſticalls a great man,Ile warrant ; I know by the picking | 


on's Teeth. | 
Am. The Farthell there > What's !'th* Farthell ? 
Wherefore that Box ? | 


Shep. Sir, there lyes ſuch ſecrets in this Farthell and | 


Box, which none muſt know but. the King, and which he 
we within this houre, if T may come toth'ſpecch 
oO im. F 
Amt. Age,thou haſt loſt thy labour. 
Shey. 'Why Sir ? "; 
Amt. The King isnot atthe Pallace,, he is gone aboord 
2 new Ship, to purge Melancholy, and ayre himſclfe : for 


if thou bee'(t capable efrhings ſerious, thou muſt know | 


the King 1s full of grieie, 


Shep. So'tis ſaid (Sir :) about his Sonne, that ſhould 


have marryeda Shepheards Dayghter. 


Arzt. If that Shepheard be not in hand-faft, let him | 
1 fiye; the Curſes he ſhall have,the Tortures he fhall feele, 


will breake the backe of Man, the heartof Monſter. 
C fo. Thinke you fo, Sir? 


Ant. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make | 


heavy, and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are Iermaine 


to him (though remov'd fifty times ) ſhall all come under | 


the Hang-man ; which, though it be great pitty, yet iris 


neceſſary. An eld Shcepe-whiſtling Rogue, a Ram-ren- | 


der, to offer to have his Daughter come into grace? Some 
fay he ſhallbe ſton'd : butthar death is too, {oft tor him 
(fay I: } Draw our Throne intoa Sheep-Coar ? alldeaths 
aretoo few, the ſharpeſt too calie. 


Ch. Ha'sthe old-manere a Sonne Sir { doe you heare) 
and't like you, Sir ? 


Ant. He ha'saSqnne : who ſhalt be Bayd alive, then | 
*noynted over with Honey, ſet on the head ofa Walpes | 


Neſt,then ſtandtill he be three quartersand a dram dead ; 
then recover dagaine with Aquavitz, or ſome other hot 


Infufien; then,raw as he is (and inthe hotelt day Progno- | 
ſication proclaymes) ſhall he be {et againlt a Brick-wall 


(the Sunbelooking with a South-ward eye upon him; 
where he is to behold him,with Flyes blowne tadeath.) | 


But whar talke we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals,whoſe mi. }- 


ſeries arcto be ſmil'd at, their offences being ſocapitall> 


h.——_——— 
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Tell me (for you ſcemeſo be honeſt plaine men)what you 
have to theKing : being ſomething gently conſider'd, He 
bring you where he 18 aboord = 6 Sad perſons to his 
preſence, whiſper bim in your behaltes ;and if ir be in 
man, befidesthe King, tocffect your Suites, here 1s man 
ſballdoe tt. 32, > 3 | $524 

Cle. He ſeemes to be: of great authority : cloſe with 
him;give/bim Gold :and:though, Authority be a ſtub- 
borne Beare, yethe-is oft ledby :the Noſe with Gold : 


| ſhew- the in-fide of your Purſe to the our-fide of his 


hand; -and no more adoe. Remember.tton'd, and flay'd 
Mes 54 | | 
Shep. And't pleaſe you (Sir) to undertake the Bulineſſe 
for us, hcre 1s-that Gold I have: Ile make it as much 
more, and leavethis young man in pawae, till I bring it 
you. . | : 

Ant. After I have done what I promiſed ? 

Shep. I fir. ; 

eArt. Well, give me the Moity : Are youa party 1n 
this Buſineſle ? £ 7 

(lo. In ſome ſort, Sir : but though my cafe be a pit- 


tifall one, I hopeT ſhail not be flayd our of it. 


eat. Oh, that's the caſe of the Shephcards Sonne : 
hang him, he'le be made an example, 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort z We muſt to the King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange fights : he muſt know !'tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Siſter : weare goneelſe. Sir, I 
will give you as much as thisold mando's, when the Bu- 
ſinefleis performed, and remaine (as he ſayes) your 
pawne tull it be brought you. 

Amt. 1 will truſt you. Walke before toward the Sea- 
ſide, goe en the righthand, I will but looke upon the 
Hedge, and follow you. 

Clo, Weare bicff'd, inthis man: as I may ſay, even 
bled. L 

Shep. Let's before, as he bidsus : he was provided to 
| doe usgood. Exeunt. 

Azt. TfT hada mind to be honeſt, 1 ſee Fortwre would 
not ſuffer me : ſhe drops Booties 'in my mouth. 1 am 
courted now with a double occaſion: (gold, and a means 
to doe the Prince my Maſter good ; which, who knowes 
how thar may turne backe to. my aduancement ?) I will 
bringtheſe rwo Moa!es, theſe blind-enes,aboord himgif 
he thinke1t fit toſhoare them againe, and thar the Com- 
plaint they have to the King, concernes himnothing, let 
him call me Rogue, for being ſo farre officious, for I am 
proofe again{t that Title, 'and what ſhame c!ſe belongs 
to't : To him will I preſentthem, there may be matter 1n 
it. | Excum, 


— 


eA dns Quintus. Scana Prima. 


| —_— 


_— 


_ Emer Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, Servants 
Florizel, Perdita. 


| Cleo, Sir, you have doneenough, and have perform'd 
A Saint-like Sorrow : No fault could you make, - 
Which you havenot redeem'd ; indeed pay'd downe 
Morepenitence, thet-Jdone treſpas : Atthe laſt 

Doe, as the Heavens have done; forget your evill, 

| With chem, forgive your ſelfe. 

| Leo. Whileſt [remember 


Her and her Yertues, I cannot forget 


My blemiſhes in them, and ſo ſtill thinke of 
The wrong 1 did my ſcife : which was ſo much, 
That Heirc-leſſe it hath made my Kingdome, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweer't companion, that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of, true. 

Paul. Too true(my Lord :) 
If one by one, you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, tooke ſomething good ® 
To makea perfe& Woman ; ſhe.you kill'd, 
Would be unparallell'd. | 


Leo. Tthinkeſo. Kill'd? 


She 1 kill'd ? Idid fo : bur thou ſtrik'ſtme_ 
Sorely, to ſay I did : itis as bitter 


Vpon thy Tongue, as in ty Thought. Now, good now, | 


Say ſo but ſeldome. 
Cleo. Not atall, good Lady : 


You might have ſpoken a thonſand things,that would 


Havedone the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſle better. 

Paxl. You are one of thoſe 
Would have him wed againe. 

Des. If you would notſo, 

You pitty nor the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moſt Soveraigne Name : Conſider lirtle, 
W hat Dangers, by his Highnefle faile of flue, 
May drop upon his Kingdeme, and devoure 
Incertaine lookers on. What were more holy, 
Then to rejoyce the former Queene is well ? 

W hat holyer, then for Royalties repaire, 

For preſent comfort, and for futuregood, 

To blefle the Bed of Majcſiy againe 

With a ſweet fellow to't? 

Paul, There is none worthy, _ 
(ReſpeRing her that's gone :) beſides the Gods 
Will have fulklFntheir ſecret purpoſes : 

For ha's not the Divine polls ſaid? 
Ist notthe tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Leonres ſhall not have an Heire, 


Tili his loſt Child be found ? - W hich, thatit ſhall, 


Is all as monſtrous toour humane reaſon, 
As my Antigomu to breake his Grave, 
And come againe tome: who, on my life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. 'Tis your councell, 
My Lord ſhould to the Heavens be contray, 
Oppoſe againſt their wills. Care not for iflue, 
The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander 
Left his torh'Worthieſt: ſo his Succeſſor 
Was liketo bethe beſt. 

Leo. Goud Paulina, 
W ho haſt the memory of Hermione 
I know in honor : O, that ever I | 
Had ſquar'd me to thy councell : then, even new, 
I might havelook'd upon my Queenesfull cyes, 
Have taken Treaſure trom her Lippes. 

Paxl. And leftthem 
More rich, for what they yeelacd. 

Leo. Thou fpeak*{t truth :; 


No moreſuch Wives, therefore no Wife : one work; 


And better us'd, wonld make her Sainted Spirit 
Againe poſlefle her Corps, and on this Stage 
(Where we offendors now appcare )Soule-vext, 
And begin, why tome; 

Paul. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt ſach cauſe. 

Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther her marryed. 


Pull. 
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Paul. 1ſhould fo : 
Were I the Ghoſt that walk'd, II'd bid you marke 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part-in'c 
You choſe her : then I'd ſhrieke,thateven your cares 
Should rift to heare me, and the words that follow d, 
Should be, Remember mine+ 

Leoa, Starresz Starres, : 
And alleyeselle, dead coales : feare thouno Wite ; 
He have no Wife, Panltma. 

Paul. Will you ſ{weare 
Neverto marry, but by my free leave ?2£z2 >» 

Leo, Never (Patina) ſo be blels'd my Spirit. 


Clo. Youtempt him over-much. 
Paul. V nlefſe another, 
As like Hermione, 2s is her Picture, 
Aﬀront his eye" 
Cho, Good Madam, I have denc. ns 
Panl. Yet if my Lord will marry : if you will, Sir; 
No remedy but you will : Give me the oihice 
To chuſe you a Queene : ſhe {hail not be ſo young 
As was your former, but ſhe ſhall be ſuch 


To fee her in your armes. 

Leo, My true Fanta, 
We ſhall not marry, til thou bidſt us; 

Payl.. That 
Shall be when your firſt Queene's againe in breath : 
Never till then. 

 Entera Servant, 

Ser, One that gives out himſzlte Prince Florizel, 
Sonne of Polzxenes, with his princeſle (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) defiresacceſle 
To your high preſence. 

Leo, W hart with him ? he comes not 
Likero his Fathers Greatnefſle : his approach 
(So our of circumſtance, and tuddaine)tells us, 
'[is not a Viſitation tram'd, bat forc'd 
By need, ang 2ccident. VV hat Trayne? 

Ser. But fer, | 
And thoſe but meane. 
Leo. His Princefle ({ay you) with him ? 
Ser. ]:the moſt peerelefle pezce of Earth, Ithinke, 


| That erethe Sunne ſhone bright on. 


Pent, Oh Hermzone, 
AsSevery preſent Time doth boaſt it ſclfe 
Abovea betrer, gone ; ſo muſt thy Grave. 
Give way to what's ſecne now. Sir, you your ſelfe 
Haveſaid, and ;vritſo; hut your writing now 
Iscolder thinihar Theae t flic had not beene, 
Nor was not to be equalt'd, thus your Verſe 
Flow*d with her Beauty once, 'tis ſhrewdly ebb'J, 
Tofay you have ſeenea becrers 

Ser. Pardon, Madam: 
The one, 1 bavealmoſt forgot (your pardon :) 
The other, when ſhe ha's obtain'd your Eye, 
Will kaveyour Tongue too. This isa Creature, 
Would ſhe begina' Sec, might quench the zcale 


| Ofall Profeſlors elſe ; make Prolelytes 


Of who ſhe but bid foilow. 
- Pax, How? not woman? 

Ser. Women will love her, that ſheis a Woman 
More worth then any Man; Men, that ſhe is 
Therareſt of all Women. 


; Leo. Goe Cleomines, + 


| Yourſelfe(aflifted with your honor'd friends) 


Paul. Then good my Lords,beare witnefſeto his Oath. 


As(walk'd your firſt Quecnes Ghoſt) ir ſhould take joy 


| 


—z ——_ 


Bringthem to our embracement. Still*cis ſtrange, ' 
He thus ſhould (teale upon us: = 

Paul, Had onr Prince. - | 
(lewell of Children) ſeenethis houre, he had payr'd 
Well withthis Lord ; there was not full a moneth * 
Betweene their births, | 

Lee, *Prerthee no more ; ceaſe :thou know?'lt + 
He dyes to me againe, when talk'd-of: ſure 
When 1 ſhall fee this Gentleman, thy ſpeeches 
Will bring ine toconfider that, which may 
Vnfurniſh me of Reaſon. They are come. 

Enter Florizell, Perdita, Cleomines, and others, 

Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlocke, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royall Father off, 
Conceiving you, Were I but twenty one, 
Your Fathers Image is ſo hit iv you, 
(His very ayre) that I ſhould call you Brother, 
ASI did him, and ſpeake of fomething wiidiy 
By us pertorm'd before. Moſt dear: ly welcome, 
And your faire Princeſle (Geddefle) oh : alas, , 
I loſt a couple, that 'twixt Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have ſtood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gracious Couple) doe : andthen I loſt 
(All mine owne Folly) the Society, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Though bearing Milery) I deſire my life 
Once moreto looke on him. 

Flo. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Sic:/{;a, and from him 
Give you all greetings, thata King (as friend) 
Can ſend his Brother : and but infirmity 


(Which waits upon worne times) hath ſomething ſeiz'd 


His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelfe 

The Landsand Waters, *twixt your Throne and his 
Meaſur'd, tolooke upon you ; whom he loves 
(Hebad me ſay ſo) more then all the Scepters, 

And thoſe thar beare them , living. 

* Zeo. Oh my brother, 


(Good Gentleman ) the wrongsT have done thee, firre 


A freſh within me : and theſe thy offices 
(Sorarely kind ) areas Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flackenefle. Welcome hither; 
As 1s the Spring toth'Earth. And. hath he too 
Expos'dthis Paragon toth'fearefull uſage 
(Arlcaſtungentle ) of the dreadfull Neprane, 
Togrceta man, not worth herpaines; much l«(le, 
Thadventure of her perſon ? 

Flo. Good my Lord, 
She came from L434. 

Lzo, Where the Warlike Smale, 

That Noble honor'd Lord, is fear'd, and loy'd ? 

Fe. Moſt Royall Sir, 

From thence : from him, whoſe Davghter 

His Teares proclaim'd his parting with her ; thence 
(A proſperous South-wind friendly ) we haye croſs'd, 
To executethe Charge my Father gave me, 
For viliting your Highnefle ; My beſt Traine 

I have from your Sics/ian Shores diſmiſs'd ; 

W ho for Boh: mia bend, to fignifie 

Not onely my ſucceſle 1n Z5b5a(fir ) 

But my arrivall, and my W ifes, 11 ſafety 

Here, where we are. . / 

Leo. The bleſſed gods 47; 
Purge all infetion from our Ayre, whileſt you 
Doe Clymate here : you havea holy Father, 

A gracefull Gentleman, againſt whoſe perſon 


O—_ 
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Exit. 
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ICT 


(Sofacred as itis) I have done (inne, 
For which the Heavens (taking angry note) 
Have left me Ifſue-lefle : and your Father's bleſs'd 
; (3 he from Heaven merits it) with you, 
 *Worthy his goodneſſe. W hat might 1 have beene, 
Might Ia Sonne and Daughter now bavelook'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 
Emter a Lord. 
Lord. Moſt Noble Sir, 
That which I ſhall report, will beare no credit, 
Were not the proofe {o nigh. Pleaſe you (great Sir) 
Bohemia greets you from himſelfe, by me ; 
Deſires youto attach his ſonne, who ha's 
(His Dignity, and Duty both caſt off) 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 
A Shepheards Daughter. 
Leo. Where's Bohemia? ſpeake : | 
Lor. Heere, in your Citty : I now came from him. 
| Iſpeakeamazedly, andit becomes 
My mervaile, and my Meflſage. To your Court 
W hiles he was baſtning (in the Chaſe, it ſeemes, 
Of this faire Couple) meets he on the way 
The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 
With this young Prince. 

Flo. Camilo ha's betray'd me; 
W hoſe honor, and whoſe honeſty till now, | 
Endur'dall Weathers. 

Lord. Lay*cſo to his charge : 

He's with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who? ( amillo ? 

Lord. Camilo (Sir :) I ſpake with him : who now 
Ha'stheſe poore men in queſtion. Never ſaw I 
Wretches ſo quake : they kneele, they kiſſe the Earth ; 
Forſweare themſelves as often as they ſpeake : 
Bohemia ſtops his cares, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 

Per, Oh my poore Father : 

The Heavenſets Spyes upon us, willnot have 
Our Contra celebrated. 
Leo. You are marryed ? 
1. Fl. Wearenot (Sir ) nor are welike tobe : 
The Starres (I ſee) will kiſle the Valleyes firit : 
| The oddes for high aud low's alike, | 
| *Leo, My Lord, 
Is this the Daughter of a King ? 


1 


'Fore your Queene dy*d,ſhe was more worth ſu 
Then what you hooks on now. —_ 
Les. I thought of her, 

Even 1n theſe Lookes I made, Bat your Petition 

Is yet un-anſwer'd : 1 will to your Father : 

Your Honor not o're-throwne by yourdefires, 

I am friend to them, ar.d you ; upon which Ercand 

I now goe toward him : therefore follow me, 

And marke what way I make : Come good my Lord, 
| Ext, 


the Kings Daughter is found : ſuch a deale of wonderis 


Y 
em, 


Scana Secunda. 


— 


Enter Amtoliciu, and a Gentleman, 


| An. Beſeech you (Sir) were you preſent at this Re- 
ation ? 

Gent, T. I wasby atthe openirg of tbe Farthel, h 
the old Shepheard r res the —_ how he Fan 
whereupon (after a little amazecnefe) we wereall com- 
manded our of the Chamber : onely this (me thought] 
heard the Shepheard fay, he found the Child. 

#nt. 1 would moſt gladly know the ifſue of it, 

Gen, 1, 1 make a broken delivery of the Buſineſſ; 
bur the changes Iperceived in the King,and (amlo,were 
very Notes of admiration : they ſeem'd almoſt, with tz 
ring on one ancther, to teare the Caſes of their Eyes. 
There was fpecch intheir dumbneſſe, Langaage in thei 
very geſture : they lock'd as they had heard of a World 
ranſom'd, .or cne deſtroyed : a notable paſſion of War 
der appeared in them:but the wiſeſt beholder,that knew 
ne more but ſeeing, could not ſay, if th'importance were 
Toy, or Sorrow ; but in the extremity of the one,it mult 
necds be. Enter another Gentleman. 


Here comesa Gzntleman, that happily knowes more: | 


The Newes, Rogers. 
Gen. 2. Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is fulfill'd; 


broken out within this houre, that Ballad-makers cannot 
be able toexprefle it. Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes the Lady Paxlina's Steward, he can deliver 
you more. How goes it now (Sir. )This Newes (which 
is call'd true) is ſolike an old Tale, that the verity of icis 


ER 
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Flo. Sheis, : in ſtrong ſa{pition : Ha'sthe King found his Heire? 
When once ſhe is my Wife. Gen. 3. Molt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by ni 
Leo. That once (I {ce) by your good Fathers ſpeed, Circumſtance : That which you heare , you't ſweare| gl 
Willcome-on very flowly. Iam ory you ſee, there is ſach unity in the proofes. The Mantle H 
(Moſt ſorry) you have broken from hisliking, of Queene Hermiones : her Iewell about the Necke of it: la 
Where you were ty'd in duty : and as ſorry, | the Letters of Antigomu found with it,which they know Tl 
Your Choyſe is notſo rich in Worth, as Beauty, to be his Charracter ; the Majeſty of the Creature, i ath 
That you might well enjoy her. reſemblance of the Mother: the Aﬀection of Nobleneſle | 
Flo. Dearclooke up : which Nature ſhewes above her Breeding, and many | ha 
Though Fortwne,vilible an Enemy, ther Evidences, proclaime her, with all certainty, tobe} lin 
Should chaſe us, with my Father : powreno jot the Kings Daughter. Did you ſee the mecting of thetws Sh 
| Harth ſhe to change our Loves. Beleech you ( Sir) Kings ? | cin 
Remember, ſince you ow'd no more to Time Gent. 2. No. ( 
ThenI doe now : with thought ofſuch AﬀeRions, Gent. 3. Then have you loſt a Sight which was to bet of 
Step forth mine Aduocate : at your requeſt, ſcene, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you wil 
My Father will grant preciousthings, as Trifles. held one Toy crowne anether,ſoand in ſuch manner, tht Kn 
Leo. Would he doe fo, I'd beg your precious Miſtris | it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take leaveof them : for thei < 
Which he counts buta Trifle. Ioy waded inteares. There was cafting up of Eyes, bo vr) 
Paul. Sir (my Liege) dingup of bands, with Countenance of ſuch diſtraRtion, bh 


—_—— 


'Youreye hath too much youth in't : not a moneth | that they were to be knowne by Garment, notby h_ 


<4, 
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The Winters Tak, 


zor 


. | '- p of 

-17 being ready to leape outof himfclfc, for jay 
— Daughter ; as if that joy were now. beceme a 
Lofſe, cryes, Ob, thy Mother, thy Mother; then. askes 
| Fohemia forgiveneſſe, then embraces his Sonne-in Law + 


then againe WOITYES 


thanks theold Shepheard (which ſtands by;like 
4 oy her-hin Conduit, of many Kirigs Reignes.) I 
d of ſuch another Encourterzwhichlames'Re= | 
ow it, and undo's deſcription todoeits/ '/ | 
became of Antigens, that 


never hear 
port to foll 

Gn, Wh Jo 

| the TNA 7 OE " 
— an old Tale ftill, which will have matter 
ro rehcarſe, though Credit be allecpe, and nat an care = 

n ; he was torne to pieces witha BearezThis avOnches 
the Shepheards Sonne, who ha's not onely his Innoccnce 

which ſeemes much)ro juſtifie him, but a hand-ker- 
chicfe and Rings of his, that Paxline Knowes. 

Gent. 1, What became of his Barke, and his Follow- 
| "7 Wrackt the ſame inſtant of their Maſters 
death, and in the view of the Shepheard: ſo thatall the 
Inſtruments which ayded toexpole the Cluld,were even 
| thenloſt,when it was found. But oh the Noble Combar, 
that *twixt Ioy and Sorrow was foughtin Paulina, She 
had one Eye declin'd for the lofle of her Husband, ano- 
ther elevated, thatthe Oracle was fulfil'd: She lifted the 
Princeſſe from the Earth,and fo lockes her in embracing 
25if ſhe would pin herto her heart, that ſhe might no 
more be in danger of loling. C 

Gert. 1. The Dignity of this AX was worth the au- 
dierce of Kingsand Princes, forby ſuch was it ated. 

Gent. 3. One of the pretrycſt touches of all,” and rhat 
which angl'd for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though 
not the Fiſh) was, when at the Relation of the Queenes 
death (with the manner how ſhe came to't,bravely. con- 
fels'd, and lamented by the King) how attentiveneſle 
wounded his Daughter, till (from one ſigne of dolour to 
another) ſhe did (withan 41as) I would taine ſay, bleed 
Teares; for I am ſure, my heart wept blood, Who was 
moſt Marble, there changed colour : fome ſwownded,all 
forrowed : ifall the World could have ſcen't, the Woe 
had beene univerſall. 

Gent. 1. Axethey returned to the Court? 

Gent. 3. No ; ThePrinceflc hearing of her Mothers 
Statue (which is in the keeping of Paulina) a Peece many 
yeeres in doing,and now newly pertorm'd, by that rare 
Italian Maſter, 1u/io Romano,who (had he himſclfe cter- 
nity, andcould pur Breath,into his Worke) would be. 
Suile Nature of her Cuſtomezſo perteRtiy he is her Ape ; 
He ſoneere to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they 
lay one would ſpeake to her,and ſtand in hope of anſwer. 
Thither (with all greedineſle of affeAion) are they gone, 
and there they intend ro'Sup- + 246/10 

Gent. 2, I thought ſhe had ſome great matter there in 
hand, for ſhe hath privately, twice or thrice a day, ever 
lince the death of Hermiene,viſited that removed houſe. 
Shall we thither, and with our company peccethe rejoy- 

MT: ioorilt ff gopiatrian: ri He re I na 
| Gen.n, Who would be thence, that ha's the benefit 
of Acceſſe? every winke of an Eye, ſome new Grace 
will be borne: our Abfence makesus unthrifty to our 
Knowledge, Let's along. ; Y: . ; Exit. 

Aut. Now (bad I noe the daſh of my former. life in 
me) would Preferment drop en my; heads I brought the 
old man and his Sonneaboord the the Prince ; told bim,I 


1 | Duing;/this Myſtery remained 
he his Daughtcr,wirh clipping her- | 


| heard them talke of a Farthell,and I know not what: bur | 


he at that time over-fond ofthe $ heards daughter (fo 
hethen tooke her to h8) who ww mine. co 3 
and himfetfe licrle better, *excrei ry of | Weather *eonſti- 
mdiſcover'd. Burttivall 

onero me: for had:bbeene the finder-ontof this ſecret 
It would not have rellifh'd among inyocher diftredics. ! 
Enter Shepheard, and\Clowne,” ("fl 911 v24 

Here come thoſe I have done good ta"againſt my«WAll 
_ already appearing in the blooms of their" For. 

ne. | {NN C-100 Jo 5111925 3:73 991 014 
Shep. Come boy, 1 am: paſt moxe Childretr; 'bat thy 
Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen boryes '- ©? 

Clown, You are well met (Sitz}.you deny'd to fight 
with me chis other day, becauſe 1- was 'no Gentlema 
borne. See you thelc Clothes ?-ſay: you! ſee thettnor, 
and thinke me ſtill no Gemleman borne: You were belt 
fay theſe Robes are not Gentlemen borne. Givemmethe 
Lye : dot : and try whether Iam not now a Gentleman 
borne. | 

eur. I know youarenow (Sir) a Gentleman borne. 

Clow.],and have beene ſo any time theſe fourt houres, 

Shep. Ando have, Boy. | INES 

C low. So you have: but I wasa Gentleman borne be- 
fore my Father ; for che Kings Sonne tooke me by the 
hand, and cal'd me brother ; and then the two Kings 
call'd my Father brother : and then the Prince {my bro- 
ther)and the Princeſſe(my Sifter)call'd my tarher, father; 
and fo we wept : and there was the firſt Gentlemar-like | 
teares that ever we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live (Sonne) to ſhed many more. 

Clo. I : or elle *rwere hard lucke, being in ſo prepoſte- 
rous eſtate as we are. F4 | 
Aut. I bumbly beſeech you (Sir) to pardon meall the 
faults.1 have committed to your Worſhip, and to give 

me your good report tothe Prince my Maſter. 

Shep. *Prethee Sonne doe : for we muſt be gentle,now 
we are Gentlemen. 

Clow,, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

et, I,anditlike your good Worthip. 

Clow. Give me thy hand : I will ſweare to the Prince, | 
thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any isin Bohemia, 

Shep. You may fay it, but not ſweare it. 

Clow. Notſweare it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let 
Boores and Francklins ſay it, Ie ſweare it. | 

Shep, How if it be falſe (Sonne?) 

(!ow, If it bene're ſo falſe, a true Gentleman may 
ſweareit, inthe behalfe of his friend : And Ile ſweare to 
the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and thar 
thou wilt not be drunke : but I know thouart no tall fel-. 
low of thy hands, and that thou wilt budcuoke: bur He 
ſweare it, and I would thou would'ſt be a tall Fellow of 
thy hands. | 

Amt. I will proveſo (Sir) tomy power. | 

Clo. I, by any meanes prove a tall Fellow: if Tdoe not | 
wonder, how thou dar*ft yenturs to be drunke,not being 
atall Fellow,tru(t me not. Harke,the Kingsand'the Prin- 
ces(our Kindred)are going to ſee the Queenes P1Aure. 
Come, follow us : we'll be thy good Malter. Even. 


—— —— —_— 


Scena Tertia. 
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—— 


—— 


Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Phorizell, Perdita, Camilto, 
Panlina : Hermione (like a Statue: ) Lords, oc. 
_ Leo. O grave and good Pawlina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ? | 
FM ISS. Part. ; 
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 Faul:What (Soveragine Sir) | 

I did not well, I mean well : all my Services. | . 
You have pay'd home. But that you have vouchſat'd 
(With your Crown'd Brother,and theſe your contrafted 
Heires of your kingdomes) my poore Houſe to viſit; 

It is.aſurplusof your Grace, which never 


: Ler, 5 O Panilia; > I\Li 

Weſhonor you with troable : byt we came 
To ſee the Statue of our Queene. Your Gallery 
Have wepaſs'd through, not without much content 
In many ſingularities ; but we ſaw not 
That whichmy Daughter came to looke upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. | 

Paul. As ſhe liv'dpeereleſle, 
So her dead likeneſſe I doo well beleeve 
Excells what ever yet you look'd = ; 
Or hand of Man hath done : therefore 1 keepe 1t 
Lovely, apart. But here it 1s: prepare 
To ſcethe Lifeas lively mock'd, as ever 
Still Sleepe mock*d death : behold, and ſay 'tis well. 
I like your filence, it the more ſhewes off 
Your wonder : but yet ſpeake, firſt you (my Liege) 
Comes it not ſomething neere ? 

Leo. Her natuxall Poſture. 
Chide me (deare Stone) that I may fay indeed 
Thouart Hermione ; or rather, thou art ſhe, 

In chy not chiding : for ſhe was as tender 

As infancy, and Grace. Bur yet ( Fautina) 

| Hermione was not ſo much wrinckled, nothing 
Soaged as this ſeemes. 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

Pax. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 

| Which lets goe-by ſome ſixteene yeeres, and makes her 
As ſheliv'd now-. 

Leo, Asnow ſhe might have done, 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my Soule. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood, 
Even with ſuch Life of Majeſty (warme Life, 
As now it coldly {tands) when firſt I woo'd her. 
I am aſham'd ; Do's not the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone then it ? Oh Royall Peece : 
There's Magicke in thy Majeſty, which ha's 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance ;and 
From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee, 

Perd. And give meleave, 
And doe not ſay *tis Superſtition, that 
I kneele, and then implore her Bleſſing. Lady, 
Deere Queene,that egded when I but began, 
Give me that hand of yours, to kifle. 

Paul. O, patience : 
The Statue is but newly fix'd ;the Colour's 
Not dry. 

(am. My Lord, your Sorrow was too ſore lay'd-on, 
Which ſixteene Winters cannot blow away, 
Somany Summers dry : ſcarce any loy 
Did ever ſo long live ; no Sorrow, 

But kill'd it ſelfe much ſooner. 

Pol. Deere my Brother, | 
Let him, that was the cauſe of this, have powre 
Totake off fo much griefe from you, as he 
Will peeceup infhimſelfe, | 
Paxd. Indeed my Lord, 

If I had thoughe the fightef my poore Image 
} Would thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 


I 


| 


My life may laſt toanſiwer. | * 


v..> 


It'd not have ſhew'd it. F 
Leo. Doe not draw the Curtaine. 


Pexl. No longer ſhall you gaze on't, leaſt your Fatey 


May thinke anon, it moves. *. 

Lee. Letbe,lct be. 
Would [I were dead, but that me thinkes alrendy. 
(W hat was he that'did make it? )Sce (my Lord) 


4 


Would you nor deeme it breath'd2and thatthoſe veine 


Did verily beare blood ? 

Pal. Maſterly done. ; FERN 
The very Life ſeemes warmeupon her Lippe, 

Leo, The fixure of her Eye ha's mottonan t, 
As WEare mock'd with Art. | 

Paxl, Ile draw:the Curtaane : 
My Lord's almoſt fo farre tranſported, that 
Hee'llthinke anon it lives- 

Leo, Oh ſweet Paviina, Fad 
Make me to thinke ſotwenty yceres together : 
Noſetled Sencesof the World can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſſe, Let't alone. 


Paul. I am ſorry (Sir) I havethus farre ſir'd yourbu 


I couldafflit youfarther. 
Leo, Doe P, anlina : 
For this Affliction ha's a taſte as ſweet 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 


There is anayre comes from her. What fine Chizull 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mocke me, 


For TI will kiſſe her, 

Paul. Good me Lord forbeare; 
Theruddinefſe upon her Lippe, is Wet : 
You'll marre ic, if you kifle it ;{taine your owne 


With Oyly Painting : ſhall Idraw the Curtaine? 


Les, No : not theſe twenty yecres. 

Perd. So long could I 
Stand by, a looker-on. 

Faxdl. Either forbeare, 
Quit preſently the Chappell, or reſolve you 
For more amazement z if you can beholdir, 
Ile make the Statue move indeed ; deſcend, - 
And take youby the hand : but then you'll thinke 
(Which I proteſt againſt) Iam aſſiſted 
By wicked Powers. | 

Leo. What you can make her doe, 
Iam content tolooke on : what to ſpeake, 
Iam content to heare : for tis as caſie 
To make her ſpeake, as move. 

| Pant, It isrequird 
You doe awake your Faith : then,all ſtand Riill; 
On ; thoſe that thinke it is unlawfull Buſinſle 
I am abour, let then depart» 

Lee. Procced : 
No foot ſhall ſtirre. 

Pas/. Muſicke ; awake her : Strike ; 


'Tistime: deſcend : be Stone no more : approach: 


Strike all thatlookeypon with mervaile : Come; 
Tle fill your Grave up : flirre : nay,come away : 


Bequeath to Death your numneſle : (for from him, 
Deare Life redeemes you) you __ ſhe ſtirres:; 


Start not: her Actions ſhall be holy, as 
You heare my ſpell is lawfull : doe not ſhun her, 
Vntill you ſee her dyeagaine ;for then 
You kill her double : Nay, preſent your hand : - 


W hen ſhe was young, you woo'd her : now, inage, 


Is ſhe become the Suitor? 
Leo. Oh ſhe's warme : : 
If this be Magicke, let itbean Art 


Sr. EE m—— 
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Lawfallas Eating. *_ 
Pol, She embraces him. 
| Cam. She hangs about his necke, 
If ſhe pertaineto life, let her ſpeake too. 
Pol, L,and make it manifeſt where ſhe ha's liv'd, 
Or how ſtolne from the dead ? 
Pas, That fheis living, 
Wereitbut told-you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale: bur it appeares ſhe lives, | 
Though yet ſhe ſpeake not. Marke a little while : 


Pleaſe yo 


a to interpoſe (faire Madam) kneele, 


And pray your Mothers bleſſing; 


turne good Lady, 


2 0 


Our Perditais found. 

Her. You gods looke downe, 
And from your ſacred Viols poure your graces 
Vpon my daughtershead : Tell me (mine owne) 
Whene haſt thou bin preſerv*d? Whereliv*d?How found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou ſhalt heare that I 
Knowing by Paxlina, that the Oracle 
' Gaye hopethou walt in being, have preſerv'd 
My ſelfe, to ſee the iſſue. . 

Paxl. There's time enough for thar; 
Leaſt they deſire (uponthis puth ) to trouble 
Your joyes, with like Relation. Goe together 
You precious winners all : your exultation 


| Partake toevery one: I (an old Turtle) 
. Will wing me toſome wither'd bough, and there 
My Marte (that's never to be found againe) 
Lament, till I am loft, 
Leo. O peace Paulina 
Thou ſhouldſt a husband take by my conſent, 
As I by thine a Wife. Thisisa Match, 
And made betweene's by Vowes. Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, isto be queſtion'd : for I ſaw her 
(As Ithought) dead :and have(in vaine) ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. Ilenot ſeeke farre 
(For him, I partly know his minde) to findthee 


An honourable husband. Come Camilt, 


And take her by the hand : whoſe worth, and honeſt y | 
Is richly noted: and heere juſtified 

By Vs, apaire of Kings. Let's from this place. 
What? looke upon my Brother : both your pardons, 
That ereI put betweene your holy lookes 

My ill ſuſpition ; This your Son-in-law, 

And Sonne unto the King, whom heavens dire&ing 

| Istroth-plight to your daughter. Good Paxiine, 
Leade us from hence, where we may leyſurely 
Each one demand,andanſiyer to his part 
Perform in this widegap of Time, fince firſt 
We werediflever'd . Haſtily leade away. 


Vs 


Execunt, 


— 


The Names of the Actors. 
Eontes, King of Sicilia, Emnlia, a Laaj. 
CMamillns, youg Prince of Sicilia« Pohxenes, King of Bohems4. 
Camilo. Flirizell, Prince of Bohemia, | 
eAntigons. Foxre. [ Old Shepheard, reputed F ather of Perdita. 
(lkemmes, ( Lords of Sicilia, Clowne his Sonne. 
Dion. eAutolicus,# Rogue. | 
Hermione, © neene to Leontes, Archidamus, 4 Lord of Bohemsa. | 
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione. Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants, 
Paulina, wife to Antigone. Shepheards, and Shephearddeſſes. | 
| | 
| 


'Thelifeand death ofKin g ohn. 


Pans 
_P 


eAtus Primus, Scena Prima. 


—_— 


— 


| Enter King Iobhn, Onucene Elinor, Pembroke, Eſſex,and $4- 
labury, with the Chattylion of France. 


| 


ven, and you,and T, ſhall heare: 
Enter a Sherifje. 

Eſſex. My Leige, here is the ſtrangeſt controyerlſic 
Come from the Country to be judg'd by you 
ThaterelI heard : ſhall I produce themen? 

K. Iohw, Let them approzch : 

Our Abbjes and our Priories ſhall pay 
This expeditions charge. What menare you? 
Enter Robert Farkconbridge, and Philip, 

Philip, Yous faithfall ſubjeR,I a Gentleman, 

' Bornein Northgmpran/vire, and eldeſt ſonne 
{ ASI ſappole, to Faulceubridge, 


| Whichnone bur hea 


| 


| A Souldier by the Honor-giving-hand 


Ow ſay (hattiltion, what would France with us? 
Ms Chat. Thus (after greeting)ſpeakes the King 
In my behaviour to the Majeſty, 
The borrowed Majeſty of England heere. 
King 1oh. Silence (good mother) heare the Embaſſiie, 
Chat, Philip of France, in right and true behalfe 
eArthnr Plantaginet, layes moſt lawfull clatme 
Tothis faire lland, and the Territories : 
Deſiring thee to lay afide theſwor 
Which ſwayes viurpingly theſe ſeverall titles, 
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soveraigne. 
| King Joh. W hat followes if we difallow of this ? 
| Tointorcetheſerights, ſo forcibly withheld. 
{| K. [oh. Here have we war for war,& bloud for bloud, 
| Char. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, 
[ The fartheſt limit of my Embaſlic. 
| Be thou aslightning in the eyes of France ; 
| Forere thou canſt report, I will be there +: 
'Sohence: bethou thetrumper of our wrath, 
| And ſullen preſage of your owne decay : 
| Pembroke looke too't : farewell (hatrillion. " 
Exct Chat. and Pem. 
| How that ambitious {onffazce wonld not ceaſe 
| Till ſhe had kindled France and all the world, - 
This might have becne prevented; and made whole 
With very caficargumentsof love, 5 
With fearefill bloudy ifſuearbitrate, 227) 
K, Joby, Our ſtrong poſſeſſion, and our right for us. | 
"4 elleit muſt goe wrong with you and me, 
m 


| And were our father, andthi 
| OgldSir Reberr father ; on my 


' Of Cordehion,Knightcd in the field, 
R. Tobs, \yhat:artthou ?. hy 
Robert. The fon and heireto that ſame Faxlconbridge. 

K. Toh. Ts:thattheelder, and art thou the heyre ? 

| Youcamenot of one mother then it ſeemes. 

Philip. Meſtcertaine of onemother, mighty King, 
That is well knowne, and as I thinke one father : | 
Burfor the certaine knowledge of that truth, 

T put you o're to heaven, and to my mother ; 
Of that I doubt, . as all mens children may. 

Eli; Out onthee rude man,thou doft ſhame th 
And wound her honor with this digidence. 


y mother, | - 


r me) 


S, 
fi A+ $72 di 
is ſonne ke him: -- 
pee 4 Does 
I give heaven thankes I was:119t like to thee. 


K. lohn. Why what amad-cap hath heaven lcntus here? 
_ flew. He hath 2 tricks of Cordelions face, 
The accent of hjs.tangue affefeth him : 


Do you notrcade ſome tokens of my ſonne 


King Tohn. 
of France. 
, Elea. A ftrange beginning : borrowed Majeſty ? 
Ofthy deceaſed brother, Geffrezesſonne, - 
To Ireland, Poytrers, =: 99" 25968 hs AMainty 
And pur the fame into yong Arthers hand, 
| (hap. Theproud controle of fierceand blondy warre, 
| Controlement for controlement : ſoanſwer Fravce. 
| | King Toby, Beare mine to him, and fo depart iy peace, 
The thunder of my Cannon ſhall be heard. 
AnhonorableconduR let him have, + 
Ele, What now my ſonne, have Inotever ſaid 
Vpon the rightandparty of hex ſonne? 
Which now the mannage of two kingdomes muſt 
Eh. Your ſtrong poflcffion much more than your right 
uch my conſcience whiſpers in your cate, 


In the large compoſition of this man? 7 
bes 4 23044 an WASTE 2, "Ktolbw: 
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The Lifeand Death of. KingTohn. 


——_ 
Lo 


K.Ihn. Mine eve hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard : ſirra ſpeake, | 
Whar doth move you to claime your brothers land ? 

Philip. Becauſe be hatha halfe face like my father, 
With halfe thar face would he have ail my Land, 

A halfe-fac'd groat,five handred pounda yeare? _ 

Reb, My gracious Leige, when that my father liv'd 
Yourtbrother did imploy my father much. 

Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land, 
Your tale muſt be how be imploi'd my morher. 

Rob, Ardoncediſpatch'd him inan Embaſſie 
To Germany, there with the Emperor 
To treat of high affaires touching that time 2 
Th advantage of his abſence tooke the King, 

And in the meane time ſojourn'd at my fathers ; 

Where how he did prevaile, I ſhame to ſpeake : 

But truth istruth, large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 

Betweene my tather, and my mother lay, 

As I have heard my father ſpeake himſclte 

When this ſame luſty Gentleman was got: 

Vpon his death bed he by will bequearth'd 

His lands to me, and tooke it on his death 

That this my mothers ſonne was none of his ; 

And if he were, he came into the world 

Full fourteene weekes before the courſe of time : 

Then good my Liedge let me have what 1s mine, 

' My fathers land, as was my fathers will. - 

K. Toby. Sirra, your brother is Legirtimate, 

' Your fathers wife didafter wedlocKe beare bim : 

And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, 

W hich fault lyes on the, hazzards of all hnsbands 

That marry wives: tell me, how if my brother” - - 

W hoas you ſay, tooke paines to get this fonne, + 

Had of your father claim'd this ſonne'for his} - - 

' Infoeth, goodfriend, your father might hive kept 
This Caite; bred from his Cow from'all the world : 

Inſooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 

Mybrother might nor c!aime him, nor yorir father 

Being none of his, refuſe him : this concludes, 

My mothers ſonne did get your fathers heite, 

Your farhers heire mult hace your fathers land. 

Reb. Shall then my fathers Will be of no force; 
To diſpoſleſſe that child which is not his ? 

Phil. Of no more force to difpoſicfle me Sir, 
Then was his willto get me, as1 thinke. 


Eli. Whether hadit thou rather be a Fanlconbridge, - - 


And like thy brother to injoy thy land : 
Or the reputed ſonae of Corde/ion, 
' Lord ofthy preſence, and no lind beſide; 
Baſt . Madam, and if tny brother had my ſhape 
AndI had his, Sir Roberts hislike him, 
| And if my legs were two {ach ridirg rods, | 
My armes, {uch eele-skinsitafr, my tace fo thin, 
| That in mine care I dur{t not ſticke aroſe;'” * 


3 


Leſt men ſhould fay, looke where three farthings goes, 


| And to his ſhape were heife to all this land, 
Would 1 might never ſ{tirrefromoffthis place, 
I would give it every foot to have this face: 
| I wonld not be fir nobbe in any caſes * * 


Eli. T like thee we'l ; wilt thou forfake thy fortunne, 
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| For thou waſt got! th way ofhoneſty. 


Eli. Nay, I would have you goe before methithes. 
Baſt. Our Country manners giue our betters Way, 
K. Tohn. What is thy name ? | 
Baft, Philip my Liege, fo is my name begun, 
Philip, good old Sir Roberts wives eldeſt ſonne, 
K. lohy. From henceforth beare his name 
Whoſe forme thou beareſt : 
Kneele thou downe Phz/ip, but riſe more great, 
Ariſe Sir Richara,and Plantagenet. 
Baſt. Brother by th'mothers ſide, give me your hand 
My father gave me honor, yours gave land, 
Now blefled be the houre by night or day 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 
Ele. The very ſpirit of Plantaginet : 
I am thy grandame Richard, call meſo. _. 
Baſt, Madam by chance, but not by truth,whatthy, 
Something about a little from the right, 
In at the window, or elſe ore the hatch : 
Who dares not ſtirreby day, muſt walke by night, | 
And have js have, how ever men doe catch - *Þ 
Neere or farre off, well wonne is {tull well ſhot, 
And 1 am J, how ere I was begot, bro 
. K. Toh, Goe Faxlconbridge, now baſt thou thy del, 
A landlcfſe Knight, makes thce a landed Squire : 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we mult ſpeed” 
For France, for Fraxce, for it is more then need, 
Baſt. Brother adiev, good fortune come to thee, 


al butbailan, | 


Excunt 


Bait, A foot of honor better then I was, 
But many a many foot of Land the worle. 


Well, now can I make any: /eaxea Lady; 

| Good denne Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow, 

, And if hisname be George, ile call him Peter ; 

| | Fornew made honor doth forget mens names ; 
' 'Tistoo reſpective, and too ſociable 


For your converſion, now yourtraveller, 

He and his tooth-picke at my worſhips mefle, 
And when my knightly ftomacke is {uihs'd, 
Why then i ſucke my teeth, and catechize 


' My picked man of Countries : iy deare fir, 


Thusleaning on mine elbuyw I begin, 
I ſhall beſcech you ; that: isqueſtion now, 


And theu comesant{werlike an Abley booke: 


O ſir, ſayes anſwer, at your beſt command, 
At your employment , at your ſervice fir : 


. No ir, fayes queſtion, I ſwect fir at yours, 72 
; And ſo erean{wer knowes what queſtion would,! |. 


Saving in Dialogue of Complement, 
And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 
The Pyrennean andthe river Poe, ; 


Ir drawes toward ſupper in concluſion ſo. 


But this is worſhipfull ſociety, 
And firs the mounting ſpirit like my ſclfe; 


| For he is bat a baſtard to the time 

| That doth not ſmoake of obſervation, 
| And ſo am I whether I ſimacke or no :; 
| And notalone-in habit and device, 


Exterior forme, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver. 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poyſon for the ages tooth, 
Which though I will not practice to deceive, 
Yet toavoyd leceit I meane to learne ; 

For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my riſing : 
But who eames in{uch haſte in riding robes? 


th 


enCaidonds 3 4 —_ Cm 


The Lafeiand Deathof King Tohn, | 


—— 


What woman polt isthis? hath ſhe no hnsband 
Thar will cake painesto blow a horne before her ? 
O me, cis my mother : how now good Lady, 
Whar brings you here to Court ſo haſtily ? 


Enter Lady Faulconbridge, and Iames Gurney. 


Lady. Where isthat ſlave thy brother ? where is he ? 
That holds in chaſe mine honor up and downe. 

Baft. My brother Robert, old Six Roberrsſonne ; 

\lbrandche Gyant, thatſame mighry man, 
1s it Sir Ryoberrs ſonne that you ſecke ſo ? 

Lady. Sir Roberts ſonne, I thon unreverend boy, 

Sir Roberts ſonne ? why ſcorn'ſtthou at Sir Roberr? 
He is Sir Roberts ſonne, and ſoart thous 

Baſt, Iames Gourney, wilt thou giveus leave a while ? 

Goxr, Good leave good Philip. 

Baſt. Philip, ſparrow, Iames, 

There's toyes abroad, anon ile tell thee more. 
Exit James. 
| Madame, I was not old Sir Roberts ſonne, 
Sir Robert raight have cate his part in me 
Vpon good Friday, and neere broke his faſt : 
Fir Robere could doe well, marry to confeſle 
Could get mezSir Robert could not doc it ; 
We know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholding for theſe limmes ? 
Sir Robert never holpe to make this legge. 

Lady. Halt thou conſpired withthy brother too, 
| That for thine owne gaine ſhouldſt defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this ſcorne, thou moſt untoward knave ? 
| Bf. Knight, knight good mother, Baſiliſco-like . 

What, I am dub'd, I have it oa my ſhoulder : 

But mother, 1 am not Sir Reherts ſonne, 
Ihavediſclaim'd Sir Robert and my lano, 
Legitimation,name, and all is gone ; 

Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
Some proper man I hope, who was it mother ? 

Lazy. Haſt thon denued thy ſelfe a Farlconbriadge ? 

Baſt. As faithfully as I deny the devill. 

Lady. King Kichard Cordelion was thy father, 

By long and vehement ſuit 1 wasſeduc'd 
Tomake roome for him in my husbands bed : 
Heaven lay notmy trangreſſion to my charge, 
Thar art the iſſue of my deere-offence _ * 
Which was fo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. 

Baſt, Now by this light were I to get againe, 
Madame 1 would not wiſh a better father ; 

Some fines doe beare theirpriviledge on earth, 
Andſodoth yours : your fault, was not you folly, 
Needs mult you lay your heartat his diſpoſe, 
Sudjetedtribute tocommanding love, 

Againft whoſe fury and unmatched force, 
Theawleſſe Lion could not wage the fight, 

} Nor keepc his Princely heart from Richards hand : 
Hethat perforce robs Lions of their hearts, 

May eafily winnea womans : aye my mother, 
With all my heart 1 thanke thee for my father : 
Who livesand dares but ſay, thou didſt not well 
Whenl1 was got, ile ſend his ſoule to hell. 

Come Lady 1will ſhew thee to my kinne, 

And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 

If thou hadft ſaid him nay, it had beene finne ; 
Who ayes it was, he lyes, I ſay twas not. 


Exenunt. 


"_ 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter before Angiers, Philp K ing of Francey Lewis, Danl- 
phin, Auſtria, Conflance, «Arthur, 


Lews. Before eAngiers well metbrave Anftria, 
e-7rchurthat great forerunner of thy bloud, | 
Richardthat rob'd the Lionof his heart, 

And _ the holy Warres in PaleFine, 

By this brave Duke came carly to his grave ; 
And tor amendsto his poſterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To {pread his colours boy, inthy behalfe; 
And to rebuke the uſurpation 


- | Ofthy unuaturall Vncle, Engliſh Jobs, 


Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth. Gcd ſhall forgive you (ordetions death 
Therather, thatyougive his off-ſpringlife, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of warre ; 
I give you welcome with a powerlefſe hand, 
But with a hearr full ofunſtained love, 
We<icome beforethe gates of &»piersDuke. 
Lews, A noble boy, who would not doe thee right ? 
Auſt. Vpon thy cheekelay 1 this zealous kifle, 
As ſealeto rhis indenture of my love : 
Thatto my home 1 will no moreterurne 
Till Angers, and the right thou baſt in Frarce, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 
W hoſe foot ſpurnes backe the Oceans roaringrides; 
And coopes from other lands her Ilanders, 
Even till that Z=g/and hedg'd in withthe maine, 
That Water-walled Bulwarke, ſtill ſecure 
And confidentfrom forraine purpoſes, 
Even till that utmoſt corner of the Weſt 
Salute thee for her Kio, till then faire boy 
Will I not thinke of home, but follow Armes. 

{ 9nFt. O take his mothers thankes,a widdows thankes, 
Till your {trong hand ſhall helpe to give him ſtrength, 
To makea morerequitall to your loye. 

Azſt. The peace of heavenistheirsthat lift their ſyyords 
In ſucha juſt and charitable warre., 

King. Well, then to worke our Cannon ſhall be bent 

Agaialt the browes of this reſiſting towne, 

Call for our cheefeſt men of diſcipline, 

To cull the plots of beſt advantages : 

Wee'll lay before this rowne our Ropall bones, 
ade to the market-place in French-mens bloud, 

But we will make it ſubje& to this boy. 

Conſt. Stay tor an anſwer toyour Embaſlic, 
Leſt unaduiſ'd you ſtaine your ſwords with bloud: 
My lord Chartilion may from England bring 
That right in peace which heere we urge 1n warre, 
And then we ſhall repent each drop of bloud, 
That hot raſh haſte ſo indirectly ſhed. 

Enter Chattihion, 

King, A wonder Lady ; lo upon thy wiſh 

Our Meſſenger ( hatriltion isarriu'd, 


| What &ngland layes, ſay breifely gentlelord, 


We coldly pauſe for thce, Chattilsonſpeake. Ip 
(hat. Thenturve your forces fro this paltry ſiege, 

And ſtirre themup againſta mightier taske : 

England impatient of your juſt demands, 


Hath put himſelfe in Armes, the adverſe windes - 
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Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have given him tiwe 


| Toland his Legions all as ſooneas I : 
| His marchesare expedient to thistowne, 
| His forces ſtrong, his ſouldiers confident : 


With him along 1s come the Mother Queene, 


| An Ace ſtirring him to bloudand ſtrife, 


With ker her Neece; the Lady Blazch of Sparne, 
With them a Baſtard of the King deceaſt, 
Andall th'anfetled humors of the Land, 

Raſh, inconſiderate, ficry voluntaries, 

With Ladies faces, and fierce Dragons ſpleenes, 


1 Have ſold their fortanes at their native homes, 


Bearing their birth-rights proudly ontheir backes, 
To makea hazzardof new fortunes here : 


| In briefe, a braver choiſe of dauntleſle ſpirits 


Then now the Exgliſh botromes have waft o're, 

Did never flote upon the ſwelling ride, 

To doe offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendome : 

The interruption of their churlifh drammes 

Cuts off more circumſtance, they areat hand: ; 

Drummes beatess 

To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. = 
Kizp, How much unlookd for, is this expedition. 
Auf. By how much unexpeRed, by ſo much 

We muſt awake indev our for defence, 

For courage mounteth with occaſion, ; 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd, 


Enter King of England, Baſtard, Queene, Blanch, Pom- 
broke, xF others. 


K. Tohn. Peace be to France : if France in peace permit 
Our juſt and lincall entraticeto our owne 3 
If not, bleed France, and peace aſcend to heaven. 
W hiles we Gods wrathfull agent doe corret 
Their proud contempt that beates his peace to heaven, 
Fran. Peace bc to England, if that warre returne, 
From France to England, there to live in peace : 
England we love, and for that Englands lake, 
With burden of our armor here we ſweat: 
This toyle of ours ſhould bea worke of thine, 
But thou from loving England art fo farre, 
That thou haft under-wrought his lawfull King, 
Cut off the ſequence of poſterity, 
Out<faced Infant State, and done a rape 
Vpoenthke maicen vertue of the Crowne : 
Looke heere upon thy brother Geffreyes face, 
Theſe eyes, theſe browes, were moulded out of his ; 
This little abſtra&doth containe that large, 
Which diced in Geffr-y : and the hand of time, 
Shall drawthis breife intoas hugea volume : 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne, 
And this his ſonne, E-g/and was Geffrezes right, 
And this is Geffrezes in the Name of God : 
How comesit then thar thou art call'da King, 
When living blood doth intheſe temples beat 
Whichowe thecrowne, that thou ore-maſtereſt 2 
K. 7obn, From whom haſt thou this great commiſſion 
Todraw my anſwer fromthy Articles? ( France, 
Fra. From that ſupernal judgethat ſtirs good thoughts 
In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, 
To looke intothe blots and ſtaines of right, 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy, 
Vnder whoſe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 
And by whoſe helpe I meane to chaſtiſe it. 
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King Toh. Alacke thou doſt uſurpeamhority, 
Fran. Excuſe it is to beat uſurping downe, | 
Queen, Who is it thou doſtcall ulurper France? - 
C 9nft. Let me make anſwer ; thy ulurping ſonne, | 
Leen, Out infolent, thy baſtard ſhall be King, 

T hat thou maiſt be a Queene, and checke the world, 
Conff. My bed wasever to thy ſonne as true 

As thine was tothy husband, and this boy 

Liker in featureto his father Geffrey 

Then thouand John, in manners being aslike, 

AsSraineto water, or devill to his damme. 

My boy a baſtard? by my ſouleI thinke 

His father never wasſo true begot, 

It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. 

Q#s. Theres a good mother boy, that blots thy father, 
Conft, There's a good grandame boy 
That would blot thee, 
eff}. Peace, 
Bas. Heare the Cryer. 
Auft. Whatthe devill art thou ? 
Bai. Onethat will play the devill fir with you, 

And a may catch your hide and youalone: 

You are the Haxe of whom the Proverbe goes 

Whoſe valour pluckes dead Lyons by the beard ; 

Ile ſmoake your'skin-coatand I catch you right, 

Strra looke too't, yfaith I will, yfaith. 

Blan. O well did he become that Lyons robe, 

That did diſrobe the Lyon of that robe. 

' Baſt. It lyesas ſightly on the backe of him 

Asgreat Alcides ſhooesupon an Aſle : 

Bur Aſle, Ile take that burthen from your backe, 

Or lay onthat ſhall make your ſhoulders cracke. 

Aut, What cracker is this ſame that deafcs our ev 
Withthis abundance of ſuperfluous breath? 

King Lew, determine what we ſhall doe ſtrait; 
Lew. Women and fooles, breake off your conferene 

King John, this is the very ſumme of all : 

Eiglandand Ireland, eArgiers,Torame, Maine, 

In 11ght of ether doe I claime of thee : 

Wilr thou refigne them, and lay downe thy Armes? 
Tchn. My lite as ſoone : I doe defie thee France; 

Arthur of Britaine, yeeld thee to my hand, 

And out of my dcere love Ile givethee more, 

Then ere the coward hand of France can vyinne 3 

Submit thee boy. | 
Leen, Cometo thy grandame child. 

Con#. Doe child, goeto it grandaine child, 

Give grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 

Give ira pjum, a cherry, and a figge, 

There's a good grandame. 

Arthur, Good my morher peace, 

I would thatT were iow laid in my grave, 

I am not worth-this coyle that's made for me. (wapes 
Pu. Mo, His mother ſhames him ſo,poore boy ix 
(onft. Now ſhame upon you where fhe does or 10: 

Hisgrandames wrongs, and not his mothers ſhames | 

Draws thoſe heaven-moving pearles from his poor 0, 

Which heaven ſhall take in nature of a fee: | 

I, with theſe Criſtall beads heaven ſhall be brib'd 

Todoe him Tuſtice, and revenge on you. 

2. Thon monſtrous Nlanderer of heaven, and earth 
{o»ft. Thou monſtrous Injurer of heaven and earth, 

Call not me fl:nderer, thou and thine uſurpe 

The Domination, Royalcies, and rights 

Of this opprefied boy ; this isthy eldeſt ſonnes ſons, 
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Thy finnes are viſited in this poore child, 
The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 
Being bur the ſecond generation 
Removed from thy ſinne-canceiving wombe. 
lohn. Bedlam have done. h 
Conſt. T have butthis to ſay, 


| That he isnot onely plagued for her ſinne, 


But God hath made her ſinne and her, the plague 
On this removed iflue, plagued for her, 
And with her plague her finne : his injury 
Her injury the Beadle to her ſinne, 
Allpuniſh'd in the perſon of this child, 
And all for her, a plague upon her. 
ne, Thoaunadviſed (cold, I can produce 
A Will, that barres the title of thy ſonne. ; 
Conff, 1 who doubtsthat, a Will: a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankred Grandames will. 
Fray. Peace Lady ,pauſe, or be more temperate, 
It ill beſcemes this preſence to cry ay me 
Totheſe ill tuned repetitions : 
Some Trumpet ſummon hither to the walles 
Theſe men of Angiers, letus heare them ſpeake, 
Whole title they admit , «Mrthwrs or Johns, 


Trumpet ſounds, 
Enter a Citizen upon the walles. 
Citti. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walles ? 
Fran, Tis France, for England. 
lohn. England forit ſelfe : 


| You men of Angiers, and my loving ſabjeQs. 


Fray. You loving men of Angiers, Arthars ſubjedts, 
Our Trumpet call'd you tothis gentle parle. 
Tohn, For our advantage, therefore heare us firſt ; 
Theſe flagges of France thatare advanced here 
Betore the eye and proſpe of your Towne, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement.. 
The Canons havetheir bowels full ot wrath, 
And ready mounted are they to ſpit forth 
Their Iron indignation 'gainſt your walles ; 
All preparation for a bloody fiedge 
And merciles procceding, by thee French. 
Comfort yours Cities eyes, your winking gates : 
Ard our forour approch, thoſe ſlceping ſtones, 
That asa waſte doth girdle you about 
By the compulſion of their ordinance, 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 


| Hadbecne diſhabited, and wide havocke made 


For bloody powerto ruſh upon your peace. 
Butontheſight of us your lawfull King, 

Who painetully with much expedient march 

Have brought acounter-checke before your gates, 
Tofavemicratch'd your Cities threatened cheekes : 
Behold the French amaz'd vouchſafe a parle, 

And now inſteed of bullets wrapt in fire 

Tomakea ſhaking fever in your walles, 

hey ſhoote but calme words, folded up in ſmoake, 

Tp makea faithleſſc error in your cares, 

Which truſt accordingly kind Citizens, 

And tus in. Your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits 
Fore-wearied in this aQion of ſwift ſpecde, 
Craves harbourage within your City walles. 

Fran, When [ have ſaid, make anſwer to us both. 
Loc in thisright hand, whoſe proteRion 
ismoſtdivinely yow'd upon the right 
Ofhim it holds, hands yong Plantagenet, 

Sonne to the elder brother of this man, 


And King ore him, andall that he enjoyes : 
For this downe-troden equity, we tread 
In warlike march, theſe greenes before your Towne, 
Betrg no further enemy to. you 
Then the conſtraint of bolpitable zeale, 
In the relcite of this oppreſſed child, 
Religtouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 
To pay that duty which you truely owe, 
To him that owes ir, namely ,this yong Prince, 
And then our Armes,like to a muzled Beare, 
Save inaſpet, hath all offence ſeal'd up ; 
Our Cannons malice vainely ſhall be ſpent 
Againſt ttinvulnerable clouds of heaven, 
And witha bleſſed andun-vextretite, 
Withunhack'd ſwords, and Helmets all unbruigd, 
We will beare home thar luſty bloud againe, 
Which heere we came ro ſpour againſt your Towne, 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
Bur if you fondly paſſe our profter'd offer, 
'Tis not the rounder of your old fac'd walles, 
Can hide you from our meſſengers of Warre, 
Though alltheſe Engliſh, and their diſcipline 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference ; 
Then tell us, Shall your City call us Lord, 
In that behalfe which we have challeng'd it? 
Or ſhall we give the Ggnall toour rage, 
And ſtalke in bloud to our poſſeſſion ? 
Cirs, In breife, wearethe King of &g/andsſubjeRs, 
For him, aad in his right, we hold this Towne. 
Tohn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Citi. That can wenot : but he thar proves the King 
Tohim will we prove loyall, till that time | 
Have weramm'd up ur gatesagainſtthe world, 
lohn, Dothnotthe CcSwne of Erglard, prove the 
King ? 
Andif not has [ bring you Witneſſes 
Twice fifreenc thouſand hearts of England: reed. 
Baſt. Baſtards and ele. 
Ishn, To verifie our title with their lives, 
Fran. As many and as well borne bloods asthoſe., 
Ba#t. Some ba{tacds too. 
Fran. Stand in his face to contradict his clatme, 
Citi, Till you compound whoſe rightis worthieſt, 
We for the worthieit hold the right trom both. 
Iohn. Then God forgive the finne of all thoſ: ſoules, 
That to their everlaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fal! ſhall ficete 
In dreadfulltriall of our Kingdomes Kings 
Fran. Amen, Amen, mount Chevalicrs to Armes. 
Baft. Saint George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, 
Ande're fince fit's on's horſebacke at mine Holteſle dore, 
Teachus ſome fence. Sirrab, were I at home 
At your denfirrah, with your Lyonneſle, 
I would ſetan Oxe-head to your Lyons hide ; 
And nnke a monſter of you, 
e Taft, Peace no MOIe» ; 
Ba#?. Otremble: for you hearethe Lyon rore. 
To: Vp higher to the plaine, where we'l ſet forth 
In beſt appointment all our Regiments. ; 
Baſz. Speed then to take advantage of the fieids 
Fran, Tt ſhall beſo, and ar the other hill. 
Command the reſt to and. God and our right: Zxen, 
Heere after excurſions, Enter the Herald of France 
with Trumpets to the gates. 
F. Her. You menof Angiers open wide your gates, 
Andlet yong eArthur Duke of Britaine in, | 
a 3 Who 
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Who by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much worke for teares in many an Engliſh mother, 
Whoſe ſonneslye ſcattered on the bleeding ground : 
Marty a widdowes husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing the diſcoloured earth, 
And victory with little loſſe doth play 
Vpon the dancing banners of the French, 
Who arecat hand triumphantly diſplayed 
Teenter Conquerors, and to proclaime 
eArthur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours. 
Enter Engliſh Herald with Trumpet. | 

E. Har. Rejoyce you men of Angiers, ring your bels; 
King John, your King and &:g/ands, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, b 
Their Armoursthat march'd h<nce fo ſilver bright, 
Hither returneall gilt with Frenchmens blood : 
There ſtucke no plame in any Engliſh Crelt, 
That isremoved by a ſtaffe of Frante. 
Our colours doe returne inthoſe ſame hands 
That did diſplay them when we firtt marchr forth ? 
And like a jolly troope of Huntſmen come 
| Our luſty Engliſh, all with purpled hands, 
Dide in the dying ſlaughccr of their foes. 
Open your gates, and givethe Victors way. | 

Hah, Heralds, from off our towres we night behold 
From firſttolait, the on-ſet and retyre, 
Of both your Armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured - (blowes : 
Blood hath bought bloud, and blowes have anſwered 
Strength matcht with ſtrength, and power confronted 

OW£frs 

Bothare alike, and bothalike we like :; 
One muſt prove greateft. While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our Towne for neither : yetfor both, 


Enter the two Kings with their powers, 
at ſeverall doores, - 


Tohn. France, haſt thou yet more blondto caſt away ? 
Say, ſhall the currant of our right runne on, 

Whoſe paſſage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channeil, and ore (well 
With courſe diſturb'd even thy confining ſhores, 
Vnlcfſethou ler his ſilver Water, keepe 
A peacefull progreſſe to the Ocean. 

Fran, England chou haſt not ſav'd one drop of blood 
In this hot criall more than we of France, 
Ratherloſt more, And by this hand I ſweare 
That ſwayes the earth this Climate over-lookes, 
Before we will lay downe our juſtborne Armes, 
Wee'l put thee downe, 'gainſt whom theſe Armes we 
: Or adde aroyallnumber to the dead : (beare, 
Gracing the ſcroule that rels of this warres loſſe, 
With ſlanghter coupled to the name of Kings. 

Baft. Ha Mzjeſty : how high thy glory towres, 
When the rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire: 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with ſeele, 
The ſwords of ſouldiers are his teeth, hisphangs, 
| And now he feaſts, mouſing the fleſh ofmen 
In undetermin'd differences of Kings. | 
Why ſtand theſe royall fronts amazed thus : 
Cry bevecks kings, backe to the ſtained field 
You equall Potents, fiery kindlcd ſpirits, 
Then ler confufion of one parrconfirme 
The others peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. 
John, Whole party doe the Towneſmen yeradamut ? 


| 


If lutty love ſhould gocin quelt of beauty, 


Fran, Speake Citizens for Eng/avd, who's your King, 
Hub, The King of England, when we know the King, 
Fran, Know him inus, thar here hold up his righy, 
Tohs. In us; that are our owne great Deputy, * 

And beare poſſeſſion of our Perſonhere, 

Lord of our preſence Angiers, andif you. 

Fran, A greater powre than We denies allthis, 
And till it be undoubted, we doe ocke 
Our former ſcruple in our ſtrong barr'd gates : 
Kings of our feare, uncill our feares reſolv'd 
Be by ſore certaine King, purg'd and depoſd. 

Baſt. By heaven, theſe {croyles of Angiers flout you 
And ſtand ſecurely on their battclments, (ki 
AS ina Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious Scenes and atts of death, 

Your Royall preſences be rul'd by me, 

Doe like the Matines of lernſalem, | 
Be friendsa-while, and both conjoyntly bend 
Your ſharpeſt Deeds of malice onrhis Towne: 
By Eaſt and Weſt let Franceand £1g/and mount 
Their battering Canon charged to the mouthes, 
Till their ſoute-fearing clamours have braul'd dong 
The flinty ribbes of this contemptuous City, 
Pde play inceſſantly upon theſe Iades, 

Even till unfenced defolation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar ayre: 

That done, diſfever your united ſtrengths, 

And part your mingled coloursonce againe, 
Turne face to face, and bloody point to point : 
Then ina moment Fortune ſhall cull forth 


| Out of one fide her happy Minion, 


To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 

And kifſe him witha glorious victory : 

How like you this wilde counſel mighty States, 

Smackes it not ſomething of the policy? 
lon. Now by the sky that hangs above our heads, 

Tlike it well. Frarce, ſhall we knit our powers, 

And lay this Angiers even withthe ground, 

Then after fight who ſhall be king of it? 

Baſt. And ifthou haſt the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as weare by this peeviſh Towne: 
Turnethou the mouth of thy Artillery, 

As we will ours, againſt theſe ſawcy walles, 

And when that we have daſh'd them tothe ground, 

Why then defie each other, and pell-mell, 

Make worke uponour ſelves,tor heaven or hell, 
Fran. Let it be ſo: ſay, where will you aſſault ? 
Tohn. Wefrom the Weſt will ſend deſtruction 

Into this Cites boſome. 

eA#F, I from the North. 

Fras, Our thunder from the South, | 
Shall raine their drift of bullets on this Towne, 

Baff. O prudent diſcipline! From North to South: 
Auſtria and France ſhoot in each others mouth, 
lle ſtirre them roit ; come, away, away. - | 

Hub, Heare us great Kings, vouchafe awhile to ſlay 

AndI ſhall hew youpeace, and faire-fac'd league: » 

Win youthis City without ſtroke, or wound, 

Reſcue thoſe breathing lives. to dye in beds, 

That heere come lacrifices for the field. 

Perſever not, but heare me mighty Kings. 
lohn, Speake on with favour, we are bent to heare- 

Hub. "That daughter there of Spasne, the Lady Þ 

Is neere to £g/ind, looke upon the yeeres 

Of Lew the Dolphin, and that lovely mayd- 
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Where ſhould he find it fairer; than in Blanch : 

If zealous Love goe in ſearch of vertue, 

Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blaxch ? 

If Log ambitious,ſought a match of birth, . 

Whoſe veines bound richer bloud then Lady Blanch * 
Such 2s ſhe is,in beauty, vertue;birth; 

Is the yong Dolphin every way compleat, 

If not compleat of;fay he is not ſhe, 

Andſheagaine wants nothing,to name want, 

If want 4, 6 not;that ſhe 1s not he : 


He is the halfepart of a bleſſed man; 
Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe, 


And ſhea faire divided excellence, 
Whoſe fulneſle of perfeRion lyes in him. 
Otwo ſuch ſilver Carrents when they Joyne, 
Doegloritic the bankes that bound them in ; 
And two ſuch ſhores,to two ſach ſtreames made one, 
Two ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
Totheſe two Princes,if you marry them : 
This vnion ſhall doe more than battery can, 
Toour faſt cloſed gates: for atrhis match, 
With ſwifter gleene than powder can enforce, 
The mouth ofpaſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
| And give you entrance : but withoutthis match, 
The Sea enraged isnot halfe ſo deafe, 
Lyons more confident, Mountaines and Recks, 
More free from motion, no not death himſelfe 
In mortall fury halfe ſoperemptory, 
As we to keepe this Cite. 
Baft. Heere's a ſtay, 
That ſhakesthe rotten carkaſſe of old death 
Out of his ragges. Here's a large mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forth death ,and mountaines,rocks,and ſeas, 
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As Maids of thirtcene doe of Puppt-dogs. 
What-Cannoneere begot thisluſty bloud, 
He ſpeakes plaine Cannon fire,and ſmoake,and bounce, 
He gives the Baſtinado with his tongue : 
Our caresare cudgel'd, not a word of his 
But buffers better than a fiſt of Frazce ; 
Zounds,l was never ſo bethumpt with fyords, 
Since] firſt cali'd my brothers father Dad, 
014 2x.Son,lift to this conjunRion,make this match, 
Give with our Neece a dowry large enough, 
For by this knot,thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tye, 
Thy now unfur'd aſſurance to the Crowne, 
That yon greene Boy ſhall have no Sunne to ripe, 
The bloome that promiſdtha mighty fruit, 
I ſee a yeelding in the lookes of Fraxce : 
Marke how they whitper,urgethem while their ſoules 
Are capeable of this ambition, 
| Leaſt zeale now melted by the windy breath 
Of {ofc petitions, pitty and remorſe, 
Coole and congeale againe to what it was. 
Hab, Why anſwer not the double Majeſties, 
This friendly Treaty of ourthreatned towne? 
Fra.Speake England firſt that hath been forwardfirſt, 
To ſpeake unto this Citie : what ſay you? 
John, Tf that the Dolphin there thy Princely ſonne, 
Can inthis booke of beauty reade,[ love : 
Her Dowry ſhall weigh equall with a Queene, 
For Angiers,and faire Toraine, Aame,PoyUiers, 
And all that weupon this ſide the Sea, 
(Except this Citie now by us befieg'd) 
Find table to our Crowne and dignity, 
| Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich. 


© 


} Intitles, honours,and promotions; 


AS ſhe in beauty,education,bloud; 
Holds hands withany Princefle of the world. 
Fra. Whatſay'ſt thou Boy? looke in the Ladies face. 
Dol. Idoe my Lord,andin her eyel find, 
A wonder,or a wondrous miracle, 
The ſhadow of my ſelfe form'd in het eye, 
Which being but the ſhadow of your ſonne; | 
Becomes a ſonne,and makes your ſonne a ſhaddoyy : 
I doe proteſt I never lov'd my ſelfe 
Till now,infixed I beheld my lelfe, 
Drawne 1a the flattering table of her eye. 
Whiſpers with Blanch, 
Baſt. Drawne inthe flattering tablevt her eye, 
Hang'dnthe frowning wrincle of her brow; 
And quarter*din her heart,he doth eſpie 
Himſelte Loves traitor,this is pitty now; 
That hang'dand drawne,and quartcr'dthet e ſhould be 
Inſucha love,ſo vile a Lout as he. 
Blen. My Vncles will in this reſpe&is mine, 
If he ſee oughtin you that makes him like, 
That any thing he ſee's which moves his liking, 
I can with calc tranſlate it to my will : 
Or if you will, toſpeake more properly; 
I will enforce iteaſlie tomy love. 
Farther 1 will ner flatter you, my Lord, 
That all I ſee in you is worthy love, 
Than this, that nothing doe L ſee in you, 
Though gr thoughts themlelves ſhould be your 
Tudge, 
That I can od ſnould merit any hate. 
lohn, W hart ſay theſe yong-oncs? VW har ſay you my 
Neece? | 
Blan, That ſhe is bound in honour ſtill to doe 
W hat you in wiſedome ſtill vouchſatero ſay. 
[lobs, Spenns then Prince Doiphin, can you love this 
Lady ? 
Dol, Nay aske me if I can refraine fromlove, 
For I doe love her moſt unfainedly. 
lohs, Then doel give Valqueſſen, Toraine, Maint, 
Poyttiers, and eAwjow, thete tive Provinces 
With her to thee, and this addition more, - 
Fall thirty thouſand Markes of Engliſh coyne ; 
Philip of France, if thou be pleal'd withall, | 
Command thy ſonne and daughter to joyne hands, 
Fran, It likes us well young Princes: cloſe your hands 
Auf, And yourlippes too, for I am weil aſlur'd, 
That I'did ſo when was firitaflur'd. 
Fran, Now Citizens of Angiers ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made, 
For at Saints aries Chappell preſently , 
The rights of marriage ſha!l be ſolemniz'd. 
Is not the Lady Cenitaxce1n this troope ? 
I know ſhe isnot for this match made up, 
Her preſence would bave interrupred much; 
W here 1s ſhe and her ſonne, tell me, who knowes ? 
Del. She is ſid andpaſſionatear your Highneſſe Tent, 
Fran, And by my faith, this league that we have made, 
Will give her ſadnefſe very little cure : 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widdow Lady ? In her right we came, 
W hich we God knowes, have turned another ways, 
To our owne yantage:; 
lohs. We will heale up all, | 
For wee'l create yong Arthur Dake of Britazne 
And Earle of Richmond, and this rich faire Towne ; 
We 
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We make him Lord of. Callthe Lady Conſtance, 


Some ſpeedy Meſlenger bid her repaire 
To our ſolemnity : I truſt we ſhall, 


| (lt nos fill up the meaſare of her will) 


Yet in ſome meaſure ſatishie her ſo, 
That we ſhall ſtop her exclamation. 


{ Goe we as well as haſt will ſuffer us, 


To this unlook'd for unprepared pompe. : 
Baſt. Mad world,mad kivgs, mad compoſition : 

Tohn to ſtop Arthurs Title in the whole, 

Hath willingly departed with apart, 

And France, whoſe armour Conſcience buckled on, 

Whom zeale and charity brought to the field, 

As Gods owne ſouldier, rounded inthe care, 

With that ſame purpoſe-changer, that ſlye dive, 

That broker ,that ſi1ll breakes the pate of faith, 

That dayly breake-vouw, he that winnes of all, 

Of kings, of beggers, vid men, yong men, maids, 

Who having no cxgernall thing to loſe, 

Butthe word Maid, cheats the poorc Maide of that. 

That ſmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commodity, 

Comnodity ,the byas of the world, 

The world, who of it ſelfe is peyſed well, 

Made to run even, upon cven ground : 

Till this advantage, this vite drawing byas, 

This\way of morion, this commodity , 

Makes it take head from all indiffcrency, 

From all dire&ion ,purpole, courſe, intent. 

| And thisſame byas, this commodity , 

This Bawd, this Broker, thatall-changing-world, 

Clap'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawne him from his owne determin'd ayd, 

From a reſolv'd and honorable warre, 

Toa moſt baſe and vile concluded peace. 

And why raile I onthis commodity ? 

But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power toclutch my hand, 

When his faire Angels would ſalute my palme, 

But for my hand, as unattempred yet, 

Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich, 

Well, whiles I am a begger, I will ratle, 

And fay theres no ſinne bur to be rich, 

And being rich, my vertue then ſhall be, 

To ſay there isno vice, but beggery : 

Since Kings breake faith upon commodity, 

Gaine be my lord, for I will worſhip thee. 


Aftns Secundus, 


Exenunt. 


Exit. 


Enter (onſtance, Arthur, and Salubury. 


Conſt, Gone to be married ? Gone to ſweare a peace? 


{| Falſe blood to falſe blood joyn'd. Gone to be friends ? 


Shall Lews have B/zmnch, and Blaznch thoſe provinces ? 
It is not ſo, thou haft miſpoke, miſheard, 

Be well advi{'d, tell ore thy tale againe. 

It cannot be, thou do#{t but fay tis ſo. 

I truſt I may not truſt thee, for thy word 

Is but the vaine breath ofa common man : 

Beleeve me, I doe not belceve thee man, 

I have a Kings oath to the contrary. 

Thou ſhaltbe puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 


For 1 am ſicke, and capeable of feares, 


Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of feares, 
A widdow, husbandies, ſfubjectto feares,, 
A woman naturaily borne to feares; 
And though thou now confefſe thou didft but j clts 
With my vext {pirits, | cannottake a Truce, | 
Bur they will quake and trembleall this day. 
W hat doſt thou meane by ſhaking of thy head ? 
Why doſt thou looke ſo ſadly on my ſonne ? 
What meanes that hand upon that breaſt of thine? 
Why holdesthine eye that lamentable rhewme, 
Like aproud river peering ore his bounds? 
Be theſe ſad ſignes confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeake againe, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. Astrueas I beleeve you thinke them falſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. 
Conſt, Oh if thou teach me to beleeve this ſorrow, 


'Teachthouthis ſorrow, how to make medye, 


And let beleefe,and life encounter ſo, - , 
As doth the tury of two deſperate men, 
Whichin the very meeting fall, and dyc. 
Lewis marry Blanxch ? O boy, then where art thou? 
Fr:nce friend with England, what becomes of me? 
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy ſight, 
This newes hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
Sal. What other harme have I good Lady done, 
Bur ſpoke the harme, that is by others done? 
Conſt, Which harme within it ſelfe ſo heynons is, 
As 1t makes harmefull all that ſpeake of it. 
Arthwy, 1 doe beleech you Madame be content, 
Conff, If chouthat bidſt me be content, wert grim 
Vely,and flandrousto thy Mothers wombe, 
Full of unpleaſing blots, and fghtlefle ſtaines, 
Lame; fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foule Moles, and eye-oftending markes, 
I woald not care, I then would be content, 
For then I ſhould not lovethee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a Crowne: 
But thouart taire, andat thy birth (deere boy ) 
Nature and Fortune joyn'd tomake thee great. 
Of Natur es gifts, thou mayſt with Lillies boaſt, 
And with :he halfe blowne Roſe. But Fortune,oh, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne from thee, 
Stvadulterates hourely with thine Vnckle 7ohn, 
And with her golden hand hathpluckt on France 
To tread downe faire reſpet of Soveraignty, 
And made his Majeſty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king obz, 
Thar ſtrumpet Fortune, thatuſurping John: 
Tell me thou fellow, 1s not France forſworne ? 
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave thoſe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-beare. 
Sal. Pardon me Madam, 
I may not goe without yoa to the kings. | 
Conſt, Thou mayſt,thou ſhalr,I will not goe withthe, 
I will ioſtru& my ſorrowes to be proud, 
For greif is proud, and makes his owner ſtoope; 
To me andro the ſtate of my great greife, 
Let kingsaflemble : for my greife's ſo great, 
That no ſupporter but the huge firme earth 
Can hold it up : here I and ſorrowes ſit, 
Here is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it. 
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eAftus Tertins, Scana prima. 


Enter King lobn, France , Dolphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philip, 
Auſtria, Conſtance. 


Frah. *Tistrae (faire daughter) and this bleſſed day, 
Ever in Frence ſhall be kept teſtiuall ; 
Toſolemnize this day the glorious ſunne | 
Stayes in his courſe,and playes the Alchymiſt, , 
Turning with ſplendor of his precious eye 
The meager cloddy earth to glittering gold : 
The yearely courſe thar brings this day about, 


Shall never ſee 1t, but a holy day. 


{onft. Awicked day, andnot a holy aay. 


' Whathachthis day deſeru'd? what hath it done, 


That it in golden letters ſhould beſet 
Among the high tides in the Kalender ? _ 
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weeke, 
Thisday of ſhame, oppreſſion, perjury. | 
Or if ir rauſt ſtand ſill, Jer wives with child 
Pray that their burthens may not tall this day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be crolt 
Bat (on this day) let Sea-men feareno wracke, 
No bargaines breake that are not this day made; 
This day al! tbings begun, come toll end, 
Yea, faith it ſclte to hollow falſhood change. 
Fran, By heaven Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curſe the faire proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawn'd ro you my Majeſty ? : 
(-ft. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, which being touch'dand tride, 
Proves valueleſle : you are forſworne, forſworne, 
You came in Armes toſpill mine enemies bloud, 
Butnow in Armes, you {trengrhen it with yours. 
The grapling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre 
Iscold in ainity, and painted peace, 
And our oppreilion had made up chis league : 
Arme, arme, you heavens, againtt theſeperjur'd Kings, 
A widdow cries, be husband to me (heavens) 
Let not thc houres of this ungodly day 
Weare out the dayes 1n peace : but ere Sun-ſet, 
Set armed diicord*twixt theſe perjur'd Kings, 
Heare me, Oh, heare me. 
eAuſt, Lady Conſtance, peaces 
( onſt. Warre, warre, no peace, peace isto meawarre: 
O Lymoges, O Auſtria, thou doſt ſhame 
Tharbloudy fpoile:thou ſlave,thou wretch,thou coward, 
Thou little valiant, great in viilany, 
Thou ever ſtrong vpon the ſtronger ſide ; 
Thou Fortunes Champion, that do'ſt never'fight 
But when her humourous Ladiſhip is by 
To teach thee ſafety : thou art perjur'd too, 
And footh'ſt up greatnefle. W hata foole art thou, 
A ramping foole, to brag, and ſtamp, and ſweare, 
Vpon my party ; thoucold blouded ſlave, 
Haſt thou not ſpeke like thunder on my fide? 
Beene ſworne my ſouldier, bidding me depend 
Vpon thy ſtarres, thy fortune, and thy ftrength, 
Anddoſtthou now fall over to my foes? 
Thou weare a Lyons hide? doff it ſor ſhame, 
And hanga Calves kin onthoſe recreant limbes- 
AuFf, Orhat aman ſhould ſpeake thoſe words to me. 
Phil, And hanga Calves skinon thoſe recreantlimbes. 


Aut, Thoudar'ſt not.fay fo villaine for thy life, 


_ 
- 


Phil. And hang a Calves skin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
lohn, Welike not this, thou doſt forget thy ſelfe. 
Enter Pandulph. | 
Frav. Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope. 
Pan, Haile youannointed deputies of heaven 
To thee King /ohs my holy errand is : 
I Pardyulph, of faire Millane Cardinall, 
And from Pope Imocent the Legate heere, 
Doe in his name religionſly demand | 
Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wiltully doſt ſpurne ; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen Langtonchoſen Arſhbiſhop 
'Of Canterbrry from that holy Sea ; 
This in our forefaid boly Fathersname 
Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 
lohn, What carthy nameto interrogatories 
Can taſt the free breath of a ſacred King ? 
Thoucanſt not (Cardinall) deviſe a name 
So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous 
Tocharge me toan anſiver, as the Pope : 
Tell him this tale, and from the month of £»gland, 
Adde thus much more, that no ral5an Prieſt 
Shall cyche or toll in our dominions : 
Butas we, under heaven, are ſupreame head, 
So under him that great ſupremacy 
Where we doe reigne, we will alone upho!d 
Without th'affiſtance of a mortall hand : 
So tell the Pope, all reverence ſet apart 
To himand his uſurp'd authority. : 
Fran. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this 
1ohn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendome 
Are led ſo groifely by this medling Prieſt, 


eee ee 


Dreading the curſethat money may buy out, 
And by che merit of vilde gold, drofle, duſt, | 
Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 
W ho in that ſale ſelspardon from himſclfe ; 
Though you, and allthe reſtfo groſſcly led, 
This jugling witch-craft with revenue cheriſh, 
YetI alone, alone doe me oppoſe | 
Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes, 
Pard. Then by the lawfull power that I have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate, 
And bleſſed ſhall he berhat doth reyolt 
From his Allegeanceroan heretique, 
And meritorious ſhall thar hand be call'd, 
Canonized and worſhipp'd asa Saint, 
Thattakes away by any ſecret courſe 
Thy hatefulllife. 

ConF?, O lawfull let itbe 
That I haveroome with Rometo curſe a while, | 
Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen | 
To my keene curſes; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue{hath power tocurſe him right. 

Pan, There's law and warrant (Lady) for my curſe. 

Conft. And for mine roo, when lay can doe no right. 
Let it be lawfull, that Law barre no wrong : | 
Lavy cannot give my child his kingdome hecre ; 

For he that holds his kingdome, holds the law : 
Therefore fince Law it ſeife is perfect wrong, 
Howcan the Law forbid my tongue to curic? 
Pand. Philip of France, onperill of a curle, 
et goe the hand of that Arch-heretique, 
And raiſe the power of France upon his head, 
Vnlefie he doe ſubmit himſeife to Rome. 
flea Loek'ſt thon pale France?do notlet go thy hand. 


{o:#, Looke tothar devill, leſt that France END. a 


er 
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And by diſfioyning; hands hell loſe a ſoule. 
Art. King Phil, liſten to the Cardinall. _ 
Baſt. And hanga Calves-skin on his recreant limbes, 
Auſt. Well rujjan, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
Becauſe, 
Baſt. Your breeches beſt may carry them. 
Tohn, Philip, what ſaiſt thouto the Cardinal ? 
(or, What ſhould he ſay, but asthe Cardinall? 
Doips. Bethinke you father, fer the difterence 
Is purchaſe of a heavy curſe from Rome, 
Or thelight loſſe of England, for afriend : 
Forgoe the eafier. 
Bla, That isthe curſe of Rome . 
Con. O Lewic, ſtand faſt, the devilltempts thee 
In likenefſe of a new untrimmed Bride, 
Bla. The Lady Conſtance ſpeakes not from her faith, 
But from her need. | | 
Conft, Oh, if thou grant my need, 
Which oncly lives but by the death of faith, 
That need, muſt needs inferre this principle, 
That faith would live againe by death of need : _ 
O thentread downe-my need, and faith mounts up, 
Keepe my need up,and faith is trodden downe, 
Tohn. The kind is moved,and anſwers notto this. 
Conf. O be remov'd from him, and anſwer well: 
efuſt. Doe ſo king Philsp, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing buta Calves-skin moſt ſiyeet lout. 
Fras, 1 amperplext, and know not what toſay. 
Pan. What canſt thou ſay, but will perplex thee more? 


heere: 


| If thou ſtand excommunicate, and curſt? 


Fran, Good reverend father, make my perſon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your {clte ? 
This royall hand, and mine are newly knit, 
And the conjunRion of our inward ſoules 
Married in league, coupled, and link'd together 
With all religious ſtrength of ſacred yowes: 
Thelateſt breath that gave the ſound of words 
Was deepe-ſworne faith, peace, amity, true love 
Betweene our kingdomes and our royall ſelves, 
And even before thistruce, but new before, 
No longer than we well could waſh our hands, 
Toclap this royall bargaine up of peace, 
Heaven knowes they were beſmear'd and over-ſtaind 
With ſlaughterspencill ; where revenge didpaint 
The fearefull difference of incenfed kings: 
| And ſhall theſe hands ſolately purg'd of bloud ? 
So newly joyn'd in love ? ſo trong in both, 
Vnyoke this ſeyſure, and this kind regreet ? | 
Play faſt and looſe with faith ? ſo jeſt with heaven, 
Make ſuch unconſtant children of our ſelves 
Asnow againe to ſnatch our palme from palme : 
Vn-ſweare faith iworne, and on the marriage bed 
Ofſmiling peace to march a blovdy hoaſt, 
And makearyot onthe genele brow 
Oftrue ſincerity ? O holy fir 
My reverend father, let it not be ſo; 
Out of your grace, devile, ordaine, impoſe 
Some gentle order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 
Todoe your pleaſure, and continue friends. 
Pand., Allforme is formeleſfle,Order orderlefle, 
Save whati1s oppoſite to England: love. 
Thereforeto Armes, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our mother breathe hec curſe, 
_A mothers curſe, on her revolting ſonne. 
France, thou maiſt hold a ſerpent by the tongue, 


A caſed Lion by the mortall paw, 


J 


And mak'ſt an oath the turety for thy rruth, 


| Will nota Calves-skin ſtop that mcuth of thine ? 


A faſting Tyger ſafe: by the tooth, _— 

Than keepe in peace thar hand whichthou doſt hold, 
Fran, I may difioyne my hand, bur not my faith, 
Pand. So mak'ſt thou faith an enemy to faith, 

And like acivill warre ſerſt oath to oath, 

Thy tongue againſt thy tongue. O let thy vow 

Firſt made to heaven, firſt be to heaven perform'd, 

That is, to bethe Champion of our Church, 

What ſince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworne againſt thy (lfe, 

And may not beperformed by thy ſelfe, 

For that which thou haſt ſworne to doe amiſle, 

Is not amiſle when it is truely done : ' 

And being not done, where doing tends'to ill, 

The truth js then moſt done not doing it : 

The better A of purpoſes miſtooke, 

Isto miſtake againe, though indire&, 

Yet indirection thereby growes dire, 

And falſchood, falſchood cures, as fire cooles fire 

Within the ſcorched veines of one new burn'd. 

It is religion that doth make vowes kept, 

Burthou haſt ſworne againſt religion : | 

By what thou fwear'ſt againſt the thing thou ſwear, 


Againſt an oath the truth , thou art unſure 
To {weare, ſwearesonely not tobe forſworne, 
Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be toſweare ?- 
But thou doſt ſweare, onelyto be forſworne, 
And moſt forſworne, to keepe what thou doſt ſyyear, 
Therefore thylater vowes, againſtthy firſt, 
Is inthy ſclferebelliontothy £ilfe : 
And better conqueſt never canſtthon make, 
Than arme thy conſtant and thy notler parts 
Againſt theſe giddy looſe ſuggeſtions : 
Vpon which betrer part, our prairs come in 
If thou vouchſaferhem. Bur ifnort, then know 
The perill of our curſeslighron thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off 
But in deſpaire, dye under their blacke weight, 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat rebellion. 
Baſt. Wil't not be ? 


Darnl, Father,to Armes. . 
Blanch. Vpon thy wedding day ? 
Againſt the blood that thou haſt married ? 
What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with ſlaughtered men? 
Shall braying trumpets,and loud churliſh drums 
Clamors of hell, be meaſures to our pompe ? 
O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? even tor that naine 
Which till this time my rongue did necre pronounce 3 
Vpon my knee beg, goenot to Armes 
Againſt mine Vncle. 
Conft. O, upon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
I doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Dauphin, 
Alter not the doomefore-thought by heaven. 
Blan. Now ſhall I ſeethy love, what motivemuy 
Be ſtronger withthee, than the name of wite ? 
Conſt, That which upboldeth him, that thee upholds 
His bonor, Oh thine honor, Lews thine honor. 
Dolph, 1 muſe your Majzlly dothſeeme fo ccld, 
When ſuch profound reſpects doe pull you on ? 
Paznd. I willdenounce a curſe upon his head. 
Fra,Thou ſhalt not need. England, I will fall tromthet 
Conſt, O faire returne of baniſh'd Majeſty. 
Elea. O foule revolt of French inconitancy: 
Eng.France,thou ſhalt rue this houre within thick 
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Baft.Old Time the clocke ſetter,that bald ſexton Time: 
| ts it as he will? well then, France ſhall rue. > 
Ble. The Sun'sorecaſt with bloud : faire day adien, 
Which is the fide that I muſt goe withall ? 
Lam with both, each Army hath a hand, 
Andintheir rage, I having hold of both, 
They whurle a-ſander, and diſmember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou maiſt winne : 
| Vacle, I needs mult pray that thou mailt lole : 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine ; 
Grandam,I will not wiſhthy wiſhesthrive : 
Who ever 1winnes, on that fide ſhall I loſe ; 
Affured loſſe, before the match'be plaid, 
Dohph. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies, 
Bla. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies, 
lon. Coſen,goe draw our puiſance together, 
France, lam burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
Arage, whoſe hear hath this condition ; 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood and deereſt valued bloud of France, 
Frar. Thy rage ſhall burne thee np,and thou ſhalt turne 
To aſhes, cre our blood ſhall quench that fire : * 
Looke to thy ſelte, thou art in jeopardy. | 
lohn. No more then he that threats. To Armsle'ts hie. 
Exennt. 


B— 


Scena Secunda. 


eAllaruns, Excurſions ; Enter BaFlard with Auſtria's 
head. 


Baſt. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot, 


Some ayery devil hovers 11 the skie, _ | 
And pour's downe miſchicte. Axfirias head ly there, 
Enter John, Arthur, Habert. 
While Php breathes, 
Tohn, Hubert, keepe this boy: Philip make op, 
My Mother 1s aſſailed in our Tent, 
And tane I feare. 
Baft, My Lord Ireſcued her. 
Her Highnefſe is in fafery, feare you not : 
But on my Leige, for very little paines 
Willbring this labour roan happy end, Exit. 


Alarums, excurſions, Retreat, Enter Tobn, Eleanor, Arthuy , 
Baſtard, Hubert, Loras, 


Tha, So ſhall it be : your grace ſhall ſtay behind 
So ſtrongly guarded : Coſen, looke net ſad, 
Tty Grandame loves thee, and thy Vnkle will 
As deere be to thee, as thy father was. 
Arth;-O this will make my mother die with gricfe. 
lohn, Coſen away for England, baſte before, 
Andere our comming {ee thou ſhake the bags 
Of hoording Abbots, impriſoned angels 
Setat liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Muſt by the hungry now befed upon : 
Vie ourcommiſſion-in his utmoſt force. 
Baſt. Bell, Booke,and Candle, ſhallnot drive me backe, 
When gold and ſilver becks me to come on. 
Tleave your highnefſe : Grandame, I will pray 
(IfeverIrememberto be holy) 
For your faire ſafety : ſo I kifle your hand. 
Ele, Farewellgentle Coſen. 


1/ 
1hz. Coz, farewell. | 


Ele. Come hetherlittle kinſman, harkega woxg, | 

lohn, Come hether Hubert. O my gentle Habere, 
Weowethce much : withinthis wallof fle | 
There is a toule counts thee her Creditor, 
And with advantage meanes to pay thylove : 
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives 1n this boſome, deerely cheriſhed. 
Give methy hand, I had a thing to ſay, 

Bur I will fit it with ſome better rune. 
By heaven Hubert, Iamalmoſt aſham'd 
To ſay what good reſpe&t I have of thee. 
Hub. I am much bounden to your Majeſty. 
lohn, Good friend,thou haſt no cauſe ro tay ſo yet, 
But thou ſhalt have: and creepe time neere ſo ſlow, 
Yet t ſhall come, for me todoe thee good. 
I bad athingto ſay, butler it goe : 
The Sunne 1s in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Atrended with the pleaſures ofthe world, | 
Is all roo wanton, and too full of gawdes. 
Togive meaudience ; 1fthe midnight bell 
D1d with bis iron tongue, and brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowzy race oft night ; 
It this ſame 1werea Church-yard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſlefied with a thouſand wrongs : 
Or if that furly ſpiric melancholy 
Had bak'd thy bleud, and made it heavy, thicke, 
W hich clie runnes tickling up and downe the veines, 
Makirg that idiot laughter keepe mens eyes, 
And ſtraine their checkesto idle merriment, 
A pailion hatctull to my purpoſes ; 
Or if that chon could(i ſee me without eyes, 
Heare me without thine eares, and make reply 
Withouta tongue, uling conceit alone, 
Withour eyes, cares, and harmefull ſound of words ; 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchfull day , 
I would into thy boſome poure my thoughts ; 
Bui (ab) 1 will nor, yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth Ithinke thou lowt we welt. 
Hub. Sowell, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjun&tto my Ac, 
By heaven I would doe it. 
{o:n, Doc not I know thou wouldſt ? 
Good Hahberr, Hubert, Habert,throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : lle tell thee what my friend, 
He 1a very ſerpent in my way, 
And whereſoere this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me : doſt thou underſtand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. Andile keepe himfſo, 
That he ſhall nor offend your Majeſty: 

Tobn. Dearth. 

Hub. My Lord. 

Tohn. A Grave, 

H#ub, He ſhall not live. 

Iohn. Enoagh. | ; 

I could be merry now, Habert, I love thee. 
Well, Ile not ſay whatT intend for thee : 
Remember : Madam, fare you well.. 

le ſend thoſe powers ore tayour Majeſty. 

Ele. My bleſſing goe with thee. 

Ichi. For Ezglara Colen, goe. 

Hubert ſhall be your man, attend on. you 
With all truc ducty : on toward Callie, hots 
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ScenaT erta. 


Enter France, Dolphin, Pandapho, Attendants, 


Fra. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the flood, 
A whole Armado of convicted faile 
Is ſcattered and diſioyned from fellowſhip. 
Pand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall yet goe well. 
Fran, W hat can goe well, when we have runne fo ill? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angters loſt ? 
Arthur tane priſoner ? divers dcere friends {laine ? 
And bloudy England into Eng/and gone, 
Ore-bearing interruption ſpight of France ? 
Dol. Whathe hath won, that hath he fortified ; 
So hot aſpecd, withſuch advice diſpol d, 
Such temperate order in fo tierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example : who hath rcad, or heard 
Of any kindred-actionlike to this ? ; 
Fran, Well could I beare that E-g/and had this praiſe, 
So we could finde ſome patterne of our ſhame. 
Enter { onſt ace. 
Looke who comes here? a grave untoa ſoule, 
Holding th'eternall ſpirit againſt her will, 
In the vilde priſon of atficted breath 3; 
I prethee Lady goc away with me. 
{nft. Lo,now:now ſeethe iſſue of your peace. 
Fran, Patience good Lady, comfort gentle Conſtance, 
Const, No, | dchic all counſcll , aliredrefle, 
But that which ends all counſcll, true redreſle ; 
Death, death, O amiable, lovely death, 
Thou odoriferous ſtench : ſound rottenneſle, 
Arite torth from the couch of laſting night, 
Thou hate and tcrror to proſperity, 
And I will kifſe thy deteftable bones. 
And put my eyeballs inthy vaulty browes, 
And ring theſe fingers withthy honſhold wormes, 
And Rop this gap of breath with tulſome duſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelfe ; 
Come, grin on me, and I willthinke thou ſmil'ſt, 
And bufle thee as thy wife : Miſertes love, 
Ocometome. 
Fray. O faire affiiRion, peace. 
ConiF. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry : 
O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, 
Then with a paſſion T would ſhake the world, 
And rowze from flcepe that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot heare a Ladies fecble voyce, 
Which ſcornesa moderne invocation, 
Pand. Lady, you utter madneſle, and not ſorrow. 
(ent. Thouart holy to belye me ſo, 
I am not mad ; this bairelI tearc is mine, 
My name 1s ({0n5taxce, I was Geffreyes wie, 
Yong Arthur is my {onne, and he is loſt : 
I am not mad, I would to heaven I were, 
For then'tis like I ſhould forget my (clfe : 
O, if could, what gricte ſhould I forget ? 
Preach tome Philoſophy to make me mad, 
And thou ſhalt be Canoniz'd (Cardinall) 
For, being not mad, but ſenfible of greefe, 
My reafonable partproduces reaſon 
How I may be delivei'd of theſe woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my felfe : 
' If I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſonne, 
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Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he ; 
Iamnot mad : too well, too we 1l1 feele 
Thedifterent plague ofcach calamity. 
Fran, Bind up thoſe trefles : O what love I note 
In the fairemulticude of thoſe her haires ; 
Where but by chance a filver drop hath falne, 
Even to that drop ten thouſand wiery fiends 
Doe glew themſelves inſociable griete, 
Like true, inſeparable, faithfu!l loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 
Conft, To Englazd, if you will. 
Fran. Bindup your haires. | 
Conſt. Yesthat I will: and wherefore will I dot? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud, 
©, that theſe hands could fo redeeme my ſonne, 
As they have given theſe hayresthcir liberty x 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And willagaine commit them to their bonds, 
Becaufe my poore child isapriſoner. 
And father Cardinall, I have heard you ſay 
That we ſhall ſeeand know our friends in heaven; 
If that be true, I ſhall feemy boy againe : | 


1 For ſince the birth of (acre, the firſt male-child 


To him that did bur yeſterday ſuſpire, 

There was not fuch a gracious creature borne.z 

But now will Canker-ſourrow eate my bud, 

And chaſe the native beauty from his cheeke, 

And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoſt, 

As dim and meager as an Agues fit, 

And fo heell dye : and riſing ſoagaine, | 

W hen I ſhall meet him inthe Court of heaven 

I ſhall not know him : therefore never, never 

Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. 
Pand. You hold too heynous a reſpe of greefe. 
Conf, He taikesro me, thatnever had a fonne. 
Fray. Youare as fond of greefe, as of your child; 
{onFt. Greefe fils the roome up of my abſent child; 

Lyesin his bed, walkes up and downe with me, 

Purs on his pretty logkes, repeates his words, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffes out his vacant garments with his forme z 

Then, have I rcaſon tobe fond of griete? 

Fare you well; had you ſuch a loflcas I, 

I could give better comfort than you doe. 

I will not keepe this forme upon my head, 

When there is ſuch diforder in my wit: 

O Lord, my boy, my eArthar, my faire ſonne, 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world : 


Fran. I feare ſome outrage, and ile foilow hers i 
Dol. There's nothing in this world can make mejo)- 
Life is as tedious as 4 twice-told taie, 
Vexing the dull eare of a drowſie man z 
And bitter ſhame hath ſpoyl'd the ſweet wordstaſte, 
Thar it yeelds nought but ſhame and bitternefle, -* 
Pana, Before the curing of a ſtrong diſcaſe, 
Even in the inſtant of repaire and health, 
The fitis ſtrongeſt ; evils that take leave 
On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evill ; 
What have youloſt by lofing ofthis day ? 
Dot. All dayes of glory, joy, and happineſſe. 
Pand, If you had won it, certainely you had. 
No, no : when Fortune meanesto men moſt good, 
Shee lookes upon them wich a threatning eye : -* 
'Tis ſtrange to thinke how much King Jehz hath loſi 
In this which he accounts fo clearcly wonne : 
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My widow-comfort, and my ſorrowes cure. Ext, 
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not you griev'd that ether is his priſoner ? 
Mo = ark as he is glad he hath him. | 
Pard. Your mind isailas youthful as your blood, 
Now heare me ſpeake with a propheticke ſpirit : 
For even the breath of what I meaneto ſpeake, 
Shall blow cach duſt, each ſtraw, cach lirtle rub 
Our of the path which ſhall directly leade 
Thy foote to Englends Throne. And therefore marke : 
 [ohn hath ſeiz'd Arthur, and 1t cannot be, Bn 
That whiles warme life playes in that infants veines, 
The miſ-plac'd-/ob» ſhouid efterraine an houre, 
One minute, nay one quiet breath of reſt. 
A Scepter ſnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muſt beas boyſterouſly maintain'd as gain'd, | 
And he that ſtands upona ſlipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no yilde hold to ſtay him up + 
| That /ob» may ſtand, then e-Frthar needs mult fall, 
Sobe it, for it cannot be but ſo. | 
Dol, But what ſhall I gaine by yong eH1bars fall ? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife. 
May then make all the claime that e-Hrbar did. 
Del: And loſe it, life and all,as «Arthur did. 
Pard. How greene youare,and freſh in this old world? 
lon layes you plots : the timesconſpire with you, 
For he that ſteepes his ſafety in true blood, 
Shall find bat bloedy ſafery, and untrue. 
This AQ ſoevilly borne ſhall coole the hearts 
| Of all his people, and freeze up their zeale, 
| That none ſo ſmalladvantage ſhall ſtep forth 
Tochecke his reigne; but hoe will cheriſh it. 
Nonaturall exhalation inthe skie, 
Noſcope of Nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
Nocommon wind, no cuſtomed cyent, 
Butthey will plucke away his naturall cauſe, 
And call them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, 
Abbortives, prefages, and tongues of heayen, 
Plainely denouncing vengeance upon Tehz. 
| Del, May be he will not touch yong Arthurclite, 
But hold himſelfe fafe in his priſonment. 
Pard, O Sir, when he ſhall heare of your approach, 
If that yong eArthwr be not gone already, 
Even at that newes hedies : and thenthe hcarts 
Ofall hispeople ſhallrevolt from him, 
And kifle the lippes of unacquainted change, 
And picke ftrong matter of revolt, and wrath 
Outof the bloody fingers ends of /ohn., - 
Me thinkes I ſee this hurley all on foot ; 
AndO, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than I havenam'd, The baſtard Falconbriage 
Isnow in England ranſacking the Church, 
Offending Charity : If but a dozen French 
Were therein Armes, they would be as a Call 
To traineten thouſand Engliſh to their ſide ; 
Oras alittle mow,tumbled abour, 
Anon becomes a Mountaine, O noble Dolphine, 
Go with me to the King,tis wonderfull, 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent, 
Nowthar their ſoules are topfull of offence, 
forEngiand go;I will whet on the King. 
Del. Strong reaſons makes ſtrong actions : let us go, 
It youfay I,the King will not ſay no- Excuny. 
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Enter Hubert and E xecutioners. 


Within the Arras : when Litrike my foot 7” 
Vpon the boſome of the ground, ruſh forth 

And binde the boy, which you ſhall finde with me 
Faſt to the chaire : be heedtull : hence and watch. 

Exec, I hope your warrant will beare out the deed. 

Hub, Vnclcanly ſcruples teare not you : looke to9'e- 
| Yong Lad come forth ; I haveto fay with you. 

; Enter »« Arthur, 

e£ Good morrow Haber. 

Hub. Good morrow little Prince. 

Ar. As little Prince, having io great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be : you are fad. 

Hab. Indeed I have beene merrier. 

Art. 'Mercic on me : 
Me thinkes no body ſhould be fad but I : 
YetI remember, when I was in Fance, 
Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Onely for wantonneſſe: by my Chriſtendome, 
Sol were out of priſon,and kept Sheepe 
I ſhould be as as merrie as theday is long : 
And ſo I would be heere, but that I doubt 
My Vnckle praiſes more harine to me : 
He isaffraid of me, and I of him : 
Is it my fault, that I was Geffrezesſonne ? 
No indeed it's not : and I would to heaven 
I were your ſonne, ſo you would love me, Hubers : 

Heb. It I talke to him, with his innocent prate 

He will awake my mercic, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be ſodaine,and diſpatch. 

1 Ar. Arcyou ſicke Hubert? you looke pale to day, 

Infooth I would you were a little ficke. 

That I might fit all night, ard watch with you. 

I warrant | love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take poſſetſion of my boſome. 
Reade here yong Arthur. How now fooliſh rheume? 
Turning diſpitious torture out of doore ? 

I muſt bebreefe, leaſt retolution _ 
Out at mine eyes, in tender woinanith teares. 
Can you not reade it? Is itnot faire writ ? 
Ar, Too fairely Hubert,for fo toule effect, 
Muſt you with hot Irons, burne out both mine eyes? 

Hub. Yong Boy, I mult. 

Art. And will you? 

Hub. And I will. 


—_—_— 


ake, 
I Knit my hand-kercher about your browes 
| (The beſt I had,aPrincefle wrought itme) 
And I did never aske 1t you againe : 
And with my hand,at midnight held your head ; 
And like the watchfull minutes,tothe houre, 
Stilland anon cheer'd up the heavy time; 
Saying, whatlacke you? and where lies your greete ? 
Or what good love may I performe for you? ; 
Many a poore mans ſonne would haue lyen till, 
And ne're have ſpokea loving word to you : 
But you,at your ficke ſervice hada Prince : 
Nay,you may thinke my love was crattie love, 
Andcall it cunning. Do,and a you will, 


——_ B 


Hub. Heate me theſe Irons hot, and lookethou ſtand 


Art. Haveyou the heart? When your head didbut | 
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If heaven be pleaſ'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why then you muſt. Wzll you put out minceyes? 
Theſe eyes, that never did, nor never ſhall 
So much as frowne on you. 
Hab. I have ſworneto doe it : ; 
And with hot Irons muſt I burne them out. ; 
eAr. Ah, none but in this Iron Age, would dee it : 
The Tron of it ſelfe, though heate red hot, 
Approaching neere theſe eyes, would drinke my teares, 
And quench this fiery indignation, 
Even inthe matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that , conſume away in ruſt, 
But for containing fireto harme mine eye : 
Are you more ſtubborne hard, than hammer'd Iron ? 
Andaif an Angell ſhould have conie to me, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put out mineeyes, 
I would not have beleev'd him : notongue but Huberts. 
Hub, Come forth: Doe as I bid you doe. 
er, O fave me Hybert, ſave me: my eyes are out 
Even with the ficrce lookes of theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the Iron I ſay, and bind him heere. 
Art. Alas, what need you be fo boiſtrous rough ? 
T will not ſtruggle, 1 will ſtand ſtone ſtill : 
For heaven ſake Hwbert let me not be bound : 
Nay heare me Huber ,drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet asa Lamb. 
I willnot ſtirre, nor wince, nor ſpeakea word, 
Nor looke upon the Iron angerly : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, aad Ile forgive you, 
Whatever torment you doe put me to0. ; 
H#b. Goe ſtand within: let me alone with him," 
Exec, T am beſt pleaſ'd tobe from ſachadeed. 
Art. Alas, I then have chidaway my friend, 
He hath a ſterne looke, but a gentle heart : 
| Let him come backe, that his compaſſion may 
Give life to yours. 
Hub, Come (Boy )prepare your ſ{clfe, 
eArt. Is there no remedy ? 
H#b. None, but to loſe your eyes. : 
Art. O heaven: that there were but a moth un yours, 
A graine,aduſt, a gnat, a wandering haire, 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe - 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boyſterous there 
Your vilde intent muſt needs feeme horrible. 
Hub. Is this your promiſe? Go too, hold your tongue. 
Art, Habert, the utterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muſt needs want pleading for a paire of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Hubert, 
Or Habert,\f you will cuteut my tongue, 
So I may keepe mine eyes, O ſpare mine eyes, 
Though tono uſe, but ſtill tolooke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, the inftrument is cold, 
And would nor harme me. 
Hymub, I can heate it, boy. 
Art, No, in good ſooth : the fire is dead with gricfe, 
Being create for comfort, to beuſ'd 
Inundeſerved extreames : Seeelſe your ſelfe, 
There is no malice in this burning cole, 
The breath of heaven, hath blowne his ſpirit out, 
And ſtrew'd repentant aſhes on his head. 
Hub. But with my breath I can reviue it Boy. 
Art. And it you doe, you will but make itbluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert ; 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your eyes : 
And, like a dogge that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth tarre bim on: 


] Alithings that you ſhoulduſe to doe mie wrong 
Deny their office : onely you doe lacke 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking ulſes. 
Hub. Wall, ſee to live: I willnot touch thine eye; 
Forall the Treaſure that thine Vnckle owes, 
Yetam I ſworne, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 
With this ſame very Iron, to burne them out: 
Art. O now youlookelike Hubert, Allthis whik 
You were diſgui{'d. 
Huab. Peace : no more. Adieu, 
Your Vnckle muſt not know but you are dead. 
Tle fill theſe dogged Spics with falſe reports :1 
And, pretty child, fleepe doubtleſie, and ſecure, 
That Hubert for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 
Art, O heaven !I thanke you Haber:. 
Heb. Silence, no more : goe cloſely in with me; 
Much danger doe I undergde for thee. Exe, 


—_— 


| — 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Joh, Pembrolg, Salichnry, and other link, 
John, Heere once againe we fit : once againſt cropil 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearefull eyes. | 
Pem. This once againe (but that your highneſſe plaſi] 
Was once ſuperfluous : you were Crown'd before, | 
And that high Royalty was ne're pluck'd off; | 
The faiths of men,ne're ſtained with revolt : 
Freſh expeRation troubled not the Land 
With any long 'd-for-change, or better State. 


| 


| 

Sal. Therefore, to be poſſefl'd with double ponye, | 

To guard a Title, that was rich before ; 

To gild refined gold, to paint the Lilly ; 

To throw a pertume onthe Violet, | 
To ſmooth the yce, or adde another hew 
Vnrtothe Raine-bow ; or with Taper-light 
Toſecke the beauteous eye of heaven to garniſh; | 
Is waſtefu!!, and ridiculous excefle. | 

Pem. But that your Royall pleaſure muſt bedone, 
This acte is a$an ancicnt tale new told, | 
And, inthe laſt repeating, troubleſome, 

Being urged ata time unſcaſonable. WW 

S4'. In this the Anticke, and well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, is much disfigured, 

And like a ſhifced winde untoa faile, 

It makesthe courſe of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles, and frights cor:{ideration : 

Makes ſound opinion ficke, and truth ſuſpeted, 
For putting on ſonew a faſhion'd robe. 

Pem, When workemen ſtrive to doe better than We, 
They doe confound their sKki'l in covetouſteſle, 
And oftentimes excuſing gf a fault, 

Doth make the faultthe worſe by rh'excuſe: 

Ag patches ſet upon a little breach, 

Diſcredite more in hiding of the fault, 

Than didthe fault before it wasſo patch'd, . 

Sal. TothiscffeR, before you were new Crown by 
We breath'd our Councell : but it pleai'd your Ivy 
To over-beare it, and weare all well pleal d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would | 
Doth makea ſtand, at whar your highneſſe will, hk 


ie. 
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Toh. Some reaſons ofthisdouble Coronatien 
I have poſſeſt you with, and thinke them ſtrong. 
And more, more ſtrong, then leſſe is my feare 
I ſhall indue you with : Meane time, but aske 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well, 
And well ſhall you perceive, how willingly 
' | I will both heare, and grantyou your requeſts; 
| Pem. Thenl1, asonethatam the tongue oftheſe 
To ſound the purpoſes of all their hearts, 
Both for my ſclfe, and them : but chiefe of all 
Your ſafety : for the which, my ſelfe and them 
Bend their beſt ſtadies, heartily requeſt 
Thinfranchiſement of eArthar, whoſe reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of diſcontent 
Tobrcake into this dangerous argument. 
If what in reſt you have, in right you hold, 
Why then your feares, which(as they ſay)attend 
The ſteppes of wrong, ſhquld move you ro mew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to choake his dayes 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich adyantage of good exerciſe, 
That the times enemies may not have this 
Tograce occaſions ; let it be our ſuite, 
That you havebid usaskehis liberty, _ 
Which for our goods, we doe no further aske, 
Than, whereupon our weale on you depending, 
Countsit yeur weale : he have his liberty» 
Enter Hubert. 
loha. Let itbe fo : I doe commit his youth 
To your direction : Hubert, what newes vith you ? 
Pem. This isthe man ſhouid doe the bloody deed : 
He ſhew'd his warrant to a friend of mine, 
The image of a wicked heynous f1ult 
Lives 1n tis eye ; that cloſeaipett of his, 
Doe ſhew the mogd of a much troub'cd breaſt, 
And dos fcarctally beieeve 'cis done, 
| What we {otear'd he had achargeto doe, 
Sal. The colour of the King doth come, and goe; 
| Betweene his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like Heralds 'rwixt two dreadfull batrailes ſer : 
Hispaſſion is ſo ripe, itneeds muſt breake. 
Perm, And when it breakes, I feare will iſſue thence 
The fonle corruption of a ſweet childs death. 
Tohy, We catinot hold mortalities ſtrong hand. 
Good lords, although my willto give, isliving, 
The ſuite which you demand is gone, and dead. 
Herels us Archer isdecea('d to night. 
Sal, Indeed we fear'd his ſickneſſe was paſt curd. 
| Fem. Indeed we heard how ncere his death he was, 
| Before the child himfelfe felt he was ſicke ; 
This muſt beanſwer'd either heere, or hence. 
lohn, Why doe you bend ſuch ſolemne browes on me ? 
Thinke youl bearethe Sheeres of deſtiny ? 
Havel commandement on the pulle of life 
Sal, It isapparant foule-play,ard'tis Chame 
Thatgreatneſſe ſhould fogroflely offer it 
Sothrive it in your game, and fo farewell. 
Pem, Stay yet (lord Salubary) Ile goewith thee, 
And find th'inheritance of this poore child, 
His litlekingdome of a torced grave. 
Gs blood which owd the bredth of all thisIle, 
hree footof itdoth hold ; bad world the while : 
. ls muſt not be thus borne, this will breake out 
oall our ſorrowes, and ere long I doubt: . Exennt. 


| There isno ſure foundation ſet on blood : 
| 4 
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| Vnder whoſe condudt came thoſe powers of France, 
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No certaine life atchien'd by others death : 
A fearefull eyethou haſt, Where is that blood, 
That I have ſeene inhabite inthoſe cheekes? 
_ So fdulea skie; cleeresnot without a torme, 
Poure downe thy weather : how goesallin France? 
ef; From France to England, never ſuch a powre 
For any forraigne preparation, 
Was levied inthe body-of a land. 
The Copy of your ſpecd is learn'd by them : 
For when you ſhould betold they doe prepare, 
The tydings comes, that they are all arriu'd. 
Ih. Oh where hath our intelligence beene drunke ® 
Where hath ir flept ? Where is my Mothers care ? | 
- That ſuch an Army could be drayen in France, 
And ihe not heare of it? | 
Mef. My Leige, her care | 
| 


Is ſtopt with duit : the firſt okApill di'de 
Your noble mother ;and as I heare, my lord, 
The Lady ConFtarce in a frenize di'de | 
Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tengue | 
I idely heard : if true, or falſe I know not. | 
lehn, Withhold thy ſpeed, dreadfull occaſion ; 
O make alcague with me, till I have pleaſ'd 
My diſcontented Peeres. What ? Mother dead ? 
How wildely then walkes my Eftate in Fraxce ? | 


Thatthoufor truth giv'ſt ous are landed heere ? | 
Hef. Vander the Dolphin. - 
Enter Baſtard, and Peter of Pomfret, 

Tohn, Tho haſt made me giddy | 
With theſcill tydings : Now 2 Whatſayes theworld, | 
To your proceedings ? Doe not ſeeke to ſtufte 


| Thenletthe worſt unheard, fall on your head. 


i Vnderthertide ; burnow I breath againe 


lon, They burne in indignation : 1 repent : Enter Meſ 


My head with more ili newes : for it is full. 
Ba#t. Butif you beafeardtoheare the worſt, 


lobn. Beare with me Coen, for I wasamaz'd | 


Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue; ſpeake it of what it will. . 
Bait. How I have ſped among the Clergy men, 
Theſummes T have colleRted ſhall expreſle : 
Bur as I travail'd hither through the land, 
I find the people ftrangely fantafied, 
Poſſcit with rumors, full of idle dreames, | 
Not knowing what they feare, but full of feare. 
And hx=re'sa Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ſtreets of Powfret, whom I found 
Wich many hundreds treading on his heeles : ; 
To whom ke ſungin rude harſh ſounding rimes, 
That ere the next Aſcenſion day at noone, | | 
Your highneſle ſhouid deiiver up your Crowne. 
Tob. Thou 1dlc Dreamer, wherefore didſtrhouſo ? 
Pet. Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out ſo. 
loh. Hubert, away with him : impriſon him, | 
And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes 
' T ſhall yeeld ap my Crowne,let him be hang?ds 
Deliver himto ſafety, and returne, | F 
For I muſt ule tnee. O my gentle Coſen, | 
Hear'ſt thou the newes abroad, who are arriu'd? 
Ba#.The French (my lod) mens mouths are ful of it: 
Beſides I met lord Bigor, and lord Sulubury 
Witheyesas red as new enkindled fire, 
Andothers more, goingto ſeeke the grave _ | 
Of e-4thur, who they lay is kill'd to night, on your |} 
lobn. Gentle kinſman, goe ({uggeſtion. } 


_ 


1 And thruſt thy on” Corpanies, 
: 2 


S 
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I havea way to winne their loves agane ; 
Bring them before'me. | 

BafFt. I will ſeeke them out. : 
Tohx. Nay, but make haſte : the better foot befarce 
O, let me have no ſubjeRs enemies, 

W hen adverſe Forreynersaffright my Townes 
With dreadfull pompe of ſtout invaſion. | 
Be Mercury, ſet feathers tothy heeles, EO 
And flye (like thought) from them, ro me againe. : 
Bat The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed, £9. 
Toby, Spoke like a ſprightfull Noble Gentleman. 
Goe after him : for he perhaps ſhall need 
Some Meſſenger betwixt me, and the Pecres, 
And be thou he. 4 
Meſ. With all my heart, my Liege. 
Tobn. My mother dead ? 
Enter Mubert. 

Hyub. My lord, they fay five Moones were {ceneto 
Foure fixed, and the fift did whiric about (night: 
The other foure, in wondrous motion. 

Jlehn, Five Moones ? : 

Hywb. Old men, and Beldames, in the ſtreets 

Doe propheſic upon it dangerouſly ; _ 

Yong Arthur death is common in their mouths, = 
And when they raike of him, they ſhake their heads, 
And whiſper one another inthe care. 

And he that ſpeakes, doth gripe the hearers wriſt, 
Whilſt he that heares, makes fearctull ation | 

With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling eyes» 
I ſaw a Smith ſtand with his hammer (thus) 

The whilſt his Iron did onthe Anvile coole, 
With open mouth ſwallowing a Taylors newes, 
Who with his Sheercs, and Mcaſure in his hand, 
Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte 

Had falſely thruit upon contrary feete, 

Told ofa many thoufand warlike French, 

That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent. 

Another leane, unwaſh'd Artificer, 

Cuts off his tale, and talkes of .4rrbwrs death. 

Ih, Why ſeck'ſt thouto poſleſſe me with theſe feares? 
Why urgelt thon ſo oft yong Arthwrs death? 

Thy hand hath murdred him : | had a mighty cauſc 

To wiſh himdead, butthou hadſt none to kill him. 
H.No had (my lord?) why, did you not provoke me? 
Tohs. It is thecurſe of Kings, to be attended 

By flaves, that take their humors for a warrant, 
Tobreake the bloody houſe of lite, 

And on the winking of Authority 
To underſtand a Law ; to know the meaning 

Of dangerous Majeſty, when perchance it frownes 
More upon humor, than adviſ'd reſpeR. 

Hub. Heere is your hand and Seale for what I did. 
Toh, Oh,when the laſt accompt twixt heaven and carth 

Is tobe made,then ſhall this hand and Seale 

Witnefle againſt usto damnation. 

How oft the ſight of meanestodoe ill deeds, 

Makedeeds ill done? Had'ſtnotthou beene by, 

A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 

Quoted, and fn to doea deed of ſhame, * 

This murther had not come into my mind. 

But —_— note ef thy abhorr'd Aſpe&, 

Finding thee fit for bloody villany : 

Apt, liable to be employ'd i r, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthars death : 

And thou, to be endeercd to a King, 


—_—. 


A 


H#ub. Mylord. 


When I ſpakedarkely, what I purpoſed : 
Orturn'd aneye of doubtupon my face; 
As bid metell my tale in exprefſe words : 
—_ ſhame had ſtruck me dumbe, made me breake of 
Andthoſe thy feares, might have wrought feares inme, 
But, thou didſt underſtand me by my fignes, 
And didft in ſignes againe parley with fanne, 
Yea, without itop, didſtlet thy heart conſent, 
And conſequently, thyrude hand to acte | 
The deed, which both our tongues held vild to name 
Out of my fight, and never ſceme more : 
My Nobles leave me,and my State is braved, 
Evenat my gates, with rankes of forraigne powres; 
Nay, inthe body efthis fleſhly Land, 
This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoſtility, and civilltumult reignes 
Betwecne my conſcience, and my Coins death. 
Hub. Arme you againſt your other enemies: 
Ile make a uu betweene your ſoulc, and you, 
Yong Ariwar is alive : This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the Crimſon ſpots of blood: 
Within this boſome, never entred yet 
The dreadfull motion of a murderous th ought, 
And you have ſlander'd Nature in my forme, 
Which howſocver rude exterjorly, 
Is yct the cover of a fayrer mind, 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. : 
Toh. Doth Arthar live ? O haſt thee to the Peeres, 
Throw this report on their incenſed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the Comment that my paſſion made 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blind, 
And foule immaginary eyes of blood 
Preſented thee more hideous thanthou art; 
Oh, anſiwer not ; but tomy Cloflet bring, 
The angry Lords, with all expedient haſt, 
I conjure thee but flowly : run more faſt. 


"Exams, 


—_— 


Scena Tertia, 


Emer Arthnr on the walles. 

Art.*The wall is high, and yet will I leape doyne- 
Good ground be pitifull, and kurt me not : | 
There's few or none doe know me, ifthey did, 

This Ship-boyesſemblance hath diſguiſ'd me quite. 

I am afraide, and yet Ile venture it. * 

If I getdowne, and doe not breake my limbes, 

Ile find a thouſand ſhifts toget away ; 

As good to dye, and goe ; as dyc, and ſtay. 

Oh me, my Vnckles ſpiritis in theſe ſtones, | 
Heaventake my ſoule, and Englavud keepe my botics, Dit 


Enter Pembrooke,and Salubary , and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will mecthim ar Saint Edwondibny, 
It is our ſafety, and we muſt embrace 
This gentle ofter ef the perilleustime. 
Pers. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall? 
$al. The Count Xefoone, a Noble lord of Franc, 
Whoſe private with me ofthe Dolphines love, 
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Madcit no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 


Is much more generall, thantheſe lines import- Ro 
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Big. To morrow morning let us meete him then. 
$47. Orrather then ſet forward, for twill be 
Two longdayes journey (lords) or ere we meete. 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baft. Once more to day well met, diſtemper'dords, 
The King by me requeſts your preſence ſtraight. 
$a/, TheKing hach diſpoſſelt himſelte of us, 
We will n ot lyne his thin-beſtainedclake 
With our pure Honors: nor attend the Foote 
That leaves the priat of blood where ere it walkes. 
Returne, and tell him ſo : we know the worſt. (veſt. 
Baſt. What exe you thinke,good words I thinke were 
Sal.Oar greifes, and not our manners reaſon now. 
Baſt, Bur there is little reaſon in your griete. 
Therfore 'twere reaſon you had manners now. 
Pem. Sir, ſir, impatience hath his priviledge, 
Baſh. 'Tistrue, to hurt his maſter, no man elſe. 
Sal, This is the priſon : W har is he lyes hcere ? 
P.Oh death made proud with pure and princely beuty, 
The earth had nota hole to hide this deed. 
$4! Murther, as hating what himſclfe hath done, 
Doth lay it open tourge on revenge. 
Big. Or when he doom'd this beauty to a grave, 
Fouad it roo precious Princely, for a grave. 
Sal. Sir Richard, what thinke you ? you have beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you thinke ? 
Or doe you almoſt thinke, although you ſee, 
That youdoeſce? could thought, withoac this object 
Forme ſuch another ? this is the very top, 
The heighth, the Creſt ; or Creſt unto the Creſt 
Ofmurthers Armes : this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt Savagery, the vildeſt ſtroke 
That ever wali-ey'd wrath, or ſtaring rage 
Preſented to the teares of ſoft remorſe. 
Fem, All murtherspaſt, doe ſtand excuP'd inthis : 
And this1o ſole, and fo unmatcheable, 
Shall give a holineſſe, a purity, 
Tothe yet unvegoctenfaane of rimes ; 
And prove a deadly blood-ſhed, but a jeſt, 
Exampled by this heynous ſpeQacle. 
Bait. It isa damned, anda bloody worke, 
The graccleſſc ation of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the worke of any hand. 
Sa. If that it be the worke of any hand ? 
We hada kind of light, what would enſue : 
Itisthe ſhamefull worke of Haberrs hand, 
The practice, and the purpoſe of the King : 
From whoſe obedience I forbid my ſoule, 
Kneeling before this ruine of ſweet life, 
And breathing to his breathleſle excellence 
The incenſe of a Vow,a holy Vow : 
Never to taſtethe pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor converſant with Eaſe, and jdleneſſe, 
TUl I have ſeta glory to this hand, 
by giving itthe worſhip of Revenge. 
Pez.Big, Our ſoules religiouſly confirme thy words. 
49. Lords, I am hot wi ing 
Arthar doth live, the Kin hack ak mtg tbe 
Sal. Oh he isbold, and bluſhes nor atdeath: 
Ayant thou hatefull villaine, get thee gone. 
#6. lam no villaine. 
Sal. Muſt I rob the Law. 
at, Your {word is bright ſir, put it up againe. 
Sal. Nottill ſheath it ina murtherers skin. 


Hub. Stand backe lord Salſbwry, ſtand backe I ſay 
By heaven, Ithinke my ſword'sas ſharpe as yours. 
I would not haye you (lord) forget your ſelfe, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Leaſt I by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatnefſe, and Nobility. 
Big. Out dunghill : dar' thou brave a Nobleman ? 
Hmwb. Not for my life : but yet dare defend 
My 1nnocent life againſt an Emperor, 
Sal. Thou arta Murtherer. 
Hwub.Doe not proveme ſo : 
Yet Lam none. Whoſe tongue ſoere ſpeakes falſe, 
Nottruly ſpeakes : who ſpeakes not truly, Lies: 
Few. Cut him topeeces. 
Baft. Keepe the peace, I ſay, 
Sal. Stand by, or I ſhall gaul you Faulconbridges 
. Baſt. Thou wer't better gaul the divel,Sabbwry. 
If thou but frowne on me, or ſtirrethy foote, 
Or teach thy halty ſpleene to doe me ſhame, 
Ile ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy ſword betime, 
Or lle fo maule you, and your toſting-Iron, 
That you ſhall thinke the divel is come from hell. 
Bzg. What wilt thou doe, renowned Faxlconbridge? 
Seconda Villaine, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Biger, I am none. 
Big, Whokill'd this Prince? | 
Hub, "Tis not an houre finceTI left him well + 
I honour'd him, Ilov'd him, and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his {\weetlives loſle. 
Sal, Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villanieis not without ſuch rheume, 
And hezlong traded in it, makes it ſceme 
Like Rivers of remorſe and innocency-. 
Away with me,all you whoſe ſoules abhorre 
Ttruncleanely favour of a ſlaughter-houſe, 
For Iam ſtifled with this {mell of ſine, 
Big. Away, toward Bary, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tell the King, he may inquire us out. Ex.Lords. 
Ba, Here'sa good world:knew you of this faire worke? 
Beyond the intinite and boundlefle reach of mercy, | 
(If chou didſt this deed of death) art thoudamn'd Haber. 
Hub. Doe bur heare me fir. 
Baſt. Ha? Ile tell thee whar, 
Thou'rt damn'd as blacke,nay nothing is ſo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe dam n'd than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet {o ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou ſhalt be, if thou didit kill thischild. 
Hub. Vpon my 1oule. 
7 Baſt, If thoudidſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruell AR : doe but deſpaire, 
And if thou want a Cord, the ſmalleſt thred 
Thatever Spider twiſted from her wombe . 
Will ſerve to ſtrangle thee : A ruſh will be a beame 


| To hang thee on. Or wouldſi thou drowne thy ſelfe, 


Put bur alittle water in aſpoone, 

And it ſhall be asall the Ocean, 

Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villaine up. 

IdoeſuſpeRrhee very greivouſlly. _ 

Hxb. If I ina&, conſent, or finne of thought; 

Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet breath 

Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want paines enough to torture me : 

I left him well, 

Ba#t, Goe, beare him inthine armes :' 

Iam amaz'd me thinkes, and looſe my way 

Among thethornes, and dangers of this world, | 
bg How | 
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How cafie doſt thou take all Englandup, 

From forth this morcell of dead Royalty ? 

The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme 

Is fied to heaven : and £gland now is lett 

To tugand ſcamblc, and to part by th'teeth 

The unowed intereſt of proud ſwelling State : 

Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majelty, 

Doth dogged warre briſtle his angry crett, 

And ſnaricth inthe gentle eyes of peace : 

Now Powers from home, and diſcontents at home 
Meet in creline : and vaſt confuſion waltes 

As dotha Raven on a ſicke-faine beaſt, 

The imminent decay of wrefted pompe. 

Now h2ppy he, whoſe cloake and center can 

Hold our this tempeſt. . Beare away that child, 

And follow me with ſpeed ; Ile to theKang : 

A thouſand bufineſles are briefe in hand, ; 
And heaven it feIfe doth frowne upon the Land, Ex. 
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Emer K ing Tobn, and Pardulph,attendants. 


K. John, Thus have I yeelded up into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 

Pand. Take againe 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope 
Your Soveralgne greatnefle and authority. 


And from his bolincile ule all your power 
To ſtop their marches'forewe are enflam'd : 
Our di{contented Counties doe revoit ; 
Our people quarrell with obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of foule 
To ſtranger-bioud, to forren Royalty ; 
This inundation of miſtempred humor, 
Relts by you onely to be qualified. 
Then pauſe nor; forthe preſent time's ſo ſicke, 
That preſent medcinerauſt be miniſtred, 
Or overthrow incurcable enſues. 
Panud, It was my breath that blew this Tempeſt up, 

Vpon your ſtubborne uſage of the Pope z 

But fince you a:ca gentle convertite, 
My tongue ſhall kth againe this ſtorme of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bluſtring land : 
Onthis Aſcention dav, remember well, 

Vpon your oath of ſerviceto the Pope, 

Goe Ito make the French lay downe their Armes, Exit: 

Tohn. Ts this Aſcenſion day ? did not the Prophet 

Say, that before Aſcenſionday at noone, 

My CrowneT ſhould give off? even fol have: 

I aid ſuppoſe it ſhould be on conſtraint, 

But (heav'n be thank'd) it is but volumary, 

Euter Batard. 
Baſt, All Xent hath yeelded: nothing there holds out 

But Dover Caſtle : Loydon hath recciv'd 

Like a kind Hoſt, the Do/phi#n and his powers. 
Your Nobles willnot heare you, but are gone 

To offer ſerviceto your enemy : 

And wilde amazement hurries up and down 

The little number of doubtfull friends. 

Tohn. Would not my lords returne co me againe 

Afcer they heard yong e-£rthar was alive ? 


Tobn. Now kcepe your holy word, goe meet the Frevch, | 
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Baſt. They tound him dead,and caſt into the ſtreerg, 
An empty Casker, where the Icwcll of lite 
By ſome damn'd hand was rob'd, and tane away. 
Tohn, That villaine Hwbert told me he did live. 
Baſt. So on my ſoule he did, for onght he knew : 
But wherefore doe you droope ? why looke you ad > 
Be greatina&,as you have beene in thought : 
Let not the world ſeefeare and ſad diſtruit 
Governethe motion of a kinglye cye ; 
Be {tirring as the time, be fire with fire, 
Threaten the threatner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror : $0 ſhall inferior eyes 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntleſle ſpirit of.reſolution. 
Away, and gliſter like the god of warre 
When he intendeth tobecome the field : 
Shew boldnefleand aſpiring confidence : _ 
W har, ſhall they ſeeke the Lyon in his denne, 
And fright him there? and make himtremble there? 
Oh ler 1t not be ſaid ; forrage, and runne 
To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doores, 
And&erapple with himere he come ſo nyc. 
Tohn, The Legat of the Pope hath beene with mee, 
And Ihave madea happy peace with him, 
And he hath promif4 to diſmifſe the Powers | 
Led by the Delphin, 
Ba#t. Oh inglorious league : 
Shall we uponthe footing of our land, 
Send faire-play-orders, and make comprimilſe, 
Infinuation, parley, and baſe truce 
To Armes Invaſive ? Shalla beardleſſe boy, 
A cockred-filken wanton brave our fields, 
And fleſh his ſpirit in a warre-like ſoyle, 
Mocking the ayre with colours idlcly {pred, 
And find no checke? Letus my Leige to Armes ; 
Perchance the Cardirall cannot make your peace ; 
Or if he doe, lctitat leaſt be ſaid 
They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence, 
lobn, Have thou the ordering of this preſent time, 
Baſt. Away then with good courage z yet I know 
Our Party m1y well mcet a prowder foe. 


Exim, 
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Scena Sectnda. 
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Enter (in Armes) Dolphin, Salisbury, Mel oone, Pembrite, 
Bigot, Souldiers. 


Del. My lord 2elloone.let this be coppicd out, 
And keepe it ſafe for our remembrance :; 
Returne the preſident to theie lords againe, 
That baving our faire order written downe, 
Both they and we, peruſing ore theſe notes 
May know whercfore we tooke the Sacrament, 
And keep our faithes firme and inviolable. 

Sal. Vponour ſides it never ſhall be broken. 
And Noble Delphin, albeit we ſweare 
A voluntary zeale, and an un-ure'd faith 
To your proceedings: yet beleeve me Prince, 
I am not glad that ſuch a fore oftime 
Should ſecke a plaſter by contemn'drevolt, 
And heale the inveterate Canker of one wound, 
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By making many z Oh it grieves my ſoule, 

That 1 muſt draw this mettle from my {ide 

To bea widdow-maker : oh ,and there 

Where honourable reſcue, and defence 

Cries outupon the name of Salisbary, 

But ſuch is the infeRion of the time, 

Tha: for the health and Phyſicke of our right, 

We cannot deale but with the very hand 

Of terne injuſtice,and confuſed wrong; 

And is't not pitty, (oh my grieved friends) 

That we, the ſonnes and children of this /ſle, 
Were borne to ſee {o fad an houre as this, 
Wherecin we ſep afcer a {tranger, march 

Vpon her ge tle boſome, and fill up 

Her cnem:es rankes? I muſt withdraw, and vveepe 
Vpon the ſpot of this inforced cauſe, 

To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours heere : 

What h-gyg ? O Nation that thou couldſt remove, 
That N eptuzes Armes who clippeth thee about, 
Would bearethee from the knowledge of thy ſelte, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan ſhore, : 
Where theſe two Chriltian Armies might combine 
The blond of malice, ina veine of league, 

And nat to fpend it {o un-neighbourly. 

Dolph. A noble temper doft thou ſhew in this, 
And great affections wraſtling in thy boſome 
Doth make an carth-quake of Nobility ; 

Oh, what a noble combate haſt fought 

Be:weene compulſion, and a brave reſpett : 

Let me wipe off this honourable dewe, 

That falverly doth progreſſe on thy cheekes: 
My heart hath melted ata Ladiesteares, 

Beingan ordinary Inundatton ; 

But this ctfation of fach manly drops, 

This (howre, blowne up by tempeſt of the ſoule, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd 
Than had I feene the vaulty top of heaven 
Figur'd quite ore with burning Meteors. 

Littup thy brow (renowned Sa/wbury) 

And with a great heart heave away this ſtorme z 
Commend theſe warres tothoſe baby-eyes 

That never ſaw the giant-worid enrag'd, 
N ne. with Fortune, other than ar feaſts, 
Full Warme of blood, of mirth, of goſlipping : 
Come, come ; for thou ſhalt thruft thy hand asdeepe 
Into the purſe of rich proſperity 

As Lewis him(elfe : ſo (Nobles) ſhall you all, 
Thar knit your ſinewestothe ſtrength of mine. 

Enter P and!pho, 

And eventhere, methinkesan Augel ſpake, 
Looke where the holy Legate comes apace, 
Togiveus warrant fromthe hand of heaven, 
And on our 2Rionsſet the name of right * 

With holy breath. 

Paza, Haile noble Prince of France : 

The next is this : King 7chn hath reconcil'd 
Himſclte to Rome, his ſpirit is come in, 

That fo ſtood outagainft the holy Church, 

The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome : 
Therefore thy threatning coloursnow wind up; 
And tamethe ſavageſpirit of wilde warre, 

Thar like a Lyon foſtered up at hand, 

It maylye gently at the foot of peace, 

And be no further harmefull than in ſhew. 
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| Dolph, Your grace ſhall pardon me, I will not backe : 


T am too high-borne to be propertied 
Tobea ſecnodary at controull, 
Or uſcfull ſerying-man, and inſtrument 
To any Soveraigne State throughout the world. 
Your breath firit kindled the dead coale of warres, 
Betweene this chaſtiz'd kingdome and my ſclte, 
And brought in matter that ſhould feed this fice ; 
And now ris farre too huge to be blowne out 
With that ſame weake wind, which enkindled it ; 
You taught me how to knouy the face of right, 
Acquainred me with intereſt to this land, 
Yea, thruſt rhis enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now totell me [chn hath made 
His peace with Rome ? whatis that peace tome ? 
I (by the honor of my marriage bed ) 
Atter yong eArther, claime this land for mine, 
And now 1t is halte conquer'd, muſt I backe, 
Becauſe that 7obz hath made his peace with Rome? . 
Am I Romes ſlave 2 what penny hath Rome borne ? 
What men provideo? what munition ſent 
Tounder-prop this Aﬀtton ? Is't not I 
That under-gocthis charge 2? who elſe but T, 
And ſuch as to my claime are liable, 
Sweat in this buſtneſſe, and maintaine this warre? 
Have inot heard theſe Iflanders (ſhout out 
Vive le Roy, as Ihave bank'd their Townes ? 
Have I not heere the beſt Cards tor the game 
To winne this cafie match,plaid for a Crowne ? 
And ſhall I now give ore the yeelced Set ? 
No, no, on my ſoule itnever ſhall be ſaid, 
Pand, Youlooke but onthe out-ſ{ide of this worke, 
Dolph. Out-{ide or in-ſide, I will not returne 
Till my attempt ſo much be gloriticd, 
Asto my ample hope was promiled, 
Before I dreyy this gallant head of warre, 
And culld thee fiery ffririts from the world 
To onut-looke Conquelt, and to winre renowne 
Even in the jawesof danger, and of death : 
What luſty Trumpet thus doth ſummon us ? 
Enter Baſt ar 4, 
Baſt. According to the faire-play of the world, 
Let me have audience : Iam ſentto {peake : 
My holy lord of lane, from the King 
I come to lcarne how you havedealt for him : 
And, as you an{wer, I doe know the ſcope 


| And warrantlimited unto my tongue, 


Pand. The Dolphin is too wiltu!l oppoſite 
And will not temporize with my intrcartes : 
He flatcly (ayes, hee'llnot lay downe his Armes. 

Baſt. By all the bloud that ever fury breath'd, 
The youth ſayes well. Now heare our Egl;f: King, 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeake in me : 
He isprepar'd, and reaſon too he ſhould, 
Thisapiſh and unmannerly approach, 
This harnef{'d Maske, and unadviſed Revell, 
This unheard ſawcinefie and doyiſh Troopes, 
The King doth ſinile at, and 1s well prepar'd 
To whip this dwarfiſh,warre, this Pigmy Armes 
From ont the circle of his Territories, 
That hand which had the {trength even at your dore, 
To cudgell you, and make youtake the hatch, 
To divelike Buckets in concealed Wells, 
Tocrowchinlitter of your ſable plankes, 
To lye iike pawnes, lock'd up in cheits and trunckes, 
To hug with ſwine, toſecke ſweet fafety out 
In vaults and priſons, and to thrilland flake, 


= 


Even | 


| 


20. 


DD ——C 


Even at the crying of your Nations crow, 
Thinking this voyce an armed Engls/o mane 
Shall that viRorious hand be feebled heere, 
That in your Chambers gave you chaſticement? 
No : know the gallant Monarchisin Armes, 
And like an Eagle, o're his ayery towres, - 
To ſowſle annoyancethat comes neere his Neſt ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 
You bloudy Nero's, ripping up the wombe 
Of your deere Mother-Evgland: bluſh for ſhame : 
For your owne Ladies, and pale-viſag'd Maides, 
Like « 41azoxs, come tripping after drummes : 
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, = 
Their NeedPFs te Lances, and their gentle hegrts 
To fierce and bloudy inclination. 

Dol. There end thy brave, and turne thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canſt out-ſcold us: fare thee well, 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſucha brabler. 

Pan. Give me leave to ſpeake. 

Ba#t. No, I will ſpeake. 

Del. We willattend to neither : 
Strike up the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our intereft,and our being heere. 

Beſt. Indeed your drummes being beaten, wil cry out; 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten : doe but ſtart 
Aneccho withthe clamor of thy dramme, 
Andevenat hand, adrumme is ready brac'd, 
That ſhall reverberate all, as lowd asthine. 
Sound bur another, and another ſhall 
(As lowdasthine) rattle the Welkins eare, 
And mocke the deepe month'd thunder : for at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting Legate heere, 
Whom he hathuf'd rather for ſport, than need) 
Is warlike Toh»: and in his forehead ſits 
A bare-rib'd death, whoſe office is this day 
To feaſt opon whole thouſands of the French, 

Dol. Strike up our drummes, to find this danger out. 

Baſt. And thou ſhalt find it (Do/phis) doe not doubt 

Exenunt, 
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—— — 


—— a... 


Alarums. Enter Tohn, and Hubert. 


Tohn. How goes the day with us? oh tell me H#ber:, 

Hmab. Badly 1 feare; how fares your Majeſty ? 

Tohm, This Feaver that hathtroubled me ſo long, 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my heart 1s ſicke, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mef. My lord : your valiant kinſman Famlconbridge, 

Defires your Majeſty to leave the field, 
And ſend him word by me , which way you goe. 
John. Tell him toward Swinſted,tothe Abbey there. 
Hef. Beof good comfort : for the great ſupply, 
That was expected by the Dolphin heere, 
Are wrack'd three nights agoe on Geodwin ſands. 
This newes was brought to Richard but even now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 
Tokn, Ayeme, thistyraot Feaver burnes me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good newes. 
Set ontoward Swinfted ; to my Litter ſtraight, 


Weakeneſle poſleficth me, and I am faint. Exemnnt, 


— 
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Scana Quarta, 


— 


Enter Salibury , Pembroke, and Bigot. 
Sal. I did not thinke the King fo tor'd with friends, 
Pem. Vp once againe : pur ſpiritinthe French, | 
If they miſcarry : we miſcarry too. 
Sal. That miſbegotten divell Fawlconbriage, 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. | 
Perm. They ſay King Johw ſore ſicke, hath left the field, 
Enter Meloon wounded. 
Mel. Lead me to the Revolts of England heere. 
Sal. When we were happy, we had dther names, 
Dem, Itis the Count MMeloone. 
Sal, Wounded to death. | 
Mel. Flye Noble &ngb5/s, youare bought and ſold, 
Vnthred the rude eyeof Rebellion, H$ 
And welcome home againe diſcarded faith, 
Sceke out King Johs, and fall before his fi: 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He meanes to recompence the paines you take, | 
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he {worne, 
And I with him, and many moe with me, 
Vpon the Altar at Saint Edrrondsbrry, 
Evenonthat Altar, where we ſwore to yout 
Deere Amity, and everlaſting love, in 
Sal. May this be poſſible? May this be true ? _ 
Hel, Have I not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away ,evenasa forme of waxe 
Reſolveth from his figure *gainſt the fire? 
What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
SinceI muſt loſe the uſe of all deceire ? 
Why fhould I then be falſe, ſince it istrue 
That I mult dye heere, and live hence, by truth? 
I fay againe, it Lewes doe winne the day, 
He 1s 10.{ ore, ifere thoſe eyes of yours - 
Behold 2i.vcher day breake in the Eaſt : | 
But ev«:: ri;is night , whoſe blacke contagious bregh 


Already {woakesabeut the burning Creſt | 
Of the old, iceble, and day-wearied Sunne, 
Even thus ili night, your breathing ſhall expirc, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives ; 
If Lew, by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King ; 
The love of him, and thisreſped beſides 
(For that my Grandfire was an Engliſhman) 
A wakes my conſcience to confeſſe allrhis. 
In lien whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the nojſe and rumour of the field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace :and part this body and my ſoule 
With contemplation, and deyout deſires, 

Sal. Wedoe deleevethee,and beſhrew my ſoule, 
Bur Idoe lovethe favour, and the forme ', 
Of this moſt faire occaſion, by the which 
We will untread rhe ſteps of damned flight, 
Andlikea bated and retired flood, R 
Leaving our ranicenefſeand irregular courſe, 
Stoope low within thoſe bounds we have ore-look'd, 
And calmely run on in obedience, 
Even to our Ocean, to our great King Toh. 
My arme ſhall givethee helpe to beare thee hence, 


- 


For 
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The Like Death of King Tobi; 


Forl doe ſeethe cruell pangs of death ED 
Rightinthine eye. Away ,my friends, new flight, 
And happy newneffe chat intends old right. = Exewnt. 


Scena Quinta, 


__—_—_ Le —_—_——_—_— — — 


—_ 


Enter Dolphin,and hu Tr aine. 
Dal. The Sun of heaven(methought)wasloathto ſet; 
But Raid, and made the Weſterne Welkin bluſh, 
When Eng4/6 meaſure backeward their owne ground 
In faint retyre : Oh bravely came we off, 
When witha Volley of our needleſſe ſhot, 
After ſuch bloody toyle,we bid good night, 
And woun'd gur tott'ring coloursclearely up, 
Laſt inthegd,and almoit Lords of it. 
Enter a Meſſenger, ; : 
Meſ. Wilſte is my Prince the Dolphun ? - 
Del. Heere,what newes ? : 
Meſ:The Count e Meloone is ſlaine : The Eng Lords 
By his perſwaſion are at length faine off, 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long, 
Are caſt away,and ſunke on Geedwin Sands. 
Dol. Ah foule ſhrew'd newes.Beſhrew thy very heart: 
I dil not hinke to beſo ſad ronight ' 
As this hath made me, Who was he that faid 
King Joh did fly an houre or two before 


The ſtumbling night did part our weary powres ? 


Mef. Who ever ſpoke it;itis true my Lord, = 
Del. W\ ell: keep good quarter,and good care to night, 
The day ſhall not beup ſo {oene as T, 


To try the faire adventure of to morrow:; Exennt. 


IWp— 


———_— 


Scena Sexta, 


—— -——_ 
—__— 


Enter Baſtard and Huber: ſeverally. 
Figb. Whoſe there ? Speake hoa, ſpeake quickly, or I 
ſhoot. 
Baſt, AFriend. Whatartthou ? 
Hnab. Ofthe part of Englaud. 
Baft, Whither doſt thou goe ? 
Hyub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine affaires, 
As well as thou of mine ? 
Baf. Hubert,l thinke. 
Hub, Thou haſt a perfeR thought : 


| Iwillupon all hazzards well beleeve 


Thou art my friend,that know'ft my tengue ſo well : 
Who art thou ? 
Baſt, Who thou wilt : and if thou pleaſe 
Thou maiſt be-friend me ſo much,asto thinke 
Icome one way of the Plentageners. 
Hwb. Vokinde remembrance:thou,and endleſſe night, 


| Have done me ſhame : Brave Souldier,pardon me, 


Thatany accent breaking from thy tongue, 
Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine carc. 
Bat, CO : ſans complement, W hat newes 
abroad ? | 


Hab. Why here walke 1,in the blacke brow of night, 


| To fade you Out, 


re © 


F 


| 


x 
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BaFt. Briefe then : and what's the newes? | 

Hab. O my ſweet Sir,newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke,fearefull,comfortleſſe;and horrible. 

Baſt. Shew me the very wound ofthis illnewes; 

I - = — _ ſwound at it. 
v, lheKing I feare is poyſon'd by a Monke; 
I left him almoſt ſpeechleſs nd oaks out 
Toacquaint you with this evi!l,that you might 
The better arme you tothe ſodaine time, 
Than if you had at leiſure knowne of this. 
Baſt. How did he take it > Who did taſte tohim * 
Hub. A Monke I tell you,a reſolved Villaine 
Whoſe bowels ſuddenly burſt out : The King 
Yer ſpeakes,and peradventure may recover, 

Baſ#, Who didit thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? 

b-- —— know you not? The Lordsare all come 
| acke, 

And brought Prince Henry in their company, 

At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, .* 

And they arc all about his Majeſtic. 

Baft. Wich-hold thine indignation,mighty heaven, 
Andtcmprusnot to beare above our power. | 
Ile tellthee H#bert,halfe my power this night 
Paſſing theſe Flats,arc taken by the Tide, 

Theſe Lincolre-waſhes have devoured them, 
My ſelfe, well mounted, have eſcap'd. 
Away before : Conduct me to the King, 

I doubt he will be dead,or cre I come. 


4c 
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Scena $ eptima. 


M—_ 


Enter Prince Henry Salizbury,and Bigot. 
Hey. Itis too late,the lite of all his bloud 
Istouch'd,corruptibly : ayd his pure braine 
(W bich ſome ſuppoſe the foules frailedwelling houſe) 
Dath by the idle Comments that it makes, | 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 
Enter Pembroke. 


Pew. His Highneſſe yet doth 


It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poyſon which aſlayleth him. 

Hen, Lethim be broughtinto the Orchard heere : 
Doth he ſtill rage? 
 Pem. He is morepatient G 
Than when you left him ; even now he ſung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of fickneſle : fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feele themſelves. 
Death having prei'd upon the outward parts 
Leaves them inviſible,and hir ſiege is now 
Againſt the wind,the which hepricks and wounds 
With many legions of firange fantaſies, 
Which in their throng and preſſe to that laſt hold, 
| Confound themſelves, Tis ſtrange that death ſhould fing: 
I amthe Symiet to this pale faint Swan, 
Who chaunts adolefull hymne to his owne death, 
And from the organ-pipe of trailty ſings 
His ſoule and body their laſting reſt. 

Sal. Be of good comfort ( Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme upon that indigeſt 
Which he-hath left ſo ſhapeleile,and ſo ruds. 

$8 lohn brought in. 


Tobn. 1rmarry,now my ſoule hath elbow-roome, * 


| ſpcake, and holdsbeleefe, 
That being brought intothe open ayre, 


| 


| 
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It would not ont at windowes,norat doores, 
| There is ſo hota Summer in my boſome, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt : 

I am a ſcribled forme drawne with a pen, 

| Vpon a Parchment ,and agaiaſt this fire 

| Doel ſhrinkevp. 'v 

Hen. How fares your Majeftic ? , 

Teh. Poyſon'd,i!l fare : dead, forſooke,calt of, 
And none of you will bid the Winter come 
| To thruſt his ycie fiagers1n my maw ; 
{ Nor {et my Kingdomes Rivers taketheir courſe 

Through my burn'd boſome : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kifle my parched lips, 
| Andcomfort me with cold.I doenot aske you much, 
I beg cold comfort : and you are ſo firaight 
And ſo ingratefull, you deny me that. | RE. 

Hen. Oh that there were ſome vertue 1n my tearts, 
That might relieve you. 
... Toby. The ſaltof them is hot. 
Within me is a hell,and there the poyſon 
Is,as a fiend,confin'd to tyrannize, 
On unrepreeveable condemned blood. 
Enter Baſtard. os 

Bait. Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent motion 
And ſpleene of fpeed,to ſee your Majeſtte. 

Tohn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to ſet mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart,is crack'dand burnt, 
And all the ſhrowds wherewith ry life ſhould failc, 
Are turned to one thred, one little haire : 

My heart hath one poore ſtring ty ſtay it by, 

Which holds buttill thy newes be uttered, 

| And then all this thou ſcelt, is buta clod, 

| And module of confounded Royalty. 

| Bof, The Dolphinis preparing hither-ward, _ 
Where heaven he knowes how we ſhall anſwer him. 
| Forina night the beſt part of my power, 

As I uponadvantage did remove, 

} Were in the r74/ftesall unnwarily, 

Deyoured by the unexpeRed flood. 

Sal. You breathe theſe dead newes in as dead an care 
' My Liege,my Lord : but now a King,now thus. 

1 Hes. EvenſomuſtIrunne on and even ſo op. 
f Whatſurcty ofthe world,what hope,whar ſtay, 
When this was now a King,and now is Clay? 

Beft. Art thou gone ſo? I doe butſtay bekinde 
To doe the office for thee,of revenge, 

1 And then my ſoule ſhall waite on thee to heaven, 


| AS 1ton earth hath been thy ſervant Rill.- 
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Now,now youStars,that move in your right Spheres, | 
Where be your powers? Shew. now your mended faithy | | 
And inſtantly returne with me againe, : 
To puſh deſtruRion and perpetuall ſhame ; 
Ont of the weake doore of ourfainting Land : 
Straight let us ſeeke,or ſtraight we ſhall be ſought, 
The Dolphinrages at our very heeles. 

Sat. Itſeemes you know not then ſo much as we, | | 
The Cardinall Pand»lphis withinar reſt, _ 
Who halfe an houre ſince came from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him ſuchoffers ofour peace, 

As we with honour and reſpe& may take; 
With purpoſe preſently to leave this warre: 
Baff. He will the rather doe it,when he ſees 
Our. ſelves well finew'd toour defence. 
Sel, Nay, tis in a mannerdoene already, 


| For many carriages he hath __ | 
c 


To the Sea-ſide,and put his and 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinall, quiere 
With whom your ſelfe,my ſelfe ,and other Lords, -. 
If youthinke meete,this afternoone will poſt 
To conſummatethis buſineſſe happily. 
Ba#t. Letitbeſo,and yeu my Noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall waite upon your Fathers funerall. 
' Hen. AtWorſfter muſt hisbody be interr'd, 
For ſo he will'd it. 
Baf#. Thither ſhall it then, | 
And happily may your ſweet ſelfe put on 
The lineall ſtate,and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all (nbmiſſion on my knee, 
I doe bequeath my faithfull ſervices 
And true ſubje&ion cverlaſtingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our loye we make 
To reſt withouta ſpot for evermore, 
 Hew, 1havea kindeſoule that would give thankes, 
And knowesnot how to doe it,but with teares. . 
Baft. Ohletus pay the time : but needfull woe, - I 


1 Since it hath beene beforchand with our gricfes. 


This £»p/ar never did,nor never ſhall 

Lye at the prond footeof a Conquerer, 

But when it firft did helpe to wound it ſelfe; * 

Now,thelſe her Princesare come home againe, 

Come the three corners of the warld in Armes, 

And we ſhall ſhocke them : Nought ſhall make ns rue, 

IF Eng/avd to it ielfe,doc reſt but true. Exeun. | 
k 
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_ the Second. 


Richard © 


1 


eAttus Primus, Scena Prima. 


me 


Enter King Richard, lohn of Gauut with other Nobles 
aud Attendants. 


ERLd John of Gannt,time-honoured Lencefter, 

i W Haſt thou according to thy oath and band, 
Brought hither Hemy Herford thy bold ſon : 
LESS dereto make good the boyſterous late ap- 
Which then our leaſure would not let us heare, (peale, 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Gaznt. I have my Liege. 

King. Tell me moreover,haſt thou ſounded him, 
Tfheappeale the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily asa good ſubje& ſhould, 
On ſome knowne ground of treachery in him. 

Gamnt, As neere as I could fift him on that argament, 

On1ome apparant danger ſcene 1n him, 
Aym'dat your highneile,no inveterate malice. 

King. Then call them to our preſence face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow,ourſelves will heare 
Thaccuſer,and the accuſed,freely ſpeake ; 
High ſtomack'd are they both,and full of ire, 
In rage,deafe asthe ſea ; haſty as fire, 


_ 


Entey Bullingbrooke and Mowbray. 
Ball. Many yeares of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Soveraigne,my moſt loving Liege. 
CHow. Each day ſtill better others happineſle, 
Vntill the heavens envyingearths good hap, 
Adde an immorrtall citle to your Crowne. 
Kmg. Wethanke you both,yet one but flatters us, 
As weil appeareth by the cauſe you come, 
Namely to appeale each other of high treaſon." 
Couſin of Hereford what doſt thou obje& 
Againſtthe Duke of Norfolke,Thowas Mowbray > 
Bill. Firſt, heaven be the record to my ſpeech, 
In the devotion of a ſubjeas love, 
Tendring the precious ſafety of my Prince, 
And free trom other miſ-begotten hate, 
Come I appealantto this Princely preſence; 
Now Thomas Mowbray doe I turne to thee, 
And marke my greeting well : for what I ſpeake, 
My body ſhall make good upon this earth, 
Or my divine ſoule anſwerit in heaven, 
Thou arta Traitor and amiſcreant ; 
Too good to be ſo,and too bad: to live, 
Since the more faire and Criſtall is the $kie; 


ea. 


| The uglier ſeeme the cloudes that init flye + 


Once more,the more to aggravate the note, 

Witha foule traitors name {tuffe I thy throat, 

And wiſh(lo pleaſe my Soveraigne)cre I move, (prove. 

What my tongue ſpeaks,my right drawne ſword may 
ow. Let not my coole words here accutc my zeale ; 

Tis not the tryall ofa womans warre, 

The bitter clamour of two cager tongries, 

Can arbitrate this cauſe betwixt ustwaine: 

The bloud is hot that muſt be cool'd for this, 

Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaſt, 

Firſtrhe faire reverence of your highneſſe enrbes mee, 

From giving reines and ſpurresto my freetipepchy, 

Which ciſe would poſt,untill it had retam'&*,: +: ++ - 


Theſe tearmes of treaſon,doubly downe his #hroaty: -.- 
Setting aſide his high blouds royalty, PLE Fin 
And let him be no kinſmanto my Lieges < 
I doe defie hic,and I ſpit/at him, 
Call hima flanderaus Coward,anda Villaine :. 
Which to maintaine,I would allow him oddes, 
And meet him,werelT tide to run afoor, | 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, 
Where ever Engliſhman durit fer bis foots 
Meane timeglet this defend my loyaity, 
By all my hopes moſt falſely doth helye. 

Bul.Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage, 
Diſclaiming here the kindred ofa King, 
And lay aſide my high bloods Royaity, | 
Which feare,not reverence makes thee to except, 
If guilty dread hath left thee ſo much ſtrength, 
Asto take up mine honours pawne,then ſtoope., 
By that,and allthe rights of Knighthood elſe, 
WillI make good againſt thee arme to arme, 
W hat I have ſpoken,or thou canſt deviſe. 

Mow. Itake it up,and by that ſword Ifweare, 
W hich gently laid my Knight-hood on my ſhoulder, 
Ile anſwer thee inany faire degree, 
Or Chivalrous deſigne of knightly tryall : 
And when I mount,alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor, or unjuſtly fight. 


It mult be great that can inherite us, 
So mach as ofa thought of il} in him. 
| Bul. Looke what I ſaid,my life ſhall prove i true 


| That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles, 


In 


King. What doth our Couſinlay to owbrayes charge? | 


— 
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Inname of lendings for your Highnefſe Souldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd imploywents, 
Like a falſe traitor,and injurious Villaine. 
Beſides I fay,and will io batratle prove, 
Or heere,or elſewherc to the furtheſt Verge 
That ever was ſurvey'd by Enghh eye, 
That all the treaſons tor theſe erghteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, ; 
Fetch from falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further I ay,and further will maintaine : 
Vpon hi sbad life, to make all this good, 
That he did plot the Duke of G/oufters death, 
Suggeſt his ſoone beleceving adverſaries, 
And conſequently like a traitor Ceward, 
' Slucdout his innocent ſoule through ſtreames of blood: 
W hich bloud,like ſacrificing eAbels cryes, 
(Even fromthe tongnelefle cavernes of the earth) 
Tome for luſtice,and rough chaſtiſement : 
And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 
This arme fhall doe it,or this life be ſpent. 
King. How higha pitch his reſolution ſoares: - 
Thomas of N orfolke,why ſayſtthou to this ? | | 
Mow, Oh lect my Soveraigneturne away his face, 
And bid hiseares a little while be deafe, 
Till 1 have told this ſlander of his bloud, 
How God and good men hate ſo fowle a lyer. 
King. Mowbray,impartiall arc our eyes and cares, 
Were he my brother,nay,our Kingdomes heire, 
 Ashe is but my fathers brothers ſonne ; 
Now by my Sceptersawe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour-neereneſſe toour ſacred blood, 
Should nothing priviledge him,nor partialize 
The unſtooping firmeneſle of my upright ſoulc. 
He 1s our ſubje&t( Mowbray) ſo art thou, 
Free ſpeech and fearelefle, I to thee allow. 
aw, Then Bullingbrookeas low as tothy heart, 
Threugh the falſe paſlage of thy throat ; thou lyeſt : | 
Three parts of that receiptI had for Callice, 
Disburtt I to his Highneſfſe ſouldiers ; 
| The other part referv'd I by conſent, 
For that my Soveraigne Liege was in my debt, 
| Vpon remainder of adeere account, 
Since laſt I went to Fraxceto fetch his Queene : 
Now ſwallow downe that lye. For Glewfters death, 
I flew him not ; but (to mine owne diſgrace) 
NegleRted my ſ{worne duty inthat caſc : 
| For you my noble Lord of Lanca#er, 
The honourable Father to my Foe, 
Once Ididlay an ambuſh for your life, 
A treſpaſſe that doth vex my grieved ſoule : 
ButereT laſt receiv'd the Sacrament, 
I didconfefle it,and exatly beggd — 
Your Gracespardon,and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault: asfor the reſt appeal'd, 
It iſſues frem the rancour of a Villaine, 
A recreantand moſt degenerate traitor, 
Which in my ſelfe I bcldly will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage, 
Vpon thisoverweeningrtraitors foot, 
To prove my ſelfea leyall Gentleman, 
{ Eveninthe beſt bloud chamber'd in his boſome. 
| In haſte whereof moſt heartily Ipray 
| Your Highneſle to aſſjgne our tryall day. 
King. Wrath: kindled Gentlemen be rul'd by me : 
Ler's purge this choller withourlerting blood : 
| This wepreſcribe,though no Phyſition. 
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' Doe you begin, 


Deepe malice makes too deepe inciſion. 
. Forget, forgive,conclude,and beagreed, 
Our Doors ſay,thisis no time to bleed, * 
Good Vnele,let this end where itbegun, 
Wee'l calme the Duke of N orfolke,you your ſon. © 
Gavn, Tobe a make-peace ſhall become my age, 
Throw downe (my {onne) the Duke of Norfolkes gage, 
King. And Norfolkethrow downe his. 
Gaunt, When Harry when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids,I ſhould not bid aged, 
King. Norfolke, throw downe , we bid ; there is no 
tee 
AMow.My ſelfe I threw (dread. Soveraigne at thy foqt. 
My life thou ſhalt command, bur not my ſhame, 
Theone my duty owes,but my faire name 
Deſpight of death thatlives upon my grave 
Todarke diſhonours uſe,thou ſhalt not have, 
Iamdiſgrac'd,impeach'd,and baffel'd here, 
Pierc'd to the ſoule with ſlanders venom'd ſpeare : - 
The which no blame can cure,but his heart blood 
Which breath'd this poyſon. 
King. Rage muſt be withſtood : 
Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame. 
AMow.Yea,but not change his ſpets: take bur my ſhame, 
And I refigne my gage. My deere,deere Lord, 
The pureſt treaſure mortall times afford, 
Is ſpotleſſe reputation : thataway, 
Men are but gilded leame,or painted clay. 
A lewellin aten-times barr'd up Cheſt, 
Tsa bold ſpirit in aloyallbreſt. 
Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 
Take honour from me,and my life is done. 
Then (deere my Licge)mine honourler metry, 
In that I livezand for that will I die, | 
King. Cooſin,throw downe your gage, 


Bal. Oh heavendefend my ſoule from ſuch foule fin 
Shall I ſeeme Creſt-falne in my fathers fight, 
Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight 
Beforethis onr-dar'ddaſtard ? Ere my toong 
Shall wound mine honor with ſach feeble wrong ; 

Or ſound ſo baſe a parle : my teeth ſhallteare 
Theſlavith motive of recanting feare, 
And ſpit it bleedipg in his high diſgrace, 
Where ſhame doth harbour, even in fowbrayes face. 
| Exit Gam, 
King. Wewerenot borne to ſue, butto command, | 
Which ſince we cannot doe to make you friends, 
Be ready, (as your lives ſhall anſwer it) 
Ar (ovemtree, upon Saint Lamberts day : 
There fhall your ſwords and Lances arbitrate 
Theſwelling differenceof your ſetled hate : - 
Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſce 
Tuftice deſigne the ViQors Chivalry. 
Lord Marſhall, command our Otficers at Armes, 
Be ready to dire theſe home Alarmes. Exel, 


| _——— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Gawnt, and Dntcheſſe of Gloncefter. 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Glowiters blood, 
Doth more ſolicite me than your exclaimes, 


{ 
q 


To ſtirre againſt the Butchers of his lite; 


jo 
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But ſince correion lyeth in thoſe hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Pur we our quarrell to the will of heaven, . 
Who when they {ce the houres ripe on carth, 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 


Dut. Findes brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpurre? 


Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 


Edwards ſeven {onnes ( whereof thy {clte art one ) 


Were as ſeven vialles of his Sacred blood. 


Or ſeven faire branches ipringing from one roote ; 


Some of thoſe ſevenare dride by natures courſe, 
come of thoſe branches by the deſtinies cut : 


But Thomas, my deere Lord, my life, my Gloſter, 


One Viall tull of Edwards Sacred blood, 

One flourithing branch of his moſt Royall rote 
Is crackd, and all the precious l1quor {pilt ; 

Is hackt downe; and his ſuminer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe: 


Yet art thou flaine in him : thou doelt conſent 
In ſome large meaſure to thy Fathers death, 

Ia that thou ſeeſt rhy wretched brother dye, 
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life, 

Cali it not patience (Gam) it 1s deſpaire, 

In ſuffering thus thy brother to ve ſlaughter'd, 
Thon ſhew'ſtthe naked pathway to thy life, 
Teaching ſterne murther how to butcher thee : 
That which 1n meane men we intitle patience 
Is pale cold coward in noble breſts: 

What ſhall I ſay, to ſategard thinc owne life, 
The beit way is to venge my Glolters death. 


His Depury annoyared in his ſight, 

Hath caus'd his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : tor 1 may never litt 
Anangry arme againtt his Miniſter, 


Ah Gaz» ? His biood wasthine, that bed,that wombe, 
That mettle, that ſelfe-nould that taſhion'd thee, 
Made him a man : and though thou liv'ſ, and breath'ſt; 


Gann. Heayensis the quarrell : for heavens ſubſtitute 


Dur. Where then (alas) may 1 compleine my {elfe ? 


Gaz. To heaven,the widdoyyes Champion to detence. 


Dat. Why then 1 will : farewell old Gauzr. 
Thou go'ſt ro Coventry, there to behold 
Our Coſine Hereford,and fell Mowbray fight: 
Oſit my hasbands wrongs on Herefords ſpeare, 
That.it may enter butcher Mowbrayes brelt : 
Orif misfortune miſle the firſt carreere, 
Be Mowbrayes ſinnes ſo heavy in his boſome , 


That they may breake his foaming Courſers backe, 


And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Coline Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaz, thy tometimes brothers wife 

With her companion Greefe, muſt end her life, 
Gas. Siſter fare well : T muſt to Couentrie, 

As muchgood ſtay with thee, as go with me. 


| Dat. Yet one word more: Grecfe boundeth where it 


Not with the emptic hollowneſſe,but weight: 
I take my leave, before I have begun, 
For ſorrow ends not: when it ſeemeth done. 
Commend meto my brother Edward Yorks. 
Loe, this 1s all : nay yerdepart not ſo, 
Thoughthis be all, do not ſo. quickly goe, 
allremember more. Bid hum, Oh, what? 
With all good ſpeedat Plaſhie yifit me. 
Alacke,and what ſhall good old Yorke there ſec 
But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walles, 
Va-peopel'd Oxfices, untroden ſtones? 


(fails, 


— 


And what heare there for welcome, but my grones > 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 
To ſecke out ſorrow, that dwels every where i 
Deſolate, deſolate will t hence; and dye, > 
The laſt leave of thee, takes my weeping eyes Exennt 


DO — 


ScanaT ertia, 


ab 


Enter Marſhall, and es Aumerle. 
\ AAar. MyL. eAumerksis Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Aum. Yea,at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, ſprightfull and bold, 
Stayes but the ſummons of the Appeaiants Trumpet. 
Au. \\\ hy then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſtics approach. Flawriſh, 
Emer King, Gaust, Buſhy, bagot, Greene, & 
others: Then Mowbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 
Rich. Marſhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The cauſe of kts atrivait heere in Armes, 
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To ſweare him in the juſtice of his cauſe, 

Har.In Gods Name,and the Kings,fay whothou art, 
And why thou com'lſt, thus knightly cladfin Armes? 
Againſt what man thou com'ſt,and what's thy quarrell, 
Speake trueiy On thy knighthood, and thine oath, 

As ſo derend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

Aow. Ny name1s Tho, CMowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
W ho hither come engaged by my oath 
(Which heaven defend a knight ſhould violate ) 

Both to detend my loyalty and truth, 
To God, imy King, and his ſucceding iſſue, 
Againe the Duke of Hereford, that appeales me: 
And by the grace of God and this mine arme, 
To prove him (in defending of my {elfe ) 
A Traitor tomy God, my King,and me, 
Andas 1 truiy tight, detend me heaven. 

Txcker. Enter Hereford, and Havold. 

Rich, Marſhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who hee 1s, and why he commeth hither, 
Thas placed 1a habiliments of warre ; 
And torma:ly according to our Law 
Depole him 1n the jultice of his cauſe. 

IHar. What is thy name?& wherfore com'ſt thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Liſts ? 

Againit whom com'{t thou? and what's thy quarrell ? 
Speake like a true Knight, ſo defend thee hcaven. 

Bull. Harry of Heretord,Lancaiter, and Derbie, 
Am1 : who ready here do ſtand in Armes, 

To prove by heavens grace, and my bodyes valour, 
In Lifts, 0n Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
That he'sa Traitor foule and dangerous, 
To God of heaven, King Richard, and tome, 
AndasI truely fight, defend me heaven. 

Mar. On paine of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 
Or dariag hardie as to touch the Liſtes, 
Excepr the Marſhall, and ſuch officers 
Appointed to diredt theſc faire deſignes, | 

Bull. Lord Marſhall, let me kifſe my Soveraigns hand, 

And How my knee before his Majeſtic : 
For Mowbray and my ſeife are like two men, 


That vow along and weary pilgrimage, 
EL; = Then {. 
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Then let us take a ceremonious leave - 
And loving farewell of our ſeverall friends- = 
ar, The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes, | 
And craves to kiflc your band,and take his Jcave. 
. Rich, Wewilldcſcend,and told him in our armese 
Cofin of Hereford as thy cauſe is juſt, 
So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : 
Fareweil,my blood,yhich it to day thou ſhead, 
Lament we may,but, notrevenge.thee dead. 
Bull, Ohlct no noble eye prophane ateare 
For me,if I be gor'd with CHowbrayes ſpeare 5 
As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againſt a bird,doeL with Howbray fight. 
My loving Lord;l take my leave of you, 
Ot you.(my Noble Colin) Lord 4wmerte ; . 
Not ſicke,although I have to doe with death, 
Bur luſtie,yong,and cheerely drawing breath. 
Lueas at Engiith Fealts,ſol regreet 
The daincic{t laſt,to make the end moſt ſweet» 
Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 


| 


| 


| 
| 


Whoſe yourthtull ſpirit in me regeneratc; 

Doth with atwo-told vigor lift me.up 

To reach at victory above my head, R 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with thy prayers, 

And with thy bleſlings ſteele my Lances point, 

That 1t may cnter CAowbrayes waxen Coate, 

And furnith new the name of Johna Gaunt, 

Even in theluſty hayjour of his ſonne. : 
Gami.Hcaven in thy good cauſe make thee proſp rous, 

Be ſwift like lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 

Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy, 2-4 

Rouzcup thy youthfull blood,be valiant,and live. 

Bull. Mine innocence,and S. George to thrive. 

Mow, How ever heaven or fortune cait my lot, 
There lives,or dies,true to King Richards Throne, - 

A loyall,juſt,and upright Gentleman : 

Never did Captaine witha freer heart, 

Caſt off his chaines of bondage,and embrace 
His goldcnuncontroul'd enfranchiſement, 
More than my dancing {oulc doth celcbrate 
This Feaſt of Batte!},with mine adverſarie. 
Moſt mighty Licge,and my companton Pecres, 
Take from my mouth,the wiſh of happy yeeres, 
As gentle,and as 1ocond,as to jelt, 

Gol to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breſt. 

Rich. Farewell,my Lord,{ccurely I cſpy 
Vertue with Valour,couchcd in thine eye : 
Order the triail Marſhall,and begin. | 

Mar. Harrie of Hereford, Lancaſter,and Derby, 
Receive thy Launce,and heaven detend thy right. 

Bull, Strong as a towre in hope, i cry Amen. 

Aar. Go beare this Lance to Thomas D.ot Norfolke. 

1.Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter ,and Derby, 

Stands hcere for God, his Soveraigne,and himſelfe, 
On paine to be found talſe,and recreant, 

To provethe Duke of Nortolkc, Thomas Mowbray, 
A Traitor to his God, his King,and him, 

And dares himto ſet forwards to the fight. 

2.Har, Here ſtandeth The. Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 

on paine-to be found faileand recreant, 

Both to defend himſclte,and to approve 

Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter,and Derby, 

To God,his Soverajgne,and ro him diſloyall : | 


« 


Couragiouſly,and with a free deſire, 


Attending but the ſignall to begin= A charge 
Har. Sound —_ pets,and ſer forward Cong 
Stay,the King hath throwne his Warder downe. 
Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & their Speates 
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe : . . 
Withdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found, 
While we returne theſe Dukes what we decree, 
. A long Flonriſh, | 
Dray neere and liſt | 
What with our Councell we have done. | 
For that our kingdomes earth ſhould not be ſoy]d 
With that deere blood which it hath foſtered, 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aſpe&t 
Of civill wounds plowgh'd up with cighbors ſword, 


| Which ſo rouz'd up with boyltrous untun'd dr 


With harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadfull bray,, 
And grating ſhocke of wrathfull yron Armes, .. 
Might from our quiet Confines fright faire Peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindreds blood; 
Thergfore,we baniſh you our Territories. | 
You Colin Heretord,upon paine of death, 

Till twice five Summers have cnrich'd our fields, 
Shall nor regreet our faire dominions, 

But treade the ſtranger pathes of baniſhment. 

Buil. Your will be done : This muſt my coi 
That Sun that warmes you heere,ſhall ſhine on me; 
Aud thoſe his golden beames to you here lent, 
Shall point on me,and gild my baniſhment. 

Rich, Nortoike : tor thee remaines a heavierdoond, | 
Which I with ſome unwillingneſle pronounce, 
The flye ſlow hourcs ſhall not determinate 
The dateleſle limit of thy deere exile : 

The hopeleſſe word,of never to returne, 
Breathe I againſt thee,upon paine of life, 

How. A heavy ſentence, my molt Soveraignelig, 
And all unlook'd for from your Highncile mouth ; 
A deerer merit,not ſo deepe a maine, 

As to be cait forth 1n the common ayre 
Have I deſerved at your Highneſſe hands. 
The Language have lcarn'd theſe forty yeares 


| (My native Engliſh)now I muſt forgo, 


And now my tongues uſe is to me nomore, 
Than anunſtiinged V yoll,or a harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inſtrument cas'd up, 

Or being opcn,put into his hands 

That k1;owes no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my inouth you have cngaol'd my tongue, 
Doubly perculliſt with my teeth and lippes; 
And dull,untccing,barren ignorance, 

Is made my Gaoler toaitend on me : - 


I am too old to fawne upon a Nurſe, 
Too farre in yeeres to be a pupillnow : 


What is thy ſentence then,burt ſpeechleſle death, 


Which robs my tongue from breathing nativebr 


Rich. It boots thee not to be compaſſionate, 


After our {entence,plaining comes to lates 


CAMow, Then thus I turne me from my countcieslig 


To dwell in folemne ſhades of endleſſe night. 


Rich. Returne againe, and take an oath with the 


Lay on our Royall {word,your baniſht hands; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves) 


To keepe the Oath that we adminiſter : | 
You never ſhall (ſo helpe you Truth,and Heaven)” 
Embrace cach others love in baniſhment, | 


| Nor ever looke upon each others face, 
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ever write,regreete,or reconcile 
| —_ lowring tempeſt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by adviſed purpole meete, 
To plot,contrive,or complot any ill, 
+ainit Vs,our State,our tubje&s,orour Land. 
Bul. 1 1WEArE» 
Mow. And Ito keepeall this. 
Bul. Noctolke,to tarre,as to mine enemie, 
By chis time(had the King perm itted us) 
One of our ioules had waadred in the ayre, 
Baniſh'd this traile ſepulcher of our fleſh, 
As now our fleth 1s banill'd from this Land. 
Confeſſe thy Treaſons,ere thou flye this Realme, 
Since thou halt farre to go,beare not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoule. 
Mow. No Bullingbrooke: If ever I were Traitor, 
My name be blotted from the booke of Life, 
And I from heaven baniſh'd as from hence : 
But what thou art,heaven,thou, and I do know, 
Andall too ſoone(l feare) the King ſhall rue. 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way canl1 ſtray, 
Gave backe to England all the worlds my way: 
* Rich. Vncle,evenin the glaſſes of thine eyes 
I ſee thy greeved heart: thy ſad aſpe&, 
Hath from the number of his baniſh'd yeares 
Pluck'd foure away: Six frozen Winters ſpent, 
Returne with welcome home,from baniſhment. 
Bull. How long atime lics in one littie word : 
Foure lagging Winters,and foure wanton Springs 
End ina word,ſuch is the breath of Kings. 
Gaust. Lthanke my Liege,thar in regard of me 
He ſhortens foure yeares of my ſonnes exile : 
But lictle vantage ſhall I reape thereby. 
For ere the ſixe yeares that he hath to ſpend 
Can change the Moones,and bring their times about, 
My oyle-dride Lampe,and time-bewaſted light 
Shall be extin& with age,and endlefle night ; 
My inch of Taper, will be burnt,and done, 
And blindfold death,nor let me tec my ſonne: 
Rich. Why Vacle,thou haſt many yeeres to live> 


Shorten my dayes thou canſt with tudden ſorrow, 
And plucke nights from me;but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canſt helpe time to furrow me with age, 
But ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 
But dead,thy kingdome cannot buy my breath, 
Rich. Thy ſonne is baniſh'd upon good advice, 
Wheretothy tongue a party-verdid gave, 
Why at our Iuſtice ſeem'ſt thouthen to lowre ? 
Gas, Things ſweet to taſt, prove in digeſtion ſowre : 
You urg'd me as a Iudge,but I had rather 
You would have bid me arguelike a Father. 
AlasT look'd when ſome of you thould fay, 
I was too ſtri& to make mine owne away : 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Againſt my will,to do my ſelfe this wrong. 
Rich, Coline farewell : and Vncle bid him fo : 
dx yeares we baniſh him,and he ſhall go. 
Flonra(h. 
As. Coline farewell : what preſence muſt not know 
rom where you do remaine,let paper ſhow. 
Mar. My Lord,noleave take I,for 1 will ride 
ASfarre as land will let me,by your ſide. 
Gawt.Oh towhat purpoſe doſt thou hord thy words, 
That thou returiyſt no greeting to thy friends 8 


Exite 


TFY 


| 
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Bull. I have too few totake my leave of you, 
when the tongues office ſhould be prodigall, 
To breath th'abundant dolour of the heart. _ 
Gan. Thy grecte is but thy abſence for a time. 
Bull. Toy abſent;greefe is preſent for that time. 
Gaz. What is fixe Winters, they are quickely gone ? 


Gu. Call it a travell that thou tak.ſt for pleaſure: 
Bull. My heart will ſfigh,when I miſcall it ſo, 
Which findes it an inforced Pilgrimage. | 
Gas. The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſteppes 
Eſtceme a ſoyle,wherein thou art to ſet 
The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 
Bull. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froſtic Canceſw ? 
Or cloy the hungry <dge of appetite, 
By bare imagination of a Feait ? 
Or Wallow naked in December ſnow 
By thinking on fantalticke Summers heate ? 
Oh no,the apprehenſion of the good 


| Gives butthe greater feeling to the worſe : 


Fell forrowes tooth,doth ever ranckIlc more 
Then when it bites,but lanceth nor the ſore. 


Gannt. But nor a minate (King) that thou canſt give ; 


} 


| 
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G4. Come,come (my fon) Le bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth,and cauſe,I would not ſtay. 

Bull. Then Engiands ground farewell:ſweet ſoil adieu 
My Mother and my Nurſe, which beares me yet : 
Where ere I wander,boalſt of this I can, 

Though baniſh'd,yeta true-borne Engliſhmana- 


Scana Quarta, 
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Enter King ,Aumerle,Greene,and Bagot. 
Rich. Wedid obierve. Cofine 4umerle, - 
How farre brought you high Hereford on his way? 
eAum. I brought high Hereford (if you callhim ſo) 
Bur to the next high way,and there 1 left him. | 
Rich. And fay,what ſtore of parting teares were ſhed? 
Amum. Faith none by me : except the Northeaſt wind 
Which then grew bitterly againit our face, 
Awak'd the ſleepie rhewmezand fo by chance 
' Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. | 
Rich, W hat ſaid our Coſin when you parted with him? 
Az. Farewell:and for my hart diſ{dained y my rongue 
Should {6 prophane the word,that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch greefe; 
That word ſeemde buried in my ſorrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word Farewell;had lengthen'd houres, 
And added yeeres to his ſhogt baniſhment; 
He ſhould have had a volume of Farewels; 
Bur ſince it would not, he had norie of me, 
Rich, He is our Coſin(Cofin) but'tis doubr; 
When time ſhail call him home from baniſhment; 
Whether our kinſman come to ſee his friends, 
Our ſelfe, and Buſhy : heere Bagor and Greene 
Obſervde his Courtſhip tothe common people : 
How he did ſeeme to dive into their hearts, 
With humble, and familiar courteſie, 
W hat reverence hedid throw away on ſlaves 
wooing poure Crafteſ-men, with the craft of ſoules, 
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 
As *twereto baniſh their affeXs with him. 


Off goes his bonnet to an Oyſter-wench, 
| c2 
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Bull, To men in joy, but greefe makes one houre ten. | 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God {| peedhim well, 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee, __ 
With thankes my Countrimen , my loving friends, 
As were our England in reverſion his, | 
And he our ſubjects -nextdegree in hdpe: ,- | 

Gr. Well,he is gone,8& with him goc theſe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which ſtand out in Ireland, 
Expedicnt mannage mult be made my Liege 
Ere further leyſure, yeeld the futher meancs 
For their aduantage, and your highneſſe lofle: 

Rich. We willour ſelfe in perſon to this warre, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, | 
And liberall Largeſſe, are growne ſomewhar light, 
We are inforc'd to farme our royall Realme, 
The revennew whereof ſhall furryſh us 
For our affayres in hand : if they come ſhort 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have Blanke-charters : 
Whercto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhallſubſcribe them for large ſummes of Gold, 
And ſend them after to {upply our wants : 
For we will make for Ireland preſently. 
Enter Buſhy. 

Buſy, what newes? 

Br. Old lohzof Gaunt is verieſicke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and harh ſent poſt haſte 
Toentreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 

Ric. Wherelyes he ? 

Bu. At Ely houſe. : : ED 

Ric. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyſitians minde; 
To hclpe him to his grave immediately : 
The lining of his coffers ſhall make Coates 
To decke our fouldiers tor theſe Iriſh warres- 
Come Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him : 
Pray heaven we may make haſt, and come too late, Ex#, 


— 
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Enter Gaunt, ficke with Torke. 


Gas. Wiil the King come, that I may breathe my laſt 
In wholfome counſcli to kis unſtaid youth ? 

Tor. Vex not your ſelfe,nor ſtrive not with your breth, 
For all in vaine comes counſell to his care. 

Gaz. Oh but (they ſay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ; 
W here words are ſcarſe,they are ſeldome ſpentin vaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine. 
He that no more muſt ſay, js liſten'd more, 
Then they whom youth and caſe have taught to gloſe, 
More are mens ends markt, then their lives before, 
The ſetting Sun, and muſicke 1s the cloſe 
As the laſt taſte of veetes, 1s ſweetelt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance, more thenthings long paſt ; 
Though Richard my lives counſell would not heare, 
My deaths fad zale, may yet undeafe his care. 

Yor. No, it is{topt with other flattring ſounds 
Asprayles of his ſtate : thenthere are found 
Laſcivious Mecters, to.whoſe venom ſound 
The open eares of youth doth alwayes liſten. 
Report of faſhions in proud Italy, 
W hoſe manners ſtillour tardie apiſh Nation 
Lumpes afterin baſe imitation. - 


| 


Where doth the world thruſt forth a vanity, 

So it benew;there's no reſpet how vile, 

That is not quickly buz'd into their cares? 

That all too late comes counſel to be heard, 

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Direc not him, whoſe way himſelfe will chooſe, * | 

Tis breath thou lackſt, and that breath wilt thou logſe, | 
Grazst. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpir'd,* | 

And thus expiring do foretell of him, TH 


| His raſh fierce blaze ofRyot cannot laſt, 


For violent fires ſoone burne out themſelves; 

Small ſhowres laſt long, but ſodaine ſtormes are ſhort, | 
He tyres betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes; 

With eager feeding, food doth choake the feeder ; 
Light vanity, infatiate cormorant, | 
Conſuming meanes ſoone preyes upon it ſelfe. 

This royal Throne of Kings, this ſceptred Iſle, 

This earth of Majeſty, this feate of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy paradiſe, 

This Fortres built by nature for her ſelfe, 

Againſt infe&tion, and the hand of warre : 

This happy breed of men, this little world, 

This pecious ſtone ſer in the ſilver Seca, 

W hich ſerves it inthe ojtice of a wall, 

Or asa Moate defenfiue to a houſe, 

Againſt theenuy of lefſe happier Lands, 7 
This bleſſed plot, this Earth, this Realme ,this Engla 
This Nurſe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, |! 
Fear'd by their breed, and famous for their birth, _ 3 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, 

For Chriſtian ſervice,and true Chivalrie, 

As 1s the ſepulcher 1n ſtubborne Iury 


| Ofthe worlds ranſome, bleſſed Xaries Sonne. * 


This Land of ſuch deere ſoules, this deere-deercLan | 
Deere for her reputation through the world, | 
Is now Leas'd out( I dyepronouncing it) 

Like toa Tenement or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, | 
Whoſe rocky ſhore beates backe the envious ſedge: . | 
Of watery Neptune,is now bound in with ſhame, 
With Inky blottcs, and rotten Parchment bonds. 
That England that was wont to conquer others, "* 
Hath madea ſhamefull conqueſt of it {elfe. 
Ah? would the ſcandall vaniſh with my liſe, 

How happy then were my enſuing death ? 


Enter K "g, Dmene, eAumerle, Buſhy , Green, .. 
agot, Ros, and Willoughby. ve 
Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, «| | 
For young hot Coalts, being rag*d,do rage the more: - | 
24. How fares our noble Vacle Lancaſter ? | 
Ri. What comfort man > How iſt withaged Gat 
Ga. Oh how that name befirs my compoſition: 
Oid Garznt indeed,and gaunt inbeing old : | 


| Within me greefe hath kept a tedious faſt, 


And who abitaines from meate, that is not gaunt? . 

For ſleeping Engiand long time have l watcht, 

Watching breeds leannefle, leanneſſe is all gaunt: 

The pleaſure that ſome Fathers feed upon, 

Is my {tri faſt, I meane my Childrens lookes, 

And therein faſting, haſt thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am T for thegrave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whoſe hollow wombe inherits nought butbones., 
Ric. Can ficke men play ſo nicely with their nan: 

Gas. No, miſery makes ſport to mocke it (ſet. 
Since thou doſt ſeeke to kill my name in mee, 


— , 
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e my name (great King) to flatter thee. 
: —_ Should els men flatter thoſe that live? 
Gaz. No,no men living flatter thoſe that dye. 
Rich. Thou now a dying, ſayſt thou flatter” ft me. 
24s. Oh no,thou dycſt,though I the ſicker be, 
Rich. Lam in health, I breathe,I ſee thee 1ll. 
4s, Now he that made me,knowes I ſeethecll-: 
Ill in my ſelfe to ſee,and in thee,leeing ill, 
Thy death-bed 1s no leſſer then the Land, 
Wherein thoulyeſt in reputation ſicke, 
And thou too care-leife patient as thou art, 
Commir'ſt thy poor te of body to the cure 
Of thoſe Phyſitions,that ficlt wounded thee: 
A thouſand Batterers fit within thy Crowne, 
Whoſe compaſſe is no bigger then thy hand, 
| And yet incaged in-'o ſmall a Verge, 
The waſte is no whit leſſer then thy Lands 
Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, _ 
Secne how his tonnes ſonne, ſhould deſtroy his ſonnes, 
From forth thy reach he-would have laid thy ſhame, 
Depoſing thee before thou wert poſleſt, 
' Which arr poſſeſt now to depole thy ſelfe. - 
Why(Coſine) were thou Regent of the world, 
It were a ſhame to let his Land by leaſe 3 
But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 
Is it not more then ſhame,to ſhame it ſo ? 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King : 
Thy ſtate of Law,is bondflave to the law, 
An 
Rich. And thou,a lunatickeleanc-witted foole, 
Prefuming on an Agues priviledge, 
Dar'ſt with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our chceke, chafing the Royall blood 
With tury,from his native reſidence? 
Now by my Scates right Ro;all Majeſtic, 
Wer't thou not Brother to great Eawards ſonne, 
This tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent ſhoulders. 
Gas, Oh ſparc me not,my brothers Edwards ſonne, 
Forthat I was his Father Edwards ſonne : 
That blood already (like the Pellican) 
Thou haſt tapt out,and drunkenly carows'd. 
| My brother Glouceſter,plaine well meaning ſoule 
(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mongſt happy ſoules) 
| May beapreſident,and witnefſe good, 
That thou reſpe&X'tt not ſpilling Edwards blood : 
loyne with the preſent fickenefle thar ] have, 
And thy ankindnefſe be like crooked age, 
Tocrop at once a too-lon? wither'd flowre. 
Live in thy ſhame,but dye not ſhame with thee, 
Theſe words hereafter,thy tormentors be. 
Convey me to my bed,then ts my grave. 
Love they to live,that love and honor have. Exit 
Rich, And let them dye,that age and (ullens have, 
For both haſt thou, and both become the grave. 
Tor, I doe beſeech your Majeſtic impute his words 
| To wayward ficklinefſe.and age in him : 
e loves you 01 my life,and holds you dcere 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he heere. 
Rich, Right, youſay true : as Herefordslove;ſolvs ; 
As theirs,ſo mine : and all be as itis. 


Enter I erthumb:rland. 


AC My Liege, old Gaznt commends hinrto your 
4 le 


| 


Rich, What ſayes he ? 
Nor. Nay nothing, all is ſaid : - 
His tongue is nowa {tringlefle inſtrument, 
Words,life,and all,oid Lancaſter hath ſpent. | 
Tor, Be Yorke the next, that muſt be bankrupt ſo, 
Though death be poore,it ends a mortall wo. 
Rich, The ripeſt fruit firlt fals,and fo doth he, 
His time 1s ſpent,our pilgrimage mnlt be : 
So much for that. Now for our Iriſh warres, - 
We mult ſupplant thoſe.rough rug-headed Kernes, 
W hich live like venom, where no venom elſe 
But onely they,have privil.dge to.live. | 
And for thefe great affayres do aske ſome charge 
Towards our aſſiſtance, we do ſeize to us | 
The plate,coyne,and revennewes,and moveables, 
W hereof our Vncle Gaznt did ſtand poſſeſt, 
Yor, How long ſhall I be patient 2 Oh how long 
Shall tender dutie make me 1uffer wrong ? 
Not Glewſtersdeath,nor Herefords baniſhment, 
Nor Gawuntes rebukes,nor Englands private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poore Bullmgbrooke, 
About his marriage,nor my owne diigrace 
Have ever made me fowre my patient checke, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Soveraignes face : 
I am the lait of noble Edwards ſonnes, 
Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firſt; 
In warres was never Lyon rag'd more fierce : 
In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mide, 
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman : 
His face thou haſt, for evenſo look'd he 
Accomplith'd with the number of thy howers : 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againlt his friends : his noble hand 
Did win what he did ſpend : and ſpent not that 
W hich his triumphant fathers hand had won; 
His hands were guiltie vf noKindreds blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 
Oh Richard,Yorke is too farre gone with greefe,: 
Or elſe he never would compare beriycene. 
Rich. Why Vncle, 
What's the matter ? | 
Tor. Oh my Liege.pardon me if you pleaſe,if not 
I pleas'd not to bepardon'd,am content with all ; 
Seeke you to ſ{cize,and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford? 
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gazzt jult ? and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deſerve to have an heyre ? 
Is not his heyre a well-deſerving fonne? 
Take Herefords rights away,and take from time 
His Charters ,and his cuſtomarie rights; 
Let not ro morrow then inſae to day, 
Be not thy ſelfe. For how art thou a King 
But by faire ſequence and ſucceſſion ? 
Now afore God,God forbid 1 ſay true, 
If you doe wrongfully ſeize Herefords right, 
Callin his Letters Patentsrhat he hath' 
By his Atturneyes generallto fue _ 
His Liveric,and dcnic his offer'd homage, 
You plucke athouſand dangers on your head, 
You looſe a thouſand well-diſpoſed: hearts, 
And pricke my tender patience tothoſe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cafanor thinke. . 
Ric. Thinke what you will : we ſeiſe into our hands, 
His plate,bis goods, his money,and hislands.. - - 
Yor, Lle not be by the while : My Leige farewell, 
_—_— _What | 
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What will enſue hereof,there's none can tell, 
But by bad courſes may be underſtood, 
That their events can never fall out good. Exits 
Rich. Go Buſtieto the Earle of Wiltſhire ſtreight, 
Bid him repaire to us to E!y houſe, 
To ſce this buſinefſe : to morrow next 
We will tor /re/and, and 'tis time, I trowr: : 
And wecreate in abſence of our ſeife 
Our Vnckle Yorke;Lord Governor of England : 
For he is juſt,and alwayes lov'd us well. 
Come on our Queene,to morrow mult ie part, 
Be merry,for our time of ſtay is ſhort. 
CHManet N orth.#illoughby,and Reſſ. 
Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead- 
Koſſ. Andliving too,for now his ſonne is Duke: 
W. Barely in title,not in revennew. 
Nor. Richly in both,if juſtice had her right. 
Roſſ. My heart is great: but it muſt break with ſilence 
Er't be disburthen'd with a libcrall tongue. 
Nor.Nay ſpeake thy mind:& let him ner ſpeake more 
That-ipeakes thy words againe to due thee harme. 
Fil. Tendsthat thou'dit ſpeake to th'Du.of Hereford? 
Tf it be ſo,ourt with it boidly man : 
Quicke is tine care to heare of good towards him. 
Koſ]. No good at all that 1 can doe for him, 
Vnieile you call it good to pirie him, 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 
X or. Now aforc heaven, 'its ſhame ſuch wrongs are 
borne, 
In him a royall Prince,and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 
The King is not himicife,bur baſcly led 
By flatterers,and what they will informe 
Meerely 1n hate *gainſt any of us all, 
1 hat will the King ſeverely proſecute 
*Gainſt us,our lives,our children,and our heires- 
| KRoſſ.The Commons hath he pill'd with greevous taxes 
| And quite loſt their hearts : che Nobles hath he fin'de 
| For ancient quarrels,and quite loſt their hearts. 
Wil. And daily new exations are devis'd, 
As blankes,benevolences,and I wot not what: 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 
Nor. Wars hath not waſted it,tfor war'd he hath not, 
But baſely ycelded upon comprimize, 
That which his Anceſtors atchicu'd with blowes : 
More hath he ſpent in peace,then they in warres. 
Rof. The Earle of Wiltſhire hath the realme in Farme. 
wil. The King's growne bankruptlike a broken man, 
Nor. Reproach,and diflolution hangeth over him. 
Roſ: He hath not monie for theſe Iriſh warres; 
(His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding) 
' But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 
XN or. His noble Kinſman,molſt degenerate King : 
But Lords,we heare this fearcfull tempeſt ſing, 
Yet ſeeke no ſhelter to avoyd the ſtorme : 
We ſee the winde fit ſore upon our failes, 
And yet we ſtrike not,but ſecurely periſh. 
Ref, We lee the very wracke that we muſt ſuffer, 
And unavoydedis the danger now 
| For ſuffering ſo thecauſes of our wracke, 
Nor.Not to : even through the hollow eyes of death, 
I ſpte life peering : bur I dare not ſay 
How necrethe tidings ofour comfort is. 
Wi, Nay letus ſhare thy thoughts,as thou doſt ours. 
Ref. Be confident to ſpeake Northamberland, 
Wethree,are but thy ſclfe,and ſpeaking fo, 


Flouriſs. | 


| That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 


Thy words are butas thoughts;therefore be bold, - | 
Nor. Then thus : I have from Port lo Blan 

A Bay in Britarne,receiv'd intelligence, , = 

That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord (obhay, - 

His brother Archbiſhop,lare of {anterbary, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham,Sir lobs Rainſton, 

Sir John Norberie,Sir Robert Waterton,and Francis Quony 

All theſe we!l furniſh'd by the Duke of Britain, 

With eight call ſhips, threethouſand men of warre: 

Are making hither with all due expedience, | 

And ſhortly meane to touch our Northerne ſhore: 


Perhaps they hadere this,but that they ſtay 
The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 


| If then we ſhall ſhake off our {laviſh yoake, 


Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeemefrom broaking pawne the blemiſh'd Croyy, 
Wipe off the duſt that hides our Scepters gilt, + | 
Andmake high Majcſiie looke like it ſelfe, = 
Away with me in poſte to Raverſpurgh, 

But if you faint,as fearing to doe ſo, 

Stay,and be fecret,and my ſeife will go. | 
Roſ. To horle.to horſc,urge doubts to them that fee, 
Wil. Hold out my horſc,and I will firſt be there. 

x Exenm. 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Dneene,Bnſhy,and Bagot- 


Buſy. Madam,your Majeſty is too much ſad, 
Youpromis'd when you parted with the King, 
To lay aſide (elfe-harming heavineſle, 
And entertaine a cheerefull diſpoſition. 
.2s. To pleaſe the King,l did : to pleaſe my felke 
I cannotdoe it : yet I know no cauſe 
Why [ ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as greeſe, 
Save bidding farewell to ſo {weet a guelt 
As my ſweet Richard, yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne ſorrow,ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me,and my inward ſoule 
With nothing trembles,at ſomthing 1t greeves, . | |. 
More than with parting from my Lord the King- | 
Bufb.Each ſubſtance of a greefe hath twenty thadans 
' Which ſhewes likegreefe it (elfe,but 1s not ſo: 
For ſorrowes eye,glazed with blinding tcares, 
- Divides onething intire,to many objects, 
Like perſpe&tives,which rightly gaz d upon 
Shew nothing but confuſion,ey d awry, 
Diſtinguiſh forme : ſo your ſweet Majeſtic 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure, _- 
Finde ſhapes of greefe,more then himfelfe to walle, 
Which look'd on as itis,is nought but ſhadowes 
Of what it is nor : then thrice-graclous Qyeene, | 
More thenyour Lords departure weepe not,moresMM | 
Or if it be, tis with falſe forrowes eye, (ene; 
Which for things true,weepe things 1maginarys 
x. Tt may be {o : but yet my inward ſoule 
Perſivades meit is otherwiſe : how ereit be, 
I cannot but be {ad : ſo heavy fad, ; 
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrinke- 


Buſs. 'Tis nothing but conceit (my gractous Lady 4, | 
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Qs. 'Tis nothing lefle : conceit 1s ſill deriu'd 
From ſome fore-father greete,mine 1s not {o, 
For nothing hath begot my ſomething greete, 
Or ſomething,hatch the nothing chat I greeve, 
*Tis in reverſionthat i doe poſſefſe, _ 

But what it is,that is not yet knowne, what 

I cannot name, tis nameletle woe I wot. 

Enter Greene, ON 
Gree, Heaven fave your Majeſty,and wel met Gentle- 
I hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. (men; 
9a. Why hop'ſt thou ſo? 'Tis better hope he is : 
For his deſignes crave haſte, good hope, _ 

Then wherefore doſt thou hope he-is not ſhipt ? 

Gree. That he our hope, might have retyr'd his power, 
and driven into detpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ſtrongly hath ſet footing in this Land, 
Thebaniſh'd B:ngbrooke repealcs himſcife, 

And with up-liftted Armes is ſafe arriuw'd 

At Ravenſphrg. 

9. Now God in heaven forbid. 

Gree. O Madam *tis too true : and that is worſe, | 
The L:Northumberland,his yong fonne Henry Percze, 
The Lords of Rofſe,Beaumond and Willonghby , 

With all their powerfull friends are fled ro him, 

Buſh. Why have you not proclaim'd Northnmberland 
And the reſt of the revolted faction, Traitors ? 

Gree. We have : wherenponthe Earle of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtafe,refign'd his Stewardſhip, 
Andaithehonſhold ſervants fled with him to Bullenbrook 
- 9x. So Greene,thouart the midwite of my woe, 

And 3ullw1brooke my ſorrowes diſmall heyre: 

Now hath my ſoule brought forth her prodigie, 


| And Ia gasping new delivered morher, 


Have. woe to woe, ſorrow to ſorrow Joyn'd. 
Buſh. Deſpaire not Madam. 
2x. Who ſhall hinder me? 
I will deſpaire,and beat enmitie 
Wrth couzening hope ; he is a Flatterer, 
A Paraſite,a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diffolve the bands of life, 
Which falſe hopes linger in extremity. 
Enter Yorke, 

Gree. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. | 
 £%. With fignes of warre about his aged necke, 
Oh full of carcfull buſineſſe are his lookes : 
Vnckle, for heavens ſake ſpeake comfortable words. 

Ta, Comfort's in heaven,and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but croſſes, care and greefe : | 
Your husband he is gone to ſave farre off, 
Whuilſ others come to make his looſe at home : 
Heere am Ilefr to underprop his Land, 
Who weake with age,cannot ſupport my ſelfe : 
Now comes his ficke houre that his ſurfet made, 
Now ſhall he try his friends that flattered him. 

Enter a Servaut. 

Ser, My Lord, your ſonne was gone before I came. 

Tor. He was : why ſo, goall which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fied,the Commons they are cold, 


; And will I feare revolt on Herefords fide: 


| Sirra,get theeto Plaſhic tomy ſiſter Gloſter, 


Bid her ſend me preſently athouland pound, 
 Hoid, rake my Ring. 
| Ser. My Lurd,l had forgot 


{| 
[ 
; 


| = tell your Lordihip,to day I came by, and call'd there, 
EY 1 ſhall greeveyouto report the reſt. * 


Tor, What is't knave ? 


| 
| 
| 


— 


_—— 


Ser. An houre before I came,the Dutcheſle di'de. 
Tor. Heav'n for his mercy,what a tide of woes 
Come ruſhing on this wotull Landat once? 
I know nor what to doe : I would to heaven 
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 
W hat,are there poltes diſpatcht for Ireland ? 
How thall we doe for mony for theſe warres ? 
Come fiſter (Cozcn 1 would fay) pray pardon me. 
Gofollow,get thee home,provide ſome Carts, 
Andbring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen,will you muſter men ? ; 


TfI know how,or which way to ordertheſe affaires - 
| Thus diforderly thrutt into my hands, 


Never beleeve me. Both are my kin{men, 
1honels my Soveraigne,whom both my. oath 
And dutie bids defend : th'ocher againe 

Is my b1nſman,whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom con{cience,and my kindred bids toxight. 
Well,tomeiyhat we mult do : Come Cozen, 


ediſpole of you. Gentlemen, go muſter up your men, | 


And meet me preſently at Barkley Caitle : 
I thould to Flaſhy too : but time willnot permit, 


All is uneven,& every thing 1s left at ſix and ſeven. Exit. | 


Buſh. The wind fits faire for newes to go toIrejand, 


Bur none returnes : For us to levy power 


Proportionable toch'enemy,is all impoſſible. 
Gre. Befidcs our neerenefle to the King in love, 


Is neere the hate of thoſe love not the King. 


And jet ourfaire diſcourſe hath beeneas ſugar, 


Bag. And that's the wavering Commons,for cheirlove | 


Lies 1n their purſes,and who to empties them, 
By io muchfils their hearts with deadly hare. -- 


Buſh. Whextin the king ſtands generally condemn'd. j; 


Bag. It judgemcnt lye in them,then fo do we, 
Becauſe we have beene ever neerc the King. 


Gree. W<li:! will for refuge ſtreight ro Briſtol Caſtle, |. 


The Earle of Wiltſhire is already there. | 
Bgjt. Thither will L with you, for little office 

Will the hatefuil Commons performe for us, 

Except itke Curres,to teare us all in peeces ; 

Will you goe along with us? | 
Bag. No,[ will to Ireland to his Majeſtic : 

Farewell,if hcarts preſages be not vaine, 

We three here part,that:neu's ſhall meete againe. 


Bu.That's as Yorke thrives to beatebacke Ballinbrooks. | 


Gr. Alas poore Duke. the taske he undertakes 


' Is numbring ſands,and drinking Oceans.drie, © + * 
. | Where one on his {ide fights;thouſands will flye. 


Buſv. Farewell at once;fop once, for all;and ever. 
Well,me may: meete againe. C ic | 
Bag. I feare me nevers . / ©... 


« 


om I. 


Scans Tettia. _- 


Enter the Duke of Hereford, and Northam: 
berland, 


Bel. How farre is it my:Lordto Barkley now ? - 
» Nor. Belteve me'noble Lord, mo, 
Iam a ſtranger here in Gloutterſhire,. . 
Theſe high wilde hiltes,and rough unceven wayes, -+ 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them weariome 2: 


£xtst. | 


Making : 


————— 
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Making the hard way ſweetand deleQable : 
But I bethinke me,what a wearie way 

F:om Ravenſpurgh'to Cottſhold will be found, 
In Roſſe and wllonghby,wanting your companie, 
Which I proteſt hath very much beguild 

The tediouſneſſe,and proceſle of my travell : 
But theirs 1s rected with the hope to have 
The preſent benefit that I poſleſle : 


: And hope to joy,is little lefle in joy, 


Then hope enjoy'd : By this, the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way ſeeme ſhort,as mine hath done, 
By ſight of whar I have, your Noble Companic. 
Bull, Of much lefſe value is my Compante, 
Then your good \words : but who.comes here ? 
Enter H.Percy, 
XN orth. it is my Sonne,young Harry Fercie, 
Sent from my brother Worceſter : W hence {ocver. 
Hary,how fares your Vnckle ? : 
Fevcie. i had thought, my Lord,to havelearn'd his 
health of you. 
North. Why,is he not with the Queene ? 
Percie.No,my good Lord,he hath forſooke the Court, 
Broken his Stafte of Ofice,and diſperſt 
The Houſehold of the King. 
North, What was his reaſon ? - 
He was not ſo reſoly'd,when we laſt ſpake together. 


 Percie.Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed-Traitor. 


But hee,my Lord,is gone to Ravenſpurgh, 
To offer ſervice tothe Duke of Hereford, 
And'ſent me over by Barkely,to diſcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Ravenſpurgh. 
North. Haye you forgot the Nuke of Hcreford(Boy.) 
Zercie. Nogmy good Lord ; for that isnot. forgot” 
Which ne're I did remember:to my knowledge, - 
I never in my life did looke on him. . - .:} 
Noth. Then learne to know him now : this isthe 
Duke. b% | 
Percie, My gracious Lord;Erender you my ſervice, 
Stich as ic is,being tender,raw,and young, 
Which elder dayesſhall ripen,and confirme 
To moreapproved ſervice,and deſert. | 
Bull. Ithanke thee gentle Percie,and be ſure. 
I count my ſelfe in nothingelfe ſo happy, 
AS.1na Soule remembring:my good Friends : 
das my fortune ripens with thy Love, - - 
ſhall be ſtill thy true Loves recompence; 

My heart this covenant makes;my hand thus ſeales it. --- 
Nerth, :How farre is itto-Barkely.2 and what itirre 
Keepes good old Yorke there, with his Men:of Warre ? 

Percie. There {tands the Caſtle,by yondtufe of Frees, 


. 
? 


' Mann'd withthree hundred men,as I have heard, 


And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkely and Seymor, 


| None elle of Name, and noble eſtimate. 


Enter Roſſe und Wiltonghby. | 
Nth. Here come the Lords of Koſſe and Willonghby, 


Bloody with ſpurring,fieriered with hatte. 


Bull. Weicame my Lords,I wort your love purſues 
A baniſht T raitor ; ail my Treaſuric | 
[s yet but unfelt thankes,which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love,and labours.recompence. 

Reſſe. Your preſence makes us rich,noſt Noble Lord. 

Wile, And farre ſurmounts our labour to attaine it. 

Bull. Evermore thankes, th'Exchcquer of the poore, 
W hichrill my infant#ertune comes to yeercs, 
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ? 

& 


Enter Barkely. 
North. It ismy Lord of Barkely,as I ghefle. 
Bark, My Lord of Hereford,my Meſlage 1s to you. | 
Bell. My Lord,my an{wer 1s to Lancafter, 
| And I am come to ſ{ceke that Name in England, 
And I muſt finde that Title in your Towne, 
Before I make reply to aughr you ſay. 

Bark, Miſtake me not,my Lord, 'tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. ot 
To you, my Lord, i come (what Lord you will) 

From the moſt glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you on 
Fo take advantage of the abſent time, 
And fright our Native Peace with ſelfe-borne Armes, 
| Enter Torke. 
Bull. T ſhall not need tran{pert my words by you, 


| 


} Herecomes his Grace in Perlon.My Noble Vnckle. 


Yor. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee, 
W hoſe dutic is deceivable, and falſe. 

Bull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Tor. Tut,tut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me, 
I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth,is but prophane. Fr 
W hy have theſe baniſh'd,and torbidden Legges, - 
Dar'd once to touch a Duſt of Englands Ground? 
But more then why,why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles upon her peacefull Boſome, 
Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with Warre, 
And oſtentation of deſpiſed Armes ? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th'anoyuted King is hence? 
W hy fooliſh Boy,the King is leftbehind, 

; And in my loyall Boſome lyes his power. 

Were I but now the Lord of ſich hot youth, 
As when brave Gawun,thy Father,and thy ſelfe 
Reſcued the Black Primee,that yong Mars of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thouſand French: | 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this Arme of mine, 
Now Priſoner to the Pallie,chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter corre&tion to thy Fault. 

Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 

Tor. Even in condition of the worſt degree, 


In grofle Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon : 


Thou art a baniſh'd man,and here art come 
Before th'expiration of rhy time, 
In braving Armes againſt thy Soveraigne. 
Bull. As1 was baniſh'd,l was baniſh'd Hereford, 
' But as | come,l1 come for Lancaſter. 
' And Noble Vnckle,I beleech your Grace 
: Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye 3 
' You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I ſee old Gawnralive-Oh then my Father, 


Will you permit,that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 

A wandring Vagabond ; any Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforce,and given away 
To upſiart Vnthrifts ? W hercfore was I borne? 
1fthar my Couſin King,be King of England, 

'It muſt be graunted,I am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a Sonne,.Lwumerle,ny Noble Kin{man, 
Had you firſt died and he beene thus trod downe, 
He ſhould have found his Vnckle G aura Father, 
Torowze his Wrongs,and chaſe them tothe bay. 
I am denyde to ſue my Liverie here, 

And yet my Letters Patents give me leave : 


My Fathers goods arcall ditiraynd,and ſold, 
And theſe,and all,arcall amiſſe imployd. 
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What would you have me doc? Lama ſubject, 
And challenge Law: Attorneyes are denyde me , 
And therefore perſonally I lay my claime 

To mine inheritance of tree Det cent, 


Roſſ. It itands your Grace upon, to doe him right. 
als. Baſe mea by his endowments are made great. 
York. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
I have had fecling of my Coſens Wro ngs, 
Andlabour'd all } could to doe him right: 
Bur in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, 
Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way, 
To find our Righe with wrongs, it may not be; 
And you that doe abet him in this kind, | 
Cheriſh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. : 
North. The Noble Duke hath ſworne his comming is 
But for his owne ; and for the right of thar, 
We all have {trongiy ſworneto give him ayd, 
And lethim nev'r tee Toy,that breakes that Oath. 

Tork, Well, well, I 1ce the ifſue of theſe Armes, 
I cannot mend it, I muſt needes confeſle, 
Becauſe my power 1s weake and all ill left : 
But if I could,by him that gave me life, 
I would attachyou all, and make you ſtoope 
VYnto the Soucraigne mercy of the King. 
But ſince I cannoc, be it knowne to you, 
I doe remaineas Neuter.$0 fare you well, 
Vnleſſe you pleaſe to enter inthe Caſtle, 
Andthere repoſe you for this Night. 
| ZBul. Anoftfer Vnckle, that we will accept : 

But we uit winne your Grace to goe with us 
To Briſtow Caſtle, which they {ay 1s held 
By Bu(hie, Bagot, and their Complices, 
The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 
Which I have ſworne to weed, and plucke aways 

York. Tt may be I will go with you: bur yet lle pawſe, 

For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 
Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things palt redreſle, are now with me paſt care. Exennt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Salubury, and a Captaine, 


Capt. My Lord of Salisbury,we have ſtayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept your Countrey men together, 
And ycrtwe heare no tidings from the King; 
| Thereforewe will diſperſe our ſelves: farewell. 
Sal, Stay yet ahother day, thou truitie Weichman, 
The King repoſeth all his confidence in thee. 
Capr.: Iisthought the King is dead,we will not ſtay; 
ic Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd, 
And Meteors frighr the fixed Starres of Heaven; 
hepale-fac'de Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
Andlcane-lookt Prophets whiſper fearcfull change; 
Rich men looke (ad, and RutHans danceand leape, 
cone in feare,to loſe whatthey enjoy, 
e0ther to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 
Theſe ſignes fore-run the dcath of Kings. 
Areyell,our Countreymenare goneand fled, 
well affur'd Richardtheir King is dead. Exit: 


Pa 
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North,1 he Noble Duke hath beene too much abusd. 


| 


Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauic mind, 
I fee thy Glory,like a ſhooting Starre, 
Fall to the baſe Earth, from the Firmament : 
Thy Sunneſers weeping in the lowly Weſt. 
Witneſſing Stormes to come, Woe, and Vnreſt: 


| Thy Friends are fled; to wait upon thy Foes, 


And crofſely to thy good, all fortune goes. Exit, 


_ _— 


_eAttusTertins. Scana Prima, 


ee eos 


—— 


Enter Bullngbrooke, Yorke, Northumberland, © 
Roſſe, Fercie, Willoughby, with Bubis 
and Greene Priſoners. 


Bull. Bring forth theſe men : 
Brſhie and Greene,1 will not vex your ſoules, 
(Since preſently your ſoules muſt part your bodyes) 
With too much urging your pernitious lives, 
For *twere no Charitie : yet to waſh your blood: 
From oft my hands, here inthe view of men, 
I will uatold foe cauſes of your deaths, 
You have mis-led a Prince, a Royall King, 


| A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 


By you unhappied, and disfigur'd cleane : 

You have in manner with your ſinfull houres 

Made a Divorce betwixt his Queene and him, 

Broke the poſſeſſion of a Royall Bed, 

And ſtayn'd the beautie of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With tcaresdrawn fro her eyes,with your foule wrongs. 
My {eifc a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 

Neere to the King in blood, and neere in love, 

Til you did make him miſ-interprete me, 

Haveſtoopt my necke under your injurics, 

And figh'd my Engliſh breathin forraine Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of baniſhment ; 

While you have fed upon my Seignories, ; 
Dif-park'd my Parkes and fell'd my Forreſt Woods ; 
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houſchold Coar, 
Raz'd out my Impreſle, leaving me no figne, 

Save mcns oOpintons,and my living blood, 


| To ſhew the world I am a Gentleman. 


This, and much more, much more then twice all this, 
Condemnes you to the death : ſee them delivercd over 
To execution, and the hand of death. 
Buſrie. More welcome is the ſtroke of death to me, 
Then Bullngbrooke to England, | 
Gree. My comfort is,that Heaven will take our ſoules, 
Andplague Iniuſtice with the paines of Hell. - 
Bull. My Lord Northumberland;ſce them diſpatch'd; 
Vnckle, you ſay the Quzene is at your Houſe, 
For Heavens fake faircly let her be entreated, 
Tell her I ſendto her my kind commends; 
Take ſpeciall care my Greetings be deliver'd. 
York, A Gentieman of mine Þ haye difpatch'd 
With Letters of your love, to her at large. 


Bull. Thankes gentle VYncle : come Lords away, 


To fight with Glendewre, and his Complices ; 


' A while toworke, andafter holliday. 


e 
$9 1 *) E xemunt. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Drums: Flouriſh, and Colours- 
Enter Richard, eAumerle,Carlile and Souldierse 


Rich. Barkloughly Caſtle call you this at hand ? 
es, Yca,my Lord:how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late toffing onthe breaking Scas? _ 
Rich. Needes mult 1 like it well : I weepe for 10y 
ſtand upon my Kingdome once agatne- 
Deere Earth, 1 doe {alute thee with my hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee wit 
As along parted Mother with her Child,, 
Playes fondly with her teares, and ſmiles 1n meeting , 
So weeping, ſmiling, greetI thee the Earth, 
And doethee fauor with my Royall hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy ſweetes, comfort his ravenous ſence: 
But let thy Spiders that ſucke up thy Venome, 
And heavie-gated Toades lye in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete, = 
Which with uſurping ſteps doe trample thee. 
Yeeld ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemues; 
And when they from thy Boſome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking Adder, 
W hoſe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 
Mocke not my ſencelefſe Conjuration: Lords ; 
This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe Stones. 
Provearmed Souldiers, cre? her Native King 
Shall falter under foule Rebellious Armes, 
Car,Feare not my Lord,that Power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in ſpight of all. 
eAuwm. He meanes, my Lord,rhat we are too remifle, 
W hileſt Bulimybrooke through their ſecurity, 
Growes {trong and great, i 
Rich. Diſcomfortable Couſin, knoweſt thou nor, 
That when the ſearching Eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Theenes and Robbers raunge abroad unſeene, 
In Mwthers and in out-rage bloody here : 
But when from under this Terreſtrial Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eaſterne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guiltic hole, 
Then Murthers, Treaſons and detelted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves. 
 SOwhen this Theefe, this Traytor Bullmgbrooke, 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the Night, 
Shall fee us riſing in our Throne, the Eaſt, 
His Treaſons will ſit bluſhing in his face, 
Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 
Bur ſclfe-affrighted, tremble at his ſinne. 
Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 
Can waſh the Balme from an anoynted King ; 
The breath of wordly men cannot depoſe 
The Deputie elefed by the Lord : 
For every man that Bullingbrooke hath preſt, 
To lift ſhrewd Steele againſt our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 


IVW- 


h their Horſes hoofes: 


n ſubſtance and in friends. 
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A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 
Weake men muſt fall, for Heaven ſtill guards the righy, 
Enter Sali bury. | 
Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your Power ? 
Salish: Nor neere, nor farther off, my gracious Lox 
Thenthis weake arme; diſcomfort guides my toneye, 
And bids me fpeake of nothing bur deſpaire : 
One day too late, I feare (my Noble Lord) 
Hath clouded all my happie dayes on Earth : 
Oh call backe Yeſter day, bid time returne, 
And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men: 
To day, today, unhappie day too late | 
Orcthrowes thy Ioyes, Friends, Fortune,and thy tare, 
For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 
Are gone to Bullingbrooke, diſperſt, and fled. 
eAum, Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Graceſy 
ale? 
; Rich, But now the blood of twentie thouſaud men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fied, 
And till ſo much blood thither come againe, 
Have I not reaſon to looke pale, and dead? 
All ſoules that will be ſafe, flye from my ſide, 
For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. 
Aum. Comfortmy Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich, IT had forgot my ſelfe. Am I not King? 
Awake thou {luggard Majeſtie, thou fleepeſt : 
Is notthe Kings Name fortic thouſand Names? 
Arme,arme my Name : a punicſubjeR firikes 
Atthy great-glory. Looke not to the ground, 
Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 
High be our thoughts : I know my Vnckle Yorke 
Hath Power enough to ſerve our turne, 
But. who comes here? Enter $croope 
Scroope. More health and bappineſle beride my Leige, 
Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. | 
Rich. Mine eare is open, and my heart prepar'd: 
The worſt is worldly loſe, thou canlt untold : 
Say, Is my Kingdome loſt? why 'twas my Care : 
And what loſſe is it to be rid of Care? 
Strives Ballingbrooke to be as great as we? 
Greater he ſhall not be: If he ſerve God, 
Wee'l ſerve him too; and bee his Fellow ſo. 
Revolt our ſubje&ts ? That we cannot mend, 
They breake their Faithto God as well as us : 
Cry Woe, Deſiru&ion,Ruine, Lofle, Decay, 
The worſt is Death, and death will have his day. 
Scroope. Glad am I, that your Highneſſe is ſoarm'd 
To bearethetidings of Calamitie. 
Like an unſecaſonable ſtormie day, 
W hich make the ſilver Rivers drowne their Shores, 
As if the World were all difſolu'dto teares : 
So high, above his Limits, ſwells the Rage 
Of Baltngbrooke, covering your fearefull Land 
| With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Steel: 
White Beares have arm'd their thin & hairelefſe Scalys 
1 Againſt thy Majcity, and Boyes with Womens Voc, 
Strive to ſpeake bigge, and clap their female joynts 
In ſtiffe unwieldie Armes : againſt thy Crowne 
Thy very Bead{-men learne to bend their Bowes 
Of double fatall Eugh : againſt thy ſtate 
Yea Diſtaffe-Women manage ruſtje Bills : 
Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebel, 
Andall goes worſe then I have power to tell. | 
Rich, Too well, too well thou tell'{ a Tale ſo ill. 
W here is the Earle of Wiltſhire? where is Bag? 
W hat 1s become of Buſbie? where is Greene? 
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hey have let the dangerous Enemy 
_ 5s Confines with (auch peacetull ſteps ? 
' It we prevalle,their hands ſhall pay for it. 
I warrant they have made peace with Bali ngbrooke. 
Scroope, Peace have they made with him indeede(my 


ord. ) ; | ny STAT 
Rich.Oh Villains, Vigers,cami's without redemption, 
g2ges.calily won to fawne on any man, 
Ow in my heart blood warm'd, that ſting my heart, 
| Three Iudafles, each one thrice worle then /udas, 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make warre 
Vpontheir ſpotted Soules for this Offence. = 
Scroope. Sweet Love ( Iſee ) changing his property, 
Tarnes to the ſowrelt, and molt deadly hate : 
| Againe uncurſe their Soules ; their peace 1s made 
With Heads,and not with Hands: thoſe whom you curſe 
Havefelt the work of Deaths deſtroying hand, 
Andlyecfull low, grav'd in the hollow ground. _ 
eAum. Is Buſhie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltſhire 
dead ? 
Scroope. Yea, all of them at Briſtow loſt their heads. 
Aum, Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man ſpeake: 
Let's talke of Graves, of Wormes, and Epitaphs, 
Make Daſt our Paper, and with Rainy eyes 
Write Sorrow 11 the Boſome of the Earth, 
Let's chuſe Executors, and talke of Wiils ; 
And yet not ſo; for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed bodyes tro the ground ? 
Our Lands, our lives and all are Bullngbrookes, 
And nothing can we call our owne, bur Death, 
And that ſmall Modell of the barren Earth, 
Which ſerves as palte, and Cover to our Bones : 
For Heavens ſake letus fit upon the ground, 
And tell ſad ſtories of the death of Kings : 
How ſome have beene depos'd, ſomeſlaine in warre 
Some haunted by the Gholts they have depos'd, 
Some poyſon'd by their Wives tome ſleeping killd, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
| That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 
Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scong his State, and grinning at his pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
To Monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with lookes, 
Infuſing him with ſelfe and vaine conceit, 
ASif this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, 
Were Braſſe impregnahle : and huntbrd thus, 
Comesatthe laſt, and with a little Pinne | 
Boaresthrough his Caſtle Walls, and farewell King. 
Cover your heads, and mocke not fleſh and blood 
With ſolemne Reverence : throw away Reſpet, 
Tradition, Forme, and Ceremonious dutie, 
For you have but miſtooke me all this while : 
Thye with bread like you, fecle Want, 
Taſte Griefe, need Friends : ſubjeted thus, 
How can you ſay to me, Iam a King ? 
Cai. My Lord; wiſe menne're waile their preſent woes, 
But preſently prevent the waycs to waile ; 
To feare the Foe ſince feare oppreſſeth ſtrength, 
Gives in your weakeneſle, ſtrength unto your Foe; 
Feare,and be flaine, no worſe can come to fight, 
And fight and die, is death deſtroying death. 
Where fearing, dying, payes death ſervile breath. 
eAum. My Father hath a Power, cnquire of him, 
And learte to makea Body of a Limbe. 
fich:Thou chid'ſt me well: proud Bullingbrooke I come 


= 


' Diſcharge my followers : let them hence away, 


To change blowes with thee, for our day of Doome: 
This ague fit of feare is over-blowne, 
An caſte taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 
Speake {weetely man, although thy lookes be ſowre. 
Scroope. Men judge by the complexion of the Skie 
The ſtate and inclination of the day, 

So may you by my dull and heavie Eye : 
My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to ſay: 
I play the Torturer, by ſmall and {mall 
To lengthen out the worſt,that muſt be ſpoken: 
Your Vnckle Torke is joyn'd with Ballingbrooke; 
Andall your Northerne Caſtles yeelded up, 
Andall your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Faction, 

Rich. Thou haſt ſayd enongh. 
Beſhrew thee Couſin, which did leade me forth —*; 
Of that ſiyeet way I was in, to deſpaire : 
W hat fay you now ? What comfort have we now? 
By heaven le hate him everlaſting]y, 
That bids me be of comfort any morc. 
Goe to Flint Caſtle, there Ile pinc away, 
A King, Woes ſlave, ſhall Kingly Woe obey : 
That Power I have, diſcharge, and let 'em goe 
Tocart the Land, that hath ſome hope togrow, 
ForT have none. Let no man ſpeake againe 
Toalcer this, for counſaile is but vaine. 

Zum. My Liege, one word. 

Rich. Hedoes me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongues 


From Rrchards Night, to Zullingbrooke faire Day, 
| Exenat. 


Scena T ertia, 


—_ C—— 


— 


Enter with Drum aud Colonrs, Bullingbrooke , 
Yorke, Northamberland, Attendants. 


Bull, So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are diſpers'd;and Salishury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed | 
With ſome few private friends, upon this Coalt, 

N orth. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord, | 
Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yor. It would beſceme the Lord Northumoerland, 
Toſay King Richard: alacke the heavie day, 
When ſucha ſacred King ſhould hide his head. 

N orth. Your Grace miſtakes : onely to be briefe, 

Left I his Title out. | 

Yor. The time hath beenie, | 
Would you have beene fo briefe with him, he would 
Have beene ſo bricte with yon, to ſhorten you, 
For taking ſo the head; your whole heads length. 

Ball. Miſtake not (V nckle) farther thai you ſhould, 

Yor. Take not (good Couſin) farther than you ſhould, 
Leaſt you miſtake the heavens are ore your head. 

Bull. I know it (Vnckle) and oppoſe not my felfe | 
Againe their will. But who comes here? 

| EntePr ercie. | 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caſtle yeeld 2 - 

Per. The Caſtle royally 1s mann'd, my Lord, 
Againſt thy entrance. 


— 


a 


Bull. Roy- | 
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Bull. Royally > Why,it contaynes 10 King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) | 
It doth containe a King : Kind Richard lyes 
Within thelimits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him,the Lord Aumerle,Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroope,>cfides a Clergie man: 
Of holy reverence ; who, I cannotlearne- 

N 2th. Oh,belike it is the Biſhop of Carlile. 

Bul. Noble Lord, | 
Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 
Through Brazen Trumpet ſend the breath of Parle 
Into his rain'd Eares,and thus deliver : 

Herry Bullingbrocke upon. his knees doth kiſſe 
King Kicbards hand,and {ends allegeance ; 
And true faith of heart t:o his royali Perſon : hither come 
Evenat his feet, to lay imy Armesand power, 
Provided,that my Baniſhment repeal'd, 
And Lands reſtor'd againe,be freely graunted : 
Ifnort,lIle ute th advantage of my power, 
And lay the ſummers duit with ſhowers of blood, 
Rayn'd from the wounds of laughter'd Engliſhmen ; 
The which,how farre off firom the mind of Bullmgbrooke 
Itis,ſuch Crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench 
The freſh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land, 
My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 
Goe ſignific as much, while here we march 
Vponthe Grailic Carpet of this plaine : 
Let's march without the noyle of thceatning Drum, 
| That from this Calties tatrer'd Battlements 
Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd. 
Me thinkes King Richard and my (elte ſhould meete 
With no leſſe terror than the Elements 
| Of Fireand Water, when their thundring ſmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudie Cheeks of Heaven : 
Be he the hire, Ile be the yeelding Warer ; 
The Rage be his,while on the Barth I raine 
My Waters on the Ea:th,and not on him. 
March on,and marke King Richard how helookes. 
Pa; le mithort ,and anſwere within : then a Floariſn. 
Enter on the Wills, Richard, arlile, Aumerle,Soroop, 
S$:clisbary. 
See,ſee,King Richard doth himſelfe appeare 
As doth the bluſhing difcontented Sunne, 
From out the fierie Por tail of the Eaſt, 
When he perceives the envious Clonds are bent 
To dimmer his glory,and to ſtaine the trak 
Of his bright paſlage to the Occident. 

Terk. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As brightas 1s the Eaglcs) lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſtic : alack, alack, for woe, 

That any harme ſhould Kaine fo fatrea ſhow. 

Rich. Weareamaz'd,and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 

Becauſe we thought our ſelfe thy iawfull King : 
And if we be, how dare thy joynts forget 

To pay the a full dutie to our preſence ? 

If we be not, ſhew us the Hand of God, 
| That hath di{miſs'd us from our Stewardſhip, 
For well we know, no hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of oar Scepter, 
| Vnlefſe he doe prophane, ftcale or uſurpe. 
And though you thinke, thatall, as you have done, 
Have torne their ſoules, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends : 
| Yerknow, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, 
Is muſtring in his Clouds, on our behalfc, 
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Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike 
Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot, 
That lift your V aſfall Handsagainſt my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne. 
| Tell B-lknebocke, tor yond me thinkes he 1s, 
That every ſtride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treaſon : he is come to ope 

The purple Teſtament of bleeding Warre ; 
Butere the Crowne he lookes tor, live in peace; 
Ten thouſand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englarids face, 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew | 

Her Paſtors Graſſe with faithfoll Engliſh Blood. 


Should ſo with civiil and uncivill Armes | 
Beruſh'd upon : Thy thrice-noble Couſin, | 
Harry Bulls-ghraoke, doth humbly kiffe rhy hand, 
Andby the Honorable Tombe he ſweares, 
That ſtands upon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your bloods | 
( Currents that ipring from one moſt gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt, | 
And by the Worth and Honour of himſclfe, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworne, or ſaid, 
His comming hither hath no further ſcope, 
Than for his Lincall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchiſenient immedaate on his knees: 
W hich on thy Royall partie granted once, 
His glittering Armes he will commend to Ruſt, 
His barbed Steedes to Stables, and his heart 
To faithfull ſervice of your Maieſty : 
This ſweares he as he isa Prince, 1s juſt, 
And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. 
Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus : The King returnes, 
His Noble Coulin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his faire demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without contradiction ; 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends- 
We doe debate our ſife (Couſin) doe we not, 
To looke to poorely, and roſpeake fo fare ? 
Shall! we call back Norchamber lazd and ſend 
Defiance to the Traytor and ſodie? 
ef#m.No,good my Lord,let's fight with genrle words, 
Till timelend tricnds, & friends their hopetull Swords. 
Rich. Oh God, oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the Sentence of dread Baniſhment 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it off againe 
With words of ſooth: Oh that I were as great 
As is my Gricfe, or leſſer than my Name, | 
Or that I could forget what I have beene, 
Or not rem<moer what I muſt be now : 
Swell'it thou proud heart? Lee give thee ſcope to beate, | 
Since foes have {Cope to beate both thee and me. . 
e Lum, N orthumbertind comes backe from Bulling- 
brooke. 
Kich. What muſt the King doe now?muſt he ſubmut? 
The King ſhail doe it ; Muſt he be depos'd ? 
The King ſhall be contented : Mult he loſe 
The Name of King ? of Gods Name let it £0e. 
He give my Iewels for act of beades, 
My gorgeous Paliace, for a Hermitage, 
M' gay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans Gowne, 
My figur'd Goblets, for a Diſh of Wood; 


North. The King of Heavenforbid our Lord the King | 


My Scepter. for a Palmers walking Staffe, / 
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«ts, fora payre Of carved Saints, 
MG Kingdbcae, for a little Graye, 
A lictle little Grave, an obſcure Gray E 
Or Ile be buried in the Kings high-way, Ts 
Some way of common Trade , where Subjects feete 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head: 
For on my heart they tread now, whileſt I live ; 
And buried once; why not upon my Head? 
Aninarle, thou weep'lt ( my tender-hearted Couſin) 
Wee'le make foule Weather with deſpiſed Teares: 
Our fighes, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corne, 


| And makea Dearth in this revolting Land. 


Oc ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 

And make ſome prettie Match with ſhedding Teares? 
As thus : todrop them ſtillupon one pace, 

Till they have fretted us apayre of Graves, 

Within the Earth : and therein lay'd, their lyes 


| Two Kinſmen digg'd their Graves with weeping Eyes? 


Would not this 111, doe well ? Well, well,I {ce 

I talke bur idly, and you mocke atme. 

Moſt mightie Prince, my Lord NN orchamberland, 
What ſayes King Brullingbrooke? Will his Majeltie 


| Give Richard leave to live, till Recbard dic ? 


You make a Legge, and Brllingbrooke ſayes T. 
North. My Lord, in the bate Court he doth attend 
To ipeake with you, may it pleaſe you to come downe, 
Rich. Downe, downe I come, like gliſt 'ring Phaetoy, 
Wanting the manage of unruly Iades. 
In the baſe Court? baſe Court where Kings grow baſe, 


{ Tocomeat Traytors Calls ,and doe them Grace. 


In the baſe Court come down:down Court,down King, 

For night-Owls ſhrike,where mounting Larks ſhould 
Bull. What ſayes his Majcliie ? ({ing. 
X orth. Sorrow, and gricfe of heart 

Makes him ſpeake tondly, like a franticke man : 

| Yet he 15 come. 

| Bu#. Standall apart, 

And ſhew fairedutie to his Majeſtie: 

My gracious Lord. 
Rich. Faire Couſin, 

You debaſe your Princely Knee, 

To make the baſe Earth prond with kiſſing 1t- 

Me rather had, my Heart might feele your Love, 

Than my unpleas'd Eye ſee your Courteſic- 

ey up, your Heartis up, I know, | 

Thus high at leaſt, although your Knee be low. 
Ball. My gracious Lord , I come but for mine 

OWNe. 

oo Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 


Bal. So farre be mine, (my moſt redoubted Lord,) 

As my true ſervice ſhall deſerue your love. 
Rich. Well you deſerv'd: 2. 

They well deſerue to have, 
That know the ſtrong ſt, and ſireſt way to get: 
Vnckle give me your hand: nay, drie your Eyes, 
Teares ſhew their Love, but want their remedies: 
Couſin I am to young too be your Father, 
Thongh you are old enOugh to be my Heire. 
What you will have, Ile give, and willing too, 

or doe we muſt, what force will have us doe, 
St one towards London: 
| Coufin, is itſo 3 
Bull. Yea, my good Lord, 
Rich. Then 1 muſt not fay, no. 


Flouriſh, Exeunt, 
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Scena (Quinta, 


Enter Queene and two Ladies, 


2%. What ſport ſhall wedeviſe here inthis Garden, 

Todrive away the heavie thought of Care Þ 
£4. Madame, weele play at Bowles, 

2%. Twill make me thinke the World is full of Riibs, 

And that my fortune runnes againſt the Byas. 

La. Madame, wee'le Dances 
Lu. My Legges can keepe no meaſure in Delight, 

When my poore Heart no meaſure keepes in Griefe. 

Therefore no Dancing (Girle) ſome other ſport. 
£4. Madame, wee'le tell Tales. 
2x. Of Sorrov, or of Griefe ? 

La. Ofeyther, Madame. 
22. Of neyther, Gitle. 

For it of Ioy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 

Or if of Gricte, being altogether had, 

It addes more Sorrow tomy want of Ioy : 

For what I have, I need notto repeat ; 

And what I want, it bootes not ro complaines 
Le. Madame, Ile ſing, 

28. Tis well that thou haſt cauſe: 

But thouſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou weepe. 
Za. I could weepe,Madame, would it doe you good. 
2a. And I could ſing, would weeping doe me good, 

And never borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Sex vauts. 

But ſtay, hzere come the Gardiners, 

Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe Trees. 

My wretchedneſle, unto a Rowe of Pinnes, 

They'le talke of ſtate : for every one doth (o, 

Againſt a Change ; Woe is fore-runne with Woe. . 

ard. Goe binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 

Whichlike unruly Children, make their Syre 

Stoupe with oppreſſion of their prodigall weight : 

Give ſome ſupportancetothe bending twigges. 

Goe thou, and likean Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too faſt growing ſprayes, 

That looketoo joftie in our Common=-wealth ; 

All muſt be even, in our Governement, 

You thus imploy'd, I will goe root away 

The noyſome weedes, that without profit ſucke 


| The Soyles fertilitic from whole!ome floyers. 


_ Ser. Why ſhould wee, in the compaſſe of aPale, 
KeepeLaw and Forine, and due Proportion, 
Shewing zs ina Modell our firmeſtate? _ | 
When our Sea-walled Garden, (the whe le Land,) 
Is full of Weedes, her faireſt Flowers choaktup, 
Her Fruit-trees all unpruin'd,her Hedges ary þ 
Her Knots diſorder'd, and her wholeſome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpliilers. 

. Gard. Hold thy peace, 
He that hath ſuferd this diſorder'd Spring, 
Hath now himſelfe met with the Fall of _ | 
The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Leaves did ſhelter, 
That ſeem'd, in eating him, to hold him up; 
ArepulF'd up, Root and all, by Bulingbrooke : 
T rcane, the Earle of Wiltſhirs, Bu/ te; Greene, 


—— 


. Fg 


d Ser. What 


35 


The Lifeand Deathof Richard rhe ſecond. 


On —— — 


$ «> What are they dead? 
Gard. They are, ; 
And Bullonghrooks hath ſeiz'd the waſtefull King. 
What pitty is it, that he had not trim = 
And dreſt his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeare; 
And wound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-trees, 
Leaſt being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 
With too much riches it confound it ſelfe ? 
Had hedone fo, togreat and growing men, 
They might haveliv'd to beare, and he to taſte 
Their fruites of dutie. All ſuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may live : 
Had he doneſo, himſelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which walite and idle houres, bath quite thrown downe- 
Ser. What thinke you the King ſhall be depos'd? 
Gor. Deprelt he is already, and depos'd 
'Tis doubted he will be, Letters came laſt night 
To a deere Friend of the Duke of Yorke, 
That tell blacke tydings. - 
2x,Oh Iampreſt ro death through want of ſpeaking: 
Thou old eAdaemslikeneſle, ſet to dreſle this Garden : 
How dares thy harſh tongue ſound this unpleaſing 


What Eve ? what ſerpent hath ſuggeſted thee, (newes ? 


To makea ſecond fall of curſed man ? ; 
Why do'{t thou fay King Rechard is depos'd? 
Dar'ſt thou (thou little better thing then earth) 
Divine his downfall? Say where, when, and how 
Cam'ſt thou by this ill cydings ? Speake thou wretch, 

Gard. Pardon me Madam. Little joy have 
To breath theſe newes; yet what I ſay, 1s true; 
{ King Richard, he 1s in the mighty hold 
Of Bu{lmgbrooke, their tortunes bothare weigh'd : 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himſelte, 
And ſome few Vanities, that make him i1ght : 
But in the Ballance of great Ballinghrooke, 
Beſides himlſelfe, are all the Engliih Peeres, 
And with that oddes he weighes King Richard doyne- 
Poſte you to London, and you'l finde it ſo, 
Iſ\peake no more, then every one doth know. 

z, Nimble mifchance, that art ſo light of foote, 

Duth not thy Embaſſage belong to me ? 
Andam [I laſt that knowes 1t? Oh thou think'ſt 
To ſerve me laſt, that I may tongeſt keepe 
Thy ſorrow in my breaſt. Come Ladie goe, 
To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 
What , was borne tothis! that my {ad looke, 
Should grace the Triumph of great Ballingbrooke! 
Gardner, for telling me this newes of woe, 


I would the Plants thou graft'{t, may never grow. Ext. 


G. Poore Queene,ſo thar thy ſtate might be no worſe, 
| I would my skill were ſubjet to thy curſe: 
Heeredid ſhedrop a teare, heere in this place 
Ile ſet a Banke of Rew, (fowre Herbe of Grace: ) 
Rue,eu'n for ruth, heere ſhortly ſhall be ſeene, 
Inthe remembrance of a Weeping Queene. 


— 


Aus Quartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter as to ghe Parliament, Builingbrooke jg Anmerle, N or- 
thumberland, Percie, Fuz-Water, Surrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of Weſtminſter. Herauld, Officers, and Bagor. 


Bullingbrooke, Call forth Baver. 


Exu, 


| Now Bagor, freely ſpeake thy minde, MN 

| What thou do'ſt know of Noble Glouſters death; 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perform'd 

The bloody Oitice of his timeleſſe end; 

Bag. Then ſet before my face, the Lord Anumerl, 
Bull. Cofin, ſtand forth and looke upon that man, 
Bag. My Lord Awmerle, I know your daring tongue 

Scornes to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 

Inthat dead rime, when Gloufters death was plotted, 

I heard you ſay, Is not my arme of length, 

That reacheth from the reſt full Engliſh Court 

As farreas Callis,, to my Vnckles head. 

Amonglt much other talke, that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather refuſe 

The offer of an hundred thouſand Crownes, | 

Then Ballimpbrooke returne to England; adding withll, 

How bleſt this Land would be,in this your Coſinsdeth, 
eAmum. Princes and Noble Lords: - 

| What anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 

Shall Iſo much diſhonour my faire Starres , 
| On cquall termes to give him chalticement ? 
Either I muſt, or have mine honour ſpoyld 

With th' Atteindor of his {land*rous Lippes. 

| There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 

That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeſt, 

And will maintaine what thou haſt ſaid, is falſe, 

In thy heart blood, though being all too baſe, 

To itaine the temper of my Knightly ſword. 

Bul. 'Bagot forbeare, thou ſhalt not take it up. 
eu. Excepting one, I would he were thebeſt, 

In all this preſence, that hath moved me ſo. 

Fitz. If that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies 
There is my Gage, 4umerle, in Gage to thine : 
By that faire Sunne, that ſhewes me where thou ſtand, 
I heard thee ſay ( and vantingly thou ſpak'it it } 
That thou wer't cauſe of Noble Glouſters death. 

If thou denielt it, twenty times thou lyeſt, 

And I will turne thy falſhood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged with my Rapiers point. 
e-A#m. Thou dar'it not (Coward) liveto ſee thedy, 
Fitz. Now by my Soule, 1 would it were this hour 
Aum Fitzwater thou art damn'd to hell for this 
Per. eAumerle, thou lye'ſt : his Honor 1s as true 

Inthis appcale,asthou artall unjuſt : 

And that thouart ſo, there I thrpw my Gage 

To prove it on thee, to th'extreameſt point 

Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'{t. . 
Aum. And if 1 do not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandith more revengefall Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foc. 

Szrrey. My Lord Fitz-water: 

I do remember well, the very time 

eFwmerle, and you did talke- 

Fitz. My Lord, 

'Tis very true : You were in preſence then; 

And you can witnefſe with me, this 1s true- 

Swrrey. As falſe, by heaven, 

As heaven it ſelfe is true. 

Fiz. Surry, thou Lyeſt, 

S»rry. Diſhoneurablie Boy ; 

That Lye, ſhall lie ſo heauy on my Sword, 

That it thall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, doe lye 

In earthas quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 

In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawile, 

Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar'ſt 


_ — 
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Fuzw. How fondly do'ſt thou ſpurrea forward Horſe? 

If I dare eate,vr drinke,or breath,or live, 

] dare meete Swrry ina Wilderneile, 

And ſpit upon him,whilltI ay he Lyes, 
And Lyes,and Lyes : there 1s my bond of Faith, 
To tyethee to my {trong Corretion. 

A 1 intended to thrive in this new World, 
Aumerle is guilty of my truc Appeale, 

Belides, 1 heard the baniſh'd Norfolk ſay, 

That thou 4xmerie didit fend two of thy men, 
Toexecute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

Aum. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Norfoke lyes : here doe I throw downe this, 
If he may be repeald, to try his honour. 

Bul. Theſe differences ſhall all reſt under Gage, 
Till N orfolke be repeal'd : repeal'd he ſhall be; 

(And though mine Enemy) reſtor'd againe 
To all his Lands and Seignories ; wheri hee's return'd, 
Againſt Awumerle we will inforce his Tryall. 

{arl. That honorable day ſhall ne're be ſeenc. 

Many a time hath baniſh'd Norfolke fought 

For Ieſu Chriſt,in glorious Chriſtian field 

Streaming the Enſigne of the Chriſtian Croſſe 

Againit blacke Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens : 

And toy!'d with workes of Warre, retyr'd himſelfe 
To Italy,and there at Venice gave 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure Soule unto his Captaine Chriſt, 

Vnder whoſe Colours he bad tought ſo long. 

Bull. Why Biſhop,is AX erforke dead ? 

Carl, Asſure as I live my Lord. 

Bull. Sect peace condutt his ſweet Soule 
To the Bolome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealantsgyour differeces ſhal all reſt under gage, 
Tile alligne you to your dayes of Tryall. 
Emer Yorke. 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaſter,I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his highScepter yeelds 
Torhe poſlcition of thy Royall Hand. 

Aſcend his 1 hrone,detcending now from him, 

And long live Hewry,of that Name the Fourth. 

Bell. In Gods Name, lle aſcend the Regall throne 
Carl. Mary, Hcaven forbid. 

Worſt in this Royall Preſence may I ſpeake, 

Yet beſt beleeming me to {peake the truth. 

Would God,that any in this Noble Preſence 

Were enough Noble to be upright Indge 

Of Noble Richard ; then true Noblenefle would 

Learne him forbearance from ſo foule a Wrong. 

What Subje& can give Sentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards Subjet ? 

Theeves are not judg'd,bur they are by to heare, 

Although apparant guilt be ſeene in them : 

And {hail the figure of Gods Majeſtic, 

His Captaine,Steward,DeputiceleR, 

Anoynted,Crown'd and planted many yeeres, 

Be judg'dby ſnbjeR;and inferior breath, 

And he himſclte nor preſent ? Oh, forbid it,God, 

That ina Chriſtian Climate,Soules refinde 

Should ſhew ſo heynous,blacke,obſcene a deed- 

Iſpeake to SubjeRs,and a Sub ze ſpeakes, 

Nirr'd up by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

is afoule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 
Andif you Crowne him,let me prophecie, 
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And future ages groane for his foule Ac. 

Peace ſhall goe ſleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace,tumultuous Warres *. 
Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde cotifound, 
Diſorder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinie 

Shall hcre inhabite,and this Land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.” 

Ohzif you reare this Houſe againſt this Houſe 

It will the wofulleſt Diviſion prove, 

That ever fell uponthis curſed Earth, 

Prevent it,reſ{iſt it, let it not beſo, : 

Leaſt Child, Childs Children cry againſt you, Woe; 

_ North. Well have you argu'd Sir:and for your paines, 
Of Capirall Treaſon we arreſt you here. 

My Lord of Weſtminſter,be it your charge, 

To keepe him fafely,tull his day of Tryall. 

May it pleaſe you;Lords,to gratit the Commons Suit ? 

Bull. Fetch hither Richard,chat in common view 
He may ſurrender : ſo we ſhall proceede ; 
Without ſuſpition. | 

Tor, I willbe his ConduR. Exit. 

Ball. Lords,you that hece are under our Arreſt, 
Procure your Surcties for your Dayes of Anſwer : 
Little are we behoiding to your Love, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands. 


| The blood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 


Entzr Richard and Torke; 

Rich, Alack,why am T ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhooke off the Regall thoughts 
Wherewith I1cign'd ? I hardly yet havelearn'd 
To in{inuate, flatter, bowe,and bend my Knee. 
Give Sorrovy leave a while,to returneme 
To this ſubmiſſion. Yet I will remember 
| The favors of theſe men : were they notimine? 

Did they not ſometime cry, All hayle to me? 
So /kxdas did to Chrilt : but he in twelve, 
Found truth in all,but one ; I, in twelve thouſand, none. 
God lavethe King : will no man ſay, Amen ? 
Am 1 both Prieſt and Clarke ? well then, Amen. 
God fave the King,alchough I be not he : 
| And yet Amen,if Heaven doe thinke him me. 
Todoe what ſ{ervice,am I ſent for hither ? 

Tor. To doe that office of thine owne good will, 
| Which tyred Majeſtie did make thee offer ; 
The Reſignation of thy State and Crowne 
| To Henry Bulingbrookz. 


Here Cofin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine, 

Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That ozves two Buckets,filling one another, 

Theemptierever dancing in theayre, 

] The other downe,unſeene,and full of Waters 

That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am T, 

Drinking my Griefes;whilſt you mount up on high. 
Bul, 1 thought you had beene willing to reſigne, 
Rich, My Crowne I am,but ſtill my Griefes are mine: 

| You may my Glories and my State depolſe, 

But not my Grijefes;ſtill am I King of thoſe, 

Bull.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. 
| Rich, Your Cares ſet up,doe not pluck my Cares down, 
My Care,is loffe of Care,by old Care done, | 
Your Care, is gaine of Care,by new Care wonne : 

The Cares I give,I have,though given away, 

They tendthe Crovne,yer {till with me they ſtay : 

Bull. Are you contented to religne the Crowne ? 

d Rich. I, | 


= 


Rich.Give me the Crown-Here Couſin,ſeize the Crown: | 


| 


—_— 


| 
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Rich. T,no;no,T : for I muſt nothing bee : 
Therefore no,no,for I reſigneto thees 
Now,marke me how I will undoe my ſelte. 

I givethisheavie Weight from off my Head, 

And this unwieldie Scepter from my Hand, 

The pride of Kingly ſway from out my Heart, 
With mine owne Teares 1 Waſh away my Blame, 
With mine owne Hands1I give away my Crowne, 
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breath releaſe all dutious Oathes : 
All Pompe and Majeſtic I doe forſweare : 

My Manors,Rents,Reyenues, I forgoe ; 

My Ads,Decrees,and Statutes I denie : 

God pardon all Oathes that arebroke to me, 

God keepe all Vowes unbroke are made to thee- 
Make me,that nothing have,with nothing eriev'd, 
And thou withall pleas'd,that haſt all atchiev'd, 
Long mayſt thou live in Richards Seat to ſit, 

And ſoone lye Richard in an Earthie Pit. 

God fave King Hemy,un-King'd Richard (ayes, 
And ſend him many yeeres of Sunne-ſ{hine dayes- 
W hat more remaines ? 

North. No more : but that you reade 
Theſe Accuſations,andtheſe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your Perſon,and your followers, 
Againſt the State,and Profit of this Land: 

Thar by confeſſing them,the Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd. 
Rich. Muſt I doeſo? and mult I ravell out 
My weav'd-up follyes ? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy Offences were upon Record, TY 


'Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo faire a troupe, --« - 


To reade a LeQure of them ? If thou would'ſ, 
There ſhoul@'ſ thou finde one haynous Article, 
Containing the depoſing of a King, 
And cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with a Blot,damn'd in the Booke of Heaven. 
Nay, all of you,that ſtand and looke upon me, 
whit that my wretchednefle doth bait my ſelfe, 
Though ſome of you, with ?5/ate waſh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Tates 
Have here deliver'd me to my ſowre Croſfle, 
And Water cannot waſh away your ſinne. 

North; My Lord diſpatch,reade o're theſe Articles. 

Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,I cannot ſee : 
And yet falt-Water blindes them not ſo much, . 
But they can ſeea ſort of Traytors here. 

Nay,if I turne mine Eyes upon my {elfe, 
I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reſt : 
For I have given here my Soules conſent, 
Tuundeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory baſe ; a Soveraigne,a Shave; 
Prowd Majeltic,a Subject ; Statega Peſant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine,thou haught-inſulting man ; 
No,nor no mans Lord : I have no Name, no Title; 
No,not that Name was given meat the Font, 
But*tis uſurpt: alack the heavie day, 

That I have worne ſo many Wanters out, 

And know not now,what Name to call my ſclfe, 
Oh.that I werea Mockerie,King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne of Bullingbrooke, 

To melt my ſelfe away in Water-drops. 

Good King,great King,and yet not greatly good, 
And if my word be Sterling yer in England, 

Let it commanda Mirror hither ſtraight, 


| 
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That it may ſhew me what a FaceT have, 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Majeſtie. 
Bull. Goe ſome of you,and fetch a Looking-Glaſſe, 
Nor.Reade o're this Paper, while the Glaſle doth come, 
Rich. Fiend,thou torments me,ere I come to Hell, 
Bull. Vrge it nomore,my Lord Northumberland, 
North. The Commons will not then be farisfy'd, 
Rich. They ſhall befatisfy'd : Ile reade'enough, 
WhenT doe ſee the very Booke indecde,- _ 
Where all my ſinnes are writ,and that's my {clfe, 
Enter one with a Glaſſe. 
Give me that Glaſſe,and therein will I reade- 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath ſorrow ſ{trucke 
So many Blowes upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glaſſe, 
Like tomy followers in proſperitie, 
Thou do'it beguile me. Was this Face,the Face 
That every day, under his Houſe-hold Roofe, 
Did keepe ten thouſand men ? Was this the Face; 
That likethe Snnne,did make behojders winke ? 
Is this the Face, which fac'd ſo many follyes, 
That was at laft out-fac'd by Bullingbrooks ? 
A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory2is the Face, 
For there it is,crackt inan hundred ſhivers. 
Marke filent King,the Morall of this ſport, 
How ſoone my Sorrow-hath deſtroy'd my Face. 
Bl. The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 
The ſhadow of your Face. | 
Rich. Say that againe. 
The ſhadow of my Sorrow : ha, let's ſee, 
'Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all within, 
Andtheſe externall manners of Laments, 
Are merely ſhadowes to the unſeene Griefe, 


T bat (wells with filence in the tortur'd Soule. 
There lyes the ſubſtance : and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv'ſt | 
Me cauſe to waile, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the cauſe. 1le begge one Boone, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 
Shall T obtaine it? 
Bul. Name it, faire Couſin, 
Rich. Faire Couſin ? I am greater than aKing : 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but ſubjects ; being now a ſubjeR, 
I haveaKing heere to my flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I have no neede to begges 
Bul. Yetaske. 
Rich. And ſhall I have? 
Bal, You ſhall. | 
Rich. Then give me leave to goe- 
Bul. Whither ? | 
Rich. Whither you will,ſo I were from your ſights 
Bul, Goe ſome of you, convey him tothe Tower 
\ Rich. Ohgood : convey : Conveyers are you al, 
That riſe thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
But. On Wedneſday next, we ſolemnly ſet down 
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your ſelves. x 
eAbbot. A wofull Pageant have we here beheld. 
Carl. The Woe's to come, the Children yet unbort6 
Shall feele this day as ſharpe to them as Thorne. 
Aum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realme of this pernicious Blot? _ 
Abbot. Before I freely ſpeake my minde heerein, 
You ſhall not onely take the Sacrament, 
Tobury mine intents, butalſo to effect 
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What ever I ſhall happen to deviſe. You muſt to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 

Ifee your Browesare fall of Diſcontent, And Madame, there is order tine for you : 

Your Heart of Sorrow; and your eyes of Teares; With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France- 
Come home with me to Supper, lle lay a Plot : Rich, Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithall 
Shall ſhew us all a merry day, E xeunt. The mounting Ballingbrooke aſcends my Throne, 


The time ſhall not be many houres of age; 
POTS: ny _ More than it is, ere foul ſine, gathering head, 
| . Shall breake into corruption : thou ſhalt thinke, 
Al on S Uuntus, Ic nd Pr mas Though he devide the Realme, and give thee halfe, 
| | Itistoo little, helping him toall; 
— —— _ _ _— - at thou which know '{t the way 
o plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe; 
© Enter Queene, and Ladies. BE Being nere ſo little Nov, another -—tyg 
Qs. This way the King willcome : this is the way | To plucke him headlong from th' uſurped Throne. 
To Inline Caſarsilereted Tower :; The Love of wicked friends converts to Feare ; 
To whoſe fllat Boſome, my condemned Lord That Feare, to Hate; and Hate turnes one, or both, 
Is doom'd a Pritoner, by proud Bullngbrooke. To worthie Danger; and deſerved Death. 
Here letus reſt, if this Rebellious Earth North, My guilt be on my Head, and there an end : 
| Have any relting for her true Kings Queene. Take leave, and part, for you muſt part forthwith, 
Enter Richard and Guard, Rich. Doubly divorc'd? (bad men) ye violate 
But ſoft, but ſee, or rather doe not ſee, A two-fold Marriage ; *twixt my Crowne, and me; 
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My faire Role wither : yetlooke up ; behold, And then beriwixt me, and my marryed Wife. 
That you in pittie may difſoive to dew, | Let meun-kiſſe the Oath *rwixt thee and me; 
And waſh hun treth againe with true-love Teares. And yet not ſo, for with a kiſſe 'twias made. 
Ah thou, the Modell where old Troy did ſtand; Partus Northumberland: T, towards the North, 
Thou Mappe of Honour, thou King Richards Tombe, W here ſhivering Cold and Sickneſſe pines the Ciyme; 
Andnot King Richard: thou mott beauteous Inne, My Queene to France:from whence;ſet forth in pompe, 
Why ſhould hard-tavor'd Griefe be lodg'd in thee; She came adorned hither like ſcet May ; 
- | When Triumph is become au Ale-houſe Gueſt? Sent. backe like Hollowmas, or ſhotr't of day. 
Rich. Ioyne not with gricte, faire Woman, do not ſo, 2%. And muſt wee be divided? mult we part? 
To make my end too ſudden: learne good Soule, | Rich.T, hand from hand(my Love)and heart fro hearts 


Tothiake our former Srate a happy Dreame, 


| Qs. Baniſh us both,and ſend the King with me. 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are, 


North. That were ſome Love, but little Pollicy. 


Shewes us but this. 1 am {worne Brother (Sweet) 9s. Then whither he goes ,thither let me goe. 

Togrim Neceſlitie ; and he and I Rich. So two together weping, make one Woe, 

Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to Frarice, Weepe thou for me in France; I, for thee heere ; 

And Cloyſter thee in ſome Religious Houſe: Better farre off,than neere,be ne're the neere. 

Our holy lives muſt ywinne anew worlds Crowne, Goe,countthy Way wirh Sighes; I, mine with Groancs, 

Which our prophane houres here have itricken downe } ©. So longeſt Way ſhall have the longeſt Moanes. 
Qs. What, is my Richard both in ſhape and minde Ric. Twice for one ſtep Ile groane;the way being ſhort, | 


Transform'd, and weaken'd? Hath Bullingbrooke 


And peece the way out with a heavie heart. 
Depos'd thine Intel/e&?hath he beene in thy Heart? 


Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be briefe, 


— 
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The Lyon dying thruſteth forth his Paw, Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in Griete: 
And wounds the Earth,if nothing elſe,with rage One Kiffe ſhall ſtop our mouthes; and dumbely part; q 
Tobeo're-powr'd:and wilt thou,Pupill-like, Thus giveI mine, and thus takeT thy heart. 
Take thy Corre&tion.mildly, kifle the Rodde, 2x.Give me mine owne againe: 'twere no good part, 
Andfawne on rage with baſe humility, To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart. 
Whichart a Lyon and a King of Beaſts? So, now I have mine owne againe,be gone, 

Rich, AKing of beaſts indeed : ifanght but Beaſts, That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groane,. t 
I had beene Kill a happy King of Men. ' : Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Good(ſometime Queene)preparethiee hetce for France: Once more adjeu; the reſt ler Sorrow ſay. Exeunt, 


Thinke 1 am-dead, and that even herethourtakſt; 
x _ my O— my laſt living leave: Fn 
a YV11ters tedious Nights ſitby the fire pe 7 

With good old folkes, and let them tell thee Tales Scana SECHN 4 
Of wofull Ages, long agoe beride: : SI CELL 52. 
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And ere thou'bid goodnight to quit their griefe Re Toney Ut 
Tell thouthe lamentable fil of _- 7 a Hs Emer Yorke, and his Ducheſſe, 
And ſend the hearers weeping to their Beds : | . Ns : 
For why ? the ſencelcſe Brands will ſympathize Dach.My Lord, you told me you would tell the reſt, 
e heavieaccent of mv movin Tongue, When weeping made you breake the ſtory off, 
nd 11 compaſſion, weepe the fire our : Of our two Couſins comming into London. 
And ſomewill mournein Aſhes, ſome coale-blacke, Tor, Where did T leave ? 
| For the depoſing of 2 rightfull King: Dat. At that fad ſtoppe, my Lord, | 
OO  BEhter Northumberland, Where tude miſ-govern'd hands; from Windowes tops, 
| | NobMy Lord;the mind of Bullingbrooke is chang'd. | Threw duſt'and rabbiſh/on King Richards head. | |. 
eas ST OTE AT Is EEREI A one IRE Ee = * d3 SSE 2 Then | 
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| God knowes, I had as life be none, as one. 


ym—_ 


- Yor. Whichfor ſome reaſons ſir, I meane to ſee : 
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7e. Then, as I ſayd, the Duke ( great Bulingbrooke,) 
Mounted upona hot and fierie Steed, 
Which his aſpiring Rider ſcem'd to know, 
With flow, bur ſtately pace, kept on his courſe : 
W hile all tongues cride, Godſave thee Bullingbrooke. 
You would have thought the very windowes ſpake, 
So many greedy lookes of young and old, 
Through Caſements darted their defiring cycs 
Vpon his viſage : and that all the walles 
With painted Imagery had ſaydat once, 
Teſu preſerye thee, welcome Bulingbrooke. 
WhiPſt he, from one ſideto the other turning, 
Barc-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
4%. 5m them thus : Ithanke you Countrimen : 
And thus till doing, thus he paſt _ 
Dwatch.Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilſt? 

Yorke. As in a Theater, the cyes of men. 
After a well grac'd Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are 1dlely bent on him that-enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Even ſo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did ſcowle on Richard : no man crice, God fayc him : 
No joyfull tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But duſt was throwne upon his Sacred head, 
Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhooke off, 
His face ſtill combating with teares and ſmiles 
(The badges of his greefe and patience ) 
That had not God (for ſomeſtrongpurpolc) ſteel'd 
The hearts of men,they muſt perforce have melted, 
And Barbariſme it ſelfe have pittied him. 
But heaven hath a hand in theſe events, 
To whoſe high will we bound our calme contents. 
To Bullngbrooke, are we \worne Subjes now, 
WhoſeState, and Honour, I for for aye allow. 

Enter eAumerie. 

Dat.: Heere comes my ſonne Ammerle. 

Yor. Anmerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richards Friend. 
And Madam, you muſt call him Rut/avd now 3 
I am in Pagiament pledge for his truth, 
And laſting fealtie in the new-made King. 

Dat. Welcome my ſonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ſtrew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ? 

eTmm. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 


Yorke.Well,beare you well in this new-ſpring of time, 
Leait you be cropt before you come to prime. | 
W hatnewes fro Oxford? Hold thoſe Iuſts & Triumphs? 

Aum. For ought I know my Lord, they do, 

York, You will be there I know.. 

Aum, If God prevent not, I pupoſe ſo. - 

Yor, W hat Scale is that that hangs without thy boſom? 
Yea, look'ſt thou pale? Let me ſee the Writing. 

efu#m. My Lord, 'tis nothing. 

Yor. No matter then who ſees 'it, 
I will be fatisfied, let me ſeethe Writing. 

Amnm. | dobeſecch your Graceto pardon me, | 
It 1s a matter of ſmall conſequence, 

Which for ſome reaſons I would not haye ſeene. 


I feare, I feare. | 
Dat. What ſhould you feare?. 

'Tis nothing bur ſome bond, that he is enter'd into 

For gay apparrell, againſt the Triumph. 
Zor. Bound to him ſelfe? What doth he with a Bond 


, 


Tharhe-is bound to ? Wife;:thou art a foole. o 


—— 


Boy, let me ſee the Writing. | 
eAum.l do beſeech you pardon me, I may not ſhewie, 
Yor. I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee it I ſay. Snatchey 

Treaſon, foule Treaſon, Villaine, Trattor, Slave, 

Dat, What's the matter, my Lord ? 

Yorke. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my horſe, 
Heaven for his mercy : whattreachery is heere? 

Dat. Why, what ist my Lord? | 

Yorks, Give me my boots, Ifay : Saddle my horſe ; 
Now by my honour, my life, my troth, | 
I will appeach the Villaine. 

Dat. What 1s the matter ? i 

Yorke. Peace fooliſh Woman: 2 
Dt. I will not peace. W hat is the matter Sonng? 
eAnm, Good Mother be content, it 15 no mor 

Then my poore life muſt anſwer. 20H 

Dar. Thy life anſwer > 

Enter Servant with Boots. 

Yor, Bring my Bootes, 1 will unto the King. 

Dt Strike him Awmerle. Poore boy,thou art ama, 
Hence Villaine, never more come in my ſight, 

Tor. Give me my Bootes I ſay. 

Dat. Why Yorke what wilt thou do? 

Wilt thou not hide the Treſpaſle of thine owne? 

Have we more Sonnes? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up withtime? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine þge, 

Androb me of a happie Mothers name? 

Is henot like thee? 1s he not thine owne? 

' Yor. Thou fond mad woman: 

Wilt thou conceale this darke Conſpiracy ? 

Adozen of them heere have tane the Sacrament, 

And interchangeably ſet downe their hands 

To kill the King at Oxford. n 

Dat. He ſhall be none: 

Wee'l keepehim here : then what is that to kim? » 
Yor. Away fond woman: where he twenty timesm 

Son, I would appaach him. 

Dut. Hadſt thou groan'd for him as I have done, 
Thou wouldelt be more pittifull : \ 
But now I know thy minde; thou do'ſt ſuſpe& 

That I have beene diſloyallto thy bed, 

And that he 1s a Baſtard, not thy Sonne : 

Sweet Yorke, ſweet husband, be not of that minde: 

He is as like thee, as a man maybe, 

Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet I love him. 

Yor. Make way, unruly Woman. 18 

Dut. After eAewerle. Mount thee upon his horſ, 
Spurre poſt, and get before him tothe King, 

And beg thy pardon, erc he do accuſe thee, 

He not be long behind: theugh Ibe old, 

I doubt not but toride as faſt as Yorke: 

And never will Iriſe up from the ground, *1] 

Till Bullingbrooke have pardon'd thee: Away,be gone.£i| 


——_—_— 


— 


Scena Tertia. 


————— 


m— 


Enter Bullingbrooke ,Percie, and other Lords. | 


Bull. Can no man tell of my unthriftie Sonne?' ' | 


Tis fall chree wanton: Once 1.95) he hieleted BY 
If any plague hang over us,'tis he: new. 
I would to heaven ( my Lords) he mightbe found, 
Enquire at London, 'monglt the Tavernes theres /- 
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For there (they fay) he dayly doth frequent, 
With unreſtrained looſe Companions, 
Even ſuch ( they ſay) as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch, and beate our paſſengers , 
Which he ( yong wanton, and effeminate Boy) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 
So diffolute a crew« | : 
Per. My Lord,ſome two dayes fince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe Triumphes held ar Oxford. 
B«l. And what ſayd the Gallant 2 - 
Fer. His anſwer was : he wouldgunto the Stewes, 
And from the common'ſt creature plucke a Glove 
| And weare it asa fayour, and with. thar 
He would unhorſe the luſtielt Challenger. 
Bel. As diſſolute as deſp'rate, yet through both, 
I ſee ſome ſparkes of better hope: . which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
Enter Aumerle. 

eAzm. Where is the King ? 

Bull. What nieanes ons Couſin, that he ſtares 
And lookes {fo wildely ? 
eAum.God fave your Grace.Ido beſeech your Majeſty 
To have ſome confecence with your Gracealone. 
Bull. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone: 
What 1s the matter with our Couſin now ? 
Anum, For ever may my knees grow to the carth, 
My tonguecleave to my roofe within my mouth, 
Ynleſſe a Pardon, erc I riſe or ſpeake. 

Bub. Intended or committed was this fault ? 
If on the firſt, how hainous ere it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aum. 1 hen give me leave, that 1 may turne the key, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

Bull, Have thy deſire. Yorks within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy ſclfe, 
Thou haſt a Traytor inthy preſence there. 

Bull. Villaine, llemakethee ſafe. 

eAum. Stay thy revengetull hand, thou haſt no cauſe. 
to feare. | 

Torke. Open the doore, ſecure foole-hardy King : 
Shall for loveſpeake treaſon to thy face? 
Open theduore, or I will breake it open. 
Enter Torke. 

Bul.What is the matter (Vnkle) ſpeak,recover breath, 

Tellus how neere is danger, -: 
That we may arme us toencounter it. . 

Por. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow. 

Aum. Remember as thou read'ſt,thy promiſe paſt: 
I dorepent me, reade not my name there, 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 
- Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did ſet it downe. 
I tore it from the traitors boſome, King. | 
Feare and not Love, begets his penitence; 
Forget to pitty him, leaſt thy pitty prove. 
ASerpeut, that wili ſting thee to the heart. 

Bull, Oh heinous, Rtrong, and bould Conſpitacie, 
Oloyall Father ofa treacherous Sonne : j 1 
Thou ſheere, immaculate,and ſilver fountaine, 
from whence this ſtreame, through muddy paſſages 
Hath had his current, and defil'd. himſelfe. 

Thy overflow of good, converts tobad, 

And thine abundant goodneſle ſhall excuſe 

This deadly blot, in thy digceſling.ſonne.: + 
Tor.So ſhall my vertue be his vices bawd, 

And he ſhall ſpend mine Honour, with bis Shame: 


| 


| 


| My daungerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 


| 


Pardon isall the ſuitThave in hand. 


. Pitry may move thee, Pardon tore 


Asthriftleſſe Sonnes their ſcraping Fathers Gold; 
Mine honour lives when his diſhonor dyes, 
Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies : 
Thou kilVit me in his life, giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, thetrue man's put to death. | 
| Datcheſſe within. | 
D#t,W hat hoa ( my Liege)for heavens fake let me in, 
Bull. W hat ſhrill-voic'd Suppliant makesthis cager cry? 
Dat. A Woman and thine Aunt ( great King) tis 1- 
Spcake with me, pitty me, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that never begg'd before. 
Bul. Our Scene isalter'd from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Begger, aid the King: 


I know ſhe's come to pray for your foule ſin. 
Tor. Ifthou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 

More ſinnes for this forgiveneſſe, proſper may, 

This felter'd joynr cut off, the reſt reſts ſound, 

This let alone, will all the reſt confound. 

Enter Datcheſſe. 
Dt. O King,beleeve not this heard-hearted man, 

Love,loving not it ſelfe, none other can. | 

Yer. Thou franticke woman,what doſt thou make here, 

Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

Dt. Sweet Yorke be patient, heare megentle Liege. 
Bul. Riſe up good Aunt. | 
Dt. Not yet, I thee beſecch. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never ſee day that the happy ſees, 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreſling Boy. 

Aum. Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee. 
Yorke, Againſt them both,my true joynts bended be. 
Dt. Pleades he 1n earneſt ? Looke upon his Face, 

His eyes dodrop no teaxes:his prayersare injelt : 

His words comefrom his mouth, ours from our breſt, 

He prayes but faintly, and would be denide, 

We pray with hearr, and ſoule, and all beſide: 

His wearie joynts would gladly riſe, I know, 

Our knees ſhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 

His prayers are full of falſe hypoctiſie, 

Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritie : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then [Et them have 

That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 

Bul. Good Aunt ſtand up. 
Dur. Nay donot ſay ſtand up. __. 

But Pardon firſt, and afterwards ſtand up. 

Andif I werethy Nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 

Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpeech, 

I never long'd to heare a word till now,.: 

Say Pardon ( King,) let pitty teach thee how, 

The word is ſhort: but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, * 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mourh's ſo meet. | 
Tor; Speake it in French (King) ſayd*Pardon'ne woy. 
Dat. Doſtthou teach pardon, Pardon to deſtroy ? 

Ah my ſowre husband,my hard-heajted Lord, = | 

Thar ſer ſt the wordit ſelfe, againſt'the word, 

uy pardon as tis currant 1n our Land, 

he chopping French we doe not underſtind, 

Thine eye begwsto ſpeake, ſet thy tongue there; 

Or in thy pitteous heart; plant thou thine care, 

Thar hearing how our plamts and prayers do pearce, f 

es : 


þ 


Bul. Good Aunt, ftandup. 
Dx#. Idonot ſueto ſtand, 
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Bull. Ipardonhim as heaven ſhall pardon me. 
Dnt. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : 
et am I ſicke for feare : Speake it againe, | 
Twice ſaying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 
But makes one pardon ſtrong. © 
Bul. 1 pardon him with all my heart. 
' Dmt. A God on carththouarr. | 
Bal. But for our truſty brother-in-Law, the Abbot, 
Withall the reſt of that conſorted crew, 
Deſtruction ſtraight ſhall dogge them at the hecles: 
Good Vnckle helpe to order leverall powres 
To Oxford, or where eretheſe Traitors are : 


| They ſhall not live within this world I ſweare, 


But I will have them once know where. 
 Vnckle farewell, and Cofin adieu : 
Your mother well hath prayd, and prove you true- 

Dt; Come my old ſon,I pray heaven make thee _ 

xt. 
Enter Exton and Servant. 
Ext. Didſt thou not marke the King what words he 
ſpake? | | 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare : 
Was it not ſo? 

Ser. Thoſe were his very words. 

Ex. Have I no Friend? (quoth he: ) he ſpake it twice, 
And urg'd it twice together, did he not ? 

Ser. He did, 

Ex.And ſpeaking it,he wiſtly look'd on me, 
As who ſhall ſay, I wonld thou wer't the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart; 
Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let's goe; 
I am the Kings friend, and will rid his Foe. 


LO — 


Scana Quarta. 


© m— 


| Emer Richard. 

Rich, I have bin ſtudying, how to compare 
This Priſon where live, unto the World: 
And for becauſe the world is populous, 
And heere isnot a Creature, but my ſelte, 
I cannot doe it: yet Ile hammet*t our. 
My Braine, Ileprove the Female to my Soule, 
My foule,the Father:and theſe two beget 
A generation of {till breeding Thoughts ; <, 
And theſe ſame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented. The better fort, - 


| Asthoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 


With ſcruples, and do ſet the Faith it ſelfe 
Againſt the Faith:as thus:Come little ones: & then again, 
It is..as hard tocome, as for a Camell _ Fs 
To thred the poſterne of a Needles eye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikely wonders; how theſe vaige: weake nailes 
May teare a paſſagethrough the Flinty ribbes , . 
Of this hn d world,my ragged priſon walles: . 
And for they cannor, dye in their owne pride.” -- - 
Thoughts tending to.Content, flatter themſelves, 
That. they are not the firlt of Fortunes ſlaves, . 
Not ſhallnot be the laſt. Likefilly Beggars, 
Who ſitting in the Stockes, refuge their ſhame. 
That many have, and others mult fit there ; 


And in this Thought, they finde a kind of caſe, | 


RO: "I 


Exit. 


—_—— 


_ 


1 With much adoo, at length have gotten leave 


Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of ſach as have before indur'd the like. 
Thus play I in one Priſon, many people, 
And none contented. Sometimes am I King; 


4 Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelfe a Beggar, 


And ſo I am. Then cruſhing penurie, 
Perſwades me, 1 was better when a King : 


| Then am Iking'd againe :and by and by, 


Thinke that I am un-king'd by Bulingbrooke, | 
And ſtraight am nothing. But what ereI am, CWhife, 
Norl, norany many that but man is, 

With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he be cas'd 

With beihg nothing. Muſicke dolI heare? 

Ha, ha? keepe time ; How ſowre {weet Muſicke is, 
When Time is broke, 'and no Proportion kept ? 


| So1s itin the Muſicke of mens lives: 


And here have I thedaintinefle of eare, 
To beare time broke ina diſorder'd (tring : 
But tor the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had not an care to heare my true Time broke. 
I waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me: 
For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke; 
My Thoughts, arc minutes; and with Sighes they iarre, 
Their watches to mine eyes, the ontward Watch, 
Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point, | 
Is pointing itil, inclenſing them trom teares. 
Now fir, the ſound thattels what houreit is, 
Are clamorous groanes, that ſtrike upon my heart, || 
W hich is the bell :. ſo Sighes, and Teares, and Gronez, 
Shew Minutes, Houres, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs poaſting on, in Beukingbrookes proud joy, 
WhileI ſtand fooling heere, hisjacke of th' Clocke, 
This Muſicke mads meet it ſound no more; | 
For thoughit have holpe madmentotheir wits, 
In me it {exmes, it will make wiſe-men mad : 
Yet bleſling on his heart that gives it me ; 
For 'tis a ſigne of love, and love to Richard, 
Is a ſtrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 
Enter Groome. 

Groo, Haile Royall Prince. 

Rich. Thankes Noble Peere. 
The cheapeſt of us, is ten groates too deere, 
W hat art thou? And how com'ſt thou hither ? 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 

Oroo. I wasa poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer't King, whotravelling towards Yorks, 


Tolooke upon my ( ſometimes Royall) maſters face- 
O how it yern'd my heart,when I beheld- 

In London ſtreetes, that Coronation day, 

When Bulkngbrooks rode on Roane Bubay, 

That horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid, 

That horſe, that iſo carefully have drefſt. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentje Friend, 
How went he under him? | | 
Gree. So proudly, as if he. had diſdaind the ground; 

Rich. So proud, that Bullingbrooke was on his backs; 
' That Tade hatheate bread from imy Royall hand. 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him: 
Would he not ſtumble > Would he not fall downe 
(Since Pride muſt havea fall) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did uſtrpe his backe ? 
Forgtveneſſe horſe : Why do Iraile on thee; - 
Since thoucreated to beaw'dby man - + 
Was't borne to beare? I wasnot made a horſe, 
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{burthen like an Aſle, 
w_—_ tyr'd by jauncing Buliingbrooke. 
as Enter Keeper with 4 s | 
Keep, Fellow, give place,heere is no longer ſtay. 
Rigs Tf thou love me, tis time thou wer'taway. 
(roo. What my tongue dares nor,that my heart _—_ 
| xit. 


T 2ep. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you to fall too? 

Rich. Talte of it firſt, as thou wer't Wont to doo. 
Keep. My Lord I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Wholately came from th' King,commandsthe contrarys 
Rich. The divell take Henrie of Lancaſter, and thee; 
Patience is ſtale,and I am weary of its 

Keep, Helpe, helpe, helpe- 


Enter Exton and Servants. | 

Ri. How now?what meanes Death in this rudeaſlalt? 
Villaine,thine owne hand yeeldsthy deaths inſtrument, 
Go thou and fill another roome 1n hell. 
Exton ſtrikes him downe. 
That hand ſhall burne in never-quenching fire, 
| That ſtaggers thus my perſon. Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood, flain'd the Kings ownland. 
Mount, mount my toule, thy ſeate is up on high; 
Whil'it my grofle fleſh finkes downward, heere to dye. 

Exton. As full of Valor as of Royall blood, 
Both have I ſpilt: Oh would the deed were good, 
For now the divell, that told mel did well; 
Gayes, that this deede is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King to the living King Ile beare, 
Take hence the reſt; and give them buriull heere. £xit, 


Ha py 
Scana (Quinta, 


— 


Flouriſh. Enter Bullingbrooke, Torke, with 
other Lords & attendants. 

Bull. Vnkle Yorke, thelateſt newes we heatc, 
Is that the Rebels have conſum'd with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Glouceſterſhire, | 
But whether they be tane or laine, we heare not: 

: Enter IN orthumberland. 

Welcome my Lord : What is the newes ? Ln 

Nor. Firſt to thy Sacred State, wiſh I all happineſſe: 
The next newes is, I have to London ſent 
The heads of Salsbwry, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent: 


4 


| 


CO — 


The manner of their taking may appeare 
Art large diſcourlcd in this paper <mm | 
Bull. We thanke thice gentle Percy for thy paines, 

And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines: 

| Enter Fitz-waters- 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford ſert to London, 
The heads of Broccas, and Sir Benuet S ecty, 

Two of the dangerous coiſorted Traitors, 

That ſought at Oxford, thy dire overthroiy. 

Bull. Thy paints Firzwarers ſhall not be forgot; 
Right Noble-1s thy merit, wellI wor. 

' Emter Percy and Carlile, 

Per, The grand Confpirator,Abbort of Weſtminſter, 
With clog of Conſcience, and fowre melancholly, 
Hath yeelded up his body to the grave : 

Bur heere is (arlile, living to abide 

Thy Kingly doome, and ſentence of his pride. 

Bull. Carlite, this is your doome : 

Chooſe out ſome ſecret place, ſome reverend roome 

More than thou haſt g= with it joy thy ſelfe : 

Soas thou liv'ſt in peace, dye free from {trife: 

For though mine enemy thou haſt ever beene; 

High ſparkes of Honor in thee have I ſcene. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. . 

Exton, Great King, within this Coifin Ipreſent 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathleſle lies 
The mightieſt of thy greateſt enemies 
Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Bull. Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 

A deede of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. PE. 
Ex.From your owne mouth my Loxd,did I this deed: 
Bult. They love not poyſon, that do poyſon neede, 

Nor do I thee: though I did wiſh him dead, 

I hate the Mwtherer, love him murthered. 

The guilt of conſcience take thoufor thy labour, 

But neyther my good word, nor Princely favour. 

With (ine go wander through the ſhade of night, 

And never ſhew thy head by day, norlight, 

Lords,I proteſt my ſoule is full of woe, 

That bloed ſhould ſprinkle me,and make me grow, 

Come mourne with me, for that Ido lament, 

And put on ſullen Blacke incontinent : 

le make a voyageto the holy-land, 

To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March ſadly after, grace my mourning heere, 


In weeping after this untimely Bcere. - Exernt. 
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eA Aus Primus. Scana Prima. 


Exter the King,Lord Iobn of Lancaſter Earle 
of Weſtmerland,with others. 


King. : | 
RY O ſhaken as we are,{o wan with care, 
9 Find wea time for frighted Peace to pant, 


To be commenc'd in Stronds asfarre remote : 
No more the thirſty entrarce of this Soyle, 

Shall dambe her lippes with her owne childrens blood : 
No more ſhall trenching Warre channel] her fields, 
Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes | 

Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoſed eyes, 

W hich like the Meteors ofa troubled Heaven, 

All of one Nature,of one Subſtance bred, 

Did lately meete in the inteſtine ſhocke, 

And furious cloze of civill Butchery, 

Shall now in mutuall well-beſeeming rankes 

March all one way,and be no more oppos'd 

Againſt Acquaintance,Kindred,and Allies. 

The edgecof Warre,likean ill-ſheathed knife, 

No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore Friends 


As farre as to the'Sepulcher of Chriſt, 
Whoſe Souldter now,under whoſe bleſſed Croſſe 
Weare impreſſed and ingag'd to fight, 


| Forthwitha power of Engliſh ſhall we levie, 


Whole armes were moulded in their Mothers wombe, 
To chace theſe Pagans ia thoſe holy Fields, 


' Over Whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed feete 


Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail'd 
For our advantage on the bitter Croſle. 

But this our puepoſe is a twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſſe 'ris to tell you we will go : 


' Therefore we meetenqt now., Then let me heare 
| Of you my gentle Couſin Weſtmerland, 
| What yeſternight our Councell did decree, 


In forwarding this deere expedience. . 
Yet. My Liege : This haſte was hot inqueſtion, 


And many limits of the Charge ſet downt 


But yeſternight : when all athwart there came 


| A Poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy Newes : 


Whoſe worſt was, That the Noble' Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight 
Againſt the irregular and wilde Glendower, 
Wasby the rude hands of that Welſhmantaken, 
And athouſand of his people butchered : 


And breath ſhortwinded accents of new broils 


| 


| Sec Ryot and Diſhonor ſtaine the brow ji; 
Of my yong Harry. O thatit could be proy'd, Fo 


Vpon-whoſe dead corpes there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly; ſhameleſie transformation, 
By thoſe Welſhwomen done,as may not be 
(Without much ſhame) re-told or ſpoken of. 

King. It ſeemes then, that the ridings of this broile, 
Brake off our bufineſle tor the Holy land. 


Farre more vneven and unwelcome Newes 
Came from the North,and thus it did report : 
On Holy-roode day,the gallant Horſparrethere, 
Young Harry Ferey,and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approoved Scot, 

At Holmedon met,where they did ſpcnd - 

A ſad and bloody houre: .. 

As by diſcharge of their Artillerie, 

And ſhape of likelyhood the newes was told : 
For he that broughtthem,in the very heate 
And pride of their contention,did take horſe, - 
Vncertaine of the iſſue any way, 


Sir Falter Blunt,new lighted from his Horl(e, 
Stain'd with the variation of cach ſoyle, 


And he hath bronght us {mooth and welcome newes: 


Ten thouſand bold Scots;two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd in their owne blood did Sir Fattey (ee 
On Holmedons Plaines. Of Pritoners, Hotſpurre tooke 
CMordake Eaile of Fife,and eideſt ſonne 
Tobeaten Dowglas,and the Earle of eNtbo/, 
Of cHarry,eAngus,and Menteith. 
And 1s not this an honourable ſpoyle ? 
A 'gailant prize ? Ha Colin,isit not? In faith it is; 
Weſt. A Conquelt for a Prince to boaſt of, * | 
Kmg. Yea,there thou mak'it me ſad, & mak'ſt mein, 
In envy,that my Lord Nerthumberland | 
Should be the father of ſo bleſt a ſonne : 
A Sonne,whoisthe Theame of Honors tongue; 
Amonglt a Grove,the very ſtraighteſt Plant, 
Who is ſweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride : 
Whiſ{T by looking on the prayſe of him, 


That ſome Night-tripping Faiery,had exchang'd 
In Cradle.clothes,our. Children where they lay, 


Weſt. This matcht with other like,my graciousLod| | 


King. Heere isa deere and true induſtrious friend, / 


Betwixt tha Ho!medon,and this Scat of ours : | 


The Earle of Dowgla is diſcomfited, [1 


And call'd mine Percy,his Plantagener : « 
| | 0 
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| 4 I have his Harry, and hemine ; | 

| _ he from my tioughts. What thinke youCoze 
Ofthis young Ferces pride? The Priſoners - 
Which he inthis :dventure hath ſupriz'd,* 
To his owne uſehe keepes, and ſends me word - 
| ſhall have none but Afordake Earc of Life. | 
" weft. This ishis Vnckles teaching. This is Worceſter 
Malevolent to you in all Aſpedts " EP ; 
Which makes him prune himſelfe, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. _ 

King. But Ihaveſent for him toanſwer this : 
| And for this cauſea while we muſt neglect. 
' Our holy purpoſe to [ernſalems. | Ft 
Coſin, on Wedneſday next, our Councell we wilt hold - | 
| ArFindſer, ſo informe the lords: 
But come your ſelfe with ſpeed to us againe, 
For More 15 tO be ſaid, and tobe done, * 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 

.. welt. 1 will my Liege. 


- 
.* 


vs 


Pax. | 
=» 


Exennt. 
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Enter Henry Prince of ales, Sir John. Fal- 
ſtaffe, and Points. | 


Fal, Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad? _ 

Prince. Thou art! ſo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sacke and unbuttoning thee after Supper, . and ſleeping 
ppon benches inthe afternoone, thatthou haſt forgotten 
todemand that truely, which thou wouldeſt truly know. 
What a diyell haſt thouto doe with the time of rhe day? 
unleſſe houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 
and clockes the tongue of Bawdes, and dialls the ſfigngs 
of Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sunne himſclfe a faite 


[ 


a 
hot Wench in Flame?colonred- Taffata; I fce no reaſon, 
why thou ſhouldeſt bee fo ſuperfiuous , todemandthe 
time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed you came neere me now Hal. for we that 
take Purſes, go by the Moone and feven Starres, and not 
by Phoebus hee, - that wand'ring Knight ſo faire. And 1 
pray thee ſweet Wagge, when thou art King,as God ſave 
thy Grace, Matefty I ſhould fay,for gracc thou wilt have 
none, PF fn 

Prin, W hat ! none ? 

Fal. No, no: ſo much as will ſerve to be Prologue to 
an Egge and Butrer, . 

Prin, well, how then? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fel, Marre then, ſweet Wagge, when thou art King, 
ct not us thatjare Squires of the Nights body, bee call'd 

*| Theevesof the Dayes beautig, | Let us be Dianaes Forre- | 

ſters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone ; 
and ler menſay, we be men of good Government, being | 
governed a5 the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt miſtris the 
Moone, under whoſe countenance we ſteale . 

Prin, Thou ſay'ſt well, and it holds well too: for thi , 
fortune of us that are the Moohes men , docth ebbe and 
fow like the Sea, being governed as the” Sea is, bythe 
Moone : as forproofe. Now apurſe of Gold moſt reſo- 
lutely ſnatch'd. on Monday night, and moſt diffolutcly 
ſpent on Tueſday Morning; got with ſwearing, Layd by: 


| 


| 


Fai. Thon fay'ſt true Lad : and is not my Hoſteſſe of 
the Taverne a moſt ſweet Wench ? MIC 
Prin. As isthe hony, my old Lad ofthe Caftlle : and is 
not a Buffe Ierkira moſt ſweet robe durMce?> -. 

Fal. How how ? how now mad Wagge ? What in 


. 


witha Buffe-Ierkin ? 
ſeſle of the Taverne ? 


timeand off. | 

Prin. Did I ever call. for thee to pay thy part? +... 
Fl. No, Ile giyethee thy due, thou haſt paid all there. 
Prixy Yea and here, ſo farreas my Coyne would 
ſtretch, and where it would nor, I haveuFd my credit. 
Fal. Yea, and ſous dir, that were it heere apparant; 


| that thguart Heire apparant. Burl pry thee ſweet Wag, 


ſhall there |be Gallowes ſtanding in £:gland when thou 
art'King ? and refelution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ru- 
ſy curbe of old Father Anticke the Law ? Doe net thou 
when thou art a King, hang a Theefe. 
Prin, No, thou ſhalt. 
Fal. Shall I? O rare! le bea brave Indge. 


have the hanging of the Theeves, and ſo become a. rare 
Hangman. | | 
Fal. Well Hal, well : and in ſome fort it jumpe s with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Courr, I can tell 
YOU, ' | 
Prin, For obtaining of ſuites ? 


man hath noleane Wardrobe. I am as Mclancholly asa 
Gyb-Cat, or a lugg'd Beare, | 

Prin, Or anoid Lyon, or a Lovers Lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone ofa Lincola(hire Bagpipe. 

Prin, What {#y'{t thou to aHare, or the Mclancholly 
of Moore-Ditel: ? | 

Fal. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury ſimiles, and art in- 
deedrhe moſt comparative raſcallcſt ſweet yong Prince. 
Bug Hat, 1 pry thee trouble me no more with vaaity, I 
would thou and I knew, where a Commedity of good 
names were to be bought : an old lord of the Canncell ra- 
ted the the other day in rhe ftreet about you: fir ; but I 


ded him not,and yet he talkt wiſely, and ingheRreet too. 
Prin. Thoudidſt well : for no manregardsitz ©: 


to me Hal,God forgive thee for it. Betore I knewthee 
Hal.lknew nothing:and now I am(if a man ſhuutd 


Villaine. Ile be damin'd for never a Kingsſonne in Chri- 
ſtendome. ' | by 

Prin, Wherc ſha!l we take a purſe to merrow, Iacke? 
not, call me Viljaine, and batflc me. 

» Prin, I ſeea good amendment of lite in thee : From 

Praying, to Purſc-taking. | | 

Fal. Why, Hal. tismy Vocation Hl. "Tis no in for a 
man to labour in his Vocation. | 

Pots. Now ſhall wee know if Gads hill have feta 
Watch. O, if men were to be faved by merit, what hole 


ſpent with crying, Bring in : now, in as tow anebbe 
aSthe foot of the Ladder; and by and by inas high a flow 
as the ride of the Gallowes. : 


ewes 


| | 
in Hell were hot enough for him? This is the moſt omni- 

| potent Villaine, thar ever cryed, Stand, to a truc man. 

| Prin. Good morrow Ned. 


Prin, Why ,what apoxc have to doe with my Ho- | 


. Fal, Wc<ll, thou haſt call'd her to a reckning many a | 


| 


Prin. Thou judgeſt falſe already. I meane, thou ſhale | 


Fat. Yea, for obtaining of ſuites, whereof the Hang- | 


Fal. O,thou haſt damnable iteration, and art indeed : 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much hirme un- | 


ake. 


truly) little better than one of the wicked.I mult give o- ? 
ver this life;and1I will give it over : and I do not, Lam a 


Fal; Where thou wilt Lad, lle make one : and I doe : 


- ——_— 


—__; 


| 


| 


thy | - 
quips and thy quiddities > What a plague have I to doe | 


mark'd him not,and yet he talk'd very wiſclybutI regar- |. 


Points. 
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Poiner, Good morrow ſweet Hal. W hatſaies Mon- 
fieur Remorſe > W harſayes Sir Iohn Sacke and Sugar. 
Tacke? How agrees the Divell and thes about thy Souls, 
that thou ſoldeſt him on Good-friday laft,for a Cup of 


{ Madera,and a cold Capons legge ? 


Prin, Sir Tohn ſtands to his word,the devill ſhall have 
his bargaine,for he wasnever yeta Breaker of Proverbs: 
He will give the devill bis que: 

Poin.Thenart thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the divell. TO 

Prin. Elſe he had bin damn'd for cozening the divell. 

Poy. But my Lads,my Lads, to moriow morning, by 


foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go- | 


ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders r1- 
ding to London with fat Purſes. I have vizards for you 
all ; you have horſes for your ſelves : Gads-hull lyes to 
night in Rocheſter, I have beſpoks Supper to morro Win 
Eaſtcheape; we may doe it asſecure as ſleepe:if you wll 
go,l will ſtuffe you Purſes full of Crownes : if you will 
not,tarry at home and be hang'd. | 

Fal.Heare ye Yedward,if I tarry at home and gonot, 
le hang you for going. 

Poz. You will chops: 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

Prin. Who,I rob ? I a Theefte ? Notl. 

Fal. There's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowſhip in thee,nor thou cam'ft not of the blood-royall, 
if thou dar'ſt not ſtand for ten ſhillings. 

Prin, Well then, once in my dayes Ile be a mad-cap. 

Fal. Why that's weil ſayd. 

Prin. Well, come what will, Ile tarry at homes 

Fal. Tic bea Traitor then, when thou art King- 

Prm. I care not. 

Poyn.Sir {ohbn,] pray thee leave the Prince 8& mealone, 
I will lay him downe ſuch reaſons for this adventure, 
that he ſhall go. 

Fat. Well, maiſt thou have the ſpirit of perſwaſion; 
and he the cares of profiting, that what thou ſpeakelt, 
may move;and what he heares may be belecved, that the 
true Prince,may(for recreation ſake)provea falſe theefe; 
forthe pooreabuſes of the time, want countenance. 
Farewell, you ſhall finde me in Eaſtcheape. 


Prin. Farewell the latter Spring-Fareweil Alhollown 
Summer. Exu Pal. 


Poy. Now,my good ſweet Hony Lord, ride with us | 


to morrow.T have a jelt to execute, that I cannot man- 
nage alone. Falſtaſſe, Harvy, Roſſifl, and Gads-bill, ſhall 
robbe thoſe men that we have already way-layde; your 
{elfe & I,will nor be there:and when they have the boo- 
ty,ifyou and I doe not rob them,cut this head from my 
ſhoulders. : 
* Prid.But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting forth? 
Poyn. W hy,we will ſet forth before or after them,and 


| appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it 1s at our 


pleaſure tofaile; and then till they adventure upon the 
exployt themſelves, which they have no ſooner atchic- 


| ved,but wee'l ſet upon them. 


Prin. Tut tis like that they will know us by our 


| horſes,by ourhabits,and by every other appointment to 


be our ſelves. 
Poy. Tut,our horſes they ſhall not ſee, Te tye them in 
the Wood; our vizards wee will change after wee leave 


1 then: and firrah,l have Caſes of Buckram for the nonce, 


.to immaske our noted outward garments. 
Prin. But Idoubt they will be too hard for us. 


© Pojn. Well,for two of them, I know them to bee as | 


true bred Cowards as ever turn'd backe : andfguy. 
third if he fight longer than he ſecs reaſon, le forties 
Armes.The vertue of this Teſt will te,the incomprejig. | 
lible Iyes that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we mane 


wine 


at Supper: how thirty at leaſt he fought with, 

Wardes, what blowes, what extremitics he endured, 

and in the reproofe of this, lyes the jeſt. bo 
Prin. Well,lle goe with thee, provide us all thing 


neceſlary, and meete mee to morrow night in-Kuf 


cheape,there He ſup. Farewell: : 
Poyn. Farewell, my Lord. Exit Pym: 
Frm. I know youall, and will a-while uphold 

The unyoak'd humor of your idleneſle : 

Yet herein will 1 imitate theSunne, 

Who doth permit the baſe contagious cloudes 

To {mother up:his Beauty from the world, . 

That when he picaſe againe to be himſelfe, 

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 

By breaking through the foule and ugly milts 

Of vapours, that did ſeeme to ſtrangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holidayes, 

To ſport, would be as tediousas to worke ; 

But when they ſeldome come, they wiſht-for come, 

And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. 1 

So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promiſed ; 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By ſomuch ſhall Tfalfifie mens hopes, 

Andlike bright Mettall on a ſullen ground : 

My reformation glittering o're my fault, 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attra& more eyes; |. | 

Than that which hath no ſoyle to ſet it off 

Ile fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming time, when men thinke leaſt I will. 


Sexna Tertia. 


——_——_ 


rs —_ 


Enter the King, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hotſun, 
Sir Water Blunt, and others, oY 


King. My blood hath beene too cold and tempentt, 

Vnaptte ſtirre at theſe indignities, 

And you have found me; for accordingly, 

You tread upon my patience : But be ſure, 

I will from henceforth rather be my ſelfe, 

Mighty, andto be fear'd, than my condition, _ 

W hich hath beene ſmooth as Oyle,ſoft as yongDowmng | 

And theretore loſt the Title of reſpeR, F} 

Which the proud ne're payes, but to the proud. 

For.Our houſe ( my Soveraigne Liege )little deſers]| 

The ſcourge of greatneſſe tobe uſed on it, 

And that fame greatneſle too, which our owne hands | 

Have holpe to make ſo portly. be 
Nor. My Lord. ->Y 
King. Worcelter get thee gone : for I doſes | 

Dangerand difobedience in thine eye. TRE 

O fir, your preſence is too bold and peremptory,' .. | 

And Majeſtie might never yet endure * 


The moody Frontier of a ſervant brow, 


You have good leavetoleave us. When weneed | 
Your uſe and counſell, we ſhall ſend for you. gs 
You were about to ſpeake. 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 


> 


—— — 
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Thoſe Priſoners in your Highneſſe d emanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon tooke, 
Were (as he fayes) not with ſuch ſtrength denied 
As wasdclivered to your Majelty : . 
Who cyther through envy, or miſpriſion, 
Was guilty of this fault; and not my Sonne. 
Hor. My Liege, I did deny no priſoners. 
But, I remember when the tight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
Breathleſſe, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreſt ; 
1 Freſhas a Bride-groome, and his Chin new reapt, 
1 Shew'd like a ſtubble Land ar harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
| And *rwixthis Finger and his Thumbe, he held 
A Pouncet-box : which ever and anon 
He gave his Noſe, and took'r away againe ; 
Who therewith angry, when itnext camethere, 
'| Tookeit in Souffe. And {till he ſmil'd and talk'd 4 
| Andasthe Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 
| HecalFdthem untaughrt Knaves, Vamannerly, 
Tobringa flovenly unhandfome Coarſe 
{ Betwixt the winde, and his Nobility. 
| With many holidy and Lady tearmes 
| Hequeſtion'd me : Among the reſt, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſties behalfe. 
I then, all-ſmarting, with my woundsbeing cold, 
(To be ſo peſtered with a Popingay ) 
Out of my Greefe, and my impatience, 
Anſwer d(negleRingly,) I know not what, 
He ſhould/, or ſhould not ; For he made me mad, 
Toſce hinvſhine ſo briske, and ſmell ſo ſweer, 
And taltke ſolikea Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
| Of Guns,andDrums,and Wounds: God fave the marke; 
{| Andrelling me, the Soveraign'ſt thing on carth 
'| Was Parmacity, for an inward bruiſc : 
| And that itwas great pitty, ſo it was, 
| That vilanous Salt-peter thouid bedigg'd 
Out of the bowels of the barmelefle Earth, | 
| Which manya good Tall Fellow had deſtroy'd 
| Socowardly, -And but for theſe vile Gunnes, 
| He would himſelfe have beene a Souldier. 
| This bald, unjoynted Char of his { my Lord) 
| Made me to an{were indirely ( as 1 fayd.) 
| And-I befeech you, letriorthisreport 
| Comecutrant for an Accufation, 
{| Betwixt myloveand your high Majeſty. | 
 Blz#t;*The circumitance confidered, good my Lord, 
What ever Harry Percie then had ſaid, 
Toſuch a perſon, andiin ſach a place, 
Atfuchatime, withall the reſt retold, 
{| May reaſonable dye, and never riſe 
Todo him wrong, or any way impeach 
| What then he ſaid, ſohe unſay it now. - 
} King. Why yet he doth deny his Priſoners, 
Iat with proviſoand Exception, 


Tha 
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t we at our Owne charge, ſhall ranſome ſtraight 
Brother-in-Law,the fgoliſh Mortimer, 
| Who(in myſoule) hath wilfully berrayd 
Thelives of thoſe, that he did leade ro Fight, 
Againſt the great Magitian, damn'd Glendower : 
| Whoſe daughter (as we heare) the Earle of March 
| Hath lately married, Shall our Coffers then, 
of Pptled, to redeemea Traitor home ? 
Th buy Treaſon?-and indent with-Feares, 
nthey haveloſt and forfeyted themſelves? 


kh 


i 
7 
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No: onthe barren Mountaine let bim ſtarve ; 
For ſhall never hold thatman my Friend, 
VV hoſe tongue ſhall aske me for one peny colt 
Toranſome home revoited Mertimer, 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 
He never did fall off, my Soveraigne Liege, 


When on the gentle Severnes fiedgie banke, 
In ſingle Oppoittion hand to hand, 

He did confound the beſt part of an houre 

In changing bardiment with great Glendewer : 


Vponagreement,of ſwift Severnes fiood ; 
Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 
Ran fearefully among the trembling Recdes, 
And hid hiscriſped-head ina hollowbanke, 
Blood ſtained with theſe Valiant Combatants» 
Never did baſcand rotten policy 

Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble 2ortimer 

Receive fo many, and all willingly : 

Thenlet him not be {land*red with Revolt. 

He never did encounter with Glendower : 
As Owen Glendower forancnemy. 


Art thou notaſham'd ? But Sirrab, henceforth 
Let me not heare you ſpeake of Mortimer. 


Or you ſhall heare in ſuch a kinde from me 
As will difpleaſeye. My Lord Northumberland, 
We Licenſe your departure with your ſonne, 


I will not ſend them. 1 willafter ſtraighe 
Andtell him ſo: for I will caſe my heart, 
although it be with hazard of iny head, 


Heere comes your Vnckle. 
Hot. Speake of /ortimer? 
Yes, I will ſpeake of him, and lt my ſoule - 
Want mercy, if I donot joyne with him. 


In his behalfe, ile empty all thoſe Veines, 


ButI willliftthz downfall Mortimer 
Ashigh th Ayreas this unthankefull King, 
As this Ingrate and Cankred ZBullingbrooke. 


. 
= 


And whenT urg'd the ranſome once againe 


And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
Trembling evenat the name of Mortimer. 


By Richard that dead is,the next of blood? 
Nor, He was: I heard the Proclamation , 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
(Whoſe wrongs in us God 
Vpon his Iriſh Expedition : 
From whence he 1inrercepted, did returne 
Tobe depoſ'd,and ſhortly murthered. | 
Wor And for whoſedeath, we in the worlds wid 
Liveſo ſcandaliz'd, and foulyſpeken of. 

E 


Send us your Priſoners, or you'l heare of it. Exit King.. | 


Hot. Andif the divelt come and roare for them, 


But by the chance of Warre: to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue. For all theſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which viliantly ketooke, 


Three times they breath*d,and three times did they drinke 


King. Thoudo'ſt bely him Percy, thou dolſt bely him; 
I tell thee, he durſt as well have metthe diyellalone, 


Send me your P.ifoners with the ſpecdielt meanes, 


Nor. What? drunke with choller?ttay & pauſe awhile, 
Enter Woreetter. | 


{| And ſhed my deere blood drop by drop 1th duſt, 


Nor. Brother,the King hath made your Nephew mad. 
Wor. Who ſtrooke this heate up after I was gone ? 
Hex. 'He will (forſooth) have all my priſoners : 


Of my wives Brother, then his cheeke look'd pale, 


For. I cannot blame him : was he nor proclaim'd 


pardon) did ſet forth 


emouth 
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Hot. But ſoft I pray you ; did King Richerdthen 

Proclaime my brother ortimer, , 
Heyreto the Crowne? 
Nor. He did, my ſelfedid heare it. ; 
Hor. Nay then I cannot blame his Couſin King, 
That wiſh'd him on the barraine Mountaines ſtarv'd- 
But ſhall it be, that you thatqet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 
And for his ſake, wore the deteſted blot 
Of murtherous ſubornations ? ſhall it be, 
That you a world of curſes undergoe, 
Being the Agents, or baſe ſeco;.d meanes, 
The Cords, the Ladder,or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardon, if that I deſcend folow, 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range under this ſubrill King. 
Shall it for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe dayes, 
Or fill up Chroniclesin time to come, 
That men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalfe 
(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 
To put downe Richard, that ſw eet lovely Roſe, 
Andplant this Thorne, this Canker Bulingbrooke ? 
And (hall it 1a mere ſhame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd,difcarded, and ſhooke off 
By him, for whom theſe ſnames ye underwent ? 
No: yettime ſerves, wherein you may redeeme 
Your baniſh'd Honors, ane reftore your ſelves 
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. 
Revenge the geering and diſdain'd contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies day and night 
Toanſwer all the Debt he owes unto you, 
Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths : 
Therefore I ſay=——— 

Wor. Peace Couſin, ſay no more. 
And now will unclaspe a Secret booke, 
And to your quicke conceyving Diſconrents, 
{ Te reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous, 
| As full of perill and adventurous Spirit, 
As t0o're-walke a Current, roaringloud 
Onthe unſtedfaſt footing of a Speare. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or finke or ſwimme : 

Send danger from the Eaſt unto the Welt, 
So Honor crofle in from the North to South, 
And letthem grapple : The blood more ſtirres 
To-rowze a Lyon, then to ſtarta Hare. 
Nor. Imagination of ſome great exploit, 

Drives him beyond the boundsof Patience. 

Hor. By heaven ;me thinkes it were an eafie leap, 
To y_ bright Honor from the pale-fac'd Moone, 
| Ordive into the bottome of the deepe, 

Where Fadomw-line could never touch the ground, 
And plucke up drowned Honor by the Lockes : 
So he thar doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without Co-rivall, all het Dignities : 

Bur out upon this halfc-fac'dFellowſhip. 

Wor. Heapprehendsa world of Figures here, 
But not the forme of what he ſhould attend : 
Good Couſin give me audience for a-while, 

And liſt to me. 

Hot. 1cry you mercy. 

For. Thoſe ſame Noble Scottes 
That are your Priſoners. 

Hor. Ile keepe them all, 

By-heaven, he hall not have a Scot of them : 
No, if a Scot would ſave his Soulc, he ſhallnor. 


| 


| 


| Ofthatoccaliontharſhall bring ir on. 


Ile keepe them, by this Hand. 
Wor, You ſtart away, 
And lend noeare unto my purpoſes: 


| Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keepe. 


Hot, Nay, I will ; thar's flat : 
Heſaid he would not ranſome Aſortimer : 
Forbad my tongue to ſpegke of Mortimer. 
But I will finde him when he lyes aſlcepe, 
And in his eare, Ile holla A/ortimer. 124 
Nay, Ile have a Starling ſhall be taught to ſpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
Tokcepehis anger ſtill in motion: 

Wer. Heare you Couſin: a word. 

Hot, All fudies here I ſolemnly defie, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bulingbrooke, 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler prince of Wales, 
But that I thinke his Father loves bim not, 
And would be glad he metwith ſome nuichance, 
I would have poyſon'd him with a pot of Ale, .- 

Wor, Farewell Kinſman : Ile talke to you 
When you are better temper'd toattend. 


Art thou, to breake into this Womans mocd, 
Ty1ng thine care to no tongue but thine owne?. 


Netled, and ſtung with P iſmiers, whenT heare . 
Of this vile Politician Bubgbrooke. zh] 
In Richards time ; What de'ye call the place ?. +. 


| Aplagucupon'r, it is in Glouſterſhire': 


"Twas where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept, _ | | 
His Vncle Yorke, wherel firſt bow'd my knee | | 
Vato this King of Smiles, this Bullingbrooke z 
When you and he came backe from Rauenſpurgh 
Nor. At Barkley Caſtle. | 
Hot. You ſay true : 
Why whar a caudie deale of curteſie, F 
This fauning Gray-hound then did proffer me. - 
Looke when his infant fortune cameto age, 
And gentle Harry Percy,and kinde Couſin : | 
O, the Divell take fuch Couziners, God forgive me, 
Good Vncle tell your tale, for I have done. | 
For. Nay, if you have not, too't againe, 
Wee'l ſtay your leyſure. 

Hot. I have done1nſooth. 1 9997 EP] 
Wor. Thenonce more to your Scottiſh Priſoners. . 
Deliver them up without their ranſome ſtraight; 

And makethe Dowples ſonne your onely meane; '-/ 


Which I ſhall ſend you wrizten, be aflur'd 
Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. ; rag 971 
Your Sonne in Scotland being thus imploy'd, - | 
Shall ſecretly in the boſome creepe 0163 
Of that ſame noble Prelate, well belov'd, 
The Archbiſhop. | 
Hot. Of yorke, is't not ? cnt bot 
For. True,who beares hard '1 
His Brothers death at Briffow, the Lord Scroepe. 


; # 
- . 
1 
4 
> 


I ſpeake not thisin eſtimation, - 


Is ruminated, plottedand ſet downe, 
And onely ſtayes but to behold the face - 


ON, © 


Hot. Iſmellit : 


| Vpon my life, it will do wond'rons well. 


N or. Before the gam's a-foot, thou ſtill let'ſt fip/ | 
Hot, Why,it cannot chooſe but be a Nobleplot/ 


<8 


FP main 


— th emma 


bl ——_—_ w_ ” mt tt. ates. _—_— —y 


N or. Why whata Walſpe-tongu'd and {mpatientfl : 


Hot. Why lcoke you, Iam whipt & ſcourg'd withroh) 


For powers in Scotland : which for divers reaſons B | 


As whatIchinke might be, but what1 know ; 1)Ons 
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And then the power of Scotland, and of York 
To joyne with Mortimer, Ha. PE, 
wor. And ſo they ſhall. os 
Hotſp. Infaith it 1s exceedingly well aym'd. 
wor. And tis no little reaſon bids usſpeed, 
To fave our heads, by raiſing of a Head : 
bare our ſelves as evenas we can, 
Tn will alwayes thinke him 1n our debt, 
And thinke, we thinke our ſelves unfatis fied, 
Till be he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And ſee already, how he doth beginne 
To make us ſtrangers to his lookes of love. ; 
Hot. He does, he does; wee'l be reveng'd on him. 
wer. Couſin, farewell. No further gointhis, 
Then I by Letters ſhall dire your courſe 
When time is ripe, which will be ſodainely: 
| Ile ſteale to Glendower,and loe, Hortimer, 
Where you, and Dowglas, and our powers at Once, 
| As I will faſhion it, ſhaſl happily meete, 
To beare our fortunes in our owne ſtrong armes, 
"Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
Nor. Farewell good Brother, we hallthrive, I truſt. 
Hot. Vndcle, adicu ; Olet houres be ſhort, 
1 Till ficlds,and blowes,and grones,applaud our ſport. Exit- 


—_— 


———@O__W 


—_ 


Aftus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


—_—_C 


RE ————— 


Enter 4 Carrier with a Lanterne in his hand. 

1.Car. Heigh-ho,rt be not foure by the day, Ile bee 
hang'd, Charles wasne is over the new Chimney, and yet 
our horſe not packt. What Oiler ? 

0. Anon, anon. 

/ 1. Car. I prcthee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle , put a few 
Flockes in the point : the poore Tadeis wrung in the wi- 
| thers, ouc of all c<fle. 
Emter another Carrier. 
2. Car. Peaſe and Beanes are as danke here as a Dog, 
| andthis is the next way togive poore ladesthe Bottes: 
_ houſe js turned upſide downe ſince Robin the Oltler 
yed, 

* 1+ Car. Poore fellow never joy'd ſince the price of oats 
role, it was the death of him. | 

2, Car. I thinke this is the moſt villanous houſe in all 
London rode for Fieas : I 2m ttung likea Tench. 

I, Car, Likea Tench? There 1s ne*'rea King in Chri- 
ſtendome, could be better bit, then E have beene ſincethe 
| firſt Cocke. 
| 2 C«r. Why, you will allow usne're a Tourden , and 
|then we leake in your Chimny : and your Chamber-lye 
breedsFleaslikea Loach. 

I, Car. What Oftler, come away,and be hangd; come 
WAY. 

2- Car. 1 have a Gammon of Bacon, and two razes of 
Ginger, tobe deliveredas farre as Charing-crofle. 

I. Car. The Turkies in my Panniersare quite ſtarved. 
What Oſtler? A plague on thee, haſt thou never an eye in 
thy head > Can'ſt not heare? And t'ivere not as good a 
deedasdrinke, to breake the pare of thee, Tam a very Vil- 

. Come and be hang'd, haſt no faith in thee? 
Enter Gads-hill. 

Ged. Good.morrow Carriers. What'saclocke? 

Ce. Ithinke it betwo a clocke. 

_ Gad, Ipretheelend me thy Lanthorne to ſee niy Gel- 


{ Gance of charge too (God knowes what} they are up al- 


—— 


ding in the ſtable. 
FT. Car. Nay ſoft I pray ye, I know atricke worth two 
of that. 
Gad. I prethee lend me thine. 
2. (#r. I, when, canſttell ? Lend mee thy Lanthorne 
(quoth-a) marry Ile ſee thee hang'd firſt. | 
Gad. Sirra Carrier: What time doe you meane to come 
to London? | SED SSSR 
2. Car, Time enough togoe to bed with a Candle ,I © 
warrant thee. Come neighbour J7ugger, wee'll call up | 


the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 1 
have great charge. IRS 4 Exennt. 
Enter Chamberlaine. 


Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine ? 
Chem. At hand quoth Pick-puiſe, | 
Gad. That'sevenas faire , asat hand quoth the Cham- 
berlaine : For thou varieſt no more from picking of Pur- | 
ſes,then giving direcion,dothfrom labouring.Thou lay'ft | 
the plot, how. 
Cham. Good morrow Maſter Gads- Hif , it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklin inthe 
wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold:] heard him te!l ic to one of his company laſt | 
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, onethat hath abtin- | 


ready , and call for Egges and Butter, They will away 
preſently. | 
Gad. Sirra, if they meete not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
Ile give thee this necke. | | 
Cham. No,Ile none of it: I prythce- keepe that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhipſt'S, *Nicolas astru- 
ly as a man of falſhood may. | | 

Gad, What talkeſt thou to me of the Hangman ? IF] 
bang , Ile make a fat payreof Gallowes, For , if I hang, 


old Sir John hangs with mee, and thou know'ſt hee*sno | 
Starueling, Tur, there are other Trojans thatY dreamt } 
not of, the which (for ſport fake) are content to doethe 
P rofcflion ſome grace ; that would (if matters ſhould be 
look'd into) for their owne Credit ſake, make all Whole. 
I am joyned with no Foot-land-Rakers, no Long-(taffe 
ſix-penny ſtrikers, none of thſe mad Multachio-purple- | 
hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Novllity, and Tranquilitie ;-. 
Bourgomaſters, and great Oneyers, ſuch as can holde in , 
ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner then ſpeake; and {peake ſooner | 
then drinke, and drinke ſooner then pray : and yet lye, 
for they pray continually unto their Saint the Common- 
wealth; or rarher,not to pray to her,but prey on her : for 
they ride up and downeon her,and make her their Boots. 
Cham, What,the Commonwealththeir Bootes? Will | 
ſhe hold out water in foule way? _ 

Gad. She will, ſhe will; Iuſtice hathliquor'd her. We 
ſteale as in a Caſtle, cockſure : we have the receit of Fern- 
ſcede, we walke inviſible. | 

Cham, Nay, I thinke rather, yon are more beholding 
to the Night, . thenthe Fernſced, for your walking in | 
viſible. ; 

Gad. Give me thy hand. nt 
Thou ſhalt have a ſhare inour purpoſe, 
As Ilamatrue man. - os 

(ham. Nay, rather let me have it, as youare a falſe {| 
Theefe. | 

Gad. Goetoo: Home isacommon nameto all men. 
Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- 
well, ye muddy Knave. Even. | 


e 2 Scena | 


—i 


| doſt thou k 


{} Raſcall hath removed my Horſe, and tied him I know not 
] where. [f[ travaile but foure foot by the {quire furthera 
| foore, I ſhall breake my winde. Well, I'doubt not but 
| todiea faire death for allthis, ifI ſcape hanging for kil- 
\ lingthat Rogue. Ihave forſworne his company 


] me medicines to make me lovehim, Ile be hang'd; it could 
| Plague upon you both. Barde/ph, Pero: Ile ſtarvecre I 


| rob a footfurther. And 'twere not as good a deede as to 
{| drink, to turne Trueman , and to leave thoſe Rogues , I 


| Sacke be my poyſon : when a jeſt is ſo forward, and a 


| mony ofthe Ki 
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Scena Secunda. 


Entey Prince, Poynes, and Pets. 
Poines, Come ſhelter, ſhelter, I have removed Falftefs 
Horſe, and he frets like a gum'd Velvet. 
Prin. Stand cloſe. | 

Emer Falflafie, 
Fal. Poyner, Pojnes, and be hang'd Porxes. 
Prem. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Raſcall, what a brawling 


Fal. What Pomes. Hel? : 

ao He is walk'd upto the top of the hill, lle go ſeeke 
Mm, | 

Fal. T am accurſt torob inthat Theefes company : thar 


hourely 
any time this two and twenty yeare,and yet I am bewitcht 
with the Rogues company. Ifthe Raſcall have not given 


not be clſe : Thaye drunke Medicines. Poines, Hall, a 


amthe ycrieſt Varlet- that ever chewed with a Tooth. 
Eight yards of uneven ground,is threeſcore and ten miles 
afoot with me : and che {tony-hearted Villaines know 1t 
, wellenough. A plague upon't, when Theeves cannot bee 
truc one to another» They # hiftle. 
Whew : a plague light upon you all, Give my Horſe you 
Rogues: give me my Horſe and be hang'd. 

Prix, Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe, lay thine care 
cloſe to the ground , and lit Eehou can hcarethetread of 
Travellers. , 

Fal. Have youany Leavers tolift me up againe being 
downe ? Ile not beare mine owne fleſh ſo fat afoot again, 
for all the coine inthy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague 
meane ye to colt me thus? 

Prix. Thou ly'{t,thou art not colted , thou art uncolted- 

Fal. "I prethee good Prince Hal, helpe me to my horle , 
good Kings ſonne. 

Pris. Out you Rogne, ſhall Tbe your Olller ? 

Fai. Go hang thy ſclfe in thine owne heire-a t= 
Gartcrs: If Ibe tane, Ile peach for this: and i havenot 
Ballads made onall, and ſung to filthy cunes, leta Cup of 


footetoo, I hate it. 


Enter Gads-bll. 


Gad. Stand. 
Fat. So Idoagainſt my will. 
Poin, O'tis our Setter, I know lus voyce : 


Bar. Calc ye,caſe ye; on withyour Vizards, there's 
comming downe the hill , 'tis going 
tothe > ww bers! |. V 7 
 Fal. You lic yourogue, tis going to the Kings Taverne. 
Gad. There'senough ro makeusall, 
Fat. To behang). 


NedandI will walke lower; if they ſcape from your gg 
counter, then they lighton vs. Y 


Prin. You foure ſhall front them in the narrow Late ; 


Pets. But how many beof them? 
Gad. Someecight or ten. 
Fai. Willthey not rob us ? 
Prin. What, a Coward Sir lob» Paunch? 
Fal. Indeed Iamnot John of Gaunt your Grandfather; 
but yet no Coward, Hal. 
Prin, Wee'l leave that to the proofe. 
Pein. Sirra Tacke thy horſe ſtands bebinde the hedge, 
when thou need'ſt him, there ſhalt thou finde him, Fae. 
well, and ſtand faſt. | 7 
Fal. Now cannot ſtrike him,if I ſhould be hang'd. 
Prim. Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 
Pote. Heere bard by : Stand cloſe. | 
Fal. Now my Malters,happy man be his dolce, iy]; 
every man to his bufineſſe, 


Emer Travellers. 

Tra, Come Neighbor: the boy ſhall leade our Horſy 
downethe hill: Wee'l walke a-foot a while , anda ow| 
Legges. | 

Theeves. Stay. 

Tra. Iclubleſle us. |. 

Fal. Strike: downe with them,cut the villains throats; 

a whorſon Caterpillar : Bacor-fed Kuaves , they hacw 
youth ; downe with them, fleece them. 

Tre. O, weare nndone,both we and ours for ever, 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellicd knaves, are you undone? No 
ye Fat Chuffes, | would your ſtore were heere. OnB 
cons on , what ye knaues ? Yong fncn mult live, youar| 
Grand Iurers? Wee'l jure ye ifaith, | 

Heere they rob them,and binde them, Enter the 
: Prince and Poines. 

. Prin, The Thecues have bound the True-men: Now 
could thou andT rob the Theeves and go merily to Law| 
don, it would be argument fora Wecke, Laughterfoct 
Moneth, and a good 1eſt for ever. | 

Poynes. Stand cloſe, | heare them comming, - 


Enter T beeves againe. 

Fal. Come my Maſters, letus ſhare, and then toheſ 
before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not twoar- 
rand Cowards, there's nocquity ſtirring. There's,nomoe 
valour in that Poynes,thanin a wilde Ducke. 

Prin, Your money. 

Pain. Villaires. | 
As thry are ſharing, the Prince and Poynes ſet oye this 

They all run away leaving the beoty behind them. 

Prince. Got with much caſe. Now merrily toHork: 
The Theevesarc {cattred, and poſleſt with fear ſo wy 
ly, that they dare not mectcach other : eachtakes 8 
low foran Officer. Away good N ed, F«/ſtaffe [wears | 
death, and Lards the leane carrh as he walkes along: We 
not for laughing, I ſhoule pitty him. = 


Poine, How the Rogue ruar'd. Fxen 


-——_—_— 


Scena'T ertia, 


— — 


—T 


— —__ 


Emer Hoturre ſolu, reading « Letter. 
But for mune owne 7 (yur? 1 coull hee well conteneld 
be there, in refpebt of the love I beare your bonſe. ne 


_———_—* 


the, 


—_———_ 


$i. | 
_ 


: | aa 


| The Firſt Part of King Henry the Fourth, 55 
(d be contented: Why is he notthen? in reſpeR of | Ser. One horſe, my Lord, he brought eyennow. 

_ row he beares our houſe. He ſhewes in this, he loves Hor. Whar Horſe } ARoane, a di carc; is it not? 

his owne Barne better then hee loves our houſe. Let mee Ser. It is my Lord. | 

{ze fome more, The purpoſe you undertake is dangerom. Her. That Roane ſhall bee my.Throne. Well, I will 

Why that's certaine: "Tis dangerous to rakea colde, to | backe him (traight.  Eſperance,bid Butler, lcade him forth 

lecpezto drinke : but Tell you (my Lord foole) out of | into the Parke. | 

this Nettle Danger ; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The La. But heare you, myLord. 

purpoſe you wadertake is dangerous , the Friends you have na- Het. What fay'it thou my Lady? | 

ned wncertaine , the Time it [elſe unſorted , and your whole La. What is1tcarries you away 2+ WE 

Plat too bght , for the counterpoize of fo great an Oppoſitton. Hot. Why, my. horſe (my Love) my horſe, 

Say you 10, fay youſo : I ſay unto youagame , you area |. Ls. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazell hath-nor * 

allow cowardly Binde, and you Lye. What a lacke- | {uch a deate of Splecne, as you are tolt with." In ſooth Ile | 

braineisthis ? I proteſt,our plot isas good aplotas ever know your buſineſſe Harry, that 1 wy. I feare my Bro- 

waslaid ; our Friend true and conſtant ; A good Plotte, ther Hortim:r doth ſtirre about his Title, and hath ſent 

good Friends, and full of expectation : An excellent plot, | for youtoline hisinterprize. But if you go | 

very good Friends. What a ——_— rogueisthis? | Hez. So farre a foot, I ſhall be wearie; Love. 

Why, my Lord of Yorke commends rhe plot, and the | £4. Come,cowe, you Paraquito, anſwere me direQly 

generall courſe oftheaction. By this hand, if I were now Vito this queſtion, that I ſhall aske. Indeede 1le breake 

by this Raſcall, I conld braine him with his Ladyes Fan- | thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt not tell merrae. 

| I5there notmy Father, my Vncle, and my Selfe, Lord | . Hor. Away, away,youtrifler: Love, I love thee uot, 

Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of Torke,and OwenGlendoxr? | Icare not for thee Kare # thisis noworld 

Isthere nor beſides, the Dowg/as? Have I notall their let= | To play with Mammets; and to tile with lips. 

ters, ro mecte me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo- | We muſt have bloody Noſes, and crack'd Crownes;'' 

.eth? and are there not ſome of them ſet forward already? | And paſſe themcurrant too. Gods me, my hor{ſe. 

Whar a Pagan Raſcall is this? An Infidell. Ha, - you ſhall | W hat ſay'ſtchoy Kare? would'ſt they bave with me? 

: ſeenow in very ſincerity of Feare and Cold heart,wall he La. Do ye not love me? 1)o you not indeed ? | | 

totheKing, and lay open all our proceedingygO , Icould | Well, donor then. For fince you love me nor, | ; 

| devide my felfe,and go to buffets, for moving ſuch a diih | I will not love my ſelfs. Do you notloveme ? 

of skim'd Milke with ſo honorable au Action. Hang hia:, | Nay, tell me if thou ſpeakeſt in jeſt,or no. 

kt him tellthe King we are prepared. I will ſet forwards Hot. Come, wi:tthou ſee me ride? 


{ 


tonight. And when 1 ama horſebacke, I will ſweare 
Hove thee infinitely. But harke you Kare, 
Enter bis Lady. S maſt not haye you henceforth, queſtion me, 
- | _ | » | Whither go :nor reaſon whereabour. | 
{ How now Kate,T muſt leave you within theſe two hours. | Whither I muſt ; T muſt: and to conclade, 
\ La. O my good Lord, why are you, thus alone ? This Evening mult I leave thee, gentle Kare. | 
For what offence have I this fortnight beene I know you wile, but yet no further wiſe { 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harries bed?  _. Then Harry Percies wite. Conſtant you are, 
Tell me (ſweet Lord) whar is't that takes from thee Bur yet a woman :; and for ſecrecie, 
Thy Romacke, pleaſure, and thy golden ſlecpe ? No Lady cloſer. For I will beleeve 
Why.doſt thou berd thine eyes upon the earth ? Thou wilt not atter what thoudo'ſt not know, 
Ard ſtart ſooften when thou fitt'it alone ? And fo farre will I truſtthee, gentle X att. 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheekes? | Za. Howlſofarre? 
And gizenmy Treaſures and my rights of thee, | Hot. Notan inch further. But harke you Kare, 
Tothick-ey'd muling, and curlt melancholly? * |  WhitherT go, thicher {hall you go roo: | 
lnmy taint flumbers, I by thee have watchr, To day will I ſet forth, to marrow you, 
And heard thee murmurerales of Iron Warres : Will this content you Katz? 
Spaaketermes of mannage to thy bounding Steed, Za. It muſt of force. Exennt. | 
Crycourageto the field. Andthon baſt tatk'd — —&: = | OEM 
| Of Saliies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, Scand (Juar Hae 


OfPalizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets. an | 
| Of Baliliskes, of Canon, Culverin. .. | | Emer Prince and Poynes. 

| OfPrifoners raniome, and of Souldiers {laine, Prin. Ned, prethee come out of that fat roome, & lend { 
11 { Andall thecurrent of a headdy fight. | methy hand to laugha little, 

| Thy ſpirt withia thee hath beene ſo at Warre, Poymes. Where haft beene Hal? | 
| Andrhus hath ſo beltirr'd thee in thy ſl:epe, Priz, With three or foure Logger-beads, amongſt 3. |. 


——_— 


That beds of {weate hath iood upon thy. Brow, or foureſcore Hogſheads. I have founded the verie baſe | 

Like bubbles in a late-difturbed Streame; | ſtring of hamilitie. Sirra, Iam ſworn brother to a lefh af 
And inthy face ſtrange mptions have appear'd, Drawers,and can call them by their namcs,as T aw, Dicke, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrainetheir breath . | and Franc, They take italreadie upontheir contidence, | 
On ſome great ſodaine haſt. O what portents arctheſe? | tharthough 1.be bur Prince of Wales, yet I am the King | 

- | Some heavie buſinefſe hath my Lord in hand, of Curtekie:telling-we facly I am not proud lack like Fat- | 
 AndI nuſtknow its elſe heloves me not- ſtaffe, but a Corinthian, a fad of merile, a good boy, and 


Hot. What ho ; Is Gelams with the Packet gone? | when Iam King of England,l ſhall command all the good 


F  $. HeismyLord, an houre agone. Laddes in Eaſt-cheape. They call drinking deepe, dy- |- 
Is | | Het. Hath Bztler bought thoſe horſes from the Sheriffe? | ing Scarlet ; and when you breake 1n your watring ,- on | 
| | | | <2 » they | 
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a proficient in one quarter of an houre, that I cat 


Amon ſir, Score a Pintof Baitard in the 


Poines. Prancy. 
Prin, Thouart perfe&. 


Enter Drawer. 
Fras. Anon, anon fir ; lookedowne into the Pomgar- 


net, Reffe, 


Prince. Come hither Frances. 
Fran, My Lord. | : 
Prin. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 

Fran. Forſooth tive years and as much as to—— 
Pon, Francis. 

Fran. Anon;anon ir. ; 
Prin, Fiveycares : Berlady along Leaſe for the clin- 


king of Pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo valiant,as 
toplay the coward with thy Indenture,and ſhew ira faire 
paire of heele, and run from it? 


Fran. O Lord fir, Ile be fworne upon all the Books in 


England, I could finde in my heart: 


Poin, Francis. 

Fran, Anon, anon fir. 

Prin. How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran, Let me ce, about Michaclmas nextI ſhall be— 
Porn. Francis, 

Frax. Anon fir, pray you ſtaya little, my Lord. 

Prin. Nay but harke you Erancis, for the Sugar thou 
veſt me, twas a peny worth, was'tnot? 

Fran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two. | 
Prin. I will give thee for it a thouſand pound : Aske 


me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it, 


Pom. Francis. | 
Fran. Anon,anon. | 
Prin, Anon Francis? No Francis, but to morrew Fran- 


cis: or Francis,on thurſday:or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt, But Francis. 


Fran, My Lord. 
Prix. Wilt thou robthis Leatherne Terkin, Chriſtall 


burton, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke ſtocking , Caddice 


er, Smooth tongue, Spaniſh pouch. 
Frey, O Lord fir,whe do yon meane ? 
Prin, Why then your browne Baſtard is your onely 


dripke : for looke you Francis, your white Canuas doub- 
let will ſully. In Barbary ſir, it cannot come to ſo much. 


Fran What ſir? | 
Poin. Francis. 
Prin, Away you Rogue, doſt thou heare them call ? 


Heere they both call him, the Drawer ands amazed, 
uot knowing which way to ge. 
Enter V antner. 


Vant. What, ſtand*ſt rhon ftill, and hear'ſt ſucha cal- 


they cry pem,and bid you play it off. To conclude, 1 am | 
ſo 
ring with any Tinker in his owne Language during my 
life. I rell thee Aed,thou haſt loſt much honor,that theu 
wertnot with me inthis ation: but ſweet Ned, to ſwee- 
ten whichname of Ned,I givetheethis peniworth of Su- 
gar, clapt even now 1nto my hand by an under Skinker, 
one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his life, then Esghr 
| ſhillings and fix pence, and, Tow are welcome: with this ſhrill 
addition, e-nen, ftara 
Halfe Ione, or (0.But Ned, to drive away time till Fat- 
ſtaffecome, I prytheedoe thou ſtand in ſome by-roome, 
while I queſtion my puny Drawer , to what end he gave 
methe Sugar, and do neverleave calling Francis, that his 
Taleto me may be nothing but, Anon: ſtep aſide , and Ile 
ſhew thee a Preſident. | 


ling? Looketo the Gueſts within : My Lord, olde $i; 
lehn with halfe a dozen more, areatthe doore : ſhall] jee 
themin? _ | | 

Prin, Letthem alone awhile, and then open the dooe, 
Poines, 

| Enter Pones. 

Poines, Anon,anon fir. | ; 

Prin. Sirra, Falſtaffe and the reſt of the Theeves;arex 
the doore, ſhall we be merry ? 2 Wy 

Poin. As merrieas Crickets my Lad. .But harke yer, 
W hatcunning match have you made withthus jeſt ofthe 
Drawer? Come, what's the iſſue ? 

Prin. T amnow of all humors, that have ſhewed them. 
ſelves humors,fince the old dayes of goouman e14dewg 
the pupill age of this preſent tweluc a clock at midnight, 
Wohat'*saclocke Francis? - ; 

Fran. Anon, anon fir, 

Prin, That everthis Fellow ſhould have fewer word 
thena Parret, and yetthe ſonne of a Woman. His indy. 
fry 1s up-ſtairesand down-ſtaires, his cloquence the par- 
ceil of a reckoning. Iamnor yet of Percies mind, the Hot 
{purreof the North, he that killes me ſome ſixe or ſeven 
dozen of Scotsata Breakfaſt, waſhes his handsand fayes | 
to his wife; Fie upon this quiet life, I want worke, © 
{vicet Harry ayes ſhe, how tnany haſt thou kill'd today? 
Gife my Roane horſe adrench ( fayeshee) and anſivers, 
ſonie fourtegne,an houre after :a trifle , atrifle. I prethee 
cail in Falitaffe, le play Percie, and that damn'd Brayne 
ſrall play Dame Aortimer his wife. Rivo, ſayes thedmn| 
kard, Call in Ribs,call in Tallow. : 


Enter Falftaffe. 


Poin, Wecome Tacke, where haſt thou beene? _ 
Fal. Aplague of all Cowards I ſay, and a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Give mea cup of Sacke Boy. Ere 
L leade this life long, Ile ſowe nethex ſtockes, and mend 
them too. A plague of all cowards, Give uecaCupof 
Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant ? ee 14 
Prin. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kifle a diſh of Butter, 
pittitul! hearted Titan that melted at the ſweete Taledf 
the Sunne? If thou didſt, then behold that compound. 
Fal. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke roo: there 
15nothing but Roguery to be found ina V illanons manzyet 
a Coward is wortcthen a Cup of Sack with lime- Avik 
lanous Coward, gothy wayes old Iacxc, die whenthot 
wilt, if manhood, good manhood be nor forgot uponthe 
face of the earth, th:nam I a ſhorten Herring : therelives 
not three good men unhang'd in England,and one ofthem 
is fat,and growes old,God helpe the while, a bad world1| | 
fay. I would1 were a Weaver, I could fing all manner of| * 
ſongs. A plague of all Cowards, I fay ſtill, 1. 
Prin. How now Woollacke, wharmutter you? |! 
Fa!. A Kings Sonne? If i do not beate thee ontofthy| * 
Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub] | 
jeRs afore thee like a Rocke of Wilde-geeſe, Ile nevi! 
weare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales? | | 
Prin, Why you horſon round man? what'sthe 
Fal. Are you nota coward ?.An{were me to that, Wd 
Poines there? ; | 
Prin. Yefatch paunch, and yee call me Coward, I 
ſtab thee. | by Page 
Fa!. I call thee Coward? Ile ſee thee damn'd cre[ dll 
thee Coward:but I would give a thouſand pound Icoud 
run as faſtas thou canſt: You are ſtraight enough inthe 
ſhoulders, you care- not who ſees your backe: cry 


———— 
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chat backing of your friends? a plague upon ſuch backing: 
give thc tho that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack, 


Tama Rogue if I drunke to day. 


Prince. O Villaine, thy Lippes are ſcarce wip'd, fince 


thou drunk* laſt. | 6b 

Falft, All's one for that. He arinket. 

A plagne of all Cowards ſtill, fay I. 
Prin. What's the matter ? 


Falf. What's the matter ? here bee foure of us , have 


ez'ne a thouſand pound this Morning. 
Prin. Where is it, Jaske ? where 1s 1t ? 


Falft. Where is it ? taken from us, it is:a hundred up- 


on poore foure of us. | 
Prin. What, a hundred, man ? 


| Falf. Tama Rogue, if 1 were notat halfe ſword with 
a dozen of them two houres together. I have ſcaped by 
miracle, Iam eight times thruſt through the Deublet, 
foure through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, wy Sword hacker like a Hand-ſaw, ecce /igrnm. 
I never dealt better ſince I was a man : all would not doe. 
A plague of all Cowards: I-tthem ſpeak ; if they ſpeake 
more or lefſe then truth, they are villaines andthe ſonnes 


of darkneſſe, 
Prince. Speake firs, how was it ? 
Gad. We fonre ſet upon ſome dozen- 
Falft. Sixteene, at leaſt, my Lord. 
Gad. And bound them. H 

P Pea. No,no,they were not bound. 


Fa/f.Y ou Rogue they were bound,every man of them, 


or Tama Tew eife,an Ebrew Iew. 


Gad.As we were ſharing, ſome ſixe or ſeaven freſh men 


{ct upon us. 


other. | 
Prince. What, fought ye with them all? 


Faift, All? I know not what ye call all : but if I foaght 
not with fiftie of them, I am a bunch of Radiſh : if there 
werenot two or three and fiftie upon poore olde lacke, 


thenam I no two-legg'd Creature, 


'Poin. Pray Heaven, you have not murthered ſome of 


them. 


Faſſt. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd 
{ twoofthem : Two I am ſure I have payed, two Rogues 
in Buckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a 
Lye, ſpit inmy face,call me Horſe: thou knoweſt my olde 
word : here Ilay andthus I bore my point; foure Rogues 


in Buckrom let drive at me. | 
Prince. What, foure? thou ſayd'ſt but two,even nows 
Falf, Foure Hel, I rold thee foure. 
Pain, 1,1, he ſayd foure. of 


_ Fal##, Theſe foure came all a-front,and miainely thruſt 
atme; I made no more adoe, but tookeall rheir feaven 


| points in my Targuer, thus. 


Prince. Seven? why there were but foure,even now. 


Falft. In Buckrom. | 

Poin. I, foure, in Buckrom Sutes. 

Pa!F, Seven, by theſc hilts, or Tama Villaineelſe, 

_ © Prin, Pretheelet himalone, we ſhall have more anon. 

Falft. Doeit thou heare me, Ha/? 
794. 1, and marke thee too, lack, 


Faif. Doe ſo, for it is worth the liſtning too : theſe 


nite in Buckrom, that I told thee off 

.  Þ9x. So, two more alreadic. 

 Falft, Their Points being broken. 

Pun, Downe tell his Hoſe. 8-5, 
Faft, Begatito give me ground ; but I followed'me 


cloſe,came in foot and hand;and with athought,feavenof 
the elevenI pay'd. | | | 
Prin. O monſtrous! eleven Buckrom men growne out 
of two? . 206 x 2500 | | 
Falft, But as the Devill would haveit, three miſ-be- 
gotten Kraves, in Kendall Greene; came at my Backe;and 
letdrive at me;for it was ſo darke, Hal;rhat thou could'ſft 
not ſee rhy Hand. 
Prim. Theſe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 
ee as 2 Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
rayn'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Foolezthou Horſon ob- 
ſcene greaſte Tallow Catch. 
Falf. What, art thou mad? artthoumad? is not the 
truth, therruth ? 
Prin, Why, how could'!t-thou know theſe menin 
Kendall Greene, when it was ſo darke, thou could'ſt nor | 


Falff, And unbound thereſt, and then come in the 


WR _—— 


- Tamas valiant as Hercales : but beware Inſtint;the Lyon, 
' will not touchthe true Prince: Inſtind 1s a great matter, 


ſee thy Hand ? Come, tell us your reafon: what fay'ſtthou 
to this ? 

Pojin, Come, your reaſon Lach, your reaſon. 

Falft: What, upon coinpulltion? No: were Tat the 
Strappado, or all the Rackes 1n the World;. L would no: 
tell you on computſion. Give ycua reafonon:-compulli- 
on ? If reaſons wereas plenty as Black-berries, I would 
give no man 4 rea{ſcn upon compultion,T. 

Pris, lie be no longer guiitte of this finne. This ſan» 
guine Cowzrd, this Bed-prefler, this Horſ-back-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Fleſh. 

Falft, Away you Starveliog, you Elfe-skin,you dried 
Neats tongue, Bulles-piſfell, you ſtocke-fith:O for breth 
to vtter. What 1s like thee? You Tators yard, you ſheath, 
you bovy-cafe, you vile ſtanding tucke. 

Prin, Well, breath a- while, and then to'tagaine : and 
whenthon haſt tyr'dthy ſclfe in bafe comparitons, heare 
me ſpeake but thus, 

Poin. Marke [acke, | 

Prin. Wetwo, ſaw you foure ſet en foure and bound 
them, and were Maſters of their Werlth: mark now how 

a plaine Tale ſhal! put you downe. Then did we twedſp ſet 
on you foure, and with a word , outfac'd you from your 
prize, and haveit: yea,and can ſhcw it.you in the Houſe, 
And Falſtaffe, you caried your Gurs away as nimbly,with 
aSquicke dexteritic, and roarcd for mercy, and (till ranne - 
androar'd, as ever | heard Bull-Caife. W hat a Stave art 
thou, to hacke thy ſword as thou haft done, and then ſay 
It was in fight. W hat trick? what device ? what farting 
hole canſt thon now find out, to hide thee from this open | 
and apparant ſhame? | 

Pownes. Come; let's heare Iacke : VV hat tricke haſt 
thou now? | 

Fal. I knew yeas well as he that made ye. Why heare 
ye my Maſters , was it for ie to killthe Heire apparant ? 
Should TI turne upon the true Prince? Why,thou knoweſt 


I wasa Coward on Inſtin& : I ſhall thinke the better of | 
my ſelfe, and thee, during my life ; I,for a valiant Lyon, 
and thou for a true Prince. But Lads; T am gjad you hae 
the Mony, Hoſteſſe, clap tothe doores: watch to Night, | 
pray tomorrow. Galiants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts of Gold, 
ihe good Titles of Fellowſhip come to you. Whar,' 
ſhall we be merry 2 ſhall we have aPlay exicmpory.. | 
Prin. Content,and the argument (1.all bee , thy running. 
away. Wn 43-1 
FL A, no more of that Hal, and thouloveſt me. 
| Enter Hoſteſſe- 
Heft. My Lord,the Prince ? T's 
WR | Prin, 
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thou to me ? 

Hofteſſe. Marry, my Lord,there is a Noble nan of the 
Courtat doore would ſpeakewith you : he ſayes,he comes 
from your Father. 

Prix. Give him as much as will make him a Royall 
man, and ſend him backe againe to my Mother. 

Falft. What manner of man is he? 

Heſteſſe. An old man. : 

Falft. What doth Gravitic out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall I give. him his anſwere ? 

Prin, Prethee doe lacke. 

Falft. *Faith, and Ile ſend him packing. Exit. 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fairez ſo did you 
Pero , ſodid yon Bardo!: you are Lyons too , you ranne 
_ ppon inſtin& : you will not touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. 

Bad. 'Faith, I ranne when I ſaw others runne. 

Prin, Tell mee now in carueſt, how came Falflaffes 

Sword ſo hackt? | 

Pero. Why, he hacktit with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſweare truth out of England : but hz would make 
you beleeve it wasdone in fight, and perſwaded us to doc 
the like. 

Bard. Yea; and to tickle our Noſes with Spear-grafſe, 
to make them bleed, and then beſſabber our garments, 
with it, and ſweare it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I didnotthis ſeven yeares before , Ibluſhr to heare 
his monſtrous devices. | 

. Prix. O Villaine, thou ſtoicſta Cup of Sacke exghteene 
yeeres agoe, and werttaken with the manner, andever 
ſince thou haſt bluſht extempore : thou hadſt fireand 
ſword onthy fide, and yet thon ranneſt away ; what in- 
ſtin& hadſt thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, doe you ſee theſe Meteors? doe you 
behold theſe exhalarions? 

Prin.. I doe, 

Bard. W hat thinke you they portend ? 

Prin.Hot Livcrs,and cold Purſes. 

Bard, Choler, my Lord, it rightly taken. 

Prin. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 


Enter Falſtafſe. 


now my {weete Creature of Bombaſt, how long is*tagoe, 
Tacke, ſince thou ſaw'ſt thine owne Knee? 

Falft; My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeeres 
( Hal) I was notan Eagles Talent in the Waſte, I could 
have crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : aplague 
of lighing and griefe, irblowes aman up like a Bladder . 
There's villanous Newes abroad: hceere was Sir oh» 
Braby ftom your Father ; you muſt goe to the Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad feliow of the North, Percy; 


{| and hee of Wales, that gave Awamor the Baſtinado, 


and made Lacifer Cackold, and ſwore the Devill his rruc 
Leige-man upon the Crofle of a Welch-heoke ; what a 


| Palgnecall you him? 


Pom. O,Glendower. 

| Fat. Owen, Owen ; theſame, and his Sonne in Law 
 Hortimer, and old Northamberland, and the ſprightly 
Scot of Scots, Dowglas, that runmesa Horſe-backe upa 


Hill perpendicular. 
Frin, Hee that rides at high ſpcede, and with 1Piſtoll 


1 killsa Sparrow flying. 


Fal#, You hauec hit ir. 


— I 
Hee, 


Prix. How now my Lady the Hoſteſſe , what ay it | 


© 


Heere comes leane /acke, heere comes bare-bone. How 


Oen——ﬀm—_ 


Falſt. Well, that Raſcall hath good metrall in him, hee 
will not runne. 


ſofor running? | 
Falt, A Horſc-backe (ye Cuckoe) buta foot he will 
not budge a foot. | 
Pri«. Yeslacke, upon inſtin. | 
Falſt; I grant ye; upon inſtint: Well, hee is theretoo 
| and one Mordake , anda thouſand blew-Cappes more, 
Iworceſter is ſtoincaway by Night : thy 'Fathers Beartis 
turd white with the Newes; 
as cheape as ſtinking Mackrell. | 
Prin, Then 'tis like,it there come a hot Sunne,and this 
civill buffetting hold, wee ſhall buy Maiden-heads asthey 
buy hob-nayles, by the hundreds. | 
Falft. By the Maſſe Lad, thou ſay'it true ,it is like wee 


could the World picke thee out three ſuch Enemyeg 4 
gaine, as that Fiend Dowglas , that Spirit Percy , andthar 
Devill Glendower ? Art thou not horrible afraid ? Deth 
not thy blood thrillat it ? 

Prin. Not a whit : I lacke ſome of thy inſtin&. 

Faiſt. Well; thou wilt be horrible chidde tomorrow, 
when thou commelt ro thy Father : if thou doe love me 
practice an an{were, 

Prin. Doe thou ſtand for my Father, and examine 
upon the particulars of my Lite. 

Falſ#. Shall I? content : This Chayre ſhall bee my | 
State, this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cuſhion my 
Cownee 

Prin, Thy State istaken for a Toyn'd-Stoole, thy Gol- 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger , and thy precious rich | 
Crowne, for a pittifullbald Crowne. in 


thee now ſhalr thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sacke | 
ro make minceyes looke redde , that it may bee tboughtI | 
have wept, forI muſt ſpeake in paſſion, and I will doeit 
in King Cambyſes veine. . 
Prin. Well, heere is my Legge. "a 
Falft. And heere is my ſpeech : ſtand aſide Nobilitie, 
Heſteſſe. This is excellent ſport, yfaith. | 
Fal. Weepe not , ſweet Queene , for trickling tears 
are vainc. | f 
Hepeſo. Othe Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance | 
Fal.For Gods ſake Lords, convey my truſtfull Queen, | 
For teares doe ſtop the floud-gares of her eyes. 
Heſteſſe. © rare, he doth itas like oneof theſe harlotry 
Playersas ever I {ce. 
Fat. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Ticklc-braine- 
Harry, Tdoe not onely marvell where thou ſpendelt 
time ; butalſo, how thouartaccompanied : For t 
rhe Camomile,the more it is troden,the faſter it growes; 
yet Youth, the more it is waſted , the ſooner it wearts} 
Thotart my ſonne ; Ihave partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion ; but chiefely , a villanous trickeof 


Prin, So did he neuer the Sparrow. - bi | 


Prin, Why, whata Raſcall art thou then, to prayſe him | 


you may buy Landnoy | 


ſhall have good trading that way. But tell me Hall ,are | 
notthonu horrible afear'd ? thou being Heire apparant, | 


Prin. Well, andthe fire of Grace be not quiteoutef| 


thine Eyc, and a fooliſhhanging of thy nether Lippe, .thit 

doth warrant me. If then thou bee Sonne to mee, | 
lycth the point : why, being Sonne-to mee , art-thou ſo 

pointed at? Shall the bleſſed Sonne of heaven provel 
Micher, and cate Black-berries?- a queſtion not-to bee. 
askt» Shall the Sonne of England proove a Theefc , and 
rake Purſes? aqueſtion to bee askt. There is athing, 
Hatry,whichthou haſt often heard of,andit is knownet9 
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:nour Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch: ( as 
my) Wrkers Go reporr)elord defile; ſo doth the com- 
panic thou k eſt : for Harry ,: now 1doe not ſpeake to 
thee : Deinke but in Teares ; not in pleaſure, but in Paſ- 
ſion; not in Words onely , but in Woes alſo: and yer 
there is a vertuous man, whom I have often notcd in thy 
' companic, but I know not his Name. 

Prin. What manner of man , and it like your Ma- 
jeltie ? ; 

Fal#. A goodl ly man yfaith , and a corpulent, 
. of ay. aw _ a plealing Eye, anda molt noble 
Carriage, and as 1 thinkebis age ſome fiftie,or (byrlady) 
inclining to threeſcorc ; and now Iremember mee , his 
Nameis Falfaffe : if that man ſhould be lewdly given , 
hedeceives mee; for Harry , Lice vertue in his Lookes. 
Ifthen the Tree may be knowne by the Fruzt,as the Fruic 
by the Tree, then peremptorily I ſpeake it,there1s Vertue 
in chat Falfaffe : him keepe with , the reſt baniſh. And 
til me now, thou naughtie Varlet , tell me, where haſt 
thou beene this moneth ? 

Prin. Do'ſt thou ſpeake like a King ? doe thou ſtand 
for me, and Ile play my Father. 

Falſt. Depolſe me : if thoudo'ſt it halfe ſo gravely, fo 
majcitically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the 
heeles for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin. Well, heere 1 am ſet. 

Faſt. And heere I ſtand: judge my Maſters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? 

Falſt. My Noble Lord, from Eaſt-cheape- 

Fris. The complaints I hcare of thee, arc grievous. 

Falſt. faith, my Lord, they are falſe : Nay, Ile tickle 
yefor a young Prince. | 

Prin. Sweareſt thou , ungracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne're looke on me : thouart violently carryed away from 
Grace:thereyis a Devill haunts thee , inthe likenefſe of a 
fat old Man; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion : Why 
do'ſt thou converſe with that Trunke of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlineſſe , that ſwolne Parcell of 
Dropſies, that huge Bembard of Sacke,that ſtuft Cloake- 
baggcof Guts, that roſted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 


quitie, that Father Ruthan,that Vanitic in yeares? where- 
in is he good, bur to tafteSacke and drinke it ? wherein 
neat and cleanly,but to carue a Capor,and eate it ? where- 
in Cunning, bur in Craft ? wherein Craftic, but in Villa- 
nie? wherein Villanous, but inall things ? wherein wor- 
thy, but innothing ? 

Falfi, 1 would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom meanes your Grace? 

Prince. T hat villanous abominable mis-leader of Youth, 
Falftaffe that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falft, My Lord, the man I know. 
| Prince. 1 know thou do'ſt. 

Falft. Butto ſay, I know more harme in him then in 
my ſelfe, were to ſay more then | know. That he is olde 
(the more the pittie) his white haires doe witneſſcit : 
but that hee is ( ſaving your reverence ) a Whore-ma- 
ſter, that I utterly deny. It Sacke and Sugar be a fault, 
Heaven,helpe the wicked : if to be olde and merry, bea 
linne, then many an olde Hoſte that I know , isdamn'd : 
if tobe fat, be to be hated , then Pharaohs leane Kincarc 
tobe loved. No, my. good Lord, baniſh Pero , baniſh 


— 


Puddings in bis Bclly, that Reverend Vice, that grey Ini- | 


| Sherife , 


=» 


not himthy Herryescompanic ; baniſh plumpe lacks, and 


baniſh all the World. 
Prince, Idoe, I will. 


Enter Bardolphrunning. 


Beard. O, my Lord, my Lord , the Sherifc,with amoſt 
——— Watch, isat thee doore. 
'. Out you Rogue, play outthe Pla 
to ſay inthe behalfe of that Fall aſe, , 


Enter the Hoſteſſe, 


bo, * =y Lord, my IL ord. 
Feiſt. Heigh, beigh, che Diveall rides a Fiddle- 
ſicke : what's the watter ? FT 
Hoſtefſe. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the 
doore: they are come toſearch the Houſe, ſhall I ter 
themin? 
Falſi. Do'ſt thou heare Hal, never call a true peece of 
Golda Counterfeit ; thoy art eſſentially made , without 
ſeeming lo. 


Prince, And thou a naturall Coward 
{tina., 


Fl. 


» Without in- 


I deny your Cor; if you will deny the 
ſo: ifnot, ct himenter. If I becomenota Cart 
as well asanothe: man, 
hope I ſhallas ſoone be 
ther. 

Prixce. Goc hide thee behinde the Arras, the reſt 
walke up above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and 
good Conſcience. 

Fal, Both which I haye had : but their date is out, 


a plague on my bringing up : I 
ſtrangled wth a Halter, as ano» 


and therefore Ile hide me. EXx#. 
Prixce.Call inthe Shecrife. 
Emter Sherife andthe Carrier. 


_ mo Now Maſter Sherife, what is your will with 


She. Firſt pardon me, my Lord. A Hue andCry hath 


followed certaine pen unto this houſe. 


Prince. What men ? 
She. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord, 
a groſſe fat man. 
Car. Asfatas Butter. 
Prince, The man, I doeafſure you, is not heere, 
For Ly ſclfe atthis time have umploy'd him 2 
And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by cromorrow Dinnertime, 
Send him toanſwere thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withall: 
And ſo let meentreat you,leavethe houſe. 
She. I will, my Lord : thereare two Gentlemen 
Have inthis Robbery loſt three hundred Markes. 
Prince. It may be ſo : if he have robb'd theſe men, 
He ſhall be anſwerable : and ſo farewell, 
She. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 
Prince. I thinke it is good Morrow, is it not ? | 
She. Indecde, my Lord, I thinkeit be twoa Clocke. 
- FE X it » 


Prince. This oyly Raſcall is knowneas wcllas Poules: | = 


—_— —" 


Bardolph, baniſh Poines: but for ſweete Iacke Falftaffe, | goc call him forth. | 

| kinde lacks Falftaffe true Jacks Falftafſe,valiant Iacke F Pets, Falſteſfe? faſt aſleepe behinde the Arras , and 
faffe, and therefore more valiant, being as he is olde Jacks | ſnorting like a Horle, Es 

| Falftsffe , baniſh nothim thy Herryes companic , baniſh | Prince. Harke, how hard he fetches breath; ſearch — | 
FEA hl | | P ockets. dons. - 2 


: I have much, 


—— 


—_— 


—_ 
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He ſearcheth his Pockets and findetb 
eertaine Papers. 

Prinee, W hat haſt thou found ? . 

Petro. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 
Prince. Let's fee, what be they ? readethem. 


Pero. Itenz, a Capon. Ii*S.ii.d. 

] Item, Sawce. titi.d. 
Item, Sacke, two Gallons, VeS.Viii.d. 
Item, Anchovesand Sacke after ſupper. 11-S,Vi.d. 
Item, Bread. ob. 


Prince, O monſtrous, but one halfe penny-worth of 
Bread to this intullerable deale of Sacke ? W har there 1s 
elſe, keepe cloſe, weele reade it at more advantage : there 
let him ſleepe till day. Ile tothe Court in the Morning : 
We muſt allto the Warres, and thy place ſhail be hono- 
rable, Ile procurethis fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and 
I know his death will be a Match of Twelve-ſcore, The 
Money ſhall be paz*d backe againe with advantage. Be 
with me betimes in the Morning: and ſo good morrow 
Peto. 


Pero, Good morrow, good my Lord. Exennt 


eA ns T eortins. Scana Prima. 


— — ———_—_  - — — -  —_ _ = 


Enter Hetſpurre Worceter, Lord Mortimer, 
 OwenGlendower. 


Hort. Theſe promiſes are faire, the parties ſure, 
And our induction fuli of proſperous hope- 
Hoti. Lord Mortimer, and Coulin Glendower, 
Will yoa fit downe ? 


| And Vnckle ForceFer ; a plague upon it, 


I have forgoc the Mappe. 
Glend. No, here itis : 


'Sit Couſin Percy, ſit good Couſin Hotfparre : 


For by that Name,as oft as Lencafter doth ſpeake of you, 
His Cheekeslooke pale, and witha riſing figh, 
He wiſheth you in Heaven. 

Hotsþ. And you in Hell, as oftashe heares OwenGlen- 
dewer ipoke of. ; 

Glend. I cannot blame him : At my Nativitie, 

The front of heaven was full of fierie ſhapes, 
Of burning Creſſers: and at my Birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak'dlike a Coward. 

Hotſþ. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame ſeaſon 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten'd, though your ſclfe 
had never beene borne, ; 

Glend. 1 fay the Earth did ſhake when I was borne. 

Hot. And I ſay the Earth was not of my minde: 

If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you,it ſhooke. 

Glend. The heavens were allon firc, the Earth did 
tremble. 

Ho:. Oh, then the Earth ſhooke 
To ſeethe Heavens on fire , 

And notin feare of yourNativitie, 

Diſcaſcd nature oftentimes breakes forth 

In ſtrange eruptions ; and the teeming Earth 

Is with akinde of Colicke pinchtand vext, 

By the impriſoningofunruly Winde 

Within her Wombe : which for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakes the old Beldame Earth,and tomblesdowne 


—_—. 


—_—un— 


Steeples, and moſſe-growne Towers. At your Birth, |... 
Our Grandam Earth, having this diſtemperature, - | 
In paſſion ſhooke.. 

Glewd, Coufin : of many men | 

I doe not beare theſe Croflings: give me leave 

To tell you once againe, that at my Birth 

The front of Heaven was full of fierie ſhapes, 

The Goates ranne from the Mountaines, andthe 

Were ſtrangely ciamorous to the frighted fields : 
Theſe ſignes have markt me extraordinarie, 

Andall the courfes of my Life doe ſhew, 

I am not in the Roll of common men. 

W here 1s the Living, clipt in withthe Sea, "ihr 
That chidesthe Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wale, 
Which cails me Pupill, er hath read to me? ye! 
And bring him out,that is but womans ſoone, 

Can trace mc inthe tedious wayes of Art, 

And hold me pace in deepe experiments, 

Hot. I thinke there's no man ſpeakes better Welſh: 

Ileto Dinner. 
Hort, Peace Couſin Percy, you will make him mad, 
G/end. I can call Spirits from the vaſtic Deepe. 

Hor. Why ſocanl1, or ſo can any man : 

But will they come, when you doe call tor them? 

2m" Why, I can teach thee,Couſin, to command the 

Devill. 
Het. And1canteach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Dixel, 
By telling truth. Tel rratb, and ſhame the Drvell. 
If theu have power to raiſe hiu:, bring him hither, | 
And lle be {\yorne, I have power co ſhame him heng,.. 
Oh, while yoa live, tell truth, and ſhame the Divell, _ . 
- m_ Come, come, no more. of this unprofitable 
at. 
Glena.T hree times hath Hemy Bulingbrooke made had 
Agaiaſt my power : thrice trom the Banks of Wye, 
AnG {an y-bottoar'd Severne, have I hent him 
Booticſ{ie home, and Weather-beaten backe. 
Hot. Home without Bootes, 

And in foule Weather too, 

How icapes he Aguesin the Divels name ? 
Glend. Come, heere's the Mappe : 

Shall wce devide our Right, 

According to our threefold order ta'ne? 
Afor. The Arch-Dcacon hath devidedir 

Into three Limits, very equally : 

England, from Trent,and Severne hitherto, 

By South and Eaſt, is to my part afſign'd: 

All Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severne ſhore, 

And all the ferril: Land within that bound, 

To Ower Glendower : And deare Couze, toyou 

The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 

And our indentures Triparrtite are drawne ; 

W hich being ſealed enterchangeably, 

( A bufivefie thatthis Night may execute) 

To morrow, Coulin Percy, you and I, 

And my good Lordof Worceſter will ſet forth, 

To meet your Farher; and the Scottiſh Power, 

As iSapvointed us at Shrewsbury. 

My Father Glendower isnot readie yet, 

Nor ſhall we need: his helpe theſe foureteenedayes: 

Within that ſpace, you may have drawne together . 

Your Tenanrs, Friends, andneighboring Gentlemett. 
Glend. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend met you, Lords: 

And in my conduct ſhall your Ladies come, _ | 
From whom you now muſt ſteale, and take no leave | ' 
For there will bea World of Watcr ſhed, /- 

| — 


yu 
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ins of your Wivesand you: 
Von Cay moity;}North from Burton here, 
In quantitie equals not one of yours; _ 
See, how this River coms me cranking 1n, 
And cuts mefrom the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge halt Moone, a monttrous Cantle out. 
He have the Currant in this place damn'd up, 
And here the ſmug and Silver Trent (hall runne, 
In anew Chanell, faire and evenly : _ 
It ſhall not winde with ſucha deepe indent, 
To 50b me of fo rich a Bottome here. | 
Glad. Not winde? it ſhail,it muſt, you ſec it doth. 
Mort. Yea, but marke how he beares his courte, 
And runnes me up, with like advantage on the other fide, 
Gelding the oppoſed Continentas much, 
As on the other ſide ir takes from you. ; 
zore, Yea, but alitle Charge willtrench him here, 
And onthis North fide winne this Cape of Land, 
And then he runnes ſtraight and even. _ ' 
Hotfh, ile have it ſo, little Charge will doe it, 
lard. Tle not have italter'd. 
Hor. Will not you ? 
Gland. No, nor you {hall not. 
Hatſþp. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 
Gland, Why,that will I = 
Hoſp. Letme not underſtand you then , ſpeake itin 
Welſh. 
Glend. I can ſpeake Englith, Lord,as well as you : 
For I was train'd up in the Englifh Court ; 
Where, being but young ,I framed to the Harpe, 
Many an Engliſh Dittie, lovely well, 
And gave the Tongue a helpefull Ornament ; 
AVertue that was never {een in you. 
Hotfp. - Marry, and I am glad of it withall my heart, 
Thad rather be a Kitten,'and cry mew, 
Then one of theſe ſame Meeter Ballad-mongers : 
I had rather hearea Brazen Candleſticketurn'd, 
Or adry Wheele grate on the Axle-rree, 
And that would ſet my teeth on edge, 
Nothing ſo much, as mincing Poetrie ; 
'Tis likethe forc'r gate of a ſhuffli1g Nagge. 
Glard. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 
Hetfp, Idoe notcare : Ile give thrice ſo much Land 
Toany well-delerving friend ; 
But in the way of Bargaine, marke ye me, 
Ile cavill onthe ninth part of a hayre, | 
Arethe Indentures drawnc? ſhall we be gone 2 
; Glend.The Moone ſhines faire, TEIN 
You may away by Night : 
Ile haſte the Writer; and withall, __ 
Breake with your Wives; of your departure hence : 
fon afraid my Danghter will runne tnadde. | 


4% quck ſhe doteth on her 2fortimer. Exit. 
| Mort. Fic , Couſin Percy ,, how you crofle my Fa- 
= $4 ? » Wh 3330 - 


Ho. Icannot chooſe : ſometime he angers me, 


With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, - 
Ofthe Dreamer Merlin, and his 44” pom 0 | 


Iiyiay bn £ þ 
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And of a Dragon, anda firine-leffe Fi 
\ owing Gridfinzand a mouſten Raven, WE. 
uctung Lyon, aramping Cat, ie 
And nchadeale of cimble kan ble 5 
AS puts me from my'Faith. Ftell-you what, 
He held me laſt Night;At leaſt; nine Fowres, 
| Hreckning up the ſeverall Devils Names, * 


{ 


. | Inſucha parley ſhould I anfiverethee.,. 


| That l IS . 
F wr, were his Lacqueyes: 


Icry'd hum, and well, goeroo, ; , x 
Eur mark'd him nota word. O; he is astedious | 
ASa tyred Horle, a railing Wife, on | 
Worſe thena {moakie houſe. 1 had rather live 

With Cheeſe and Garlike ina Windmill farre, 

Then feede on Cates, and have him talke tome-, 

In any Summer: Houſe in Chriſtendome. 

Hort. Infaith he was a worthy Gentleman; | 
Exceeding well read, and profited, | | 
In ſtrange Concealements: : 1 
Valiant as a Lyon, and wondrous affable, 4 
And as bountifull, as Mines of India. | 
Shall I tell you, Couſin, 

He holds your temper ina high reſpeR, 

And curbs himſclfe, even of his natural! ſcope, 
W hen you doe crofſe his humor : *faith he does. 
I warrant you, that man is nor alive, 

Might fo have tempred him, as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger, and reproofe ; 

But doe not uſe it oft, let me entreat you. 

Fore.In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 
And ſince your comming hither, have done enough, 
Topur him quite beſides hispatience : | | | 
You muſt necdes learne, Lord, toamend this fault z _ 
Though ſomerimesit ſhew Greatneſſe, Courage,Blood, 
And that's the deareſt grace it renders you ; 
Yetofrentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 

Defect of manners, want of governement, 

Pride, Haughtinefſe, Opinion, and Difdaine : 

The leaſt of which, haunting a Noble man, 
Loſeth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ſtaine 

Vpon the beautie of all parts beſides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hetſp. Well,I am ichool'd : "I 
Good-manners be your ſpeede; | 
Heere come your Wives, and ict us take our leave. 


| ai, 


Enter Gleudower, with the Laaes. | 


More. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wife can ſpeake no Engliſh, I na Welſh. 

Glend. My Daughter weepes,ſhee'le notpart with you, 
Shee'le be 2 Souldier too, ſhee'le tothe Warres. | 

Aori.Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt Poyey | 
Shall follow in your Conduct fpcedily. | 


— 


Glendower fpeakes to him Welſh, and ſhe an- 
ſweres hins in the ſam. 


. Glend. She is deſperate hcere : | E; 
A peeviſh ſelfe-will'd Harlotry, | | 
One that no perſwation c1n doe good upoii, 


The Lady fpeaketin Welſh, | 
More. Tunderſtand thy Lookes: that prety Welſh _ 


Whichthou Pon' down from theſe ſwelling Heavens, 
I am too perfect in : and but for ſhame, | 


"CC 


The Lady dgaine ini web... 


Mort. I underſtand thy Kifles, and thou mine, , |} 
And thar's a feeble diſputation : _ oY 
But I willlnever be a Traatig, Love, © _. | | 
Till Thaveleart'd thy Language: forthy tongue © 


Wm—_— CET 4» 
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Makes Wellh as ſweet as Dagyes highly penn'd, 

a faire. Queene in a Summers Bowre 

Wwik avis Diviſion to her Lute. : 

Glend, Nay, ifthou melt, then will ſhe runne madde. 


The Lady fþeakes againe in Welſh. 


e Hort. O, Tam Ignorance it ſelfe in this. 

Glend, She bids you, 

On the wanton Ruſhes lay you downe, 

And reſt your gentle Hcadupon her Lappe, 

Andſhe will fing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 

And on your Eyc-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, 

Charming your blood with pleaſing heavineſle; 

Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 

A oe difference betwixt Day and Night, 

The houre before the Heavenly Harneis'd Teeme 

Begins his Golden Progreflc in the Eaſt. | 
fort. With all my heart Ile (ir, and heare her fing : 

By that time will our Booke, I thinke, be drawne. 
Glexd. Doeſo: 

And thoſe Mufitians that ſhall play to you, 

Hays in the Ayrea thouſand Leagues from thence; 

And ſtraight they ſhall be here - far, and attend. 

Hetfp. Come K ate, thou art perfect in lying downe : 
Come, quicke, quicke, that 1 may lay my Head in thy 
Lappe. h 

Lady. Goe, ye giddy-Gooſle. 


The Maſks players. 


Hoh. Now I perceive the Devill underſtands Welſh, 
And "tis no marvell he is ſo hamorous : 


 Byrlady he'sa good Muſitian. 
Lab. 


Thea would you be nothing but Muſicall, 


| For yogare altogether governed by humors : 


Lye {bill ye theefe, and heare the Lady fing in Welſh. * 
Hoz#p. T had rather heare (Lady) wy Brach howlein 


Ledy. Would't havethy Head broken? 
Hotſp. No. | 

Hers. Neyther, 'tis a Womans fault. 

| ZE Gad helpe thee, _. 
Herfp. Tothe Welth Ladies Bed, 
Lady. What's that? | 

Hoetfp. Peace ſhe (ings. 


Heere the Lady ſings 4 welſh Song. 
Hotfp. Come, Ile have your Song too. 


| Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 


Hori. Not yours, ingood ſooth ? 
You ſwearelike aComfit-makers Wife + 
Not you, in good ſooth ; and, asttue as Ilive ; 
And, as God ſhall mend me; and as ſure as day : 


| An | piveſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurctiefor thy Oathes, | 


thounever wall further then Finsbury. 


| Sweare me, Katejlike a Lady ,asthoy art, 


mouth-fillirig Oath : and leave in ſooth, 
: -Gin -bread, 


| Ago 
| A eee offe | 


; Come, firg-. 


within theſe two kowres: and ſo come in, when e 
will. _ Exits 1.” 
Glexnd. Come, come, Lord Adortimer, you ate a3{ly, 
As hot Lord Percy is 0n fire to goe, ol 
By this our Booke is drawne: wee'le but ſcale, 
Andthen to Horſe immediately. 
Mort. Wrth all my heart. 


Enter the K ing, Prince of Wales, and hens, , 


King. Lords, give gs leave: 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muſt have ſome private conference : 
But be neere at hand, 
For we ſhall preſenly have need of you: 


I know not whether Heaven will have it ſo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice T have done ; 
That in his ſecret Doome, out of my Blood i 
Hee'le breed Revengement, and a Scourge for me; 
But thou do'ſt inthy paſſages of Life, 

Make me beleeve, that thou art onely mark'd 

For the hot vengeance,and the Rod of heaven 


{ Topuniſh my Miſtreadings. Tell me clſc, 


Could ſuch inordinate and low defires, 
Such poore,ſuch bareyluch lewd, ſuch meane ate 
Such barren pleaſtres, rude ſociety, 
Asthou art matcht withall, and grafted too, 
Accompaaie the g) e of thy blood, «HR 
And hold their levell with thy Princely heart? --..-/ 
Prince. Soplcaſe your Majeſty, I would I could | 
Quitall offences withas cleare excuſe, 
As wellasI am doubtlefſe Ican purge 
My ſelfe of many 1 am charg'd wxhall : 
Yet ſuchextenuationlet me begge, 
Asin reproofe of many Tales devis'd, objec! 
Which ofthe Eare of Greatneſle needes muſt heat, 
By ſmiling Pick-thankes, and baſe Newcs-mungay;' 


If 


I may for ſome thingstrue, whereia my youth... 


Hach faultic wanered ,and irregular, 
Finde pardon on my true ſubmiſſion, 
King. Heaven pardon thee : 
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gas, . 


[' would tell their Children,Thisis he: This Infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, 
wats fay; Where, Which is Bullingbrooks. Diſcomfited great Dowglas, tz'ne him once, 
Andthen I ſtole all Courteſie from Heaven, Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 
And dreft my ſelfe in ſuch Humility, . Fo fill the mouth of the deepe Defiance up, 
That did pluke Allegeance from mens hearts, And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our Throne. 
Lowd Showts and Salutations from their mouthes, -| And whatfay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland. 
Even inthe preſence of the Crowned King. The Arch-biſhopsGrace of Yorke, Dowglas, Mortimer, 
Thus I did keepe my Perſon freſh and new, Capitulate againſt as, ahd are up. 
My preſence like a Robe Pontificall, But wherefore do I tell rheſe Newes to thee ? 
Ne're ſcene, but wondred at : and ſo my State, Why, Harry, doe I tell thee of my Foes, 


W hich art my neer'ſt and deareſt Enemie ? 


Sejdome but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
jon - Thou artlike enough, through vaſſall Feare, 


And wonne by rarenefſe ſuch Solemnity. 


The skipping King he ambled up and downe, Baſe Inclination ,and the ſtart of Spleene, 

' With ſhallow leſters, and raſh Bavin Wits, | To fight againft me under Percies pay, 
Soone kindled, and ſoone burnt, carded his State, To dogge his heeles, and curtſie at his frownes. 
Mingled his Royalty with Carping Fooles, >X>} To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 
Had his great Name prophaned with their Scornes, Prince.Doe not thinke ſo, you ſhall not finde it ſo : 
And gave his Countenance,againſt his Name, And Heaven forgive them, that ſo much have ſway'd 


Tolaugh at gybing Boyes, andſtand the puſh 


Your Majeſties good thoughts away from me : 
Ofevery Beardlefle vaine Comparative; 6 


I will redeeme all this on Percies head, 


Grew a Companion tothe common Streetes,  Andinthe clofing of ſome glorious day , 
Enfeoff*d himſelfe to Popularity: Be bold to tell you, that I am your Sofne, 
Thacbeing dayly ſwallowed by mens Eyes, When I will weare a garment all of blood, 
They furteted with Honyc,and began to loathe And ſtaine my favours ina bloody Maske : 
The taſte of Swetnefſe, whereof a little Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it. 
More then a little, is by much too much. And that ſhall be the day, whenere it lights, | 
Sowhen he had occaſion to be ſeene, That this ſame Child of honour and Renowne, 
| He was bnt as the Cuckow is in Tune, This gallant He:arre, this all-prayſed Knight, 
Heard, not regarded:ſeene but with ſuch Eyes, | And your unthought-of Hara chance to meet ; 
As ficke and blunted with Community, | Forcvery Honor fitting on his Heltne, 
Aﬀoord no extraordinary Gaze, | Would they,were multitudes; and ors my-head 
Such as is bent on Sunne-like Majeſty, My ſhames redoubled. For the time will come, 
| When it ſhines ſeidome in admiring Eyes: ThatI ſhall make this Northerne Youth exchange 
But rather drow2'd,and hung their eye lids down, His glorious Deedes for my Indignities : 
Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpe&t Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord, 
 AsCloudy men uſe to dotheir adverſaries, To engroflſe up glorious deedes on my behalfe: 
Being with his preſence giutted, gorg'd,and full. And I will call him to ſo ſtri& account, 
And inthat very Line, Harry, ftandeſt thou: That he ſhall render every Glory up, 
For thou haſt loſt thy Princely Privitedge, Yea,cven the ſleighteſt worſhip of histime, 
With vile participation. Not an Eye Or I will tearethe Reckoning from his Heart. 
But isaweary of thy common ſight, This, in the Name of Heaven, I promiſe here : 
fave mine, which hath defir'dto ſee thee more: The which,if I promiſe, and doe ſurvive, 
Which now doth that 1 would not haveit doe, I doe beſeech your Majeſtic, may ſalve 
Make blinde it ſelfe with foolith tendernefle. | Thelong-growne Wounds of my intemperature : 
' Prince. 1 (hall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, If nor, the end of Life cancells all Bands, 
Bemoremy felfe. And I will dye a hundred thouſand Deaths, 
- Ring, For all the World, Ere breake the ſmalleſt parcell of this Yow. 
Asthou art to this houre, was Richard then, King. A hundred thouſand Rebells dye in this : 
When I from France ſer forthat Ravenſpurgh ; | Thou ſhalt have Charge, andſoveraigne truſt herein» 
And evenas I was then,is Percy now : 
Now r; my Scepter, and my Soule to boot, Enter Blunt, 
flehathmore worthy intercſt to the ſtate EE. 
Then thou the ſhaddow ef Succeſſion; How now good Blunt ? thy lookesare full of ſpeed. 
For of no Right, nor colourlike to Right, | Blunt. So haththe BuſineſſethatI come to ſpeake of. 
He doth fill helds with Harneis inthe Realme, | Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 
Turnes head againſt the Lyons armed Iawes ; That Dowplu and the Engliſh Rebels met 
eing no more indebt to yeeres, then thou, Theeleventh of this moneth, at Shrewsbury : 
- des ancient Lords, and reverent Biſhops on . A mightieand a fearefull Head they are, 
la a Battailes, and to bruſing Armes. (If Promiſesbe kept on every hand) 
a tever-dying honour hath he gor, As ever offered foule play in a State. 
_ renowned Dowglas ? whoſe high Decdes, King. The Earle of Weſtmerland ſet forth to day: 
Hola chot Incurſions and great Name in Armes, With him my fonne, Lord /ohn of Lancaſter, 
rs , _ all Souldiers chicfe Majoritie, For thisadvertiſement is five dayes old. 
"nd Militaric Title Capitall. On Wedneſday next)” Hav7j thou ſhalt ſer forward : 


The | 7 the Kingdomes thatacknowledge Chriſt, On thurſday, we our ſelves will march. 3 
"ice hath the Horſourre Afars, inf wathing Clothes, Our mectingis Bridgenorth: and Harry, you ſhall march 
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Through Gloceſterſhire : by which account, | 
Our Buſineſſe valued ſome twelue dayes hence, 

Our general Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall meete. 

Our hands are full of Buſineſle : let's away , 

Advantage feedes ther fat, while men delay. Exeurt. 


—— 


——_ _ _ 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Falftaffe and Bardolph. 
Falf. Bardolph, am I not falne away vilely, ſince this 


| laſtaQion? doe I notbate? doe I not dwindle ? Why 


my skinne hangs about mee like an olde Ladies looſe 
Gowne : Iam withered like an olde Apple Johr. * Well, 
Le repent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking : 


ſtrength to repent. And I have not forgotten what the 
in-fide of a Church is made of, I ama Pepper Corne, a 


| Brewers Horſe, the inſide of a Church. Company, villa- 
nous Company hath bcenethe ſpoyle of me. 


Bard. Sir Iohn, you are ſo fretfull , yon cannotlive 


Jong. 
Falft, Why there isit : Come, fing me a bawdy Song, 


1 make me merry : Iwasas vertuouſly given, as a Gentle- 


man need tro be ; vertuous enough,ſwore little, dic'd not 
above ſeaven timesa weeke, went toa Bawdy-houſe not 
aboveonce ina quarter of an hourc, payd Mony that! 
borrowed, three or foure times ; lived well, and ingocd 


{ paſſe. 


——_— n 


[ 


Bard. Why, you areſofat, Sir Toh», that you muſt 
needes bee out of all compaſle ; out of all reaſonablecom- 
paſſe, Sir /obx, 
Falſt. Doethou amend thy Face, and Ile amend thy 
Life . Thou art our Admirall, thou beareſt the Lanterne 
in the Poope, but 'tis inthe \Noſe of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harme. 

Faif#. Noylle be ſworne : I make as good uſeof it , as 
inanya man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a emento ors. 
I never ſec thy Face,bur ] thinke apon Hell fire,and Dives 
thatlived tn Purple ; for there heis in his Robes burning, 
burning. If chou wert any way given to vertue, I would 
ſweare by thy Face ; my Oath ſhould bee, By thu Fire : 
Butthou art altogether given over; and wert indeede, 
but for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of utter Darke- 
nefſe. When thou ran'ſt up Gads-Head in the Night , to 
catch my Horſe, if I did not thinke that thou hadſt beene 
an [gn fats, or a Ball of Wild-fire, there's no Purchaſe 
in Mony. O, thou art aperpetuall Triumph, an ever 


I" 


— 


Markesin Linkesand Torches, walking with thee inthe 
Night berwixt Taverne and Tavcrne : Butthe ſacke that 
thou haſt drunke mce, would have bought mee lights as 
rare oe thedeareſt Chandlers in Europe, I have 
maintain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this twoand chirtic yeeres, Heaven reward me for it, 

Berd, I would my Face were in your belly. 

Falft. So ſhouldT be ſuretobe heart-burn'd, 

Emer Hogtgss 

How now, Dame Parties the Hen, have youenquir'd yet 


mY 
_— 


whopick'd my Pocket? 


I ſhall be out of keart ſhortly , and then I ſhall have no \ 


\ thing. 


compaſic :; and now TI live out of all.order , out of com- | 


laſting Bone-fire-Light : thou haſt ſaved meeathouſand | 


Hoſteſſe. Why Sir [oh»,what'doe you thinke, Sir kg 
doe you thinkeT keepe Theeves in my Houſe? I hy 
ſearch'd, IT have enquired, ſo haz my Husband , Manly 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant : the tight of | 
hayre was neverloſt in my houſe before. -j 
Falft. Yelyc Hoſtcfle : Bardolph was ſhav'd, and oj 
many a hayre ; and Ile be ſworne my Pocket waspic4 
goeto, you area Woman, goe. 4 
 Hotteſſe. Whol? Idefie thees T was never calldfh- 
12 mine owne houſe before. | if 
Fats. Goeto , I know you well enough. | 
Heſteſſe. No, Sir [olw,you doenot know mee; Sir lin; 
I know you, Sir /ohn ; you owe me Money, Sir John, wg} 
now you pickea quarrell , ro beguile me of it ; I 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 1 
Falf. Doulas, filthy Doulas: I have given tha}! 
"my to Bakers. Wives, and they have made Boulteg |: 
rNEm. 

Hofteſe,Now.asI ama true Women, Holland ofeys| 
ſhillingsan Ell : You owe Mony here beſides , Sirlh,| 
for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Mony letyq,| 
foure and twentie pounds. ; 

Falft. He had his part of it, let him pay. 
Hoſteſſe. Hee? alas hee is poore, hee hath» 


, 


* 


Falſt. How ? Poore? Looke upon his Face : Whidl 
you Rich? Ler them coyne his Noſe, let them comets] | 
Cheekes, Ile not pay a Denier. What, will youda| 
 Younker of me? Shall IT not take mine caſe in minelay, 
but I ſhallhave my Pocket pick'd ? Ihave loſt zYab 
Ring of my Grand-fathers, worth fortic Marke. 
Heſteſſe. 1 have beard the Prince tell him, Iknoywn| 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. | 
Falf, How ? the Prince is a Iacke, a Sneake-Cyyt; 
and if he were heere, I would cudgell him likeabyg, 
:t he would ſay ſo. 


Enter the Prince marching, and Falſtaffe mutt! \ 
bim, playing on hus T runchion - 
like a Fife. 


Faiſi. How now Lad ? is the Winde inthat Deas? 
Muſt we all march? 
Bard, Yea, twoand tivo, Newgate faſhion, 
Hofteſſe. My Lord, I pray you heare me. 
Prince. What fay'ſt thov, Miitreſſe mc? Hol 
doesthy Husband? Ilove him well, heeis a 
man. | 
Hoſieſſe. Good, my Lord, heare me. 
Falſt. Prethee let her alone, and liſt tome? 
Prince. What ſay*it thon, Jacke? : 
Felft* The other Night I fell aſleepe heerebehinlti| 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houſe isrumd 
Pawey-houle, they picke Pockets. 
Prince, W hat didft thou loſe, ſacks? 
Falft. Wilt thou belceve me,HaPThree or foureBows 
of fortic pound apeecce, anda Scale-Ring of my 
fathers. | / 
Prince, A Trifle, ſome eight-penny matter. 
HofF, So1 told him, my ob and I ſayd, I heardyw' 
Grace ſay ſo :and (my Lord ) hee ſpeakes molt vile | 
you, likea foule-mourh'd man he is, and ſaid, bet wall 


cudgell you. 
Womanhot 


Hoſt. There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor 


| 1n meclſe, 


—_— 
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Prince, W hat he did not? 
Fal. Thert' 


CUT FIT.” AS AV he ins " 


OM pgs” ” 
| ol 


'Falft, There's no more faith in thee then a ſtu'de Prune; 
nor no more truth in thee then ina drawne Fox : and for 
Wooman-hood, Maid-marian hos Tg the Deputics wife 
of the Ward tothee. Go you nothung : go. 

Hoſt.Say ,what thing? what thing ? 

Falft. What thing? why a thing to thanke heaven on. 
_ Heſ+. I am nothing to thanke heaven on, I would thou 
| ſhouldſt know it ; 1 aman honeſt mans wife: and ſerting 
chy Knighthoodaſide , thou art a knavetocall me 0. 

Falft. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou art a beaſt to 
ſay otherwiſe. . 

Heft. Say, what beaſt, thou knave thou? 

Fal. W hat beaſt ? Why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, fir Jobn? Whyan Otter ? 

Fal. Why? She's neither fiſh nor fieſhz a man knowes 
' not where to have her. 

Hof, Thou art unjuſt man in ſaying ſo ; thou , or any 
man knowes where to have me, thou knave thou. | 

Prince. Thou fay'{ true Hoſteſſe, and he {landers thee 
molt groſlcly. = 

Hoſt. So he doth you, my Lord , and ſayde this other 
day, Yououghthim a thouſand pound. 

Prince. Sirrah,do I owe you a thouſand pound? 

Falft. A thouſand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loveis 
wortha Million ; thou ow'lt mc thy love- 

Hof. Nay my Lord, heecall'd you Iacke, and ſaid hee 
would cudgell you. | 

Fal. Did I, Bardelph ? 

. Bar, Indeed Sir Jobs, you fayd fo, 

. Fl. Yea, if heſaid my Ring was Copper. 

Prince. Iſay *tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou bee as goodas 
thy word now ? 
| Fal. Why Hal? thou know'ſt, as thou art but aman,lI 
dare : bur, as thouarta Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the 
roaring ofthe Lyons Whelpe. 

Prince. And why notas the Lyon ? | 

Fal. TheKing himſclfe is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do'ſt thouthinke Lie feare thee, as I fearethy Father? nay 
if Ido,let wy Girdle breake. 

Pris. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guttes fall about 
thy knees. But firra : There's no roome for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this boſome of thine : it is all fill'd uppe 
with Guttes and Midriffe. Charge an honeſt Woman 
with picking thy pocket? Why thou horſon impudent 
imbolt Raſcall, if there were any thing intky Pocket bur 
Taverne Recknings, Memorandsms of Bawdic-houles, 
and one poore penny-worth of Sugar-candicto make thee 
long-winded : if rhy pocket were enrich'd with any o- 
ther injuries but theſe, I am a Villaine : And yet you will 
ſtand toit, you willnot Pocket up wrong. Art thou not 
alham'd? | 

Fal. Do'ſt thou heare Ha/? Thou know'lt inthe ſtate 
of Innocency, eAdam fell : and what would poore lacke 
| Fafftafe do,in the dayes of Villany ? Thou ſeeſt, I have 
| More flcſh then another man, and therefore more frailty. 
Youconteſſe then you picktmy Pocket ? 

Prin, It appearesſoby the Story. 

Fal. Hoſteſle, I forgivethee : 
| Go make ready Breakfaſt, love thy Husband, 

Looke to thy Servants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts : 


Thou ſceſt, I am pacified ſtill, 
Nay, I prethee be gone. - | 
Exit Heſteſſe. 
| Now He, tothe newesat Court forthe Robbery; Lad ? 
| Hewis that anſivered ? : 
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Prm, O my fiweet Beefe : 
I muſt ſtill be good Angell to thee: 
The mony is paid backe againe, | 
Fal. O, I do notlike that paying backe, 'tis a double | 
Labour. | 
Prin.lan) good Friends with my Father, and may doc 
any thing. ; 
Fal. Rob methe Exchequerthe firſt thing thoudo'f, + 
and doit with unwalh'd hands too. | 
Bard. Do my Lord, | 
Prin, I have procured thee Jacke, a Charge of Foot. 
Fal. I would it had beene of Horſe. Where ſhal I finde 
one that can ſteale well ? O, fora fine theefe , of two and 
twentie, or thereabout: I am heynouſly unprouided. Well 
God be thanked fortheſe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud them, I praiſe them. | 
Prin, Bardolph, | 
Bar. My Lord, | Mo 
Prin, Gobearethis Leiter ro Lord lohnof Lancaſter | 
To my Brother /ohn. This to my Lord of Weſtmerland, 
Go Petro, to horſe : for thou, and I, 
Havethirtie miles to ride yet credinnertime. 
Lacke, meet me tomorrow in the Temple Hall 
At twoa clocke in the afternoone, 
There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
Mony and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percie ſtands onhye, 
Andeither they, or we muſt lowerlye. 
Fal. Rare words ? brave world. 
Hoſtefle, my breakfaſt, come: . 
Oh, I could wiſh this Taverne were my drumme: 
| Exeunt ones, 


DO 


Atlus Quartus, Scana Prima. 


Enter Harrie Hotiurre, Worceſter, 
and Dowgla, 


Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought fatterie, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas have, 

As not a Souldiour of this ſeaſons ttampe, 

Should go ſo generall currant through the world. 

By heaven I cannet flatter : I defie 

The Tongues of Soothers. ' But a Braver place 

In my hearts love, hathno man then your Selfe. 

Nay, taske me to my word :approve me Lord. 
Dow. Thouartthe King of Honor ; 

No man ſo potent breathes upon the ground, 

But I will Beard him. | 


- 


_ Emer Meſſenger." 
' Hot. Doſo,and *tis well. What Letters haſtthon there? | 


D— 


— 


Thou ſhalt find me tractable toany honeſt reaſon ; | 


| Vnder whoſe Goverr a e they along? 


Ican butthanke you. | | 


Meſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father. | 
Hot. Lettersfrom him ? | 
Why comes he nothimſelfe? - 
Meſi, He cannetcome,my Lord, S 
He is greevous ſicke. _ % 
Hot. How ? haz he the leyſure to he ficke now, 
In ſuch a juſtling time ? Who lcades his power ? 


— 


_—_ —_ Emma Uef. \ 


Rem 
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Aef. His Letters beares his minde, not I his minde. 

Wor. I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his Bed ? 

Meſſ. Hedid, my Lord, foure dayesere I ſet forth : 
And art the time of my departure thenee, - 


| He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. 


Wor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt beene whole, 
Exe be by ſicknefſe had becne viſited ; 
His health was never better worth then now. 
Hetſp.Sicke now?droope now? this ſicknes doth infeRt 


"The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe, 


* Seemes more then we ſhall finde it, 


"Tis catching hither, even to our Campe. 
He writes me here, that inward fickneſle, 
And that his friends by depuration 
Could not ſo ſoone be drawne : nor did he thinke it meet, 
Tolay ſo dangerous and deare a truſt 
On any Soule remoy*d, but on his owne. 
Yet doth he give us bold advertiſement, 
That with our ſmall conjunRion we ſhould on, 
Toſce how Fortune is diſpos'd to ns, 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becanſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 
Ofall our purpoles. Whar ſay you to it? 
Wor. Your Fathers ſickneſle isa mayme tous. 
Hori. A perillous Gaſh, a very Limme lopt off : 
And yet, in faith,it is not his preſent want 
Were it good, toſet the exact wealth of all our ſtates 
Allat one Caſt? To ſet ſoricha mayne | 
On the nice hazard of one doubrfull houre, 
It were not good : for therein ſhould we reade 
The very Bottome, and the Soulc of hope 
The very Liſt;the very utmoſt Bound 
Of all our fortunes, 
Dowe, Faith and ſo we ſhould, 
Where now remaines a ſweet reverſion. 


| We may boldly ſpend, uponthe hope 


Of what is to come in : 


4 A comfort of retyrement lives 1n this. 


Hotfþp, ARandevous, a Home toflye unto, 
If that cheDivell and Miſchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Aﬀaires. 
tor. But yet I would your Father had beene here : 
The qualitic and Heire of our Attempt 
Btookes no divifion : If will be theughe 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſcdome, loyaltie,and meerediſlike 
Of our proceedings,kept the Earle from hence. 
And thinke, how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turne the tide of fearetull Faction, 
And breedea kinde of queſtion in our cauſe : 
For well you know, we of the offring ſide, 
Muſt keepe aloofe from ſtritarbitrement, 
And ſtop all fight-holes,every loope, from whence. 
Theeye of reaſen may prie in uponus : 
This abſence of your Father drawesa Curtaine, 
That ſhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare 
Before notdreamt of. | 
Hotfp. You ſtrayne too farre. 
I rather of his abſence make this uſe 
It lendsa Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Enterprize, . 
Thenif the Earle were here: for men muſt thinke, 
If we without his helpe, can make a Head 
To puſh againſtthe Kingdome : with his helpe, 
We ſhall o'ceturne 1t topſie-turuy downe : 
Yet all goes well, yerall our joyntsare whole, 


_ 
a. 


| 


Oh, that Glendower were come. 


Dowg. As heart can thinke : 


There 1s not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
At this Dreame of Feare. 


Enter Sir R ichard Vernon. 


Het. My Couſin Pernon, welcome by my Soule, 
Fern. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord, 
The Earle of Weſtermerland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, - 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince /obn. 
Hots. No harme : what more? 
Fern. And further, I have learn'd, 
The King himſclfe in perſon hath ſer fourth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mightie preparation. 
Hotfp, He ſhall be welcometoo, 
Where is his Sonne, ES 
The ntmble-footed Mad-Cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Cumrades, that daft the World aſide, 
And bid it paſſe? 
Vers, All furniſht, all in Armes,- | 
All plum'dlike Eftridges, that with the Winde 
Bayted like Eagles, having lately bath'd, - 
Glittering in Golden Coates, like Images, 
| Asfull of ſpirit as the Moneth of May , 
And gorgeousas the Sunneat Mid-ſummer, | 
Wanton as youthfull Goates, wildeas young Bulls, 
Iſaw young Harry with his Bever on, 
His Cuſhes on his thighes, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe ſrom the ground like feathered Iercary, 
And vaulted with ſucheaſc into his Scat,. 
As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, 
To turneand windea fierie Pegaſus, 1 
And witch the World with Noble Horſemanſhip, 
Hotfh, No more, no more, 
Worſe then the Sunne in March : 
This prayſe doth nouriſh Agues : letthem come. 
They come like Sacrifices intheir trimme, 
And to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoakie Warre, 
All hor, and bleeding, will we offerthem : 
The mayled Mars ſhall on his Altar fit 
Vp to the cares in blood. I amon fire, 
To heare thisrich reprizall isſo nigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horſe, 
Who isto beare me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Againſt the boſome of the Prince of Wales. 
Harryto Harry, (hall not Horſe to Horſe 
Meete, and ne're part, till one drop downe a Coarſe? 


Ver. There1s more newes: 
I learned in Worceſtet, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteene dayes. 
Dowg. That's the worſt Tidings that I heare 
et. . , 
: Wor. I by my faith, that beares a froſty ſound.” | 
Hotſh. What may the Kings whole Batraile rex | 
unto ? | 
Ver. Tothirty thouſand. 
Hot. Forty letit be, 
My Father and Glendower being both away, 
The powres of us, may ſerue ſo great a day. 
Come, letus take a muſter ſpeedily. 
Doomeſday isneere ; dye all,dye merrily. ; 
Dow, Talke not of dying, Iam out of feare 


death;or d is one halfe yeare- | 
Ofdeath,or deaths hand,for this one _ — | 


Screw. | 


Laret 
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| TT Falf. Tar, heres feare me,T am 28 vigilant as a Cargt 


ſteale Creame. - 
Scana Secun da. - Prince, 1 thinke to ſteale Creame indeed, forthy theft 
, £5 | hath alredie madethee Butter : but tell me /acky, whoſe | 
een _— EE ep.gts of fcllowes are theſe that come after ? ; 
Enter FalSlaffe and Bardolph, | Falli, Mine, Hal, mine. En ; 
; © | Pranee. Ididnever ſee ſuch pittifull Raſcals. 

Falft. Bards[ph, get thee before to Coventry ,fall mea | Fal. Tut, tur, goodenough totoſle : foode for Pow- 
Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers ſhall march through : we'le | der, foode for Powders they'le fill a Pir,as well as better; 
to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. RO tuſh man, morrall men, mortall men. 
Bard, Willycu give me money ,Captaine ?  - Weſt. 1, butSir John, me thinkes they are exceeding 
| - Fafft. Lay out, lay our. p | poore and bare, too beggarly. 

Bard. This Bottle makesan Angell. 3.:h. Falſt. Faith,for their poverty, Iknow not where they 
Falf. Andif it doe , take ir for thy labour : and if it | hadthat; and for their bareneſſe , Tam ure they never 
make twentic, take them all, 1le anſwere the Coynage. | learn'd that of me. 

Bid my Lieutenant Pero meete me at the Townes end. + Prince, No,Ile be ſworne, unlefſe you call three fingers 
Bard. I will Captaine : farewell. : Exits on the Ribbes bare. But firramake haſte. Percy is already 
Fai. If 1 bee not aſham'd of my Souldiers, I ama | inthe field. | 

ſowc't-Gurnet ; I have miſ-us'd the Kings Prefle dam-  Falft. What, is the King encawp'd? _ | - 

| nably. I have got, inexchange of a hundred and fiftie | Weſtm, Hee is, Joby » I feare wee ſhall ſtay too | 
Souldiers, three hundred and odde Pounds. I preſſe me | long. | | | 
none but good houſe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes : enquire | Fa/F. Well, tothelatter end of a Fray, andthe begin= 
me out contracted Batchelers, ſuch as had becne ask'd | ning of a Feaſt, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueſt. 


a—_xT. 4x. 


twice on the Banes:ſuch a Commodity of warme ſlaves, | Mamas 
as had as lieve heare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; ſuch as 
feare the report of a Caliver, _— then — — —— 
or a hurt wilde-Ducke, I preſt me none but ſuch Toltes | . 
and Butter, with hearts in their Bellyes no biggger then S) Cana Ter H14, | 
Pinnes beads, and they have bought out their lervices; | | as 
And now, my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Cor- | - 
porals, Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Siaves as Emer Hotipur, Worceſter, Dowglas,and 
| ragged as Lezara in the painted Cloth, where the Glu:- Vernon, 
tons Dogges licked his Sores; and ſuch, as indeed were | | | 
never Souldiers, but diſ-carded unjuſt Servingmen,youn- Hotſp. Wee'le fight with him to Night, | | 
ger Sonnes to younger Brothers, Revolted Tapſtersand Worc. It may not be. | | 
Oftlers, Trade-falne, che Cankers ofa calme World, and Dowg. Yougive him then aduantage. 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, Vere. Not a whit, : Fn 
then an old-fac'd Ancient; andſuch have Ito fillupthe | Horfp. Why ſay you ſo ? lookes he norfor ſupply ? 
' roomes of them that have boughtout their ſervices : that Vern, $2 doe we. 
you would tl:inke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totter'd Hotf?, His is certaine, ours is doubtfull. 
Prodigalls, lately come from Swine-keeping,from eating Worc, Good Coulinbe advis'd, ſtirre not to night. 
Draffe and Huskes. A wad fellow met mee on the way , Uern. Doe not, my Lord. | | 
ahd told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbers, and preſt the Dowg. You doe not counſzile well: 
dead bodyes» Noeye hath ſeene ſuch skar-Crowes : le | You { peake1t out of feare, and cold heart. . 
not marchthrough Couentry with them,that's flat. Nay, | 7Yern. Doe me no ſlander, Dewgla : by my Life, 
andthe Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if | And I'dare well mantaineit with my Life, 
they had Gyves on ; for indeede, I tad the molt of theas | If well-reſpected Honor bid me on, 
out of Priſon. There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my | I hold as litile counſaile with weake feare, 
Company : andthe halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt to- | As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives. 
gether, and throwne over the ſhoulders like a Heralds | Let itbe ſeeneto morrow in the Bartell, 

Cort, without ſleeves : andthe Shirt, toſay thetruth, | Which ofus feares. 
| Nolne from my Holt of S. Albones ; or the Red-Noſe | Dowg. Yea, or tonight. 
Inve-keeper of Daventry. Butthat's all one, they'le finde | Yer», Contear. 


Linnen enough onevery Hedge. | Hotiþ. Tonight, fayT. | 
| Vern. Come, come it may not be. Wo 
| Emerthe Prince, and the Lord of Feftmerland. T wonder much,being me of ſuch'great leadingas you are |} 


| | That youfore-ſcenotwhat impediments 
Prince, How now blowne lacke? how now Quilt? + | Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horſe 
Falf, 'N hat Hal? How now mad Wag, whata Divell | OF myCoufin Yernonearenot yer come up, - 
do'ſtthou in Warwickſhire > My good Lord of Welt- | Your Yncle Forcefters Horſe came but to day, | 
merland, I cry you mercy,t thought your Honour hadal- | And now their prideand mettall is aflcepe, | 
ready beene at Shrewsbury. ; | Their courage with hard labouritame and: dull, | 
Vef. * Faith, Sir Jobs, *ris more then time that I were | That not a Horſeis halfe the halfe 6Fhimſclfe, | 
apr ou too : but my Powers are there _—_ Horfp. Soare the Horſes ” the i ; 
ng, 1 cantell you, lookes for usall : we muſtaway | In generall, journey bated, and broughtlow ; 
| alto Night. WY | : Tit better pare of ours are full of reſt, 
SK: ... ; fg = The 
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Forc. The number of the King exceedeth ours: 
For Gods ſake, Couſin, ſtay till allcome in. 


The Trumpet ſennds a Parley. Enter S ir 
Walter Blunt. 


Blunt, TI come with gracious offers from the Kings 
If you vouchlafe me hearing ,and reſpect. 

Hotfp. Welcome,Sir Walter Blunt, 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love you well : andeven thoſe ſome 


 Envie your great deſervings, and goodname, 


Becauſe you are not of our qualicie, 
But itand againſt us like an enemic. "7 
Blunt. And Heaven defend, bur ſtill I ſhould ſand ſo, 


 Solong as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
| You ſtand againſt anoynted Majeltie. 


But to my Charge. 


' The King hath ſent to know 


The nature of your gricfes,and whereupon 

Yoa conjure from the breſt of Civill Peace, 
Suchbold Hoſtilirie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltic. If that the King 

Haveany way your good deſarts forgot, 
Whichheconfeſſeth to be manifold, | I"_ 
He bids'you name your griefes ; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your deſires, with intereſt ; 


| And Pardon abſolnte for your felfe, and theſe, 


Herein mis-led, by your ſuggeſtion. 

Het. The king 1s kinde : 
And well we know.,. the King 
Knowesat what time to promiſe, when to pay. 
My Father, my Vnckle,and my ſelfe, 
Did give him that ſame Royaltic he weares * 
And when he was not fixe and twentie ſtrong, 
Sicke inthe worldsregard, wretched and low, 
A poore unminded Out-law, ſneaking home, 
My Father gave him welcometo the ſhore : 
And when he heard him ſweare, and vow to God, 
He came to be butDuke of Lancaſter, 
To ſuc his Liverie, and begge his Peace, 
With teares of Innocencie, and tcarmes of Zeale: 
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mov'd, 
Swore him aſliſtance, and perform'd it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did leane to him, 
The more and lefſe came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 
Layd Gifts before him, proffer'd him their Oathes, 
Gave him their Heires, as Pagesfollowed him, 
Even at the heeles, in golden multitudes. 
He preſently, as greatneſſe knowes it ſelfe, 


| Steps mea little higher then his Vow 


Madeto my Father, while his blood was Poore, 
Vpon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurgh ; 

And now (forſooth) takes on him to reforme 
Some certaine Edidts, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 
That lay to heavie on the Common-yealth ; 
Cryes out upon abules, ſeemesto weepe. 

Over his Countries Wrongs : and by this Face, 
This ſeeming Brow of Iuſtice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that he didangle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 

Ofall the Favorites, that theabſent King 

In deputationleft behinde him hcere, 


"IO 


Wi hen he was perſonall inthe Iriſh Warre. 
Blunt. Tut, I came not to hearethis. 
Het. Then to the point. | 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King, 
Soone after that, depriv'd him of his Life : 
And inthe neck of that, task't the whole State. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman CHarch, 
Who is, ifevery Owner were plac'd, 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without ranſome, tolye forfeited : 
Diſgrac'd me iu my happy Vidories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, . 
Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord, 
In rage diſmiſs'd-qpy Father fromthe Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
Andin concluſion, drove us to ſecke out | 
This head of (afetie ; and withall, to prie 
Into his Title: The which we finde 
Too indireR, for long continuance. | 
Blunt, Shall I returne this anſwere to the King? 
Hori. Not ſo, Sir Walter. 
 Wee'le with-draw a while : 
Goe tothe King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſuretic fora ſafe returne againe, 
And in the Morning early ſhall my Vnckle 
| Bring him our purpoſe : and ſo farewell, - 
Blant. T would you would accept of Graceand Loye, 
Hetſþ. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 


Blunt. Psay Heaven you doe, Fxens, 


Sceena Quarta. 


Emer the Arch-Biſhop of Yorke , and Sir Michel. 


erch. Hic,good Sir MHichell,beare this ſealed Brief 
With winged haſte tothe Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Couſin Scroope, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew how much they doe import, 
You would make haſte, 
Sir Mich, My goed Lord, I gueſle their tenor. 
Arch, Like enough you doe. 
To morrow, good Sir Michel, is a day, 
\ Whereinthe fortune of ten thouſand men 
Muſt bide the touch. For Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As Tamtruly givento underſtand, 
The King, with mightic andquick-rayſed Power; 
Meetes with Lord Harrie: and I feare, Sir Michel, 
What with the ſickneſle of Norehnmbertana, 
Whoſe power was in the firſt proportion ; 
And what with Owen Glendowersabſence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmely too, 
And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
I feare the Power of Percy is too weake, 
To wage aninſtant tryall withthe King. ; 
Sir Mich. Why my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There is Dowg/as,and Lord Aortimer. 
Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. : 
Sir Mic.But there is Mordake, Yernon, Lord Harry Pa"), 
And there is my Lordof Worceſter, 
Anda Head of gallant Warriors, 


Noble Gentlemen. 


| 


Arch. And 


of 


————_— 


J, 


| Where you did give a faire and naturall light, 


The Firſt Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


Arch. Ando there is, but yet the King hath drawne 

The ſpeciall head of all the Land rogether : 

The Prince of Wales, Lord /oh» of Lancaſter, 

The Noble Weſtmerland, and warlike Blunt; 

And many moe Corriuals, and deere men 

Of eſtimation, and command in Armes.. - - .- + 
Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he ſhall be well oppes d. 
Arch. I hope no lefle : Yet needfull 'tis to feare, : 

And to prevenrthe worlt, Sir Hichell ſpeed ; 

For if Lord Percy thrive not,ere the King 

Diſmiſſe his power, he meanes to viſit us ; 

For he hath heard our Confederacie, SS 

And,'tis but Wiſedome to make ſtrong againſt him 7 - 

Therefore make haſte, muſt goe write againe 

To other Friends : and ſo farewell, Sir Michell, Exennz. 


— OO — — — —__— 
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eAfus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Tobn of Lancater, 
Earle of Weſtmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and Falſtaffe. 


King. How bloodily the Sunne beginsto peere 
Above yon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Art his diſtemperature. 
Prin. The Sourherne winde 
Doth play theTrumpetto his purpoſes, = 
And by his hollow whiſtling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt:and a bluſt*ringday. © -_ 
King. Then withthe loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeeme ſoure to thoſe that win. - 
T he Trumpet ſounds, 
Enter Worceſter. 


King. How now my Lord of Worſter ? 'Tis not well 
Thatyouand I ſhould meet upon ſuch tearmes, 
ASnow we meet. You have deceiv'd our truſt, 
And made us doffe our eaſie Robes of Peace, 
Tocruſh our old limbes in ungentle Steele : 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to it ? Will you againe unknit 


And move in that obedient Orbe againe, 


And be no more an exhal'd Meteor, 

A prodigic of Feare, and a Portent | 

Of broached Miſcheefe, to the unborne Times? 
Wor, Heare me, my Liege : 

For mine owne part, I could be well content 

Toentertaine the Lagge-end of my life 

Withquiet houres : For I do proteſt, 

I havenot ſought the day of this diſlike. ; 
King. You havenot fought it: how comes itthen? 
Fal.Rebellion lay in his way, and hefoundit. 

Prin, Peace, Chewet, peace. <2 2] 
War. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turne your lookes 

Of Favour, from my Selfe,and all our Houle ; 

And yet Imuſt remember you my Lord, | 

We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends: 

For you, my ſtaffe of Office did I breake 

In Richards time, and poaſted day and night 


This churliſh knot of all-abhorred Warre? | 


— 


_—_—_—} 
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| When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ſtrong and fortunate, as I ; 
It was my Selfe, my Brother, and hisSonne, 
That brought you home,and boldly did out-dare 
The danger of the time: Youſwore tous, | 
And you did ſiveare that'Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing of purpoſe 'gainſt the State, 
Nor claime no further, then your new-falne right, 
The ſeate of Gexnr, Dakedome of Lancaſter, ' ©. 
Tothis, weſware ouraide: Butin ſhort ſpace, --*/ + 
It rain'd downe Fortune ſhowring on-your head, 
And ach a floud of Greatnefle fell on you, —-T 
What with our helpe, what with the abſent King, 
What with the injuries of wanton time,” © 
The ſeeming ſutferancesthat you had borne, = 
And the contrarious Windesthat held the King 
So long in the unlucky Iriſh Warres, © 
Thatall in England did repute him dead: 
And from this ſwarme of faire advantages, 
Youtooke occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the generallſway into your hand, 
| Forgot your Oath to usat Doncaſter, 
And being fed by us, you us'd as ſo, 
AS'that ungentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 
Vſeththe Sparrow, did opprefſe our Neft, 
Grew by our Feeding, to ſo great abulke, 
That even our Love durſt not comeneere your ſight 
For feare of ſwallowing t But with nimble wing 
We were inforc'd for fſafctic ſake, to flye 
Our of your ſight, and raiſe thispreſent Head, 
Whereby weſtand oppoſed by ſuch meanes 
As you your ſelfe, have forg'd againſt your ſelfe, 
By unkinde uſage, dangerous countenance, 
And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworneto ns in yonger enterprize. 

King. "Theſe things indeede you have articulated, 
Proclaim'dat Market Croſfes, read in Churches, 


 Yetthis before my-Fathers Majeſty, 


To face the Garment of Rebellion | 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
Of fick le Changelings, and poore Diſcontents, 
Which gape,and rub the Elbow atthe newes 

Of hurly burly Innouarion : 

And never yet did InſurreQion want 

Such water-colours,to impaint his cauſe : 

Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a time 

Of pell-mell hauocke,and confuſion.  . 

Prin, In both our Armies, there is many a ſoule 
Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 

If once they joyne intriall. Tell your Nephew, 
The _ oh Wales dath joyne with all the world 
In prayſe of Henry Percy : By my Hopes 

This preſent was. hes + off his hes 5 4 

I donot thinke abraver Gentleman, 

More ative, valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 

To grace thislatter Age with noble deedes. 

For my part, I may ſpeake it'to my ſhame, 


I havea Truant beene ro Chivalry, 
And ſoI heare, hedoth account metoo : 


Iamcontentthat he ſhall take the oddes 
Ofhisgreat name and eſtimation, | 
And will, to ſavethe blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, ina Single Fight. - | : 
King, And Prince of Wales,ſo dare we venter thee, 
Albeit, conſiderationsinfinite I 


OY I” ——_ __ 4 deeetacd 


To meet you on the way,and kifſe your hand, 


ne eG 
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:] Welove our people well ; eventhoſe we love 

That are miſledupon your Coufins part: 

And willthey take the offer of our Grace: 

Both he, and they, and you; yea, every man 

Shall be my Friend againc, andie be his. 

- | Sotell your Couſin, and bring-me word, 
What he will do. Bur if he will not yeeld, 

- | Rebukeand dreadcorretion waite on us, | 
7 Andthey ſhall de their Ogice. So be gone, 

We will not now be troubled with reply, 

We offcr faire, take it adviſedly, : 


Exit Worceſter. 

Prix. It will not beaccepted, on my Life, 

The Dowglu and the Horfpmrre both together, 

| Areconfident againſt the world in Armes. 

King. Hence therefore , every Leader to his charge, 

| For on their anſwere will we ſet on them ; 

And God befriend us,as vur cauſe is juſt, Exennt. 
HManet Prince and Falftaffe. 

Fal. Hal, ifthouſee me doivne in the battell, 

And beſtride me, ſo; *cis a point of friendſhip. : 

Pris.Nothing buta Coloſſus can do thee that freindſhip: 

Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Fal. I would it were bedtime Hal, and all well. 

Prin, Why, thou ow'it heaven a death. 

Falf. 'Tisnot due yet : I would be loath to pay him 

before hisday. What needel bee fo forward with him 

that call's not on me ? Well,'tis no matter, Honor prickes 

| me on. But how if Honour pricke me off when I come 

on ? How then? Can Honour ſet tooa legge? No : or an 

| arme? No: Or take away the greefe ofa wound ? No. 

1 Honour hath no skill in Surgerie then? No. Whatis Ho- 

| nonr? A word. What is that word Honour? Ayre :. A 


| day. Doth he reele it ? No. Doth he heare it? No, Isit 
| inſenſibie then? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living ? No. Why? DetraRion will not (uffer it,ther- 
| fore Ile noneofit. Honour is a meere Scutcheon, and fo 
| ends my Catechiſme, Exits 


— 
v3 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Pernon. 


tor. Ono, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberall kinde offer of the king, 
Jer. 'T were beſt he did. 
Wor, Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
| The Kin would keepe his word in loving us, 
He will ſuſpe& us {tjll, aud finde atime 
To puniſh thisoffence in others faults : 
Suppoſition, all our lives ſhall be ſtucke full of eyes ; 
For Treaſon isbut truſted like the Foxe, 
Who ne're ſotame, ſocheriſht, andlock'd up, 
Will have a wilde tricke of his Anceſtors : 
Looke how he can, or fad or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our lookes, 
And we ſhall feede like Oxen at a tall, 
The better cheriſht;ftill the nearer death. 
' My Nephewestreſpaſſe may be well forgot, 


Do make againſt it : No good Worſter, no, \. And an adopted name of Priviledge, 


| And hiscorruption being tane fromus, 


| Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmerland. 


| trim reckoning. Whohathit? Hethardy'dea Wednef- | And Nephew, chaileng'd you to ſingle fight. 


PIE, 


A harc-brain'd HorjSwrre, govern'dby a Splecne: 
All his offences live upon my head, 
And on his Fathers, Wedidtraine him on, 


Weas the Spring of all, thall pay for all : 
Therefore good Coulin, let not Harry know 
In any caſe, the offer of the King. | 
Uer. Deliver what you will, Ile ſay 'tis ſo. 
Heere comes your Coſin. 


Enter Hotnrre, 
Hot. My Vokle 1s return'd, 


Vnkle, what newes? 
For. The King will bid you battell preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you andtell him ſc. 
Dow. Marry and ſhall, and verie willingly. 
Exit Dowgla. 
Wor. There is no ſeeming mercy inthe King. 
Hot. Did you begge any ? God forbid. 
Wor. I told him gently of our greevances, 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 
By now for{wearing that he is forſworne, 
He calsus Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With havghty armes, this hatcfull name in us. 
Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arme Gentlemen,to Armes, for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henriesteeth : 
And Weſtmerland that was ingag'd did beare it, 
W hich cannor chooſe but bring him quickly on, 
For. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before theking, 


Hot. O, would the quarrell lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath today, 
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell me, 
How iſhew'd his Talking ? Seem'd it in contempt? 

Fer. No, by my Soule : Ineverin my lite 
Did heare a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly 
Vnlefle a Brother ſhould a Brother dare 
To gentieexerciſe, and proofe of Armes. 

He gave youali the Duties ofa Man, 
| Trimm'd up your praiſes with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your deſervingslike a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better then his prayſe, 
By ſtilldiſprayſing prayſe, valew'd with you : 
And which became him like aPrince indeed, 
He madea bluſhing citallofhimfelfe, 
And chid his Trewant youth with a Grace, 
As if he maſtred there a double ſpirit 
Ofteaching, and of learning inſtantly : 

There did he pauſe. Butlet me tellthe World, 
If he out-live the envie of thisday, 
England did never owe ſo ſweetea hope, 
So mach miſconltrued in his wantonneſſe. 

Het. Couſin, I thinkethou art enatnored 

On his Follies : never did I heare 
Ofany Prince ſo wildeat Liberty. 
But be heas ke will, yet onceere night, 
1 will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 

That he ſhall ſhrinke nnder my curteſic. 
Arme, arme with ſpeed. And Fellow's,Soldiers, Friends 
Better conſider what you have to do, 


| It hath the excuſe of youth, and heate of blood, 


Can 


__—_———_— 


Than I that have not well the gift of Tongue, 


nt 
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,n lift your blood up with perſwaſion. 
GT - wor a Meſſenger. 
Meſ.. My Lord, heereare letters for you. 
Hot. 1cannot readerhem now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort ; 
To ſpend chat ſhortneſſe baſely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dials point, _. 
Still endiogat the arrivall of an houre, 
Andif welive, welive to tread on Kings: 
If dye ; brave death, when Princes dye with us. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Armes 1s faire, 
Whenthc intent for bearing them1s Jult. 
Enter awother Meſſenger. . 
ef. My Lord prepare, the King comes on apace, 


| Hor. I thanke him, that he cuts me ſrom my tale : 


For I proteſle not talking : Onely this, ir 

Let each mando his beſt. And heere I draw.a Sword, 

' Whoſe worthy temper I intend to ſtaine 

With the beſt blood that I can meete withall, 

In the adventure of this perillous day. | 

Now Eſperance Percy, and ſet on 5 _ 

Sound all the lofty In{trumentsot Warre, 

And by that Muficke, let usall imbrace : 

For heaven to earth, ſome of us never ſhall, 

A ſecond time doſucha curteſie. _ | 

They crnbrace, the Trumpets ſound, the King entereth 
with hu power, alarum unto the battell. Then ener 
Dowgas, and Sir Walter Blunt. 


* Bls:What i3 chy name, thatin battelithus  croſſeſt me? 


What honour doſt thou ſeeke upon my head ? 
Dow; Know then my name is Dowglas, 
And I do haunt thee inthe battle thus, : 
Becauſe ſome tell me , that thou art a King. 
Blunt, They tell thee true. 
Dow: The Lord of Stafford heere today hath bought 
Thy likenefle: for inſtced of thee King Harry, 
This {word hath ended him,ſo ſhall it rhee, 
Vnleſſe thou yeeld thee as a Priſoner. 
Bls. E wasnot borne to yeeld thou hanghtie Scot, 
And thou ſhalt findea Kiog that will revenge 
LordStaffords death. 

Fight, Blunt 5 ſlaine, then enters Hot pur. 
Het. O Dowglas,hwdit thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
I never had triumphed o're a Scot. | 
Dow. All's done,all's won, here breathles lies the King. 
Het, Where ? 
Dow, Heer Co ; ; ; 
Het. This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well : 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blue, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the King himſelfe. 
| Dow. Ah foole : go with thy ſoule whither it goes, 
Aborrowed tirle haſt thou bought too deere. 
| Whydiditthou tell me, that thou werta King ? 

Het. The King hath many marching in his Coates, - 
Dow. Now by my Sword, will kill all his Coates, 
llemurtherall his Wardrobe peces by peece, 
Vntill I meetthe King, 

Hot, Vp; andaway, 
Our Souldicrs ſtand full fairely for the day. - 
Alarum, and enter Falſtaffe ſolus. 


the ſhot heere : here's.no {i coring, but upon the pate. Soft 
whoart thou? Sir Faſter Blunz , there's Honour for you; 

© Sno vanity, Tamas hotasmoltenLead, and as hea- 
uy too; heaven keepe Lead outof mee; I'ncedeno more 


Exenn. | 


 Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhor-tree at London, feare | 


A —_Y — — 


—__— 


Muthns where they are pepper'd« there's not three of my 
I50, leftalive, 2nd they for the Townesend, to beg du- 
ringlife. But whocomes heere ?.: 
£ ner the Prince, 
Prin. What,ſtand'tthou idle bere? Lend me 
 Manya Noblemanlies ſtarke and ſtiffe 
Vnder the hooves of vanting enemies, - 


thy Gyord, 


Fal. O Hal, Ipretheegive me [cave to breath awhile 
Turke Gregory never did fuch deeds in Armes, asT have | 
done this day. I have paid Percie, I have made him ſure. 

Prix. Heisindeed, and living to kill thee 
I prethee lend methy ſword. - 

Faift, Nay Hal, it Percy bee alive, thou getſt not my 
Sword ; but take my Piſtoll if thou wilt. 

Prin, Give it me ; What,is it inthe Caſe ? | 


| 


| Fris. Whar, is it a timeto jeſt and dally now? 


Fal, 1 Hal,'tis hot : There's that will Sacke a City. 
The Prince dr wes out 4 Bottle of Sacks. Y 

Exu 
| T hrowts it at him. 

Fal. If Percy bealive. Ile pierce him : if he do.come in 
my way, ſo: if he donor, if I come in his (willingly) let 
him make a Carbonado of re, I like not ſuch grinning 
honour as Sir Fa/ter hath : Give me life , which if I can 
—_— ; if not, honour comes unlook'd for,and ther'san | 
end, Exit. 


v9 


——— 


| The Prince of Wales from ſuch a field as this, 


Scena Tertia, 


Alarnm, excurſions, emer the King, the Prince, 
Lord John of Lancaſter , and Earle 
of Weſtmerland, | 
King. Iprethee Harry withdraw thy ſelfe, thou blee- | 
deſt too much : Lord [ob» of Lancafter,go you with him. 
P.1oh. Not I, my Lord,unlefſe I did bleed too. 
Prin. I beleech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt you retirement do amaze your friends. 
King. I willdoſo : ! , 
My Lord of Weſtmerland leade him to his Tent. | 
Weft. Come my Lord. lle leade youto your Tent 
Prin. Leade me my Lord? Ide notnecd your helpe, 
And heaven forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive |, 


Where ſtain'd Nobility lyestrodenon, | 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maſſacres, . 
Ich, We breathtoo long : come couſin Weſtmerland,} 

Our duty this way lies, for heavens ſake come.. | 

Prin. By heaventhou haſt deceived me Lancaſter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of ſuch a ſpirit : 

Before, I loy'd thee asa brother, lob; - 

But now, I do reſpe&tthee as my Soule- 

King. I ſaw him hold Lord Perty at the point, 

With luſtier maintenance thenI did looke for 

fſuch an ungrowne Warriour, 


Whoſe deathsare unreveng'd. Prethy lend me thy ſword 


W —_—_ — 


Þ 6 
- 


Prin, O this Boy, lends mettall rousall, 
"Enter Dow HAS. RS 


Exit, 


Dow, Another Kin ? They grow like Hydra'sheads 4} © 


I am the Dowglasfarall to allthoſe.. . ; 
That weare thoſe colourgonthem. Whatart thou 


= 


WEl8ht then mine 6wne Bowelles. I have led my rag of 


Os... 


King.The King 


a ſd 


I ” _ y ..4 


—_ 


That connterfeit'{tthe perſon of a King ? 
hiew £ 
7 


Ife; whoDowgles grieves at hare = 


Wh 
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So many of his ſhadowesthou haſt mer, 
And not the very King. Ihavetwo Boyes 
Secke Percy and thy ſelfe aboutthe Field: 
But ſeeing thou fallſt on me ſo luckily, 
I will aſſay thee: ſo defend thy ſelfe, 
Dow. | feare thouartanother countefeit : 
And yctinfaichthou bear'ſt thee likea King : 
But mine I am ſure thou art, who cre thou be, 
And thus 1 winthee. They fight, the K. being tu danger, 
Enter Prince. | 
Prin. Hold up thy head vile Scot, or thouartlike 
Never to hold it up againe : the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford Blmn, are in my Armes ; 
It is the Prince of Walcs that threates thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but meanes to pay. 
| T hey Fght, Dowgla flyeth. 
Cheerely My Lord : how fares your Grace ? . 
Sir N «cholas Gawſey hath for ſuccour ſent, 
And fo hath Clifton ; Ile to C/fronſtraight. 
| Kgvp. Stay, and breath awhile, 
Thou haſt redeem'd thy loſt opinion, | 
And-ſhew'd thou mak'ſt ſome tender of my life 
Inthis faire reſcue thou haſt broughr to me. 
Pris; O heaven they did me too much injury, 
Thatever fayd I hearkned to your death. 
Tf it were ſo, I might have lcralone 
The inſulting hand of Dowg/as over you, 
Which would have beene as ſpeedy in your end, 
Asall the poyſonous Potions 1n the world, 
And fav'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K, Make up to Clifton, Ile to Sir Nicholas Ganſey, Exit 
Emer Hotſpurre. 
Het. If I miſtake nor, thou art Harry Monmonth. 
Pj. Thou ſpeakeſt asif I would deny my name. 
Hor. My name is Harry Percy. 
Prin. Why then I ſeea very valiant rebell of that name. 
I am the Prince of Wales, and thinke not Percy, 
To ſhare with me inglory any more : 
Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can. one England brooke a double reigne, 
Of Harry Percie, and the P rince of Wales. 
Hot. Nor ſhall it Harry, tor the houre is come 
Toend the one of us ; and would to heaven, 
Thy namein Armes, werenow as greatas mine: 
Prin. Tle make it greater, ere I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honors on thy Creſt, 
| Tie crop to make a Garland for my head. 
Hot, I cannolonger brooke thy: Vanities. 
4 | Emer Falſtaffe. 
| Fal. Well aid Hal, toit Hal, Nay you ſhall finde no 


Fight. 


| BoyesÞlay heere, Ican tell you. 
F. Enter Dowglas, he fights with Falflaffe, who fals down 
| a1 if he were dead. The Prince klleth Percie, © 
Het. Oh Harry, thou haſt rob'd me of my youth : 
I better brooke the loſk of brittle life, 
Then thoſe proud titles thou haſt wonne of me, . 
| They wound my thoughts worſe,thenthe ſivord my fleſh: 
| But thought's the flave of Lite, and Life, Timesfoole; , 
And Time, that takes ſurvey of allthe world, 
| Mufthavea ſtop. O, Icould Prophelfie, = 
| Buttharthe Earth, and therold hand of death, 
| Lyeson my Tongue : No Perce, thou art daft 
And food for --——_——— 
Prin, For Wormes, brave Percy. Farewell great heart: 
Ill.weav'd Ambition, how muchart thon ſhrunke> - 


{ 


A Kingdome for it was too ſmall a bound : 
But now two paces of the vileſt Earth 
Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead, 
Beares not alive ſoſtout a Gentleman. 
If thou wer't ſenſible of curteſlie; 
I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhew of Zeale, 
But let my favours hide thy mangled face, 
And even in thy behalfe, Ile thanke my ſelte 
For doing theſe fayre Rites of Tenderneſle. 
Adieu, and take thy prayſe with thee to heaven, 
Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the grave, 
But not remembred 1n thy Epitaph. 
What? Old Acquaintance? Could nor all this fleſh 
Keepe 1n a little life? Poore Tacke, farewell : 
I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 
O, I ſhould have a heavy miſle of thee, 
IfI were much inlove with Vanitie. 
Death hath notſtrucke fo fat a Deere to day, , © 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 
Imbou eld will I ſee thee by and by, 
Till then, in blood, by Noble Perce: lye, Exit, 
Falltaffe riſeth np, 
Falft. Imbowell'd > If thou imbowell mce to day, Ie 


' Twas time tocounterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scot, 
had paid me {cot and lot too. Counterfeit ? I am no cour- 
terfeit; to dye, 1s tobe a counterfeit, for hee is butthe 
counterfeit ofa man, who hath not the lifcof a man: But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, istobe 
no counterfeit, butthe true and perfect image oflifeit 
deede. The better part of Valor , is Diſfcretton ; inthe 


this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if bee 
ſhould counterfeitroo, and riſe? I am afraid heewauld 
prove the better counterfcit:therefore lie make himfure: 
yea, and [le {weare I kill'd him. Why may not heriſea 
well as I ? Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodie 
ſees me. Therefore firra, witha new wound inyourthigh 
come you along me. Takes Hotþnrre on bu badkt, 
Emter Prince and Tohn of Lancaſter, | 


thy Maiden ſword. | 

Tokn. But ſoft, who have we heere ? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

Prin, I did, I {aw him dead, Q 
Breathleſſe, and bleeding on the ground : Artthoualive? 
Or isit fantaſle that playes upon our eye-ſight ? | 
I prethee ſpeake, we will not truſt oureyes 
Without oureares. Thouart not what thou ſcem'ft. 

Fal. No, that's certaine : Iam not adouble man: but 
if Iamnot [acke Fa/faffe,then am I a Iacke: There isFe+ 
cy, if your Father will do me any Honor, ſo: ifnot, let bi 
Kill the next Percy himſelfe. I looke to becither Earle 
Duke,I can aſſure you; | | | 

Prin. Why, Percy I kill'd my ſelfe, and ſaw thee dead, 

Fat. Did'{ thou? Lord, Lord, how the worldis gw 
to Lying? Igraunt you I wasdowne , and out wy 
and {o was he, but we roſeboth at an inſtant, and tough 
along houre by Shrewsburie clocke, If I may be beſet 
ved, ſo :if not,let them that ſhould reward Valour, 
the ſinae apon their owne heads. Ile take't on my & 
I gave him this wound inthe Thigh : ifthe man were® 
lire, and would denice it, 1 would make him catcapert 

of myſ{word. CT : ” 
© Jobs. This isthe ſtrangeſttale that e're Theard- _ | 


" Com 


| Whenthar this bodie did containea ſpirit, - 


—_ — — ” ” & 
Pn nn ng _ _— —_— _ <_—Y 


Prin. This isthe ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother Jobs 


" bb 


of Eo . by 4 


give you leave to powder me, and cat me t00 to morroy, | * 


which better part, I have ſaved my life. I am affraide of | 


Prin. Come Brother 7ehn, full bravely haſt choufleſtt|| 


" 
a —_————— _—_ — 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe : 
For my part, if a lye may doe thee grace, 

Te gildit wich the happieſt tcarmesT haye. 

A Ratreat tt rm 

| Trumpets ſound Retreat, the day 1s ours : 
_ Brother, ler'sro the higheſt of the field, 
To ſee what Fricndsareliving,who are dead. Erewnt. 
Fal. Ile follow as they lay, for Reward. Hee thatre- 
wards me, heaven reward him. If Ido grow greatagaine, 
Tlegrow lefſe ? Forlle purge, and leave Sacke , and live 
cleanly, asa Noble man ſhoulddo. Exit. 


LD ——— 


Scena Quinta. 


—-— - _-_ - _— ———_—S 


__ —_———_—— 


The Trumpets ſound. 
Enter the King, Prince of t#ales, Lord Tohn of Lancaſter, 
Earle of Weitmerland, with Worceſter & 

Fernon Priſoners. 


King. Thusever did Rebellion finde Rebuke., 
I-pirited Worceſter, did we not ſend Grace, 
Pardon, and tearmes of Love to all of you ? 

| And would'ſt thou turne our offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy Kinſmans trult ? 

Three Knights upon our party ſlaine to day, 

' A Noble Earle and manya creatureeclle, 

Had beene alive this houre, 

Tflike a Chriſtianthou had'ſttruely borne 
 Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 


| To fight with G/endower, and the Earle of March. 


#or. WhatI havedone, my ſafety urg'd me to, | 


— 


And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since norto be avoided, it falls on me. 
| King. Beare Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. 
Exit Worceſter and Vernon, 
How goesthe Ficld ? 
Pria. The Noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when he ſaw 
The fortune of the day quire turn'd from him, 
The Noble'Perey (laine, andall his men, | 
Vpon the toot of feare, fled withthe reſt ; 
And falling from a hill, he was ſo bruiz'd 
That the purſuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I beſeech your Grace, 
1 may diſpoſe of him, 
King. With a'l my heart. * 
Prin. Then Brother /obn of Lancaſter, 
To youthis honourable bounty ſhall belong; 
Goe to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Vp to his pleaſure, ranſomelefle and free : 
His Valour ſhewne uponour Creſts today, 
Hath raught us how tocheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Even inthe boſome of our Adverſaries. 
King. ' Then this remaines : that we devide our Power» 
You Sonne /ohn, and my Couſin Weſtmerland 
Towards Yorke ſha!l bend you, with your deereſt ſpeed 
To meet Northumbrland, and the Prelate Scroope, 
Who (as we heare) are buſily in Acmes. 
My Selte, and Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 


Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 
Meeting the Checke of ſuch another day z 
And fince this Bufiveſle ſo faire is done, 


Let us not leave till allour ownebe wonne, Exenm. 


_— 
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i feos? N The vent of Hearing,when loud Ruworſpeakes? | Where is the Earle? 


T=— Making the wind my P oſt-horſe ) ſill unfold Bar. Tell thou the Earle | 
The As commenced on this Ball of Earth, That the Lord Bardo/fe doth atrend hin heere. | 
Vpon my Tongue, continual Slanders ride, Por. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orctwl, 
The which, in every Language, I pronounce, Pleaſe it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate, 
Staffing the cares of them wath falſe Reports : And he himſclfe will anſwer. 

I ſpeake of Peace, while covert Enmitic Enter IN orthumberland, 

(Vnder the ſmile of ſafcty) woundsthe World : L. Bar. Heere comes the Earle. 

And who bu: R#mevwr, who but onely I Nor. What newes Lord Bardolfe? Ev'ry minced 
Make fearefull Muſters, andprepar'd Defence, Should bethe Father of ſome Stratagem ; 

WhiP{ the bigge yeare, ſwolne with ſome other griefes, | The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horſe 
Ts thought with childe, by the ſterne Tyrant Warre; Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke looſe, 
And no ſuch matter ? R#moxr, isa Pipe And beares downeall before him. 

Blowne by Surmile, Ielouſies Conjectures ; £. Bar. Noble Earle, 

And of ſo cafie, and ſo plaine a ſtop, I bring you certainenewes from Shrewsbury. 
That the blunt Monſter, with uncounted heads, Nor. Good, and heaven will. 

The ſtill diſcordant, wavering Multirude, L. Bar. Asgoed as heart can with s _. 

Can play npon it. But what necde I thus | TheKing is almoſt woundes tothe death : 

My well-knowne Body to Anathomize 1 Andinthe Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Among my houſhold ? Why is Rumeer hcere ? Prince Harrze flaine outright : and both the B lunts 
I run before King Harries victory, Kill'd by the hand of Dowgl/as. Young Prince John, 
W ho in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie * And Weſtwerland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
Hath beaten downe young Hotſparre, and his Troopes, And Harrie Monmonth's Brawne (the Hulke Sir Join) 

| Quenching the flame of bold rebellion, Ispriſoner to your Sonne. O, ſuch a Day. 

Eyen with the Rebels blood. But what meane I (So fought, ſo follow'd, and ſo fairely wonne) 

To ſpeake of truth at firſt ? My Office 1s Came not, till now, todignifie the Times | 

To noyſe abroad, that Harry Monmonth fell Since Ceſars Fortunes. 

Vnder the Wrathof Noble Horþmrres Sword : Nor. How isthis deriv'd ? 

| Andthat the King, beforethe Dowglas Rage Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? _. 

1 Stoop'd his Annointed head, as low as death. L.Zar. | ſpake with one (my L.)that came fro then, 

| This have I rumor'dthrough thepeaſant-Townes, A Gentlcinan well bred, and of good name, - 

1 Betweenc the Royall Field of Shrewsburic, That freely render'd me theſe newes for true. 

And this Worme-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, | Nor. Heerecomes my Servant T! ravers, whom I ſent 
Where Hotfpwrres Father, old Northumberland, | On Tueſday laſt, to liſkenafter Nees. 
Lyes crafty ficke- ThePoltes cometyring on, | EnterTravers. 

| And not a man of them brings other newes L.Bar.My Lord, I over-rode him on the way, 
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The Second Parcof Henry cheF outth, | 
Containing his Death : and the Coronation 
of King Henry the Fiſt, 


eAfus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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InDvcrtioN. Scena Secunda, 


note 2m; th ; Enter Lord Bar dolfe, and the Porter, 
EXPen your Eares : For which of you will ſtop L.Bar. Who keepes the Gate hoa? 


ney IN, from the Orient, to the drooping Welt Pro. What ſhall I fay youare ? 


Then they hayec learn'd of Me. From Rewer: Tongues, | And he is furniſh'd with no certainties, 
They bring ſmooth-Comforts.falſe, worſe then True- | Morethen he (haply) may retaile from me. - 
Wrongs. Exit. ' | Nor. Now Trevrs,what goodtidings comes fr0 you” 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fonrth. 


. Tre. My Lord, Job» Umfrexill turn'd me backe 
With joyfull tydings;and (being berrer hors'd) 
Out-rod me. After him, came ſpurring hard 
AGenticman(alnelt fore-ſpent with ipeed) 

That ſtopp'd by me,ro breath hisbloodied horſe. 
Heask'd the way to Cheſter : And of him 
1 did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury: 
He told me , that Rebellion had ill lucke, 
And that yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 
Wirh that he gave his able Horſe the head, 
And bending forwards ſtrooke his able heeles 
Againſt the panting {ides ot his poore Iade 
yptothe Rowell head, and ſtarting ſo, 
Heeſeem'd in running,to devoure the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion, 

North. Ha? Againe: 
Said he yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold? «+ 
(Of Het-Spwrre,coid-Spurre) that Rebellion, 
Had met ill lucke? | 

L. Bar. My Lord : Tie tell you what, | 
If my yong Lord your Sonne, have notthe day, 
Vpon mine Hanor, for a ſilken point 
Ile give my Barony. Never talke of it. 

Ner. Why ſhould the Gentlemanthat rode by Travers 

Givethen ſuch inſtances of Loſle? 

_ L. Bar. Who, he? 

He was ſome hielding Fellow,that had ſtolne = 

The Horſe he rode-on : and upon my life 

Spake at adventure. Looke , here comes more Nees. 


Enter Merton. 


Nor. Yea, this mans brow,like to a Titlesleafe, 
Fore-=tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume: 
$ lookes the Strond,whenthe Imperious Flood 
Hath lefca witneſt Vſurpartion. 
| Say Morton, did'ſt thou come from Srewsbury? 
' Cor. Iranfrom Shrewsbury(my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefull death put on his vglieſt Maske 
To fright our party. 
Nor. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thou trembl'it;and the whiteneſle in thy Checke 
Is apter theathy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Even ſoch a man,fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſſe, 
Sodull,ſo dead inlooke,ſo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priams Curtaine,in the dead of night, - 
And would have told him, Halfe his Troy was burn'd 
But Priers fornd the Fire,ere he his Tongue: 
AndI, my Percies death,ere thou report'(t it. 
This, thou would'ſt ſay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus; 
Your Prother,thus.So fought the Noble Dowglas, 
Stopping my greedy care, with their bold deeds. 
But inthe end(to ſtop mine Eare indeed) 
| Thon hait a Sigh, tc blow away'this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Sonne,and all are dead. 
| . Mor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet: 
But for my Lord,your Sonnne. 
Na, Why he is dead. 
See whata ready tongue Suſpition hath; 
He that bur feares the thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Inſtin&, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he feard,is chanc'd. . Yer ſpeake(Aorton) 
Tellthou thy Earlezhis Divination Lies, 
AndI will take it; as'a ſweet Diſgcace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Mor, Youare too greatzto be(by me) gainſaid: 


YourSpirit is r90 true, your Feares too certaine. 
Nor. Yet for allthis fay notthat Percies dead. 

I ſeea {trange Confeſſion in thine Eye: + 

Thou ſhak'it thy head, and hold'ſt it Feare,or Sinne, 


| Toſpeake atruth. If he be ſlainegfay ſo: 


The Tongue offends nor, that reports his deaths 
And he doth finne that both belye the dead: 
Nor he, which fayes the dead is not alive: 
Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome Newes 
Hath but a looſing Otlice:and his Tongue, 
Soundsever after as a ſullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
L. Bar. I cannot thinke(my Lord);;our ſoa is dead, 
Aor. T am lorry, I ſhould force you to beleeve 
That, which 1 would to heaven, I had not ſeene. 
But theſe mine cyes,ſaw him in bloody tate, 
Rend'ring faint quittance(wearied,and out-breath'd) 
To Henry MHonmonth,whoſe ſwift wrath beate downe 
Thenever<daunted Percie to the earth, 
Prom whence(with life)he never more ſprung up. 
In few;his death( whole ſpiritlent a fire, 
Even to the dulleit Peazant in his Campe) 


CO 


Being bruited once,tooke fire and heate away 

From the beſt temper*d Courage in his Troopes. 
For from his Mettle,was his Party ſteel'd; 

Which once in him abated, all the reſt 

Turn'd on themſelves, like dulland heavy Lead: 
And asthe Thing, that's heavy in itſelfe, 

Vpon enforcement,flyes with greateſt ſpeede, 

$0 did our Men, heavy in Horſpurres lofle, 

Lend to this weight,tuch lightnefſe with their Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not {wifter toward their ayme, 
Then did our Soldiers(ayming at thcir ſafety) 

Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worceſter 
Too ſoons ta'ne priſoner : and that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Dowglas )whole well-labouring ſword 
Had three times ſlaine th'appearance of the King, 
Gan valle his ſtomacke,and did grace the ſhame 

Of thoſe that curn'd their backes:and in his flight, 
Stumbling in Feare, was tooke. T he ſumme of all, 
Is, that the King hath wonne:and hath ſent out 

A ſpeedy power,to encounter you my Lord, 

Vnder the Condudt of yong Lancaſter 


And Weltmerland. This is the Newes at full. 


Nor. For this,I thall have time enough to mourne, 
In Poyſon,there is Phyficke:and this newes 
(Having beene well)that would have made me ficke, 
Being ſicke,have in ſome meaſure,made me well. 
Andas the Wretch,whoſe Feaver-weakned joynts, 
Like ſtrengthleſſe Hindges,buckle under life, 
Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire 
Oat of his keepers armes : Even fo, my Limbes 
(Weak'ned with greefe)being now inrag'd with greefe, 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therfore thou nice crutch, 
Aſcaly Gauntlet now, with joynts of Steele 
Mult glove this hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoife, 
Thou arta guard too wanton for the head, 
Which Princes,fleſh'd with Conqueſt,ayme to hit. 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach 
The ragged'it houre,that Timeand Spight dare bring 
Tofrowne upon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 
Let Heaven kifſe Earth:now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd:Let Order dye, - 
And let the world no longer be a ſtage 
To feede Contention in aling'ring At: 
But let one ſpiritof the Firſt-borne Came 
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{ This word(Rebcllion)it had froze them up, 


Never ſo few,nor never yet more need. 
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Reigne inall boſomes,that each heart being ſet 
On bloody Courſes,the rude Scene may end, 
And darkeneſſe be. the burier of the dead. 


Leane-on your health,the which if you give-o're 
Toſtormy Paſſion,muit perforce decay: 

You caſt th'event of Warre(my Noble Lord) 
And ſumm'd the accompt of Chance,before you ſatd 
Let us make head:It was your preſurmize, 

That in the dole of blowes, your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o're perils, onan cdge 

More likely to fall in, then to get ore: 

You were advis'd his fleſh was capecable 

Of Wounds, and Scarres;and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where moſt trade of danger rang'd; 
Yet did you ſay go forth : amd none of this 

(Though ſtcongly apprehended)could reſtraine 
The {tifte-borne Action: What hath then befalne? 
Orwhat hath this bold enterprize brought forth, 
More then that Being, which was like to be? 

L. Bar. Wc all that are engeged to this loſle, 
Knew that we ventur'd on {uch dangerous Seas, 
Thar if we wrought our life; was ten to one: 

And yet we ventur'd for the gatne propos'd, 
Choak'dthe reſpect of likely perill fear'd, 
And fince we are o're-ſet,venture againe. 
Come, we will all put forth;Body,and Goods. 

Mor. Tis more then time: And(my moſt Noble Lord) 
T heare for certaine, and do ſpeake the truth: 


 Thegentle Arch-biſhop of Yorke is up 


With well appointed Powres:he isa man 

Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 
My Lord(your Sonne}had onely but the Corpes 
But ſhadowes,and the ſhewes of men to fight. 

For that ſame word(Rebellion) did divide 

The action of their bodies,from their ſoules, 

And they did fight with queaſinefle,conſtrain'd 

As mendrinke Potions; that their Weapons only 
Secm'd on'our fide: bur for their Spirits and Soules, 


AsFitſh are in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 


| Turnes Inſurre&ion to Religion, 


Suppos'd fincere,and holy in his Thoughts: 
He's follow'd both with Body,and with Minde: 
And dothenlarge his Riſing, with the blood 
Of faireKing Frchard, icrap'd from Pomfret ſtones, 
Derives from heaven his Quarrell, and his Cauſe: 
Tels them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 
Gaſping for life,under great Bullingbrooke, 
And more,and lefle.do flocke to foilow him. 

North. I knew of this before. But to ſpeake truth, 
This preſent greefe had wip'd itfrom my minde. 
Go in with me,and councell every mzn 
Theapteft way for ſafcty,and revenge: 
Get Poſts, and Letters,and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Exeant, 


Scaena Tertia. 


Emer FalFlaffe ,and Page. 
Fal.Sirra,you giant,what ſajes the DoRt.to my watcr? 
Pag. He ſaid fir,the water it ſelfe was a good healthy 
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- water:but for the party that ow'd it, he might have more 
| diſeaſes then he knew for. 


Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at mee : the 


(Honor. \ invent,or is invented on ne. T ath not enely witty ingy 
L. Bar. Sweet Earle;divorce not wiſedom from your | ſelfe, but the cauſe that wit is in other men. Idoe heere| - 
Hor. Thelives of all your loving-Complices | 


| theirgirdles : andif a man is through with them in ho- 


| Fad. Boygtell him,lam deafe. 


| braineof this fooliſh compounded Clay-man,is ner able! 
/ to invent any thing that tends to laughter , .morethen] 


| walke before thee,like a Sow , that hath o rewhelm'd al 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Sex, 
| vice for any other reaſon, then toſert me off, why then] 
| have no judgement. Thou horſon Mandrake , thou art 
| fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at my heeleg, 
was never mann'd with an Agot till now : but I wills 
you neither in Gold, nor Siiver,but in vilde apparell, and 
ſend you backe againe to your Maiſter,for a Tewell. The 
Inuenall(the Prince your Maiſter ) whoſe Chin is not 
fledg'd, I will ſooner have a beard grow in the Palmedf 
my hand,then he ſhall get one on his cheeke : yethe wil 
not ſticke to ſay, his Face is a Face-Reyall. Heavenmy 
finiſh iEwhen he will, it is not a haire amiſle yet: he 
keepe it {till as a Face-Royall, for a Barber ſhali never 
carne ſix pence out of it;and yet he will be crowingasf 
he had writ man ever ſince his Father wasa Batchelloy, 
He may keepe his owne Grace , but hee 1s almoſt qurof 
mine, 1 can aſſure him. W hat ſaid M. Dombleaon , about 
the Satten for ſhort Cloake,and Slops? | 

Pag. He ſaid fir,you ſhould procure him better Aff. 
rance,then Bardoſfe:he would not take his Bond & yours, 
he lik*d not the Security. 

Fal. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue bee hotter,a horſon eArchitophel,a Raſcallyya. 
forſooth-knave,to beare a Gentleman in hand , andther 
ſtand upon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates do noy 
weare nothing but high ſhooes, and bunches of Keyesxt 
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neſt Taking-up , then they muſt ſtand upon Secyrity:1 
had as liefe they would put Rats- bane in my mouth, 
offer to ſtoppe it with Security. 1 look'd he ſhouldlave 
{ent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I amtme 
Knight) and he ſends me Security. Well,he mayſkepin 
Sccurity,for he hath the horne of Abundance : and the 
| lightneſſe of his Wife ſhines through it , and yet cannot 
he ſce,though he have his owne Lanthorne to light him, 
Where's Bardolfe? : 
Pap. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worſhip 
a horle. | 
Fal. T bought him in Paules,and heel buy mee horſe 
in Smithfield. If Icould get mee a wife in the Stewes,l 
were Mann'd, Hors'd,and Wiv'd. 
Enter ( hiefe Inſtice, and Servant. 
Pag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that c 
the Prince for ſtriking him,about Bardolfee 
Fal. Wait cloſe,I willnot ſec him. 
Ch. Inf. What's he that goes there? | 
Ser,Falſtaffe,and't pleaſe your Lordſhip- | 
. Iuſt. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery? _ | 
Ser. He my Lord,buthe hath fince done good fervict | 
at Shrewsbury : and(as I heare)is now going with ſome 
Charge,to the Lord /ohn of Lancaſter. 
[nft. What to Yorke?Call him backe againe, - 
Ser. Sir ſobn Falftaffe. | / 


Pay. You mult ſpeake lowder,my Maiſter is deate, 
Taft. Iam ſureheis, to the hearing of any thing good. | 
Go plucke him by the Elbow, muſt ſpeake with ime 
Ser. Sir John, F 
Fal. What?a yong knaye and beg?Ts there not watSls 
there not imployment?Doth not the K.lack ſubje&$?do 


| not the Rebels-want Soldiers? Though it be a ſhame tobe 
_= 
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-on any 


bellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You miſtake me S1r« | 

Fal. Why Gr2Did 1 fay you were art honeſt maneSet- 
ting my Knight-hood,and my Souldierſhip aſide, I had 
lyed in.my throat, If had faid ſo. H. Ec4ba 

. Ser. Ipray you(Sir) then ſet yourKnighthoodand 
your Souldier-thip aſide; and give mee leave to tell you, 
you lye in your throatzif you ſay I amany other then an 
honeſt ma ; . = 

Fal.I = thee leave to tell me ſo? 1 lay a-ſide that 

whichgrows to.me?If thou get'ſt any leave of me,laang 
me: if thou tak'ſt leave,thou wer't better be hang'd:you 
Hunt-counter, hence: Avant. : | 

Ser. Sir,my Lord would ſpeake with you. 

In. Sir lobn Falſtaffe, a word with you- 


theday. I am gladto ſee-your Lordſhip abroad I heard 
fay your Lordihip was ſicke.I hope your Lordſhip goes 
abroad by adviſe, Your Lordſhip (though not clean paſt 
our youth)hath yet ſome {mack of age in you:ſomerel- 
liſh of the ſaltnefle of Time , and I moſt humbly beſeech 
your Lordſhip,to have a reverend care of your health. 

Inſt. Sir John, I ſent for you before your Expedition, 
to Shrewsbury. Mt DEE 

Fal..If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I heare his Majelty is 
return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. 

Isft.1 talke not of his Majcſty : you would not come 
when I ſent for you? 

Fal. And I heare moreover, his Highneſſeis falne into 
this ſame whorſon Apoplexie.  _ (yott 

Teſt. Well,heaven mend him-I pray let me ſpeak with 

Fat. This Apoplexie is(as1I take it ) a kind of Lethar- 
gy,a ſleeping of the blood,a horſon Tingling. 

Inſt. Whattell you me of i2be it as it 1s. | 

Fal. It hath it originall from much greefe;from ſtudy 
and perturbation of the braine. J have read the cauſe of 
hiseffeAs in Gater. It is a kinde of deafcneſle. 

Inf. I thinke you are falne into the diſeaſe : For you 
heare not what I ſay to you. ; 

Fl. Very well(my Lord) very well : rather an't pleaſe 
you) it is the diſeaſe of not Liltning , the malady of not 
Marking,that I am troubled withall, 

Isft, Topuniſh you by the heeies , would amend the 
attentio of your cares,& I care no tif 1 be your Phyſitian, 

Fal. lam as pooreas 1#b,my Lord ; but not fo Patient: 
your Lordthip may miniſter the Potion of impriſonment 
to me, in reſpect of Poverty : but how I ſhould bee your 
Patient,to follow your preteriptions,the wiſe may make 
ſome dram of aſcruple,or indeeda f{cruple it ſelte. 

lift. Iſent for yow( when there were matters againſt 
you for your life)to ſpeake with me. 

Fal. As I was then adviſed by my learned Councell;in 
the lawes of this Land-ſervice, I did not come- 

Inſt. Wel,the truth is(ſir /ohn)you live in great infamy 

Fal.He that buckles;him in my belt,canot live in leſle. 

Iuft.Your Meanes is very flender,and your walſt great. 

Fal. I would it were otherwiſe : I would my Meancs 
were greater,and my waſte {lenderer, TRL 

Ivſt.You have miſled the youthfull-Princes < 

Fal. The yong Prince hath nufled mee, I am the Fel- 
low with the great. belly ,and he my Dogge. 1. 

loft, Well, I amloth togall a new-heal'd wound:your 
dies ſervice at Shrewsbury , hath a little gilded aver 
your Nights exploit on Gads-hill. You may thanke the 
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be on the worſt fide, were it worſe thenthe nameof Re- 


Fal. My good Lord:give your Lordſhip good time of 


i. 


| 


| 
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Gde but one, it is worſe ſhame to begge , thento | unquiettime,for 


| of 


to furniſh me forth? 


| 


your quict ore poſtingthat Action. - 
Fal. My Lord? \ if ahi > 7 (Wolfe. 


Isſt. But ſinceall is wel,keep it ſo:wake nota | 
Fal. To wakea Wolfe,isas bad as tb 1{mell a Fox: 


e 


Ta. W hat?you are asacandle,the better partburnt Out. 
d lay 


' Fal. A Waſſcll-Candle,my Lord;alt Tallow:if Idi 
wax,my growth wonldapprovethe truth. - 
14. There is not a white hatre on your face 
have his effect of gravity. ©: (7. 
Fal. His cffe&t of grauy,grauy,grauy. 
uſt. You follow the: yong Prince up and downe, like 
his evill Angell, HE {3-070f7 Ars 09204 
Fat. Not ſo(my Lord) your ill Angell is lights but I 


hope, he that-Jookes upon mee , wilt take mee without, 
| weighing : and yer,inſome reſpectsI grant, I:cannot go: 
I cannot:tell. Vertue isof ſolittle regard in.theſe Coſtors | 
mongers;that trug valor isturn'd Beare-heard. Pregnan- 


cie is madea Tapſter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in 
giving Recknings:all the other gifts appertinent to man 
(as the malice of this Age ſhapesthem)are not woorth a 


Goeſeberry. Youthat-are old , conſider not the capaci- | 


ties of usthatare- yong © you meaſure:the heat oFour Li- 
vers, with the bitternes of your gals : and we thatare in 
the vaward of our youth,I myſt confefſe,are waggeFtoo: 


Inſt. Do you ſet downe your namein theſcrowle'of 


youth, thatare written downe old, with all the-Charac- 
tersof age ?}Have you not a moiſt eye?a dry hand'?-a yel- 
low cheeke?a white beard?a decreafing leg? an'increfing 
belly?Is not your voice broken? your winde ſhort?your. 
wit ſingle 2and every part about you blaſted with Anti- 


quity?and wil you cal your ſelfe yong? Fy, fy;fy;fir Toby. 


Fal. My Loxd,I was borne with a white head,& ſom- 


thing around belly. For my vouice,I have loſt it with hal» 
lowing and ſinging of Anthemes. To approve my youth 
farther,T will not-the truth is, I am onely old in judge- 
ment andunderſtanding,and he that will caper with mee 
for athouſand Markes,let him lend me the mony,& have 
at him. For theboxe of th'care that thePrince gave you, 
he gave it likea rude Prince, and you tooke it like a {enſi- 
ble Lord.Ihave checkt him for it, and the yong Lion re- 
pents; Marry not inaſhes and facke-cloath , but innew 
Silke,andold Sacke. 


Taft. Wel,heaven ſend the Prince a better companion. 


Fal. Heaven ſend the Companion a better PrincesT ci. 
notrid my hands of him. E 


Tuſt,W ell,the King hath ſever'd you and 


Fal. Yes, I thanke your pretty {weet wit for-it : bur 


Inſt. Well,be honeſt,be honeſt,and heaven bleſſe your 


E xpedition * | 


Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend mee a thouſand pound, 


Teſt. Not a peny , not'apeny: you.are too impatient 


to beare croſſes. Fare you well. Commend mee to:my 
Coſin Weltmerland. :; --. - | 


:: Exit. 


Fal, Tf I do,fillop me with athree-man-Beetle. A man 


caninomore.ſeparate Age and Covetouſneſſe,thenhe can 
part yong limbes and letchery : but the'Gowt galles the | 
- - Ones» | 


"EW 
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fleeping 


0 but ſhould 
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] Prince'Hay- | 
ry, I heare yon are going with Lord /ob» of Lancaſter , a- 
gainſt the Archbiſhop,and the Earle of Northumberland 


it 


: 


[ 


looke you pray , (all you that kifle-my Ladie Peace , ae |: 
home)that our Armies joyu not in a hot day:for if I take 
but rwo ſhirts out with me,and I meane not to ſweat ex. * 
traordinarily : if it bee a hot day , if Ibrandifh anything 
but my Bottle , would I might never ſpit white againe: 
Theres not adangerous Action canpeepe Out his head, 
but T am thruſt upon it- Well, I cannotlalt ever, - 


3 


th. 


Pray 


— 
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one, and the pox pinches the other ; and ſo both the De- 
greesprevent my curſes. Boy? | 

Page. Sir. 

Fai. W hat mortty is in my purſe? 

- Pag. Seven groats,and twopence. £8) 

. Fal.I can get no remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the parſe. Borrowing onely lingers , and lingers it out, 
but the diſeaſe is incureable. Gobeare this letter tomy 
Lord of Lancaſter,this to the Prince, this tothe Earle of 
Weſtmerland , and this to 01d Miſtris Y-/#/a, whome 1 
have weekly ſworne to marry, ſince I perceiv*dthe firit 
white haire on my chin. About it : you know where tO 
finde me;. A pox of this Gowt;ora Gowt of this Poxe: 
for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great 
toe: It is no matter,if I do halt, have the warres for my 
colour,and my Penfton ſhall ſeeme” the more reaſonable: 
Agood.wit will make vſc of anything : I willturne dil- 
eaſes tocommodity. ' Exennt. 


Sena Quarta. 


Enter eArthibiſhop, Haſtings, Mowbray and 

=: Lord Bardvife. 
Ar:Thus have you heard our cauſes and know our 
And my moſt noble Friends,I pray you all (Means: 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, 
And rl Lord Marſhall) what ſay you to 1t? 

Mer. 1 well allow the occaſion of our Armes, 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied, 
How(ih our Mcanes) we ſhould advarce ourſclves 
To looke with forehead bold and big enough 
Vpon the Powerand puiſſance of the King _ 
Heft; Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File 

To fiveandtwenty thouſand men of choice: | | -- 
And our Supplics,live largely inthe hope | 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe boſome burnes 
With an incenſ(ed Fire of Injuries. 

L.Bar.The queſtion then(Lord Haſtings )ſtandeth thus 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold-up-head, without Northumberland: - 

- Heff. With him, we may. 


L. Bar. I marty,therc*s the point: 


| Bur if without himve be though too feeble, 


My judgement is,we ſhould nor itep too farre 

Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the hand. 

For ina Theameſo bloody fac'd,as this, 

Conjefture, Expetation,and Surmiſe 

Of Aydes incertaine,ſhould not be admitted. 
Arch. Tis very true Lord Bardeffe,for indeed 

It was yong Hotſparres caſc , at Shrewsbury. 

L. Ber.It was(my Lord)who lin'd himſelfe with hope, 

Eating the ayre,onpromile of Supply, 

Flattring himſelfe with Proje&t of a power, 

Much fimaller,then the ſmalleſt of his Thoughts, 

And ſo with great imagination 

(Proper to mad men)led his Powers to death, 


| And(winking)leap'd into deſtrution. 


Haft. But(by your leave) it never yet did hurt, 
Tolay downe likely-hoods,and formes of hope. 

L. Bar. Yes, if this preſent quality of warre, 
Indeed the inſtant a&t10n:a cauſe onfoor, 


Livesſ01n hope: As inan = Spring, - 779 
Weſeeth'appearing buds,whichto prove fruite, 


Hope gives not ſo much warrant,as Deſpaire 
That Frofts will bitethe n. When we meane tobuild, 
We firſt ſurvey thePlot, then draw the Modell, 


| 


i 


And when we ſcethe figure of the houſe, 
Then muſt werate thecolt of the Ereion, 
Which it we finde out-weighes Ability, 
What do wethen,but draw a-new the Modell 
In fewer offices? Or at leaſt, deſiſt | 
To builde atall ?Much more, in this great worke, 
(Whichis (almoſt) to plucke a Kingdome downe, 
Andſet another up)ſhould we ſurvey 
The plot of Situation,and the Modell; 
Conſent upon a ſure Foundation: 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our owneeſtate, 
How able ſuch a Worke to undergo, 
To weigh againſt his Oppoſite?Or elfe, 
We tfortific in Paper,and 1n Figures, 
Viing the Names of men, inſtcad of men: 
Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houſe 
Beyond his power tobuilde it z who(balfe through) 
Giveso're,and leaves hispart-created Colt 
A naked ſubject to the Weeping Clouds, 
And waſte , for churitſh Winters tytanny- 
Haft. Giant that our hopes(yet likely of faire binh) 
Should be {tiii-born- : and that we now poſſeſt 
The utmoſt mai of expettation: 
I thinke we are a Body ſtrong enough 
(Evenas weare)Jto equall with the King. 
L. Bar. W kat is the King but five & twenty thouſand? 
Haſt. Tous no more:nay not ſo much Lord Bardalfe, 
For his D_ the Times do braul) 
Are in three Heads:one Power againſt the French, 
And one againſt G/enxdower ; Perforce a third 
Muſt take up us:So is the unfirme King 
In three divided:and his Coffers ſound 
With hollow Poverty,and Emptineſſe. ; 
Ar-That he ſhould draw his ſeverall ſtrengths together 
And come againttus in full puifſance, 
Need not be dreaded. | 
Halt. if he ſhould doſo, 
He leaves his backe unarm'd,the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles:never feare that. 
Z.Zar. Who is it like ſhould lead his Forces hither? 
aft. The Duke of Lancaſter, and Weſtmerland: 
Againſt the Welſh himlelfe,and Harry Monmomh. 
But whois ſubſtituted *gainſt the French, 
I haveno certaine notice. 
e4rch.Letus on: 
And publiſh the occaſion of our Armes. 
The Common-weaith is ſicke of their owne Choice, 
Their over-greedy love hath ſurfetted: 
An kabitation giddy, and unſure 
Hath hethat builderhon the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond Many, with what loud applauſe 
Did'it thou beate heaven with bleſſing Bullingbrooke, 
Before he was, what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And being now tr1ram'd up in thine owne deſires, 
Thou(vealily Feedc: art ſo full of him, 
Thar thou prouok'it thy ſelfe to caſt him up. 
So,{0,(thou common Dogge)did'{tthou diſgorge 
Thy glutton-botome of the Royall Richard, _ 
And now thou would'it eate thy dead vomit up, 
Andhowlſtto finde it. Whattruſt is in theſe Times? 
T!c.that when Richardliv'd, would have him dye, 
Are now becomeenamour'd on his grave. 
Thou thar chrew'ſt duſt upon his'goodly head 
W hen through proud London he came ſighing 0n, 
Afterradmired heeles of Bullmgbrooke, 
Criſt now, O Earth, yeeld us that King againe, 
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d tak thou this( O thoughrs of men accurs'd) 
er to come ,ſeemes beſt ; things Preſemt,worſt. 
Mov. Shall we go draw our numbers, and ſeton? + 
Haſt. We are Times ſub) ets,and Time bids,be gon. 


—— 


— 


Hoſt. 1,I, goo0d M. Snare. | 

Snare. Heere, heEres EE ;-, 

Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir ſobu Faſftaffe. 

Hoſt. Ig00d M. Suare,] have enter'd him, and all- 

$».]t may chance coſt ſome of usour lives: he wil ſtab 

Hoſt. Alasthe day : take heed of him : he ſtabd me in 
mine owne houſe, and that moſt bealtly : he cares not 
what miſchecfe he doth , if his weapon beout. He will 
foyne like any divell, he will ſpare neither man, woman, 
nor childe. | 2; 

Fer. If | can cloſe with him,I care not for his thruſt. 

Hoſt. Nonor I neither:Ile be at your elbow. _ 

Fang. If 1 but fiſt him once: if he come but within my 
Vice, : RL ES 

Hef. I am undone with his going :1I warrant he is an 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore-Good M. Farg hold him 
ſure:go0d M. Swere tet him not ſcape,he comes continu. 
antly co PyCorner(ſaving your manhoods ) to buy a ſad- 
dic, and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in- 
Lombardſtreet to M. Smoothes the Silkman. Ipra'ye fince 
ty Exion is enter'd,and my Caſe ſo openly known to the 
world,let him be brought into his anſwer:A 100.Mark 
isalong one, for a poore lone woman to beare:& I have 
borne,and borne,and borne , and have bin fub'd off, and 
fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a ſhame to 
bethought on. There is no honeſty in ſuch dealing,unles 
a woman ſhould be made an Aſſe anda Beaſt , tobearee- 
very Knaves wrong» . Enter Falſtaffe and Bataolfe. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmeſey-Noſe Bar- 
aelfe with him,Do vour Orfrces,do your offices: M.Fang, 
& M. Snare,do me,do me, do me your Oilices. 

Fa.How now? whoſe Mare's dead? what's the matter? 

Fang. Sir lohn,T arreſt you,atthe ſuit of Miſt. Dnickty. 
. Fal. Away. Varlets,draw Bardotfe:Cut me off the Vil- 
laines head:throw the Queane inthe Channe!. 


Wil thou? wilt thou?thou baſtardly rogue.Murder,murs 
der,Othou Hony-ſuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of- 
ficers.and the King?O thou hony-ſceed Rogue, thou art 
4 hony ſeed, a Man-queller, and a woman-queller. , 


Hoſt. Good people bring a reſcu. Thou wilt not?thou 
wilt not?Doe,doe thou Rogue:Doethou Hempſeed. 
_ ag. Away you Scullion you Rampallian, you Fuſtil- 
lirian:Ile tucke your Cataſtrophe. Eater, Ch. Inftice. 
Is?t. What's the matrer?Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 


dto me. 
Doth this become your place, your time,and buſineſle? 


You ſhould haye bene well on your way to Yorke. 
Stand from him Fellow,wherefore hang'ſt upen him? 


' Hef. Throw me in the channel|?Ile throw thee there. 


Fal. Keep them off, Bardoſfſe. Feng. A reſcua reſcu- 


| a y « Good my Lord be good to mee. I beſeech you 


 Ch.In.How now fir John? W bat are you brauling here? 


| 


Hoſt, Oh my moſt worſhipfull Lord,and't pleaſe your 
Grace, I ama poore widdow of Eaſtcheap , and he is ar- 
reſted at my ſuit. Ch. loft. For what ſumme? 
. Hoft. It is more then for ſome(my Lord)ic is for al:al 


I have,he hath eaten me out of houſe and home?hee hath | 


put all my ſubſtance into that far beily of 'his.: but I will 
have ſome of it out againe , or I will ride thce o' Nights, 
like the Mare. 

Fat. I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare,if I haveany 
vantage of ground,togetup. Bebo | 

Cb. Iſt. How co nes this, Sir John? Fy,what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeſt of exclamation? 
Are younot aſham'd to inforce a poore W iddowe to ſo 
rough a courſe,to come by her gwne? 

Fal. What isthe groſſe ſumme that I owe thee? _. 
 Heft. Marry(if thou wer'tan honeſt man)thy ſelfe, & 
the mony too. Thou did(t ſweare to mee upona parcell 
gilt Goblet,ſitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table,by a ſea-cole fire,on Wedneſday in Whitſon week, 


when the Prince brok thy head. for lik*ning him to aſin- | 


ging man of Windfor;thou didit{weare to me then (as I 


was waſhing thy wound)ro marry me,and make me my | 


Lady thy wife. Cant y deny it?Did not goodwife Keecb 
the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goſſip Quick- 


/ycomming into borrow a meſle of Vinegar-telling us, | 


ſhe had a gooddith of Prawnes:whereby ;didſt deſire to 
eat ſome : whereby I told thee they were ill fora greene 
wound? And didft not thou (when ſhe-was gone downe 
ſtaires)deſire me to be no more familiar with ſuch poore 
people,ſaying,that ere long they ſhould call me Madam? 
And did'it F notkifle me, and bid mee fetchthee 30, 82I 
put.thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thou canſt? 
Fal. My Lord,this isa poore mad ſoule : andſhe ſayes 
up & downe the town,thar hereideſt ſon is like you.She 
hath bin in good caſe, & the truth is,pouerty hath diſtra- 
Qed her 3 bur for theſe tooliſh:Oilicers,I beſcech you, I 


. 


may have redrefle againſt them. 


maner of wrenching the true cauſe,thefalſe way.Itis not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come 
with ſuch{(more then impudent)ſawcines from you,can 


thruſt me trom a levell conſideration, I know you ha? | 


practis'd upon the cafie- yeelding ſpirit of this woman. 
Heft. Yes in troth my Lord. 
. 1nft. Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and 


unpay the villany yoy have done her:the one you may do | 


with ſterling mony;& the other with currant repentance, 
Fal. My Lord,l will not undergo this ſneape without 
reply. You call honorable Boldnes,impudent Sawcines; 
Ia man will curt'fie,and ſay nothing, he is vertuous:No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remEbred)I wil not be your 
ſutor.I ſay to you, I deſiredeliv*rance from theſe Officers 
being upon haſtly employment in the Kings Aﬀaires, 
[uft. You ſpeake,as having power to do wrong : But 
anſwer in the effett of your Reputation , and fatisfie.the 
poore woman. , | 


Fal. Come hither Hoſteſſe. Enter M. Gower, 


Ch. [uft. Now Maiſtet Gower; W hat newes? 


: Gow. The King(my Lord) and Henry Prince of Wales 

..| Are neereat hand:Therelt the Papertelles. F 
Fal. As Lam a Gentleman. ' | 
Heft. Nay,you ſaid ſobefore. _.. i 


Fal.AsI am aGentleman-Come,tio more words of it. | 

. Heſt. By this Heavenlyground I tread on; I muſt bag b 

faineto pawne both my Plate,and the Tapiſtry of my dy» | 
ning Chambers. | 


: {uſt. Sir John,fir [obn,l am well acquainted with your | 
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thou was't {ct on to this. 
amloath to pawne my Plate,in good earneſt a. 


ſtill, 


together? 
hooke-on. 
ere _— 
Fal. No more words: Let's have her. | 
Ch. Inſt. T have heard bitter newes. 
Fal. What's the newes( my good Lord?) 
(+. Isft. Where lay the King laſt night? 
IMef. At Baſingſtoke my Lord. 


my Lord? _. 
Ch. In. Come all his Forces backe? 


Are march'd up to my Lord of of Lancaſter, 
Againſt Northumberland,and the Archbiſhop. 


Ch. In. You ſhall haye Letters of me pteſently. 
Come goalong with me, good M. Gowre. 

Fal. My Lord. 
_ Ch. In. What's the matter? 


dinner? 
Gow.I muſt waite upon my good Lord here. 


I thanke you, good Sir Joby. 


are totake Souldiers up,in Countries as you go. 
Fal. Will you ſup with me,Maiſter ef 


ners,Sir /ohn? 
Fal. Maiſter Gowre, if they become mee not, he was a 


C. 1s. Now the Lord lighten thee,thou art a great 
Foole. 


Scana Secunda, 


| and! ape. 
Prin, Truſt me, Lam exceeding weary. 
Pon, Is it come to that? I had thought wearines durſt 
not have attach'd one of ſo high blood. 
Prin.It doth me:though it diſcolours the complexiou 
of my Greatneſſe to acknowledge it. Doth it not ſhew 
vildely in me, to deſire ſmall Beere? 


Enter Prince Henry, Pointz, Bardolfe, 


1 | Poin, Why , a Prince ſhould not be ſolooſely ſtudied, 


Fal. Glaſſes, glaſſes,is the onely drinking : and for thy 
walles apretty {light Drollery , or the Story of the Pro- 
digal,or the Germane hunting in Water worke,is worth 
athouſand of theſe Bed-hangings , and theſe Flybitten 
Tapiſtries.Let it be ten pound(if thou canſt.) Come, if it 
werenot for thy humors, there is not a better Wench in 
England.Go,waſh thy face,and draw thy Action:Come, 
thou muſt notbe in this humour with me,come,I know 

Heſt. Prethee(Sir /ohn)let it be but twenty Nobles, I 
Fal. Let it alone ,and make other ſhift : you'l be a fool 


Hof, Well, you ſhall have it although I ppawne my 
Gowne. I hope you'l come to Supper : You'lpay meal- 


Fal, Will I live? Go with her , with her : hooke-on, 
Hoſt. Will you have Dol! Teare-ſteet mect youatſups 


Fal. I hope(my Lord ) all's well, What is the newes 
CHef. No: Fifteene hundred Foot, five hundred Horſe 


Fat. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 


. Fal. Maiſter Gowre , ſhall I cntreate you with me to 


Ch. Ts. Sir Tobn, you loyter heere too long,being you 
Ch. Int. What tooliſh Maiſter taught you theſe man- 


Foole that taught them mee. This 1s the right Fencing 
| | grace(my Lord) tap for tap,and ſo part faire. 


as toremember ſo weake a Compoſition; 

Prince. Belike then , my Appetite was not Prideely 
got : for (in troth)1 do now remember the poore Creg. 
ture ,Smali Beere. Bur indeede theſe humble coriiderg, 
tions make me out of love with my greatneſſe, Why 
diſgrace isitto me, to remember thy name?Or to know 
thy face to morrow ? Or totake note how many plire of 
Silk ſtockings thou haſt?(Viz.theſe, and thoſe that were 
thy peach-colour'd ones:) Or to beare the Inventory of 
thy ſhirts, as one for ſuperfluity,and one other,for uſe, 
But that the Tennis-Court-kceper knowes better then] 
for it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kee: 
pelt not Racket there,as thou haſt not doe a great white 
becauſe the reſt of thy Low Cauntries, have made aſhif 
to cate up thy Holland. 

Pow. How ill it followes,after you have labour'd(g 
hard, you ſhould talke ſo idlely?Tellme how many good 
yong Princes would do ſo,their Fathers lying fo ficke.y 
yours 1s? 

Pris. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointz? 

Pory. Yes:and let it bean excellent good thing, 
Prin. It ſhall ſerve among wittes of no higherbredd- 
10g then thine. | | | 

Poin. Go to : I ſtand the puſh of your one thing;tha 
you'l tell, gn 21.58 

Prev. Why, T tell thee, it is notmect,that I ſhouldhe 
ſad now my Father is ficke : albeit I could tellto ther(as 
to one it pleaſes me, fot fault of a better,to cal my friend) 
I could be fad,and fad indeed too. * 

Porn, Very hardly,upon ſuch a ſubject. 

Prin, Thou think'it me as farre in the Divels Book,as 
thou,and Faiftaffe,for obduracy and perſiſtency; Ittthe 
end try the man. But I tell thee,my heart bleeds inward- 
ly,that my Father is ſo fick:and keeping ſuch vild com- 
pany as thou art, hath in reaſon taken from me, all often || 
tation of ſorrow. ; 

Poin, The reaſon? 

Pr.W hat would'{t thou think of me,if I ſhould weep? 

Porn. I Would think thee a molt Princely hypocrite. 

Pri. It would be every mans thought :-and thouart 
a bleſſed Fellow , to thinke as every man thinkes:nevera 
mans thoughtin the world,:keepes the Rode-way better 
then thine; every man would think me an Hypocritein- 
deede. And what accites your moſt worſhipful thought 
tothinke ſo? 

Poir, Why,becauſe you have beene ſolewde , and fo 
much ingraffed to Falfaffe. 

Frin. Andto thee. 

 Pointz,, Nay, I am well ſpoken of, I can heareitwith 
mine own eares:the worſt that they can ſay of me1 
I am afecond Brother,and that I am a proper Fellowe 
my hands:and thoſe two things I confetle I cannot helpe 
Looke,looke, here comes Baldolfe. : 

Prince. And the Boy that 1 gave Falſtaffe , he had hin 
from me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat villain have not 
trans form'd him Ape. 


i 


Enter Bardolfe. 
Bar. Save your Grace. 3h 
Prin, And yours,moſt Noble Bardslfe. hes. 

| Pein, Come you pernitious Aﬀe , you baſhful Fool, 
muſt you be bluſhing? Wherefore bluſh you now?-what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Is it ſuchs 
matter to geta Pottle-pots Maiden-head? | 
Page. He call'd me even now (my Lord)through ared 
Lattice,and I could diſcerne no part of his face —— 
WINUGUW- 


ES EE 
W- I" 


——_—_— 


_ 


| itfrom Japher,Bur tothe Letter: ———— Si lohn Falſtaffe, 


| 
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window : at laſt I ſpy'd his eyes, and methought hehad 
made two holes in the Ale-wives new Petticoat,and pee- 
ped throug he bY LP 
Prin, Hatch not the boy profited? | 
Bar. Away,you horſon upright Rabbet,away. , * 
Page. Away,youraſcally Althear dreame, aways + | 
Pris. Inſtruct us Boy ; what dreame,Boy? tl lt 
Rag. Mary(niy Lord ) Althea dream'd:,ſhe was deli- 
ver d of a Firebrand, andtherefore I call-him hir dream. 
Prince, A Crownes-worth of goud Interpretation: 
There it 1s, Boy. © 11/972 Sf; 
Prin. O that this good Bloſſome could bee kept from | 
Cankers : Well there is ſix pence topreſerye thee. 
-=PFard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
thegallowes ſhall be wrong'd. | 
Prin, And how doth thy Maiſter, Bardo/ph? 
Bar. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
comming to Towne. There's a Letterfor you. | 
Prin. Deliver'd with good reſpet:And how doththe 
Martlemas, your Maifter? | IT 
Bard. Tn bodily health Sir. TI et 
Poin. Marry , the immorall part needes a Phyſittan: 
but that moves not him ::though that bee ſicke , itdyes 


ot. : 
Prin. I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me, 
as my dogge . and he holds. his place , for looke you he 
Writes» | 
Poin. Letter, Iohn Falſtaffe Knight :( Every man muſt 
kriow that;as oft as he hath occafion to, name himſelte:) 
Even like thoſe that are kinne to the King,for they never | 
pricke their, finger,but they ſay,there is ſom of the kings 
blood {pilt--How comes that ({ayes he ) that takes upon 
him not t9,conceive? the anſwer is as ready as a borrow- 
£d cap : Iam the Kings poore Cofin,Sir. 
Prin. Nay, they will be kin to us , but they willfetch 


Knight, to the Sonne of the King , neereſt his Father , Harry 
Prince of Wales,greeting. 
Pom. Why thus is a Certificate, 
Pran. Peace, 
I will imtare the honourable Romatnes in brevity. 
Poin. Sure he meanes brevity-in breath:ſhort-winded. 
I comme nd me to thee , | commend thee, and | leave thee. Bee 
z0t too familiar with Pointz , for hee miſuſes thy Favours (0 
much that he ſweares thou art to marry his Siſter Nell. Re- 
pent at idle times as thou maiſt, and ſo farewell. | 
Thine,by yea and no : which is as much as to ſay,as thou 
nſeft him.. Tacke Falſtaffe with my Familiars: 
Iohn with my Brothers and Siſter :c*Sir 
Iohn, with all £xrope. 
his Letter in Sack,and make him 


My Lord,I will ſteepe t 
cate it. - 
_ Prin, That's to make: him eate twenty of his Words. 
Butdoyou uſe methus Ned? Muſt I marry your Siſter? 
Pow. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But I 
never ſaid ſo. i as | 
Prin. Well, thus we play the Foole with the time and 
the ſpirits of the wiſe, .fig.inthe clouds, and mocke us:Is 
your Maiſter heerein London? -j] 
Ead;\esmy Lord... 3, -- : 
. Prin. Where ſuppes he? Doth the old Bore , feedein | 
the old Franke? at open. | 
Berd. Atthe old place my Lord, in Eaſt-cheape; 
Prin, What iCompany? FD 92 po 1p 
. Page. Epheſians my Lord,of the old Church. 
Prin, Sup any women with him? 


= ——_—_ . \ 


,» 


Pat not you on the viſage of the Times; 


! Do what you will:your Wiſedome,be your guide. 
And but my going, nothing can redeeme it. 
The Time was(Father)when you broke your word, 


When your owne Percie, when my heart deere- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,toſee his Father 
Bring up his Powres:but he didlong in vaine.  - 

W ho then perſwaded you to ſtay at home? . 
There weretwo Honors loſt; Yours,and your Sonnes. 
For Yours,may heavenly glory brightenit: 

For His,it ſtucke upon him,as the Sunne <- -- 

In the gray vault of Heaven:and by bis Light 

Did all the Cheualry of England move | 
To do brave Acts. He was(indeed)the Glaſſe | 
W hereinthe Noble-Yeuth did drefſe themſelves, 

He had no Legges, that pratic'd not his Gates + -- + 
And ſpeaking thicke(which Nature made his blemiſh) | 
Became the Accentsof the Valiant. 

For thoſethat could ſpeake low,and tardily, 

Would turne their ewne,Perfetion,to Abuſe, 

To ſeemelike him, So that in Speech,in Gate, 
InDiet;in AﬀeRtions of delight, | 
| In Military Rules, Humors of Blood, 52 


Page. None my Lord;but old Miſttis Pwckly; and Me 
Doll Tar, when C2 3 268 iy ky, . N 
Prin. W hat Pagan may that bed. 
Page. A proper Gentlewoman,Sir,, and'a Kinſwoman 
of my Maiſters; + | | N 
Prix, Even ſuch King a 
Towne=-Bulld. . + - | 
Shall we ſteale uponthem(Xed)at Supper? 
Fein. I am your ſhadow,my Lord ;[le follow you. 
Prin. Sirrha,you boy; and Bardolpb, no word to your 
Maiſter that I am yet ir: Towne. NA Roy 


; 


v, 


$the Pariſh Heytors are to the 


There's for your ſilence. 
Bar. I havenotongue,fir. oe 
Page. And for mine Sir; I willgoverne it. - 
Prin, Fare ye well:go. 4 61s 


This Doll Teare-ſaeet ſhould be ſome Rodes © © 
Pow. I warrant you, as common as the way betweenie 

S. Albans,and London, SES 2 15.4. MBA 
Prin. How might we 'ſce Fa/faffe beſtow himfelfe to 
night,in histrue colours,and not our ſelves be eerie? © 
Porn, Put on two Leather Ierkins,'and Aprons , and 
waite npon him at his Table, like Drawers. a dt 
Prin, Froma god ,to a Bull ? A heavy declenſion : It 
was Ioves caſe. From a Prince,to aPrentice ,alow tranſ- 


formation,that ſhall be mine:for in eyery thing, the pur- | 


poſe mult weigh with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exeunt, 


———- 


Scana Tertia, 


| Enter Northumberlandyhis Lady and Harry 
| Percies Lady. - 


North. I pr ethec loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Give an even way.vnto my rough Afaires: 


And belike them to Percie, troubleſome. 
» Wife. I have given over, I will ſpeakeno more, 


- Nor. Alas({weet Wife)my Honors at pawne, 
La. Oh yet,for heavens ſake,go not totheſe Warrs; 


W hen you were moreendeer'd to it,then now, 


| 


— 


hea 
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He was the Markeand Glaſſe,Coppy,and Booke, 

That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous!him, 

O Miracle of Men!Him did you leave 

(Secqnd to none) un-ſeconded by you, 

To looke upon the hideous god of Warre; 

Indiſ-advantage,to abide a ticld, | 

W here nothing but the ſound of Horſpwrs Name 

Did ſeeme defenſible : ſo you lefthim. 

Never,O neycr doe his Ghoſt the wrong, 

To hold your Honor more preciſe and nice 

With others,then with him. Let them alone: 

The Marſhall and the Arch-biſhop are ſtrong. 

| Had my ſweet Harry had but balte their Numbers, 
Today might I( hanging on Hetſpwrs Necke) 

Have talk'd of CHMonmenth't Grave. 


North, Beſhrew your heart, 


(Faire Daughter)youdoe draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-ſights. 

| But T muſt goe, and mect with Danger therc. 

Orit will ſeekc me in another place, 

And finde me worſe provided: 


Fife. O flye to Scotland, 


Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 
Have 


their Puiſſance made alitle taſte. » 
Lady.If they get ground, and vantage of the King, 


Then joyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 
To make Strength tronger: Bur,for all our loves, 
Firſt let them trye themſelves. Sodid your Sonne, 
He was ſo ſuffer'd;lo came I a Widow: . 

And never ſhall havclength of Life enough, 
Torainenpon Remembrance with mine Eyes, | 
That it may grow,and ſprowt,as high as Heave!), | 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 


* Nor. Come,come,&o in with me: 'tis with my Minde 


As with theTyde,ſwell'&tp unto his height, 
That makes a ſtill-ſtand,running neither way. 


| Faine would I goeto meet the Arch-biſhop, 


| 


n_—_ 


But many thouſand Reaſons hold me backe. 
L will reſolve for Scotland:there am 7, 
Till Time and Vantage crave my company. 


Extvne. 


4 
en , 


Scena Quarta. 


Evnter two Drawerss 


TI. Draver. What haſt thou brought there ? Apple= 
. Tohns? Thou know'ſt Sir /ob» cannot endure an Apple- 


Tohn. 
2. Draw. Thou ſay'ſt true : the Prince once ſet a Diſh 


: of Apple-Iohns before him,and told himehere were five 


moreSir /obns : and, putting off his Hat,faid, I will now 
take my leave of theſe ſixe drie , round , old-wither'd 
Knights. It anger'd him to the heart © but hee hath for- 
got that. 


1. Draw, Why then cover,and ſet them downe : and | 


ſee if thou canſt finde out Sneakes Noyſe ; Miſtris Teare- 
{beet would faine have ſome Muſique. 
2. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince,and Maiſter 


: Pots, anon :and they will put on two of our Kerkins, 
. and Aprons, and Sir fob» muſt not know of it ; Bardolph 


1. 'Draw. Then here will be old Urs: : it will be an 
excellent ſtratagem. 


——— 


too much Canaries, and t 


| / 
ſhM ever {ce thee againe, or no, there-is no body 


2, Draw; Ileſce if I can finde out Surake. 


Enter Hoſteſſe,and Dol. 


H of . Sweet-heart , me thinkes now yon are inaner 


cellent good termperality : your Pulſidge beates as extra. 
ans, heart wt deſire ;and your Colour(1 
warrant you)is as red as any Roſe : But you have drink 
'$2 marvellous ſearching 
Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere we can ſay whary 
this. How doe younow? 9 > 

Dol. Better then I was : Hem. . 

Hoſt. Why that was well ſaid: A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir /ohy. 


Emter F, alft affe. 
 Falft. When e Arthur fo ſkin Conrt-(empty the Iorda) 
and was a worthy King: How now Milſtris Dol. 
Heft. Sick of a Calme: yea, good-ſooth. 
Fal. So is all her SeR : if they bee once in a Cale 
they are ſick. EEE, 
Del. You muddy Raſcal, is that all the comfort yay 
give me? | 
Fal. You make fat Raſcalls,Miſtris Dol. - 
Dol. T make them?Gluttony and Diſeaſes make them, 
I make them not. | | 
Fal. If the Cooke make the Gluttony , youhdleto 
make the Diſeaſes(De/) we catch of you(Del) we catch 
of you:Grant that , my poore Vertue, grant that. 
Dol. 1 marry,our Chaynes,and our Iewels. 
Falft. Your Brooches , Pearles, and Owches : Forto 
ſerve bravely,is to came halting off : you know,to come 
off the Breach, with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
ry bravelie ; to venture upon the charg'd-Chambers 
bravely. == 2 | 
Heſt. Why this is the olde faſhion : you two never 


mecte , but you fall to ſome diſcord : you are both (it | 


good troth ) as Rheumatike as two drie Toſtes, you 
cannot one beare with anothers Confirmities. What 
the good-yere ? One muſt beare , and that muſt bee you; 


you are the weaker Veſlell , as they ſay , the empticr | 


Veſſell. | 

Dol. Can a weake emptic Vefſell beare ſucha huge 
full H6gs- head ? There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux -Stuffe in him 7 you have not ſeene a Hulke 
better ſtufft in the Hold; Come, le be friends withthee 
: Thou art going to the Warres, and whether! 


CArCS. 

Enter Drawer. | 
Drev. Sir, Ancient P:foll isbedow, and would ſpeake 
with you, | Tp 
Det. Hang him , ſwaggering Raſcall, let him not 
come hither : it isthe foule-mourh'dit Rogue in Eng? 

land. - + 
Hoſt. If hee ſwagger, let him not come here : I muſt 


liveamongſt my Neighbors , Ile no Swaggerers : 1a 
in good name , and fame, with the very belt : ſhut the 


doore, there comes no Swaggerets heere : I have hot 
liv'dall this while , to have ſwaggering now : ſhutthe 
doore, I pray you. | 

Fal-Do'ſt thou heare, Hoſtefſe? 


no Swaggerers heere. 


4 * 
+ 


Heft.”Pray you pacific your {elf(Sir Jobn)there comes | 
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7al.Do'lt | 
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Falft, Do'ſt thou heare?it is mine Ancient, - 
| Hoſe. Tilly-fally{Sir lohn)never tell me , your ancient 
Swaggercr comes not in my doores.I was before Maſter 
Ti6ckthe Deputy , the other day:and as hee ſaid to mee, 
ir was no longer agoe then Wedneſday laſt : Neighbour 
Qnickly(layes hee;)Maiſter Dowbe,our Miniſter, was by 
then : Neighbour Pxickj(fayes hee ) receive thoſe that 
are Civill ; for(ſayth hee ) you arc in an ill Name : now 
hee faid ſo, I can tell whereupon: for(fayes hee)youare 
2n honeſt Woman;zand well thought on; therefore take 
heede what Gueſts you receive : Receive(ſayes hee)no 
ſwaggering Companions.There comes none heere, You 
would blefſe you to heare what hee ſaid. No, Ile no 
erers+ 
i iee's no Swaggerer (Hoſteſſe:)a tame Cheater, 
hee : you may ſtroake him as gently , as a Puppy Grey- 
hound : hee will not ſwagger with a Barbary Henne, if 
her feathers turne backe in any 'ſhew of reſiſtance. Call 
him up(Drawer Y | 
' Hef. Cheater , call you him? I will barre no honeſt 

| man my hauſe, nor no Cheater : but I donot love ſwag- 
gering ; Lam the worſe when one ſayes , iwagger : Fecle 
Maiſters, how I ſhake : looke you,T warrant you. 

ol. So you doe, Hoſteſle. | | 

Heft.Doe I 2 yea, in very truth doc I,if it were an A- 
pen Leafe:I cannotabide Swaggerers., 


Enter Piftol, and Bardolph and bis Boy. 


Pift. *Save you,Sir John. - | 

Edit, Welcome Ancient Psſtol. Here(Piſto/)I charge 
you with a Cup of Sacke : do you diſcharge upon mine 
Holteſſe. 

Pst.I will diſcharge upon her (Sir John) with two 
Bullets. 

Falft. She is Piſtoll-proofe (Sir) you ſhall hardly of- 
fend her. 

Hoſt. Come, Ile drinke no Preofes,nor no Bullets : I 
will drinke no more then \vill doe me good, for no mans 
pleaſure, I. 

Pift. Then to you ( Milſtris Derorhie ) I will charge 

Ou. 

Del. Charge me? I ſcorne you ({curuy Companion) 
what ? you poore, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lacke=Linnen- 
Mate: away you mouldy Rogue , away , I am meat for 
| your Maſter. | 

 FifÞ. I know you, Miſtris Dorothy. 

Dul. Away you Cut-purſe Raſcall , you filthy Bung, 
Way:By this Wine, Ile thruſt my Knife in your monldy 
Chappes, if you play the ſawcy Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle-Ale Raſcall, you Basket-hilt ſtale Tugler, you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir ? what, with two Points on 
Your ſhoulder ? much. 
 Piff,L will murther your Ruffc, for this. 
| Heſt,No , good Captaine P51; not heere, ſweete 

Captaine, 

Dol. Captaine ?- thou abhominable damn'd Cheater, 
atthounot aſham'd to be call'd Captaine 2 If Captaines 
weeot my minde,they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names upon you, before you have carn'd the, 
Youa Capraine?you ſlave, tor what ? fortearing a poore 
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houſe?Hee a Captaine 2 hang 
him Nogue, hee lives upon mouldy ſtew*d-Pruines , and 
dry'de Cakes. A Captaine ? Theſe Villaines will make 
the word Caprtaine odious : Therefore Captaines had 
neede looke to it. | 


PO 


——m—— 


nw 


Bara.Pray thee go downe, good Ancient, 

Falft. Hearke thee hither, Miſtris Dol. | 

Pi/#, Not I: Itellthee what, Corporall Bardoph, 1 
could teare her : Ile be reveng'd on her. 

Fage. 'Pray thee goe downe. 


Pf. Tie ſec her damn'd firſt : to Plato's damn'd Lake, | 


to the Infernall Deepe,where Erebus and Tortures vilde 
alſo. Hold Hooke and Line , fay 1: Dawne ; downe 
Dogges,downe Fates:have wee not Hires here? 

H:ſt. Good Captaine Perfel be quiet, it is very late: 
I beſeeke younow, aggravate your Choler. 

Pt. Theſe be good Humors indecede. Shall Packe- 
Horſes, and hollow-pamper'd Iades of Aſia, which can- 
not goe but thirty miles a day, compare with Ceſar, and 
with Caniballs, and Troian Greekes?nay , rather damne 
them with King Cerberxs , and let the Welkinroare:ſhal 
wee fall foule for Toyes? | 

Hoſt. By my txoth Captaine , theſe are very bitter 
words. 

Bard. Be gone , good Ancient : this will grow toa 


| Brawle anon. 


P*:/#,Dic mnen,like Dogges;give Crownes like Pinnes: 
Have wee not Hiren here? 

Hoſt, On my word(Captaine) there's none ſuch here. 
What the good-yere, doe youthinke I would denie her? 
I pray bequiet. 

PF. Then feed,and be fat(my faire Catipa/s.) Come, 
give me ſome Sack, Si fortune me tormente, ſperato me con- 
texte. Feare wee broad-ſides?No, let the Fiend give fire: 
Give me ſome Sacke ; and Sweet-heart lye thou there; 
Come wee to full Points here; and are & ceters's n9- 
thing? 

Fal. Psftsl, T would be quiet. 

Psfb, Sweet Knight, kifle thy Neaffe:w hat ? wee have 
ſcene the ſeven Starres. | 

De, Thruſt him downe ſtayres, I cannot endure ſuch 
a Fuſtian Raſcall. | 

Pift.Thruſt him downe ſtayres?know we not Gallo- 
way Nagges? , 

Fal. Quoit him downe ( Bardeþh) like a ſhove-groat 
ſhilling : nay,if hee doe nothing but ſpeake nothing, hee 
ſhall be nothing here. 

Baed. Come, get you downe itayress 

Pift. W hat ? ſhall wee have Incifion 7 ſhall wee em- 
brew? then Death rocke me aſlezpe, abridge my doleful 
dayes : why then let grievous,gaſtly , gaping Wounds, 
untwind'd the Siſters three:Come eAtrepos,] tay. . 

Hoſt. Heere's good ſtuffe toward, 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Del. I prethee lacke,T prethee do2 not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe ftayres. 

Heſs. Here's a goodly tumult : Ie forſweare keeping 
houſe, before Ile bein theſe tirrics and frights. So ; Mur- 
ther I warrant now. Alas, alas put up your naked Wea- 
pons,putup your naked Weapons. : 

Dsl/.. I prethee [ach be quiet , the Raſcall is gone: ah, 
you whorſon little valiant Viilaine, you. 


Hoft. Are. you not hurt !'th'Groyae ? me thoughthee | 


made a ſhrewd Thruſt at your Belly. 
Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doores? 76% 
Bard. Yes Sir the Raſcall's drunke:you have haxt him 
(Sir)in the ſhoulder. 333K 
Fal. A Raſcall to brave me. RES 
Dol. Ah,you ſweet little Rogue, you:alas,poore Ape, 


. how thou ſwear'ſt 2 Come, let me wipe thy Face:Come 


on, you whorſon Chops: Ah Rogue, Ilove thee: Thon 


_ 
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 Fal. Kiſle me Dol. | 


: 
| T 
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artas valorous as Heftor of Troy,worth five of Agamem- | 
»ox; and tenne times better thenthe nine Worthies : ah 
Villaine. | F 6 "8 
Fal. A raſcally Slave, I will tofſe the Rogue ina Blan- 
ket. | ©, IS 
Dol. Doe, if thou dar'ſt for thy heart : if thou doo'ſt, 
Le canvas thee berweene a palre of ShecetesSe 


Enter Muſique. 


Pag. The Muſiqueis come,Sir, En 

Fal. Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Do!. 

A Raſcall, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled from me like 
Quickſilver. K. OS” 

Dol. And thou followd'ſt him like a Church : thou 

whorſon little tydie Bartholmew Bore-pigge,when walt 

thou leave fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights, and 

begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? 


Enter the Prince and Poines disguis d. 


Fal. Peace ( good Dol ) doe not ſpeake like a Deaths- 

head : doenot bid me remember mine end. / 

Dot. Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of? Eo OY 

Fal. A good ſhallow young fellow. : hee would have 
nade a good Pantler , hee would have chipp'd Bread 
well, En? 

Dot. They ſay Poines hath a good Wit. bach 

Fat. Hee a good Wit ? hang him Baboone, his Wit is 
asthickeas Tewksbury Mufftard : there is no more con- 
ceit in him,then is ina Mallet. .,  . . + 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him ſothen? . - 

Fat. Becauſe their Legges are both of a bigneſle : and 
hee playes at Quoits well,and cates Conger and Fennel}, 
anddrinkes off Candles ends for Flap-dragons,and rides 
the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and jumpes upon Ioyn'd- 
ſtooles , and ſweares with a good grace ,and weares his 
Boot very ſmooth, like unto the Signe of the Legge; and 
breedes no bate with telling of diſcreeteſtories: and ſuch 
other Gamboll faculties hee hath , that ſhewa weake 
Minde,andan able Body,for the which the Prince admits 
him; for the Prince him(elfe is ſuch another:the weight 
of an hayre wilkturne the Scales betweene their Haber- 


. Prince. Would not this Nave of a W heele have his 
Fares cut off? 
PoznLet us beate him before his Whore. 
Prin. Looke, if the wither'd Eider hath not his Poll 
| claw*dlikea Parrot. | 
Pon. TS it not ftrange,that Defire ſhou!d ſo many 
yeeres out-live pcrtormance? 


Prince. Satwrne and Venus this yeere in ConjunRion? 
What ſayes the Almanackto that? 
'  Poin., Andlooke whether the fiery Trigon , his Man, 
be notliſping to his Maiſters old Tables, his Note-Book, 
his Councel|-keeper? pig? 

Fal. Thou de'it give me flattring Buſſes. 

Dol. Nay truely , I kiſſe thee witha moſt conſtant 


Fal. Iam old,I amold. - 

| '  Del.Llovethee better,then I love crea ſcurvylyoung 
- Boy of them all. TIE Be 

| Fat, What Stuffe wilt thou have a Kirtle of ? I ſhall 
receive Money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt have a Cappe 


4 


|. to morrow. A merry Song , come : 1t growes late, 


-- - - : -  D. 


wee will to to Bed. Thou wilt forget me, whin1ay 
2ONes Sw ETA ITS . a >. 4 >, ub; 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me a weeping , if thou ſay} 
prove that ever I drefſe my ſelte handſome , till thy x; 
turne ; well;hearken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack,Francis. 

Prin. Poin. Anon,anon,Sire. * ftp, | 

" Fal. Ha? a Baſtard Sonne of the Kings ? And art no 

thou Pomes, his Brother? .- - - 

Prin. Why thou-Globe of finfull Continents , what 
a Life do'{t thou lead? De | 

; Fal. Abetter thenthou : I am a Gentleman,thoumr 

a Drawer. eh p 

Prin. Very truc , Sir : and I cometodraw you 
the Eares. : AS "AC 
_ . Hoſt, Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace: We. 
come to London, Now Heaven blefle that ſweet Fit 
of thine-: what;-are you come from Wales? 

Fal. Thou whorſon made Compound of Majeſtyth 
this light leſh, and corrupt Blood,thou art welcome. 

Dol. How? you fat Foole, I ſcorne you. 

Poin, My Lord, hee will drive y ou out of ydere. 
wo. turne all to a merryment, if you take not the 

cat. 

Prin. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vildly did 
you ſpeake of me even now,before this honeſt, vertugus 
civilGentlewoman? 

Hoſt. *Bleſſing on your good heart , and ſo ſheeishy| 
my troth. 

Fal. Didſt thou heare me? | 

Prince, Yes : and you knew meas you did whenywy 
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew 1 was at your back, 
and ſpoke it on parpoſe,to try my patience. 

Fal. No,no ; no: not ſo: I did not thinke , thou wal 
within hearing. RY | 
- Prez. I ſhall drive you then to confeſſe the wilfull a 
buſe,and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal No abuſc( Hal!) on mine Honer,no abuſe, 
Prince. Notto diſprayſe me?and call me Pantler, ar 
Bread-chopper,and I know not what? F 

Fat. Noabuſe(Hal.) 

Pom. No abult? 

Fal. Noabule (Nead)in the World : honeſt Nednone: 
I diſprays'd him before the Wicked , tharche Wicked 
mightnot fall in love with him : In which doing, thave| | 
done the part of a carefull Friend, and a true Subject and} | 
thy Father is togive me thankes for it. No abufe(Hit)| 
none( Ned) none;no Boyes,none. n | 

_ -Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entireCon-| | 
ardiſe,doth not make thee wrong this vertuousGentl 
woman,to cloſe with us?Is ſhee of the Wicked?[sthine 
Hoſteſſe heere , of the Wicked 2 Or is the Boy of the 
Wickd? Or honeſt Barde/ph(whoſe Zeale burnes in his 
Noſe )of the Wicked? : 

Poin. Anſwere thou dead Elme, anſwere. 

Fat. The Fiend hath prickt downe Bardolph irrecove- 
rable, and his Face is Zucifers Privy-Kitchin , where hee 
doth nothing but roſt Mault - Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a good Angell about him'; but the Devill out- 
bids him too. | | 

Prin, For the Women? 

Faſ, For one of them , ſhee is in Hell already , and 
burnes poore Soules : for the other , I owe her MO 
ney 3 and whether ſhee bee damn'd for that , 1kn9W 


not, 


Heſt. No, I warrant you. 


Fd.No 


_ a ET ” WY 


' | goe. 
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Pl. No, Ithinkethouart not : I thinke thou art quit 
for that. Marry,there1s another Inditement upon thee, 
for ſuffering fleſh to bee caren 1n thy houſe, contrary to 
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Ho, All Vicuallers do ſo : What isa Toynt of Mut- 
ron,or two,ina whole Lent? 
Prince. Y 0uyG —_—_— 
of, W hat ſayes your Grace? ; 
lf His Grace Ges that , which his fleſh rebells a- 


gainſt. | | 
Hoſt. Who knocks ſo lowd at doore ? Looke tothe 
doorethere , Francis? 


Entar Peto. 


Pris, Pero, how now? what newes? ; 

Pero. The King,your Father,is at Weſtminſter, 
And thereare twenty weake and wearied Poltes, 
Come from the North:and as I came along; 

I met, and over-tooke adozen Captaines; 
Bare-headed,ſweating,knocking at the Tavernes, 
And askingevery one for Sir /ohn Falftaffe. 

Prin. By Heaven(Poines)] feele me much to blame, 
$0 idly to prophane the precious time, 

When Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South, 
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 
Anddrop upenour bare vnarmed heads, 

Give me my Sword, and Cloake; ; 
Falflafſe, good night. | Exit. 
Filft. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſell of the 
night, and wee. muſt hence , and leaveit unpickt. More 
knocking at the doore ? How now fwhat's the mat= 
ter? 


| Canſt thou(O partiall Sleepe)give thy Repoſe 


How many thouſand of my pooxelt Subje&ts 
Areatthis howreaſleepe? O Sleepe , O gentleSleepe, 
Natures ſoft Nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 

That thon no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe, 
' And ſteepe my Sences in Forgerfulneſſe? 

Why rather(Slecpe) lyeftthou in ſmoaky Gribs, 
Vpon uncalic Pallads ſtretching thee, 

And huiſhe with buffing Night, fiyes tothy ſlumber, 
Then intheperfum*d Chambers of the Great? 
Vnder the Canopies of coſtly State, 

And lul'd with tounds of ſweeteſt Melody? 

O thou dull god, why lyeſt thou with the vilde, 

In loathſome Beds,and leav'(t the Kingly Couch, 
A watch-caſe,or a common Larum-Bell? 

Wit thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, | 
Seale up the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the viſitation of the Windes, 

Who take the RuiHian Billowes by the top, 

Curling their monſtrous heads,and hanging them 
With deaff*ning Clamorsin the flipp'ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death it ſelfe awakes? 


- Tothe wet Sca-Boy,in an houre fo rude: 

And in the calmeſt, and moſt ftilleſt Night, 
With all appliances, and meanesto boote, 

Deny it to a King? Tnen happy Lowe,lyedowne, 
Vneaſiclyes the Head,that weares a Crewne:. 


Enter Warwicke and Sarrey. 


War. Many good-morrowes to your Majeſty, 
Kivg. Is it good-morrow Lords? 


Bard. You muſt away to Court, Sir,preſently, 
Adozen Captaines ſtay at doore for you. 

Faiſt. Pay the Muſitians, Sirrha : farewell Hoſteſle, 
farewell Dol. You ſce(my good Wenches ) how men of 
Merit are ſought after: the undeſerver nay ſleepe, when 
the man of Action is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: | 
if I be not ſent away poſte , I will ſee you againe , ere I 


Dol. I cannot ſpeake : if my heart bee not ready to 
burſt-Well({weete Jacke ) havea care of thy (elfe. 

Falft, Farewell,farewell. Exit. 
Hof, Weil , fare thee well: T have knowne thee theſe 
twenty nine yeeres, come Peſcod-time : but an honeſter, 
and truer-hearted man-Well, fare thee well. 

Bard. Miſtris Teare-ſbeet. 

Heft. What's the matter? 

Bard, Bid MiſtrisTeare-ſheet come to my Maſter, 
Heft.Oh ftynne Del, runne : runne,good Dol. 

| E xennt. 


——  —— —— # C 
— _ = S———— 


Atlus Tertius. Sceena Prima, 


— ———— 


| 


Enter the King', with a Page- 


King, Goe, call the Earles of Surrey, andef Warwick: 
uterethey come, bid thEm ore-reade theſe Letters, 


And well conſider of them : make good ſpeed. Exit. 


(Then checlk'd;and ratedby 


War. Tis One a Clock,and paſt. 
King.\Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Have you read o're the Lettersthat I ſent you? | 
UUar. We have(my Liege.) 
King. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdome, | 
How foule it is : what ranke Diſcales grow, | 
And with what danger,neere the Heart of it? 
Far. It is but as a Body,yct diſtemper'd, 
Whichto his former ſtrength may be reor'd, 
With good advice,and little Medicine: 
My Lord Northumberland will ſoone be cool'd. 
King.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And {ce the revolution of the Times 
Make Moanutaines levell, and the Continent 
(Weary of ſolide firmenefſe)meltit ſelfe 
Into the Sea:and other Times,to ſee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide tor Neptenes bippes;how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the. Cuppe of Alteration 
With diversLiquors. *Tisnot tenne yeefes gone, 
Since Richard,and Northamberlaxd,great friends, 
Did feaft together ; and in two yeeresafter, 
Were they at Warres. Ir is but eight yeeres ſince, 
This Ferese was the man,neereft my Soule; 
Wholike a Brother,toy'd in.my Abgires, ; 
m - 


= 


«x 


And layd his Love and Life under my foot? © 
Yea,for my ſake, even to the eyes of Richard | 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Couſin Nevil,asT may remember) . . _ 
When Richard, with his Eye,brim-full of Teares; ,, | 

ho by Northumberland) 
Did ſpeake theſe words(now prov'd'a #5 4m "v 
N orthumberland,thou Ladder,by the which” _ 


= 
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My Couſin Bwlingbrooke aſcends my Throne: 
(Though then, Heaven knowes,T had no ſuch intent, 
But that neceſſity ſo bow'd the State, 
That and Greatnefle were compell'd to kifſe: ) 
The Time ſhall come(thus did hee follow it) 
The Time will come, that foule Sinne gathering head, 
Shall breake into Corruption : ſo went on, 
Fore-relling this ſame Times Condition, 
And thediviſion of our Amitie. 
War. There isa Hiſtory in all mens Lives, 
Figuring the natureof the Times deceas'd; 
The which obſerv'd,a man may prophecie _ 
With a neere aime, of the maine chance of things, 
As yetnot come to Life, which in their-Seeds 
And weake beginnings lye entreaſured: : 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the necefary forme of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gyeſle, 
That great N\ grebumberlend, then falle to him, 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falſeneſle, 
Which ſhould nor finde a ground to roote upon, 
Vnleſſe on you. * 
King.'Are thele things then Neceſſities? 
Then let us meete them like Neceſlities; 
And that ſame word, even now cryes out on us: 
They ſay, the Biſhop and 7\ orthumberland 
Are fifty thouſand itrong. 
War. It cannot be(my Lord:) | 
Rumor doth double, like the Voice,and Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleaſe it your Grace 
Tao gocto bed, upon my Life(my Lord) 
The Pow'rs that you already have ſent forth, 
Shall brings this Prize in very eaſily. 
To comfort youthe more,T have receiv'd 
A certaine inſtance,that O/endeny is dead. 
{ Your Majeſty hath beene this fort-night ill, 
' Andtheſe unſcaſon'd howres perforce muſt adde 
' Vato your Sickneſle. 
King. 1 will take your counſaile: 
And were theſe inward Warres once out of hand, 
Wee would(deare Lords) unto the Holy-Land. 


E xeunt 


| - 


Scana Secunda, 


— 


— DT own — — 


Enter Shallow and Silence: with CMouldy Shadow, 
" Wart, Feeble, Bull-calfe. 


Shal. Come-0n, come=on , come-on : give mee your 
Hand, Sir ; give mee your Hahd, Sir : an carly ſtirrer,by 
{| the Rood, And how dath my good Couſin Silence? 

Sil. Good-morrgw,good Couſin Shallow. 


Shal. And how. doth, my Couſn,yaur Bed-fellow? 


=== 220 faireſt Daughter, and. mine,my God-Daughter 

8%. Alas, 2 placke Ouzell( Couſin Shallow.) 
Shal. By yea A ology dare ſay my Coulin#Filian 
Nos; 90d Schaller 2 hee is, at Oxtare ftill;is hee 


is become a 

not? ; TAE 1 (ERP eR AE: 7 

Sil. Indecde Sir, to wy.colt.; .;: | 

Sha/. lee muſt. then tothe Innes of Court 
was once of ClementeInne : where. ( 

| ; talke of mad; bellow os ©, ea _ 


a 


£ Ce ſhortly: | 
thinke) they will 


L 


( 
\F2 2: WO ; 


a Ms." 


he 


| EY 


—_—_— 


(asthey fay) accommodated ; or, when a manis,plh 


Si. Tou were call'd luſty Shallow then(Couſin,) *,. 
Shat. T was call'd any thing : and I would havedoge 
any thing indeede too,and roundly too. There was T;anq 
little John Doit of Staffordſhire , and blacke George Bar, 
and Francis Pick:bone, and Will Squele a Cot-ſal-man, 
had not foure ſuch Swindge-bucklers in all the Inneggf 
Court againe : And 1 may ſay to you, wee knew where 
the Bona- Roba's were, and had the beſt of them ally 
commandement.Then was /acke Faiſtaffe(now Sir lon) 
- oy , and Page to Thomas Mowbray , Duke of Nap | 
OIKe. | 
Sil. This Sir [obn 
bout Souldiers? 
Shal. The ſame Sir /ohn, the very ſame : I ſaw hin 
breake Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gate,when hewy 
a Crack,not thus high:and the very fame day didI fight | 
with one Sampſon Stock-fiſh,a Fruiterer, behinde Greyg. 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I have ſpent ! and to 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead? -.. | 
Si, Wee ſhallall follow(Couſin.) 6 
Sbal. Certaine : *tis certaine : very ſure, veriefure 
Death 1s certaineto all, all ſhall dyc. How a good Yoke| 
of Bullocks at Stamford Faire? , 
$:1, Truly Couſin, I was not there. - me” 
Shal. Death is certaine. Is old Domble of your Toyne 
liuing yet? Fs f 
$i. Dead, Sir*.. £14 
See, ſee : hee drew a good Bow:al|- 


(Couſin ) that comes hither anon | 


S hal. Dead 2. 
dead ? hee ſhot a fine ſhoote. 1obn. of Gaunt lovedhia|. 
well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead? hel: 
would have clapt inthe Clowtat Twelve-ſcore, antas| 
ryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene , and foureteen 
anda halfe,that it would have done a mans heartgood| 
tO ſee. How a ſcore of Ewes now? _— 

S4. Thereafter as they bc : a ſcore of good Ewesmy|: 
be worth tenne pou:1ds. Fes 

Sbal, And is old Dowble dead? 


Emer Bardeolph and his 5 07 


Si, Heere come two of Sir John Falfaffes Men(wl|: 
thinke.) | 

$hal, Good-moyrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 

Bara. I beſeech yuu,which is Iuſtice Shallow? | 

Shat. Tam Rebert Shallow (Sir) a poore Eſquireofthis| 
County, and one of the Kings Iuſtices of the Peace: | 
Whar 1s your goad pleaſure with me? 4 

Beard. My Cann Sir) commends him to you " | 
Captaine, Sir lohn Falſtaff: ; a tall Gentleman, andamnelt| 
gallant Leader. | b Q 

Shal. Hee greetes me well :(Sir) I knew bim ago] 
Back-Sword-man. How doth the good Knight? may] 
aske, how my Lady his Wife doth? | 

Bard. Sir , pardon : a Souldicr is better accommods|: 
ted,then witha Wife. 41 
. Shal.It is well faid,Sirzand it is well ſaid, indeede 
Better accommodated?it is good, yea indeede is it:good 
phraſesare ſurely, and every where very commendable-Þ 


Accommodated , it comes of eAecormmodo: very gavd, | 


" 

- ; 
{4 1'V 
A 


t! 


good Phraſe. | 

Bard.” Pardon , Sir, I have heard the word. Phra | 
call you it ? by this Day, 1 know not the Phraſe . but 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword , to bee 4} 
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good ; 
Conumand., Accommodated tthat is , when 2 


wherct 


- _— 0 ER oo ts” - ian im oor, ee wn of A 9 tin - 
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whereby he thought to be accommodated, which is an | Sha Shall Ipricke hi 
execllent things © h is an | _ Shes Shall Ipricke himdowne, 


Ny | Falft. It were ſuperfi :C "> IP ics | 
Falftaffe. AY UPErHUOUS : for his appactell is built | 
Wo  EnterFalilaffe | ok = backe,and the whole frame Realarigon Jo 
Shal, Itis very iuſt: Looke, heere comes good Sir Shal. or 7 en Wh" FOE | Ih 
John. Give me your hand, give me your Worſhips good | commend you D - you candoe it fir : you candocit; I 
hand : Truſt me, you looke well: and beare your yceres | Francis Feeble ” | | 
very well, Welcome, good Sir Tobn, Febie Howe fie « | 
Falft. Tam glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert Shal. What T q | og 
Shafow : Maſter Swre-cardas I thinke? | Feeble, A Wo —_ T. on _” 
Shat. No fir 1ohn, it is my Colin Silence : in Commilſi- | Shal, Shall T , wr oe wn F = - no 
on with me. | Fal, Y . D 
FalF. Good Maſter Silznce, it well befits 9 lar rn t = 
beofthe peach; y 2 you ſhould = if = queen a mans Taylor,be would have prick*d 
Sil. Yoar good Worſhip is welcome. Hor 2s —_ ror gre as many holes inan 'enemics Bat- 
FalF. Eye, this is hot weather (Gentlemen) have you | # ceble. I Willd onE1na Womans Pettcoter | 
_— me heere halfe a dozen of ſyHhcient men ? more. oe my good will fir, you can. haye no 
Shal. Merry have we ſir : Will you ſit? Fl mw | 
Falf, Let 4 ſeethem, I berem: Co WEE Womans Tailour : Well ſayde | 
Shal, Where's the Roll > Where's the Roll > Where's | full Daw or moſt : thou wilt be as valiantas the wrath- 
the Roll ? Let me ſee, let me ſee, let me ſee : ſo,fo,fo;fſo: | mans Taylour II C— Mouſe. Pricke the wo- 
yea _ Sir Rapbe Atonldy : let them appeare asI call : | /ow. well Maſter Shallow, decpe Maſter Shat- 
let them doe ſo, let dae 1o : ; , 
py aldy 2 them dae ſo : Let meſee, Whereis _—_ b would art might have'gone fir; 
Mal, Heere, if i pleaſe you | migh r ge _ thou were a mans Tailor, that thou 
Shal. W hat thinke you (Sir Tohn ) A good limb'd f, XU bim heya: im,and make him fit to JOE. I cannot pur 
low : youg, ſtrong, and of good friends. —_ ary ate ſouldier, thar is the Leader of ſo many. 
Falb. Ts thy name Moulldy * Ps bh h oo ſuifice, moſt Forcible Feeble, it 
foul. Yea, if it pleaſe you- Falft 7 ani _ F | * 
Pulp. mga more:time thon wertus'd. the next? an900- 00s eoverege Funk. WR 
- Shaf; Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent. Things thatare moul- Shal. Peter Bulcal, A 
gran _ nr” . Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene... 
4-4 __ - very ſingular good, Well ſaid Sir /ohn, whos Yea marry, lt us ſee Bulcalfe. 
Falft. Pricke him. Py —_ Heere fir, | 
BN Twetiorcagh fon, © pond HA _ a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me 
have let mealone : my old Dame will be undone now,for | Bu}. Oh, good == NT 
oneto doe her Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need Falp. WE g Jy hr Captaine. 
not to have prickt me, there arc other men fitter to goe | Bud. Oh fir, 1 o'ſt thou roare before th'art prickt, | 
out then I. SED) Falf What diſtal woe += 
. Falſt. Goe too t peice MMonldy, ; arty 44/9 | 
Tos oy mend a = ouldy, you ſhall goe, onlay, _ A whorſon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught 
Mol, Spent? | bs Ringing in the Kings affayres, upon his Coronation 
Shal. Peace, fellow , peace ; ſtarid aſide : Know yo Eau. 
| ; : f.Come,thou ſhalt g at Sd 
where'you are? F Wa F 4 oF , t goe to the Warres in a Gowne: 
pings _ or the other ſir /oby : Let me ſee : $5 " _ -_ — _ and I will take fach —@ 6 
Flt. T ET Ie OS rtends ring for thee. Is heere all? "£ 
" k;» F ——_— me have him'to fit under; he'sliketo | Shal. There is two more called then your number : | 
Shal, Where's Shadow you mult have but foure heere fir, and fo I pray you goe 
Shad, Heere fir ; w_" AO : 
Falf. Shadow, whoſe ſonne art thou ? "aft, Come, F will goe drinke with you, but I can- 
| -—— My Mothers ſonne, Gi ow? A | Pay Iam glad to ſee you in good troth, Ma- 
 Faſft. Thy Mothers ſonne : like enough id thy Fa- Eat 2 os 3557--eeS 
thers ſhadow : ſo the ſonne of the P——_— bon _ nike wer. => you remember ſinee we lay all | 
of the Male : it is often ſo indeed, bur not of the fathers | Fai. No me -mill, m Saint Georges Field 2 | 
II , | RF ng 0 more of that good Maſter Shallow: No more | - 
 $hdl, D6eyoulike him, fir ohn? <; en LR | Si 
OP aw wil ſerve for Summer: pricke him't For — wax merry night. And is Jeve Noghs- | 
a number of ſhadowes to fill up the Muſter- | Fa. She lives; Maſter _....-. 
Shel, Thom rare. Shel, She never couldaway with me, 5 | 
Falk. Where's he'd Faſf. Never,never: ſhe would alwayes ſay ſhe could 
"War, Hcere fir. | IT — 
E 7 1. 14h RITS hertothe heart : ſhe was ther a | 
Wart, Yea fir. +4; wp Boues-Roba, Doth ſhe hold her owne well ? Spa 
ck Felſt. Old, old, Maſter Shallow: | 


2 


* 


LY Thouarta very ragged Wart. Shat. Nay: RA ſhe cannot chovſe I, oy | 


St 
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old : certainc ſhe's old : and had Robin Night-worke, by 
old Night-worke, before I came to Clements Inne. 

Sl. Thar's fifty five yecres agoe. : 

Shal. Hah, Couſin Swerce, that thou had ſeene that, 
thatthis Knight and Ihave fecne: hah, Sir /obn, faid I 
well? | 

Falf. We have heard the Chymesat mid-night, Ma- 
ſter Shelow. | 

Shal. That we have, that we have ; in faith, Sir Jobn, 
we have : our watch-world was, Hem-Boyes. Come, 
let's to Dinner ; come, let*'sto Dinner : Ohthe dayes 
that we haveſeene. Come, come. 

Bul. Good Maſter Corporate Bardelph, ſtand my 
friend, and heere isfoure Harry tenne ſhillings in French 
Crownes for you:invery truth,fir,I hadaslief be hang'd 
fir, as goc? and yet, for mine owne part, fir, I doe not care, 
but rather, becauſe I am unwilling, and for mine owne 
part, have adefire to tay with wy friends: elſe, fir, Id1d 
not care, for mine owne part, ſe much: 

Bar. Goc-too: ſtand aftJe. 

Moxl. And good Maſter op Captaine, for my 
old Dames fake, ſtand my friend: ſhe hath no body to 
doeany thing about her, when I am gone : and ſhe is old 
and cannet helpe her ſelfe : you ſhall have forty, fir. 

Bard. Go-too : ſtand aſide. 

Feeble. I care not, a mancan dye but once : we owe a 
death. I will never beare a baſe mind : it it be my deſti- 
hy, ſo : if it be not, ſo: ho man istoo good to ſerve his 


$ | Prince : andlet it goe which way it will, he that diesthis 
yeere, is quit for the next . 


Berd. Well ſaid, thou arta good fellow. 
Feebl. Nay, I will beare no baſe mind, 
Falf#. Comefſir, which men ſhall I have ? 
Shal. Foure of which you pleaſe. 
Bard. Sir,aword with you: I have 
free Moridy and Bull-calſe, 
Falſt. Go-too : well. ; 
Shal. Come, fir Tohn which foure wilt you have ? 
Falft. Doe you cbuſe for me. 
| n_ Marry then, CMonldy , Bull-calfe, Feeble, and 
sS be. {6 


Falft. Mouldy, and Bull-caife: for you Mouldy, ſtay 
at home,till youare paſt ſervice: and for your part, Bull- 
 celfe, growtill you comeunto it : I will none of you, 

+ Shad, Sir lobn,Sir lohn,doe not your ſelfe wreng,they 


, 


three pound; to 


areyourlikelyeſt men,and I would have you ſerv'd with 


the beſt. 
' Falft.Wil youtell me (Maſter Shelow) how to chuſe 


bulke, and big aſſemblance of a man ? give me the ſp;- 
rit (Maſter Shallow. ) \ fy rye" * you ſee whzr 
ara appearance It 1s: hee {hall charge you, 1 
ke opp with the motion of a my og Han. 
mer : comeoff, and on, ſwifter then he rhar gibbers on 
the Brewers Bucket. And this ſame halfe-fac'd fellow, 
Shadow, give methis man, hepreſents no marketo thc 
Enemy, the foe-man may with as great ayme level! at 
the edge of a Pen-knife : and fora Retrait, how ſwiftly 
will this Feeble,the Womans Taylor, runne off. O,give 
me the ſpare men, and ſparemethe great ones. Pur me a 
Calyver into Warts hand, B . 

Bard. Hold Wart, Traverſe ; thus, thus, thus, 

Falft. Come manage me your Calyver: fo ; very well, 
go-to, very ,excceding good. O, pive me alwayes 
alittle, leane,old chopr,bald Shot. Well faid Par,thou 


art a good Scab : hold, there is a Teſter for thee. 


| well. : 


, of Famine : he came ever in the rere-ward of the Faſki 
| 6n: Andnow isthis Vices.Dagger become a Squir, 
' and talkes as familarily of Johnof Gaunt, as if he 


.T faw it, and told ob» of Gaunt, he beat his own 


2 man? Carel for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ftature. 


| To know the numbers of our Enemies. 


Shal. He is not his Crafts-maſter, he doth not &vv 
it right. Iremember at Mile-cnd-Greene, when I hy 
at {lements Inne, I was then Sir Dagenet in Arch, 
Show : there was alittle quiver fellow, and he woulg 
manage you hisPeece thus : and he would about, and 4. 
bout, and come you in, and come you in: Rah, tab,tah, 
would he ſay, Bownce would heſay, and away apaing 
would he goe, and againe would he come : I ſhall neyer 
ſce ſuch a fellow. _ 

Fal. Thele fellowes will dove well, Maſter Shallgy, 
Farewell Maſter Si/ence,] will not uſe many wordes jyith 
you: fare you well, Gentlemen both : I thanke you; 1 
muſt a dozen mile to night. Bardo/pb, give the Souldiers 
Coates. Te 

Shat. Sir John, Heaven bleſſe you, and proſper yaw 
Aﬀayres, and ſend us Peace. As you returne, viſit gy 
houſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: peradyer- 
ture I-will with yourothe Court... ,. 

Falft. I would you would, Maſter Shallow. ; 

Shal. Go-too 3 I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you 
-:. - ans 

Falft. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen. On. 3- 
dolph, lexdethe men aways AST returne, I will fetchaf 
theltc Iuſtices : 1 doe ſee the bottome ot Tuſtice She 
low. How ſabje&t we old men are to this vice of Iy- 
ing ? This ſame ſtarv'd Tuſtice hath done nothing bit 
prate to me of the wildenefſe of his Youth, and the 
Fiates he hath done about Turnball-ſtreet , and every 
third word a' Lye, duer pay'd to the hearer, then the | 
Turkes Tribute. I doe remember him at Clements Inne, 
I;ike a man madeafter ſupper, ofa Cheeſe-paring.. Wkn | | 
he was naked; he was, forall the world, like a forked 
Radiſh, with a Head fantaſtically carv'd apon it witha 
Knife. He was ſo forlorne, that his Dimenſions (tou 
thicke ſight) were invincible. He was the very Gain 


had beene ſworne Brother to him : and lle be fworne 
he never ſaw him bur oncein the Tilt-yard, and then te 
burſt his Head, for crowding among the Marſhilswe 


Name,for you might have truſs'd him and all is b- 
partcll into an Eele-skinne : the Caſe of a Treble Hoe- 
boy was a Manſion for him : a Court: and now 
he Land, and Beeves. Well, 1 will be acquainted with 
him, if I rerurne : and it ſhall goe hard, but I will.make 
hi.o a thiloſophers two Stones to me. If the youngDi 
be a Bayt for the old Pike, Iſceno reaſon, in the Lawdf 
Nature , but I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape, #1 
there an end. | | 
Exam. 


__——__—_— 


Atlus Quartus, Scana Prima.. 


— 


Emter the eArch-biſhep, Mowbray, Haſtings, 
Weſt merland, Colevile. | 

Fiſh. What is this Forreſt call'd? Ms 

Haft. *'Tis Gualtree Forreſt, and'r'ſhall pleaſe yo 


Grace. 


Biſb.Here ſtand (my Lords) and ſend diſcoverersforth 
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flaft. We haveſent forth already. 
Bifs. 'Tis welldones — - W 

My friends,and Brethren (intheſc great Afaires) 

T muft acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 

New-dated Letters from Northumberland: 

Their cold intent, tenure, and ſubſtance thus» 

How doth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſuchPowers 

As might hold ſortance with his Quality, 

The which he could not levy:whereupon = 

He is retyr'd,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 

To Scotlezd; and concludes in hearty prayers, 

That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 

And fearefull meeting of their Oppoſite. 

' Mm. Thus do thehopes we have in him,touch ground, 

And daſh themſelves to pieces. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Haft. Now ? whatnewes? | 
Meſſ. Welt of this Forreſt, ſcarcely ofa mile, 
In goodly forme,comes onthe Enemy : = 
And by theground they bide, I judge their number 
Vpon,or neere, therate of thirty thoafand. 
Mow. The juſt proportion that we gavethem out. 
Let us ſway-0n; and face them inthe ficld. 


Enter Weftmerland. 


Biſh. What well appointed Leader fronts us here ? 
Mow, Tthinke it 1s my Lord of Weſtmerlend. 
weſt. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall, 
The Prince, Lord [ohn, and Duke of LancaBer. 
Biſs. Say on (my Lord of Weitmerland) in peace ; 
What doth concerne your comming ? 
'Weft, Then (my Lord) 
Ynto your Grace doe I in cheife addreſle 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
 Camelike it ſelfe, in-baſe and abje&tRouts, 
 Ledon by bloody Youth. guarded with Rage, 
And countenanc'd by Boyes, and Begpery : 
lay damn'd Commotion 1o appeare, 
Ia histrue, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 
You {Reverend Father, and thete Noble Lords) 
Had not beene here, to dreſſethe ougly forme 
"Of baſe, and bloody inſurreion, 
| With your faire Honors. You, Lord Arch-biſhop, 
Whoſe Seais by a Civill Pezce maintain'd, | 
Whoſe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath, rutor'd, 
Whoſe white Inveſtments figure Innocence, 
The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace. 
Wherefore doe you ſo ill tranſlate your ſelfe, 
Out of the Speech of Peace, that beares ſuch grace, 
Into the harſh and boyſtrous Tongue of Warre? 
Turning you Bookes to Graves, your Inke to Blood, 
Your Pennesto Launces, and your Tongue divine 
Toa low Trumpet, and a Point of Warre? | 
Biſh. Wherefore doe I this? ſo thequeſtion ſtands. 
Briefely tothisend : We are alldiſcas'd, 
| And with our ſurfetting, and wanton howres, 
Have brought our ſelves into a burning Fever, 
And we muſt bleede for it : ef which Diſcaſe, 
Ourlate King Richard (being infected) dy'd. 
But (my moſt Noble Lord of Weitmerland) 
Itake not on me here asa Phyſician, 


Troope in the Throngs of Military men: | 
But rather ſheiw a while like fearefhil Warre; 
To dyet ranke Mindes, ſicke of hgppineſle; 


Our very Veines of Life: heare me wore plainely. 
I have in equall ballance juſtly weigh'd, 


And find our Griefes. heavier then our Offences; * 


And are enforc'd from our moſt quictthere, 

By the rough Torrent of Occaſion, 

And have the ſummary of all our Griefes 
(Whentime ſhall ſcrve ) to ſhew in Articles ; 
Which long ere this, we offer'dto the King, . 
And might, by no Suit, gayne our Audience? + 
When we are wrong'd, and 


Evenby thoſe men, thatmoſt have done us wrong, 
The dangers of the daycs but newly gone, 
Whoſe memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing blood ; and the examples 
Of every Minutes inſtance (preſent now) 
Hath put us in theſe il|-beſeeming Armes : 
Notto breake Peace, or any Branch of it, 
Bat to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeed, 
Concurring both in Name and Qvality. * 
Weſt. When ever yet was your Appeale deny'd ; 
Wherein have you beene galled by the King? + - -| 
What Pcere hath beene ſuborn'd, tograte on you, 
That you ſhould feale this lawlefle bloody Booke 
Of forg'd Rebellion, witha Scale divine ? | 
Biſh. My brother general], the Common-yealth, 
I make my quarrell, inparticalar. 42 
Weſt. There isno neede of any ſuch redreſle ; 
Orifthere were, itnot belongs to yous 
Aow. Why norto him in part, and tousall, 
That feelethe bruizes of the dayes before, 
And ſuffer the Condition of theſe Times 


Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, 
Conltrue the Times to their Neceſſities, 
And you ſhall fay (indeed) it is the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you injuries. 
Yer for your part, it not appeares to me, | 
Either from the King, or inthe preſent Time, 
That you ſhould have an inch ofany grownd 
To build a Griefe on ; Were you npt reſtor'd 
To all the Duke of Nortoikes Seignories, 
Your Noble, and right well-remembred Fathers? 

Mow, Whatthing, in Honor, had my father loſt, 
Thar need:tobe reviu'd, and breath'd in me? 
The King that lov'd: him, as the State ſtood then, 
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to bantſh him ; 
And then, that Henry Bullingbrookeand he | 
Being mounted, and both rowſed in their Seates, 
Their neighing Courſes daring of the Spurre, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers downe, 
Theireyes of fire, ſparlingthrough fighes of Steele, 
And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have 
My father from the Breaſt of Bullingbrooke 5 
O, when the King did throw his Warder downe. 
(His owne Life hung upon the Staffe he threw) 
Then threw he downe himſelfe, and all their Lives, 
That by IndiAment, and by dint of Sword, 


Have fince miſ-carried —_— Bullingbrooke. 
" SE 


And purge th'obſtructiors, wbichbegin to ſtop +6 


What wrongs qur Armes may do,what wrongs we ſuffer 


We ſee which way the ſtreame of Time doth runne, 


| would unfold our Griefes, 
Weare deny'd acceſle unto his perſon, _— 


To lay a heavyand unequali Hand upon our Honors? 


Rlay'd 


welt. 
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Weft.You ſpeake (Lord Mowbray) now you know not 
The Earle of Hereford, was reputed then (what. 
In England the moſt valiant Gentleman. 
Who knowes,on whom Fortune would then have ſmil'd? 
But if your Father had beene ViRor there, 

Hene're had borne it ont of Coventry. 

Forall the Country, ina generall voyce, 

Cry'd hate upon him: and all their prayers, and love; 
Were ſection Herefo/d, whom they doted on, 

And bleſs'd, and grac'd, and did more then the King, 
But this 1s meere digreflion from miny purpoſe. 
Heere come I from our Princely Generall, 

To know your Griefes.;to tell you, from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience : and wherein 

It ſhall appeare, that your demands aye Juſt, | 


| You ſhallenjoy them,every thing (gt off, 
' That might fo much as thinke you Enemies. | , 
' * How. Buthe hath forc'd usto compell this Offer, 


4s * 


And it proceedes from Poilicy, not Love. 

Weft. Mowbray, you over-weene totake ito : 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Feare. 
For loe, within aKen'our Army lyes, 

Vpon mine Honer, all too contident. 
To giveadmittance to a thought of feare. 


} Our Bartaile is more fu'l of Names then yours, 


Our Men more perfect inthe uſe of Armes, 
Our Armor allas ſtrong, our Cauſethe beſt; 
Then Reaſon will, our hearts ſhould be-asgood, 
Say you not then, our Offer is compell'd. 
How, 'Well, by my will, we ſhall admit no Parley. 
Weft. Thatargues but the ſhame of your offence : 
A rotten Caſe abides no handing. 
Haft. Hath the Prince oh» a tull Commiilion, 


| Invery ample vertue of his father, 
: To heare, and abſolutely to determine 


Of what Conditious we ſhall ſtand upon ? 
weft, That is intended in the Generalls Name : 


| Imuſeyoumake fo flight a Queſiton. 


Biſs; Then take (my Lord of Weſtmerland)this Sche- 
(dule 
Each ſeverall Article herein redreſs'd, ' : 


| All members ofour Cauſe, both here, and hence, 
| That are inſinewed to this Aﬀtion, 
| op_ by a trueſubſtantiail forme, 


And preſent executionof our wills, 


| Tous, and to our purpoſes contin'd, 


Wecome within our awfull-Banks againe 
And knit ourPowersto the Arme of Peace. 

we. This will I ſhew the Gancrall. Pleaſe you Lords 
In fight of both our Battailes, wee may meete 
Ateither end in peace : which Heaven ſo frame, 
Or to theplace of difference call the Swords, 
Which muſt decide it. 

Biſh. My Lord,wee will doe ſo. 

Mow. There is a thing within my Boſometells me, 
That no Conditions of our Peace can ftand. 

| Ha#t. Feare you notthat, it we can make our Peace 


' Vponſuch largetezmes, and ſoabſolute, |. 


As our Conditions fhall conſiſt upon, 

Our Peace ſhall ſtandas firme as Rocky Mountaines. 
Mow. 1, but our valuation ſhall be ſuch, 

That evry ſlight, and falle-derived Cauſe, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 

Shall, to the King, taſte ofthis Action : 

That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Love, 

We ſhall be winnowed with ſo rough a winde, 


wo —_ _ _— 


| Gocdday to you, gentle Lord Archbiſhop, 


| Indeeds diſ-honorable? You have taken up, 


That even our Corne ſhall ſeeme as light as Chafe, | 
And good from bad find no partition. " y 

- Piſs, No,no (my Lord) note this: the King is weary 
Of dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances : 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater inthe Heires of Life. 
Andtherefore will he wipe his Tablescleane, 

And keepe no Tell-tale to his Memory, 

That may repeat, and Hiſtory his lofle, 

To new remembrance. For full well he knowes, 

He cannot ſo preciſely weede this Land, 

As his miſdoubts preſentoccafion: 

His foesare ſo enrooted with his friends, 

That plucking tounfixe an Bncmy, 

He doth unfalten fo, and ſhake a friend. 

So thatthis Land, like an offenſive wife, 

That hath enrag'd him on,te offer ſtrokes, 

As he is ſtriking, holds his infant up, 

And hangs reſolu'd CorreQtionin the Arme, 

That was uprear'd to execution. - He, 

Haft. Beſides, the King hath waſted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now dothlacke 4 
The very Inſtruments of Chaſticement : 

So that his power, like toa Fangleſſe Lion 
May offer, but not hold. 

Bifp. 'Tis very true : | 
And therefore be afſur'd (my good Lord Marſhall) 
If we doe now make our attonement well, 

Our' Peace will (likea broken Limbe united) 
Grow ſtronger, for the breaking. 

Afow. Beit fo: 

Hecre is return'd my Lord of Weftmerland. 
Enter Weftmerland. 

e.The Prince is hereat hand: pleaſeth your Lordſhip 
To meet his Grace, juſt diſlance *tweene our Armies? 

Mow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heaven's name the 
forward. 

Biſs, Before, and greet his Grace (my Lord) wecome. 


Enter Prince Tohn. 
lohn, You are well encountred here (my cofin Tur 
And ſo to you Lord Heitengs, and to all. 
My Lord of Yorke, it better ſhew'd withyou, 
When that your Flocke (aſſembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reverence 
Your expoſition on the holy Text, 
Then now toſe you heerean Iron man 
Chearinga rowt of Rebels with your Dromme, 
Turning the Word, to Sword ; and Life to death : 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 
And ripens inthe Sunne-ſhine of his favour, 
Would he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alacke, what Miſcheifes might he ſet robs: ; 
In ſhadow of ſuch Greatneſie? With you, Lord Biſhop, 
Itis even ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 
How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heayen? 
To ns, the ſpeaker in his Parliament ; 
To us, the *imagine voyce of Heaven it ſelfe : 
The very Opener, and Intelligencer, 
Betweene the Grace, the Sanities ofHeaven ? 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall beleeve, 
But you miſ-uſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Conntenance, and Grace of Heaven, 
As a falſe Favorite doth his Princes Name, 
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Vnder the counterfeited Zeale of Heaven, 
The SubjeRs of Heavens Subſtitute, my F ather, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heaven, and him, 
Have here up-ſwarmed them. 
Bilh, Good my Lord of Lancaſter, . 
I ant not heere againſt your Fathers Peace : 
But (as1 told my Lord of Feftmerland) 
The Time (miſ-order'd ) doth in common ſence 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Forme, 
To hold our ſafety up. Iſent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Griefe, 
The which hath ben with ſcorne ſhov'd from the Court? 
Whereon this Hydra-Sonne of Warre 1s borne, 
Whoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſleepe, 
With grant of our moſt j uſt-and right deſires; 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſſe cur'd, 
Stoope tamely to the foot of Majeſty. 
Mow. If not, we ready areto try our fortunes, 
To the laſt man. | 
Haſ. And though we here fall downe, 
We have Supplyes, to ſecond our Attempt ; 
If they miſ-carry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And ſo, ſucceſle of Miſchiefe ſhall be berne, 
And Heire from Heire ſhall hold this Quarrell up, 
Whiles England ſhall have generation. | 
Dhs, Youare too ſhallow (Haſtsngs ) 
Much too ſhallow, 
To ſound the bottome of the after-Times. 
weft, Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwere them directly, 
How farre-forth you doe like their Articles: 
lohn, Tlike them all, and docallow them well ; 
And iweare here, by the honor of my blood, 
My fathers purpoſes have beene miſtooke, 
And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 
Wreſted his meaning, and Authority. | 
My Lord, theſe Griefes ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt ; 
Vpon my lite, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your powers unto their ſeverall Counties, - 
As we will ours: and here betweene the Armies, 
Let'sdrinke together frizndly, and embrace, 
That all their eyes may beare thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Love, and Amity. 
Bifp, 1 take your Princely word, for theſe redreſſes. 
Hohn. I give it you, and will maintaine my word ; 
And thereupon I drinke unto your Grace. 
Heſt. Goe Cipraine,and deliver to the Army 
This newes of Peace : let them have pay, and part : 
I know,it will well pleaſe them. 
High thee Caprtaine. E xi. 
Bib. Toyou, my Noble Lordof :/fmerlard. 
Weſt. I pledge your Grace : 
Andifyou knew what paines I have beſtow'd, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You would drinke freely : but my love to ye, 
Shall ſhew it {elfe more openly hereafter. 
Byh. Ido not doubt you. 
Weit. Iam glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Couſin Mowbray. 
Mow, You wiſh me health in very happy ſeaſon, 
For I am, on the ſodaine, ſomething ill. 
Bip, Againſt ill Chances, menare ever merry, 
But heavineſſe fore-runnes the good event. 
Wef.Therefore be merry(Cooze )ſince ſodaine ſorrow 
Serves toſay thus : ſome good thing comes to morrow- 
Bib. Belceve me, I ampaſling light in ſpirit. _ 
Mow. So much the worſe, if your owne Rule be true. 


| Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly fenr bence. 


Fe obn. The word of Peace is render'd : hearke how they 
Owts {Ho V's x 

Afow. This hadbeene chearefull, after ViRtory , | 

Byh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueſt : 
For then both parties noþly are ſubdy'd, | 
And neither party looſer. 

Tohn. Goe (my Lord) - 

Andlet our Army be diſcharged too :- 56 

And good my Lord'(fo pleaſe you) let our Traines 

March by us, that we may peruſe the-men - | "Ex, 

We ſhould have coap*d withall. 27207] - 2 24/013 

Bib, Goe, good Lord Haſtings : 'r'/ To lriupvedt 

And ere they be diſmiſs'd, let theny march by. ' Exit, 

lohs. 1 truſt (Lords) we ſhall lyeto night together. 
Enter Weftmerland: 271 

Now Couſin, wherefore ſtands our Army ſtill 
Weft. The Leaders having charge from you toſtand, 

Will not goe off, untill they heare you ſpeake.- 

+ John, They know their duties. Enter Haſtings, 

Haſt. Our Army isdiſpersds * + 24, 
Like youthfull Steeres,unyoak'd, they tooke their courſe 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, South : or like aSchoole broke up, 

Each hurryes towards his home, and ſporting place. | 
Weſt Good tidings (my Lord Haſtings) for the which 

I doe arreſt thee (Traytor) of high Treaſon; + '' » | 

And you Lord Arch-biſhop,and you Lord A4awbray, 

Of Capitall Treafory Tattach yon both. _ - Fr 
How. Is this proceeding juſt; and honorable? - 
eſt, Is your Aſſembly ſo ? SE ” 
Biſh, Will you thus breake yout faith ? 

Toby. '] pawn'd thee none: . 

I promiſ'd you redrefle of theſe ſame Grievances 

Whereof you did complaine; which by mine Honor, 

I will performe, with a moſt Chriſtiancare. 15 | 

But for you (Rebels) looke to taſte-the due | 

Meet for Rebellion, and ſuch Ads as yours. | 

Moſt ſhallowly did youtheſe Armes commence, 


Strikeup our Druazmes, purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heaven, and not we have ſafely fought to day. 
Some guard theſe Traitors tothe blscke of Death, | 
Treaſons true bed, and yeelder up of breath, Z#xeunt. 
Enter Falſtaff: and Collevile. | 
Faſft. What's your Name,Sir? of what Condition are 
you ? and of whatplace, I pray ? 
(. lama Knight, Sir : 
And my Name is Collevi/e of the Dale. 

. Falfs . Well then, Celevite is your Name, a Knight is | 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Coflevile ſhall 
ill be your Name,a Traytor your Degree, and the Dun- 
geon your Place, a place] deepe enough ; fo ſhall you be 
{till C ollevile ofthe Dale, | 

(01. Are not you Sir /ohn Falitffe? 

Fal#, As good a manas he fir, who ere I am : doe yee 
yecld (ir, or ſhall I ſweate for you ?. if 1 doe ſweate, they 
are the drops of thy Lovers,and they weep for thy death, f 
therefore rowze up Feare and Trembling,and doe obſcr- 
vance tomy mercy, | 

(ol. I thinke youare Sir [obhn Fa{faffe , and inthat 
thought yeeld me. 0.3) ao 

Fal. 1 have a whole Schoole of tonguesin this belly of | 
mine, and nota Tongue of them all, ſpeakes' any other 
word but my name : and I had bur a belly of any: indiffe- 
rency, I were ſimply the moſt active fellow in Europe : 
my wombe, my wombe, my wombeundoes me, .Heere 
comes our Generall. _ « 1423391] 
h3 - Enter | 


—— - — 


| 


| And we with ſober ſpeede will follow you. 


| yeelded : that] 'may *j 


1 


| Blext, leade him hence, and fee you 


—— 


| 


Shall better ſpeake of you, then you 


O2 


Emter Prince <lohn, and Weſimerland, 


lobn. The heat is paſt, foliow no farther now 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Weſftmerland. _ 
Now Fafftaffe, where have you' becne all this while ? 


] Whenevery thing is ended, thou you come. 


Theſetardy Trickes of yours will (on my life) 
One time or other, breake ſome Gallowes backe. 

Feſt. 1 would be ſorry (my Lord) but it ſhould be 
thus : I never knew yer, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Valour. Doe-you thinke me a Swallow, an Ar- 
row,or a Bullet ? Have 1, in my poore and old Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I have ſpeeded hither with 
the very extremeſt inch of poſſibility, 1 have fowndred 
nine ſcore and odde Poſtes : and heere (travell-tainted 
as I am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir John Collewile of the Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemy : But what of that ? he ſaw me, and 

'may juſtly ſay with the hooke-nos'd 
fellow'of Rome, I cane; faw, and, over-came. 

 Tobn.. It was more of his Courteſic, then your deſer- 
ving. : 

Fat. I know not : heere he is,and heere I yeeld him: 
and I beſeech-your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt 
ofthis dayes deedes ; or I {weare, I will haveit ina par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine owne Picture on the top of it 
(Collevile) kiſſing my.foot:) To the whuch courſe, it I 
be cnforc'd, if youqr not all ſhew like gilt two-pences 
tome; and 1, in thecicare Sky of Fame, o're-ſhine you 
as much asthe full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele- 
ment (which ſhew like Pinnes-headsro her) beleeve not 
the word ef the Noble : therefore let me have right, and 
Ict deſert mount. | 

Tohn, Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Falſff. Lertit ſhinethen. 

Toh, Thine's too thicke to ſhine. of 

Falft. Letit doe ſomething (my good Lord) that may 
doe megood, and call it what you will. * | 

Toby. Is thy Name Collevile ? 

Col. Itis (my Lord.) 

_ John. Afamous Rebell art thou, Cellevile, 

Faiſt. And afamous true Subje&tooke him. 

Col, Tam (wy Lord) but as my Bettersare, 

That led me hither : hadthey beene ruFd by me, 
You ſhould have wonne them dearer then you have. 

Faift. Iknow not how they ſold themſelves,but thon 

like a kind fellow, gav'(t thy ſelfe away z and I thanke 


thee, for thee. 
Enter WeſImerland, 

Tobn, Have you left purſuit ? 

Feſt. Retreat is made, and Execution ſtay'd. 

Jobn. Send (ollevile, with his Confederates, 
To Yorke, to preſent Execution. ! 
euard him ſure. 
Exit with Collevile, 
And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords) 
T hearethe King, my Father is ſore ſicke, 
Our Newes ſhall goe before us, to his Majeſty, 
Which (Couſin) you ſhall bearc, tocomfort him: 


Falſ#. My Lord, I beſcech you, give me leave to goe 
through Glouceſterſhire ; and when you come to Court, 
ſtand my good Lord, *pray in your good report. 
Jobs, Fare youwdl, PaStaffe : I,in my condition, 

"An 


Exit. 
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Our Navy is addreſſed, our Power colle&ed, 


Falft. T would you had but the wit : *ewere betterthen 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this ſame young 
blooded Boy doth nor love me, nor a man. cannot maky 
bim laugh ; butthats no marvaile, he drinkes no Wine, 
There's never any of theſe. demure Boyes come to ay 
proofe : for thinne drinke doth ſo over-coole their blogg: 
and making many Fiſh-Meales, that they fall into a king 
of Male Greenelickneſſe : and then, when they marry 
they get Wenches. They are generally Fooles, and Coy. 
ards; which ſome of us ſhould be roo,but for inflamatigg, 
A good Sherris-Sacke hath a twofold operation in it; j 
aſcends me imto the Braine,dryes me thereall the foolig, 
and dull, and crudy Vapours, which environ it: make, 
itap rehenſive,quicke, forgetive, full of nimble, 
and delectable ſhapes; which deliver'd o're to the Yogcy, 
the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes excellent Wir, 
The ſecond property of your excellent Sherris, is, the 
warming of the Blood : which before (cold, andletled) 
left the Liver white, and pale : which is the Badge of 
Pufillanimity, and Cowardize : butthe Sherris wares 
it, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to the p; 
Extremes : 1tilluminateth the Face, which (as a Beacon) 
gives warning toall the reſt of this little kingdome(nan) 
to Arme : andthenthe Yitall Commoners, and inlad 
petty ſpirits, muſter me all ro their Captaine, the Hear; 
who great, and pufftup with his retinue, doth any dee 
of Courage: and this Valour comes of Sherris. So, tha 
SEill inthe Weapon isnothing, without Sacke (for that 
ſets it a-worke :) and Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, 
kept by a Devill, till Sacke commences it, and ſetz-it x 
at, and uſe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harryis vile 
ant : for the cold blood he did naturally inherite of his 
Father, he hath, like leane, ſterrill, and bare Land, ny 
nured, husbanded, and tyll'd, wish excellent endeayaur 
of drinking gocd, and good ſtore offertile Sherris, that | 
he is become very hot, and valiant. IfI had a thoulad 
ſonnes, the firſt Principk I would teach them, ſhouldbe 
tofor{weare thinne Potations, and to addi themſelves 
to Sacke. Emter Bardolph. 

How now Bardelph. 

Bara. The Army isdiſcharged all, and gone. 

Falf, Let them goe : Ile through Glouceſherſhire, 
and there will I viſit Maſter Rebers Shallow, Eſquire; 1 
have him already tempering berweene my finger and my 
thombe, and fhortly will I ſeale with him. Comeaway: 

Exennt. 


__— 


C———— 
—— — 


- ScanaSecunda. 


— ——— 


Enter King, Warwicke, Clarence, Gloncefter. | 


King. Now Lords, if heaven doth give ſuccelſefullens 
Tothus Debate that bleedeth at our doores, 

We will our Youth leade on to higher Fields, 

And draw no Swerds, but what are ſan&ify'd. 


Our Subſtitutes, in abſence,wcll inveſted, 
Andevery thing lyes levell to our wiſh; 
Onely we want alittle perſonall ſtrength : 
Andpawſcus, till theſe Rebels, now a-foot, 
Come. underneath the yoake of Government. 
Far. Both which we doubtnor, but your Majelly 


w— 


As we 


RE 
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_— 
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. King, Hamplre (my ſos of Gloucefter) where is | Be look'dupon, and learn'd : which once attayn'd, WE 


Prince, your Brother | : Your Highneſſe knowes, comes to no farther uſe, 
_ I thinke he's gone to hunt (wy Lord) at Wind- | Burr de avs and hated. So, like grofle termes, 
{ore | The Prince will, inthe perfe&neſſe of ume, 
King. And how accompanicd ? .| Caſt off his followers: and their memory 
* Gb, idoenotknow (my Lord) © ,. ,. | ShallasaPatterne, ora Meature live, | 
King. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with | By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others, _ | 
him? 7 Turning paſt-evills to advancages. 2474 
Gle. No (my good Lord) he is in preſence heere. Kin, Tis ſeldome, when the Bee doth leave her Combe 
(lar. What would my Lord, and Father ? | | Inthe dead Carrion, 
King. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, | Enter Weſtmerland, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? | Who's heere ? Weſtmerland? | 
Heloves thee, andthou do'ſt negle him (Thomw.) Weit, Health to my Soveraigne, and new happineſſe 
Thoa haſt a better place in his AﬀeMion, Added to that, that I am to deliver. 

' Thenall thy Brothers : cherriſh it (my Boy) Prince oh#, your Sonne, doth kifſe your Graces Hand ; 
And Noble Officesthou may'lt effe&t Mowbray, the Biſhop, Seroope, Haſtings, and all, | 
Of Mcdiation (after lam dead) Are brought tothe Correction of your Law: 

Berweene his Greatneſſe, and thy other Brethren. Thereis notnow a Rebels Sword. unſheath'd, 

Therefore omit him not : blunt not his Love, But Peace purs forth her Olivggvezywhere : | 
| Nor looſethe good advantage of his Grace, The manner how this Ation hathybeene borne, 

By ſeeming cold, af careleſſe of his will. Here (at more leyſure) may yar*Highneſle reade, 

| For he is gracious, it he be obſerv'd + With every courſe, in his partic 
He hath a Teare for Pity, and a Hand King. O Wefimerland,thou art a Summer Bird, | 
Open (as Day) for melting Charity: Whichever in che haunch of Winter ſiogs ._- | 
Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's Flint, The lifting up of day. 

| Ashamorous as Winter, and as ſudden, Enter Harroart, | 
AsFlawes congealedin the Spring of day. Looke, heere's more newes. 
His temper thereforemult be well obſery'd : Har. From Enemics, Heaven keepe your Majeſty: 
Chide him for faults, and doe it reverently, And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall, 
When you perceive his blood enclin'dto mirth : _ As thoſe that Iam come totell you of. | 
But bein ww eve him Live, and ſcope, The Earle 2\ orthumberland, and the I.ord Bardoife, 
Tillthat his paſſions {likea Whale on ground) .. With agreat Power of Engliſh,and of Scots, 
Confound themſelves with working. Learnethis Thomas, |. Are by the Sherife of Yorkeſhire overthrowne : 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends, The manner, and true order of the fight, 
A Hoope of gold, to bind thy Brothers in : This Packet (pleaſe it you) containes ar large, 
That the vnited Veſlell of their Blood King. And wherefore ſhould theſe good newes 
(Mingled with Venomeof Suggeſtion, Make melicke ? | 
As force, perforce, the Age will powre it in) Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
Shallnever leake, though it doe worke as ſtoag But write her faire words ſtill in fouleſt Letters ? 
As Aconitzmn , of raſh Gun-powder. . She cither gives a Stomacke, and nofood, 
Clar. 1 ſhall obſerve him with all care, and love. (Such are the poore, in health) or elſe a Feaſt, | 


Kings Why art thounotat Windlor with him (Ths- | And takes away the Srowacke (tuch are the Rich, 
ma?) eu That haye aboundance, and enjoy it nat.) 
Clar. Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon- | I ſhould rejoycenow, at this happy newwes, 


don, And now my Sight fayles, and my braine is giddy, | 
King. And how accompanyed ? Canlt thou tell | O me,come neere me, now Iam much ill. C 
that ? Glo. Comfort your Majeſty. 
Clar. With Pointz; and other his continuall follow- | {7. Oh, my Royall Father. 
ers, Weſt. My foveraigne Lord, cheare up your felfe, looke |. 
Kis, Moſt ſubje& is the fatteſt Soyle to Weedes : ups 
And he (the Noble Image of my Youth ) Wir. Be patient(Princes) you doe know, theſe Firs | 
Is over-{pread with ther : therefore my gricte Are with his Highneſſe very ordinary. 
Stretches itſelfe beyondthe howre of death. Stand from him, give him ayre ; +4424 
The blood weepes from my heart, when I doe ſhape He'le ſtraight be well. : | 
(Informes imaginary) th'unguided Dayes, . Clar. No, no, he cannot long hold ont: theſe pangs, |: 
And rotten Times, that you ſhall looke upon, Th'inceflant care, and I>bour of his mind, | 
When I am (ceping with my Anceſtors. Hath wrought the Mure, that ſhould coniine it in, 
For when his head-ſtrong Riot hath noCurbe, So thinne, that life lookes through, and willbreake our. {i 
| When Rageand hot-blood are his Counfailors, Glo. The people feare me : for they doe obſerve | 
| When Meanes and laviſh Manners meete together , Vnfather'd Heires, and loathly Births of Nature : 
Oh, with what Wings ſhall his AﬀeRions fiye | The ſeaſons change their manners, as thc yeere 
| Towards fronting Perill, and oppos'd Decay ? | Had found ſome moneths aſleepe, and leap'dthem over. 
| Far. My gracious Lord, you looke beyond hinzquite; | C/a. The River haththrice flor'd, noebbeberweene ; 
The Prince but ſtudyes his Companions, And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles) | | 
Likea ſtrange Tongue : wherein, to gaine the Language | Say it did fox, a liele time befoce Q; | 
Tisnecdfull, that the moſt immodeſt word That our great Grand-fire Edward fick'd; and dy'de. : * [ 
os OLE Fog | WAarc. : 
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war. Speake lower . (Princes) for the King reco- 
Glo. This Apoplexy will (certaine)be his end. 
King. I pray you take me up,and beare me hence 
Into ſome other Chaniber : ſoftly *pray. 
Let there beno noyſe made (my gentle friends) 
Vnleſſe ſome dull and favourable hand = 
Will whiſper Muſicke to my weary Spirits 
War. Call for the Muticke in the other Roome. 
King. Ser me the Crowne upon my Pillow here. 
Char. Hiseye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Lefle noyle, lefle noyle. 


| Enter Prince Hery. 


Pri. Hen. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
(la. I am here (Brother) full of heavineſle. 
Pri, Hen. How now ? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad ? Bow doth the King ? 
Glo. Exceeding ills-* , 
Prs. Hen. Heard hethe good newes yet ? 
Tell it him. £5 8 
Glo. He alter'd much, upon the hearing it. 
Pri. Hen. If he beſicke with Ioy, 
He'l recover without Phylſicke. 
Far. Not ſo much noyle (my Lords) 
Sweet Prince ſpeake low. 
The King, your father, isdiſpos'd to ſleepe. 
 Clar, Letus with-draw into the other Roome. 
War. Wil pleaſe your Grace to goealong with us ? 
Pri, Hen. No: 1 will fit, and watch here, by the King. 
Why doth the Crowne lyc there, upon his Pillow, 
Being ſotroubleſome a Bed-fellow ? 
O polliſh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care |. 
That keep'ſt the Portsof flumber open wide, 
To many a watchfull Night : {leepe with ic now, 
Yet not ſo ſound, and halfe ſo deepely ſweet, 
| As he whoſe Brow (with homely Biggen bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majeſty ! 
When thou do'ſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'it ſit 
Like a rich Armor, worne in heat of day, 
That ſcald't with ſafety : by his Gates of breath, 
Therelyes a dowlney feather, which ſtirresnot : 
Did he fiſpire, that light and weightlefle dowlne 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
This ſlcepe is ſound indecd : this is a ſleepe, 
That from this Golden Rigoll hath divorc'd 
So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due, from me, 
IsTeares, and heavy Sorrowes of the Blood, 
Which Nature, Love, and filtall tenderneſle, 
Shall (O deare father) pay thee plenteouſly., 
My due, from thee, is this Imperiall Crowne, 
| Which (as immediate from thy place, and blood) 
Derives itſelfe rome, Loe, kccre it {irs, 
Which Heaven ſhall guard :. 
And putthe worlds whole ſtrength into one gyant arme, 
It ſhallnot force this'Lineall Honor from me, 
This, from thee, will I to mine leave, 
As'tis left to me. Exit, 
Enter Warwicke, Glouceſter, Clarence, 


King. Warwicke, Glouceſter, Clarence. 
Clary. Doth the King call ? 
War. What would your Majeſty ? how fares your 


| Grace? 


———— 


1 


| W hat? canit thou not forbeare me halfe an howre? 


 - War, When we with-drew (my Liege) we left jt 


*. . 


King, Why did youleaveme here alone ( (aye 


(ta. Weleft the Prince'(my Brother) here (ny Liege) | 


Who undertooke to fit and watch by you. 
Re :g. The Prince of Wales ? where is he? let me ſee 
IM. 
tar. This doore 1sopen, he is gone this way, 
< _ He came not through the Chamber where wee 
ayd. | 
King. Whereis the Crowne? who tooke it from' my 
Pillow ? | 


heere. | 

King. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence ; 
Goe {ceke him out. | 
Is he ſo haſty, that hedoth ſuppoſe 
My ſleepe, my death ? Find him (my Lord of #arwigy) 
Chide him hither : this part of his conjoynes 
Wihwmy diſcaſe, and helpes toerd me 
See Sonnes, what things you are : 
How quickely Nature falls into reyolt, 
W hen Gold becomes her Objea? 
For this, the fooliſh over-carcfull fathers 
Have broke their ſleepes with thoughts, 
Their braines with caxe, thcir bones with induſtry, 
For this, they have ingroffed and pyPFd up 
The canke1'd heapes of ſtrange-atchieved Gold : 
For this, they have beene thoughtful, to inveſt 
Their Sonnes with Arts, and Martiall Exerciſes : 
W hen, like the Bee, culling from every flower 
The vertuous Sweets, onr 1 highespackt with War, 
Our Mouthes with Honey, we bring it tothe Hive ; 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our paines. 
This bittertaſte yeelds his engroſlements, 
Tothe ending father, 

Enter W; arwicke. 

Now where 1s he, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his friend ſickeneſſe hath determin'd me ? 

War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Waſhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, 
With {ucha deepe demeanure, in great ſorrow, 
That Tysanny, which never quafft but blood, 
Would (by beholdiog hia:) have waſh'd his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is comming hither. 

King. But wherefote did he take away the Crowne? 


Enter Prince Henry. | 
Loe, where he comes. Come hither ro me ( Harry.) 
Departthe Chamder, leave us heere alone. Ex8t 


Pri, Hen. Inever thought to heare you ſpeake againe- 
King. Thy wiſh was father (Harry) to that thought: 
I ſtay too long by thee, I weary thee. | 
Do'ſtthou ſo hunger for my empry Chayre, 
That thou wilt needes inveſt thee with mine Honors, 
Be forethy howre be ripe ? O fooliſh youth ! | 
Thou ſeek't{ the Greatnefle, that will over-whelme thee 
Stay but alittle : for my Clond of Dignity 
Is held from falling, with ſo weake a winde, 
Thar it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 
Thou haſt ſolne that, which after ſome few howres 
Werethine, without offence: and at my death 
Thou haſt ſeal'd up my expeRation. 
Thy life did manifeſt, thou lov'dſt me not, 
And thou wilt have me dye aſlur'd of it, | 
Thou hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers in thy thoughts, | 
W hich thou haſt whetted onthy ſtony heart, 
To ſtabbeat halfe an howre of my life. 


Then! 


_—_—m_ 
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» A 


P”P x ___—_ oe — DP OI HERE 


A tat ts 


] 


T oet thee gone, 
| A the —_ Bels ring to thy care 


— Towns Fan, 


and digge my grave thy ſelfez 


That thou art Crowned, notthat I am dead, 


| Letall the Teares, that ſhould bedexy my Hearſe 
| be drops of Balme, to {anRtifie thy head : 
' Onely componnd me with forgocren dult; 


Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Wormes 3 
Plucke downe my Officers, breake my Decrees ; 
For now a time is come, to mocke at forme. 

Henry the fiftis Crown'd : Vp Vanity, 


And to the Engliſh Court, aflembie now 

From ev'ry Region, Apes of Idlencile. 

Noi neighbor-Contines, purge you of yourScum z 
Have you a Ruifiati that will tweare? drinke ? dance? 


| Revell the night? Rob ? Murder ? and commir 


The oldeſt finnes, tae newelt kind of wayes ? 

B: happy, he will trouble you no more : | 
England, ſhall double gill'd, histrebble guilt. 
England, ſhall give him Oifice, Honor, Might : 
For the Eift Harry, from cur'b Licenſe pluckes 
The muzzle of Reſtraint , and the wild Dogge 
Shall ficſh his tooth in every Innocent. 


| O my poore Kingdome (ficke, with civill blowes) 


Whcnrhat my Care could not with-hold thy Ryors; 
What wilt thou doe, when Ryot is thy Care ? 
O, thou wilt be a Wildernefle againe, 
Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants. 

Pris. O pardon me (my Liege) 
But for my Teares, | 
The moſt Impediments unto my Speech; 
I had fore-ſtall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 
Ere you (with greefe) had ſpoke, and I had heard 
Thecourte of it fo farre. There is your Crowne, 
And he that wearcs the Crowne immortally, 
Long guard it yours: If affect it more, 
Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, 
Let me no more from this Obectence riſe, = 
Which my moſt true, and inward duiteous ſpirtt 
Teacheth this proſtrate, and exteriour bending: 
Heaven witneſſe with me, when I heere came in, 
Andfotinid no conrle of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it ſtrooke my heart. 1fI doe taine, 
Okt me, in my preſent wildeneſle, dye, 
And never live, to ſhew th'incredulous Workd, 
The Noble change that I have purpoſed. 
Comming to looke on you, thinking you dead, 
(And deadalmoſt (my Liege) tothinke you were) 
Iſpakeunto the Crowne (as having ſenlc) 
Andthus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou beit of Gold, art worſt of Gold. 
Other, leſſe fine in Charract, is more precious, 
Preſerving life, in Med'cine potable : ” 
Butthou, moſt Fine, muſt Honour'd, moſt Renown'd, 
Haſtcate the Bearer ups 
Thus (my Royall Liege) 
Accuſing it, I put it on my Head, 
Totry withit (as withan Enemy, 


That had before my face murdred my father) 
The Quarrell of a true inheritor, 
Butif it did infect my blood with joy, 


' Orſwell my Thoughts, to any ſtraine of Pride, 


If any Rebell, or vaineſpiritof mine, 
Did, with the leaſt AſeRion of a Welcome, 
Gweentertainment to the might of it, 


te 


Lowne Royall State : All you ſage Counſailors, heace : 


| Let heaven, for ever, keepe it from my head, 

And make me, as the pooreſt Vaſſaile is, 
That doth with awe, and terror knecle to it, 

King. O my Sonne ! | 

Heavea put it in thy mindto takeit hence, 
That thou mighr'it joyne the more, thy Fathers love, 
Pleading ſo wiſely, in excuſe of it. 
Come hither Harr,ſit thou by my bed, 
And heare(l thinke, the very lateſt Counſcll 
That ever 1 ſhall breath : Heaven knowes, my Sonne) 
By what by-pathes, and indirect crook*d-wayes 
I mer this Crowne : and I my f{clfe know well 
How troubleſome it ſate upon my head. 
To thee, it ſhalldeſcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Coafirmation : * 
For allthe ſoyle of the Atchievement goes 
With me, into the Earth. Itſcem'd ia me, 
But asan Honor ſnatch'd with boyſt'cous hand, 
And1 had many living, to upbraid : : 
My gaine of ir, by their Aſſiſtances, 
W hich dayly grew to a Quarrell, and to Blood-ſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed Peace, 
All theſe bold Feares, 
Thou ſeeſt (with perrill) I have anſwered : 
For all. my Reigne, hath beeve but asa Sczne 
Acting that argument. And now my death 
Changesthe Moode : For whatin me, was purchas'd, 
Falles upon thee, in a more Fayrer ſort. 
So thou, the Garland wear'ſt ſucceſlinuely, 
Yet; though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure, then I coutd doe, 
Thou artnot firme enough, ſince griefesare greene : 
Andallthy Friends, whichthou muſt make thy friends 
Have bur their ſtings,and teeth, newly raken out, 
By whoſe fell working, I was firſt advanc'd, 
And bywhoſe power, I well might lodge a Feare 
To beagaine diſplac'd. Which toavoyd, 
I cut them off: and had a purpoſe now 
To leade out many to the Holy Land ; 
Leaſt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them looke 
Tooneere unto my State. 
Therefore (ny Harry) 
Be 1t thy courſe to bntie giddy Mindes 


May walte the memory of the former dayes. 

More would I, but my Lungsare waſted fo, 

That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deni'd me. } - 

How Icameby the Crowne, O heayen forgive : 

And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. 
Prin, My gracious Liege ; 

| You wonne it ;wore it, kepr it, gave it me, 

Then plaineand right muſt my poſſeſſion be; 

Which, with more, then witha Common paine, 

'Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 


Enter Lord Tohn of Lancaſter, 
andiParnicke, 


King. Looke, looke, 

| Heere comes my /obn of Lancaſter : 
Tohn, Health, Peace, and Happinefle, 

To my Royall Father: Ine 

| King. Thou bring'ſt me happineſle, 

(Sonne /obx , ) 


] Bat health (alacke) with youthfull wings is lowne- 
{ From this bare, wither'd Trunke. Vpontby fight 
1 My worldly buſineſſe makes a period. 


Where 


—þ 
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With Forraigne Quarrels : thar Action hence borneour, | 
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The ferond Partof. King Henry the Fourth. 


Prin. My Lord of Warwicke. | 

King. Doth any name particular, belong 

Vnto the Lodging, wherelI firſt did ſwoon'd? 
War. *Tis call'd ernſalem, my Noble Lord. 
Kin. Taud be to heaven : 

Even there my life muſt end. 

It hath beene propheſi'deto me many yeares, 

I ſhould not dye, but in /ersſalem : 

W hich (vainely)1 ſuppos'd the Holy-Land. 

But beare me to that Chamber, there Ilelye : 

Inthat /ernſalem, ſhall Harry dye. FE xemnnt- 


- 


— 


——_— —_—— 


eA us Quintus. Scana Prima. 
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Emnter Shallow, Sulexce \F altaffe, Baraolfe, 
P age, and Davy . ; 


Shal. By Cocke and Pyc,”you ſhall not away to night. 
What Davy, I (ay. 

Fal. You muſt excuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow. 
> Shal. 1 will notexcuſe you; you ſhallnor be excuſed. 
Excuſes ſhall not be admitted : there is no excuſe ſhall 
| ſerve: you ſhallnotte excug'd. 

Why Davy. 

Davy. Heere fir. | | 

Shal. Davy, Davy,Davjglet me ſee (Davy)letme ſee: 
rilliam Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir /ohn, you ſhall 
not be excus'd. | | 

Davy. Marry fir , thus : thoſe Precepts cannot bee 
ſery'd : and againe fir, ſhall we ſowe the head-land with 
W heate ? RH, 

Shal. With red Wheate Davy. But for William Cooke: 
are there no yong Pigeons ? 

Davy. Yee Sir. 

Heere 1s now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 
And Plough-Irons. 

Shal. Letitbecaſt, and payde 2: Sir /ohn, you ſhall 
not be excuf'd; 

Davy. Sir, anew linketothe Bucket muſt needes be 
had : And Sir, doe you meane to ſtoppe any of Wlliiams 
Wages, about the Sacke he loſt the other day,at Hinck/cy 
Fayre ? 

Shal. He ſhall anſwer it : 

Some Pigeons Davy, a couple of ſhort-legg'd Hennes : a 
Joyntof Mutton; and any pretry little tine Kickſhawes, 
tell /+lianms Cooke. 

Dany. Doththe man of Warre, ſtay all night fir ? 

Shal. Yes Davy: 

I will aſe him well. A friena i'th Court, is better then a 
penny in purſe. Vſe his men well Davy, for they are ar- 
| rant Knaves,and will backe-bite. 
* Davy. No worſe thenthey are 
have marvellousfowle linnen. | 

Sha). Well conceited Davy : about thy Buſineſſe, 
Davy. 
Davy. I beſeech yourſir, | 
þ To countenance William Viſor of Woncer, 2gainſt Cle- 
went Perkes of the hill. 

_  Shal. Thereare many Complaints Davy, againſt that 
; Uisſor, that Usſor is an arrant Knaye, on my knows- 


ledge. 


bitten, ſir: For they 


Where is my Lord of Warwicke ? | 


| ſerv'd your Worſhip truely fir, theſe eight yeeres : and 
| if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter beare out a k 


— 


Davy. Igraunt your Worlhip,that he is a knave Sir; 
Bur yet heaven forbid Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſons 
Countenance,at his Friends requeſt, An honeſt mai fir 


1s able to ſpeake for himſclfe,when a Knave 18 not.I hayp | 


againſt an honeſt man,T have bur a very little credite with 
your Worſhip. The Kraveis mine honeſt Friend Fir, 
therefore I beſeech your Worſhip, let him be Connte. 
nanc'd. | 
Shal. Goe too, 
I fay he ſhall have no wrong: Looke about Davy. 
W hereare you Sir /ohn? Come, oft with your Boots, | 
Give me your hand Maſter Bar dolfe. | 
Bard, Iam glad to ſce your Worſhip. 
Shal. Ithanke thee, with all my hcart, kind Maſt 
Bardolfe: and welcome my tall Fellow : 
Come Sir /ohx. : 
Falſt. le follow you, good Maſter Robert Shally, 
Bardolfe, looke to our Horſes. It I were ſaw'de ino 


| Quantities, I ſhould make foure dozen of ſuch bearded 


Hermites ſtayes, as Maſter Shallow. It is a wonderhul 
thingto ſce the ſemblable Coherence of his mens ſpirits, 
and his:They,by obſerving of him,doe beare themſelves 
like-fooliſh Tuſtices : Be, by converfing with them, #| 
turn'd into a Tuſtice-like Servingman. Their ſpirits ar 
ſo married in ConjunCtion, with the participationof | | 
ciety, that they flocke together inconſent, like fo m-| - 
ny-Wilde-Geeſe. IfT had a ſuite to Maſter Shallev, | 
would humour his men, with-the impuration of beitg 
neere their Maſter. 1f to his Men, I would curry with 
Maſter Shaflow, that no man could better command his| 
Servants. It is Certaire, that either wiſe bearing, orig: 
norant Carriage is canght;' as men take diſeaſes, one df 
another : therefore, let men take heede of rheir Comp 
ny- I will deviſe matter enough out of this Shalvy, to 
keepe Prince Harry in continmall Laughter, the warly 
out of ſix Faſhions (which is foure Tearmes) or twoAG | 
tions, ant he ſhall laugh with I»tervalums. O itismuch 
that a Lye (with a ſlight Oath) and a jeſt (withafal 
brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that never had theAche 
in his ſhoulders. O you ſhallſce him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloake, ill laid up. 

Shal. Sir lohn. 


Falft, Icome Maſter Shallow, I come Maſter _ : 
| * Exeunt: 


————— 


Scana Secunda. 
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Emter the Earle of Warwicks, and the Lord 
Chiefe Inftice. 


War. How now, my Lord Chicte Iuftice, whithe 
away ? | 

( 4ei. Inſt, How doth the King? 

War. Exceeding well : his Cares 
Arenow,all en 

Ches. Inf. Thope, not dead. | 

War. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our purpoſes, he lives no more. Fat Fe 

Chei. Inſt. I would his Majeſty hadccall'd me withbuw, 
The ſervice, thar I truely did his life. 


| Hath leftme open toall injuries. 


HAY s. 
: _ 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


| Indeed I thinke the yong King loves you not, 
[het m_ know he Jorh not, and doe arme my {clfe 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot looke tnore hideouſly upon me, 
Then I have drawne it in my fantaſie. 


Emer lohn of Lancaſter, Gloncefter, 
and { larence. 


war. Heere come the heavy iſſue of dead Haryy : 

0, that the living Harry had che temper 

Of him, the werit of theſe three Gentlemen : 

How many Nobles then, ſhould hold their places, 

That muſt ſtrike faile, to Spirits of vilde ſost ? 
Chei. Inft. Alas, I feare, all will beover-turn'd. 
Joby. Good morrow Cofin Warwicke, good morrow- 
Glou, Clar. Good morrow, Colin. | 
Jobn. We meet , like men, that had forgot to ſpeake. 
war. We doe remember: but our Argument 

Isallt20 heavy, to admit mach ralke. " (heavy. 
lobm. Well : Peace be with him, that hath made us 
Chei. Iuſt. Peace be with us, Teaſt we be heavier. _ 
Glm. O, good my Lord,you have loſta friend indeed: 

And I dare ſweare, you borrow not thar face 

Ot ſeeming ſorrow, it is ſure your owne. | 
Jobs. Though no man be affur'd what graceto find, 

You ſtand in coldeſt expeRatiou. 

I amthe ſorrier, would 'twere otherwiſe. - 
(le. Well,you muſt now ſpeake Sir lohn Falftaffe faire, 

Which ſwimmes againſt your ſtreame of Quality. | 
Ches. Inft. Sweet Princes :what I did, I did in Honor, 

Led by tyImperiall Conduct of my Soule, 

And never ſhall you ſce, that I will begge 

A ragged, and fore-ſtall'd Remiſſion. 

Troth, and upright Innocency faile me, 

Iketathe King (my Maſter) that is dead, 

And tell him, who hath ſent meafter him. 
War. Hcere comes the Prince. 


Emter Prince Hemy. | 


Ch, Inft.Good morrow: and heavenſave your Majeſty 
. Prin. This new, andgorgeous Garment, Majeſty, 
Sits not ſocafie on me, as you thinke. 
Brothers, you mixe your Sadneſſe-with ſome Feare:; - 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court : 
Not Ammurah, an Amwrah \ucceeds, 
But Harry, Harry: Yet be ſad (good Brethers) 
For (to ſpeake truth) it very well becomes you : 
| Sorrow, ſo Royally in you appeares, 
That I will deepely put the faſhion on, 
And weare itin my heart. Why then be ſad, 
But entertaine rio more of it (good brothers) 
' Thena joyntburthen, tid upon us all. 
For me, by Heaven (I bid yoube aſſur'd) 
Iebeyour Father,and yous Brather too * 
Let me but beare your Love, lle beare your Cares ; 
But weepe that Harry's dead, and fo will I. 
But Harry lives, that ſhall convert thoſe Teares 
| By number, into houres of Happineſſe. 


Ion, ec. We _ no other from your Maj elty. 7 
e 


: Prin. Youalllooke ſtrangely on me : and you moſt. 
You are (I thinke afſur'd, Tlove you not. 
Chei. InFt. Tamaſſur'd (if I be meaſur'd rightly) 
Tor ee hath no juſt cauſeto hate me. - 
,1r5,No? How might a Prince of my preat hopes forget 
Sd great Indignitiesyoulaid upon me ug re 


| And ſtrooke me inmy very Seate of Indgement : 


} Therefore ſtill beare the Ballance, and the Sword : 


| AndI will ſtoope 


My _ gone wilde into his Grave, 


| To fruſtrate Propheſies, andto race out 


97 
What ? Rate ? Rebuke? and roughly ſend to Priſon 
Th'immediate Heire of England > Was this cafie ? 
May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

Ches, In#F. I then did uſe the Perſon of your Father 3 
The Image of his power, lay then in me, 
And inth'adminiſtrationof his Law 4 
Vhiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 
Your Highneſſe pleaſed to forget my place, 
The Majeſty, and powerof Law, and luſtice, 
The Image of the King, whom I preſented, 


Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) 
I gavebold way to.my Authority, 
And did commit you. Ifthe deed were ill. 
Be you contented , wearing now the Garland, 
To haveaSonne, ſet your Decreesat naught? | 
To plucke down Iulticefrom your awefull Bench? 
To trip the courſe of Law, and bluntthe Sword 
That guards the peace, and ſafety of your Perſon? 
Nay more, to ſpurne at your moft Royall Image, 
And mocke your workings, ina Second body ? 
Queſtion your Royall Thoughts, make the caſe yours : 
Be now the Father, and propolea Sonne : 
Heareyour owne dignity ſomuch prophan'd, 
See your moſt dreadfull Lawes, ſolooſely lighted ; 
Bchold your ſelfe, ſo by a ſonne'diſdained : 
And then imagine me, taking you part, 
And in your power, ſoft ſilencing your Senne : 
After this cold conſiderance, ſentence me ; 
And,as youarea King, ſpeake in your State, 
Whatl have done, that misbecame my place, 
My perſon, or my LiegesSoveraignty.” 

Prin. You areright Iuſtice, and yoo weighthis we Hf : | 


And Idoe wiſh your Honors may encreaſe, 
Till you doe live, to ſee a Sonne of mine * 
Otfend you, and obey you, as I did: 
So ſhall 1 live, to ſpcake my Fathers words : 
Happyam I, that have a man ſobold, . 
That dares doe Iuſtice, on my proper ſon ; 
And nolefle happy, having ſuch a Sonne, 
That would deliver up his Greatnefle fo, 
Into the hands of Juſtice. Youdid commit me : 
For which, 1doe commit into your hand, 
Th'unſtained Sword that yow-haxe us'd tobeare : 
With this Remembrance; That you uſe the ſame 
With the like bold, juſt, andimpartiall ſpirit 
As you have done 'gainſt me. There is my hand, 
You ſhall be as a Father, to my Youth : 
My voyce ſhall ſound, as youdoe prompt mine care, 
, and humblemy intents, | 
To your well-prattis'd, wiſe DireQions., 

Princes all , beleeve me, I beſeech you : 


(For in his Tombe, lye my Aﬀections) 
And with his Spirits, fadly I ſurvive, 
To mocke the expectation of the World : 


Rotten opinion, who hath writ me downe 

After my ſeeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 

Hathprewdly flow'd in Vanity, till now, 

Now doth it turne, andebbe backe to the Sea, 

Where it ſhall mingle with the fiate of floods, 

And flow henceforth informall Majcfty. | 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, . 

And let us choofe ſuch Limbes of Noble _— | 
Z a 
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| The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


That the great Body of our State may goe 

In equall ranke, with the beſt govern'd Nation, 

That warre, or Peace, or both at once may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you (father)ſhall have formolt hand, 

Our Coronation done, we willaccite 

(AsTI before remembred) all our State, 

And heaven (conſigning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, {hall have juſt cauſe tofay, 
Heaven ſhorten Harries happy life, oneday. Exenn, 


—_—— 


— 


O__—_—_ 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Falitaffe, Shallow, Silence, Bardolje, 
Page, and Piſtol. 


Shal. Nay; you ſhall ſee mine Orchard where, in an 
Arbor we will eatea laſt yeres Pippin of my owne gref- 
fing, with adiſh of Carrawayes, and fo forth : Come 
colin Silence, and thento bed. ROD 

Falf. You have hcere a goodly dwelling, and arich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggersall,beggers all 
Sir John ; Marry, good ayre. Spread Davy, ſpread Davy: 
Well ſaid Davy. 

Falit. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes: he is your 
Servingman, and your Husband. 
$hal. A good Varlet, agood Varlet, a very good Var- 

let, Sir Zobn : I havedrunke too much Sacke at Supper. 
A good Varlet. Now fit downe,now fit downe-: Come 
Colin. = 

Sil. A firra (quoth-a) we ſhall doe nothing bur eate, 


and make good cheecre, and praiſe heaven for the merry - 


yeere: when fleſh is cheape, and Females deere,and luſty 
Ladsrome heere, and there : ſo merrily,anJ ever among 
ſo merrily. 
Fai. There's a merry heart, good Maſter Si/ence, Ile 
give you heaith for that anon. 
' Shal. Good Maſter Bardolfe: ſome wine, Davy. 
Dav. Sweet fir, fit ; Ile be with you anon: moſt ſweet 
fir, fit. Maſter Page, good Maſter Page, fit : Proface. 
Whar you want in meate, we'll have in drinke : but you 
beare, the heart's all. 
Shal.Be merry Maſter Bardelfe, and my little Souldior 
there, be merry. 
Sit. Be merry, be merry, my wife ha's all. 
For womenare Shrewes, both ſhort: and tall : 
'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all ; 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. Be merry, be merry. 
Falft. Idid not thinke Maſter Ss/ence had beenea man 
of this Mettle. 
Sil. Who I? I have beene merry twice and once, ere 
now. 
Davy, There isa diſh of Lether-coatsfor you. 
Shal. Davy. 6/7 
Dav. Your Worſhip: Ile be with you ſtraight, A 
cup of Wine, fir ? 
 S$4.* A Cupof Wine,that's briske and fine, and drinke 
unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives long-a. 
' Falf, Well ſaid, Maſter Silence. 
S:le. Tf we ſhall be merry, now comes inthe ſweet of 
the night. 
Falſt, Health, and long life to you, Maſter Slexce. 


——— 
_ Sile, Fill the Cup, andlet it come. Ile pledge yy | 
mile tothe bottome. III 
Shal. Honeſt Bardolfe ,welcome : If thou-wanr'f 
thing,aad wilt not call, beſhrew thy heart. Welcome 
little tyne theefe ,and welcome indeed too : Ile drinke tg 
Maſter Bardeffe, and to all the Cavileroes about Londyy, 
Davy. I hope to ſee London, once ere I dye, 
Bard, Tf T might ſce you there, Davy. 
Shal. You'll cracke aquart together? Ha, will young 
Maſter Bardolfe? | 
Bar. YcsSir, in a pottle pot. . 
Shal. I thanke thee : the knave will ſticke by thee, | 
can aſlure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred, 
Bard. And Ileſticke by him; fir. | 
Shal. Why there ſpoke a King: lack nothing,be merg, 
Looke, who's at doore there, ho : who knockes? 
Falſt. Why now you have done me right. 
Si/. Doe meright, anddub me Knight, Samingo,']st 
not fo ? 
F al. "Tis ſo. 
Sil. Is*t> Why then ſay an old man can doe ſomeyhut, 
Dan, If it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Pifhul 
come from the Court with newes. 
Fali?. From the Court ? Let him come 10, 
[ 
Enter Pitoll, 
How now Piftoll ? 
Pit. Sir Toby, ſave you lir. 
Falsf, What winde blew yoa hither, Pi#tol/? 
Pit. Not the ill winde which blowes none to good, | | 
{weet Knight : Thouart now one of the greateſt men in 
the Realme. 
Sil. Indeed, I thinkehebe, but Goodman Poſe df 
Barſon. | 
Pit, Puſfe? puffe inthy teeth, moſt recreant Cond 
baſe. Sir /obn, TI am thy Piſtoll, and thy friend ; heltet 
$kelter have I rodeto thee, and tydings doe I bring, and 
lucky joyes, and golden Times, and happy Newes'dt 
price. 
Fal. I prethee now deliver them, like a man of this 
World. 
Pit. A footra for the World, and Worlings baſe, 
I ſpeake of Aﬀrica, and Golden Ioyes. 
Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy newes? 
Let King (oviths ktiow thetruth thereof. 
$5. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Hob, 
Piff. Shall dunghiil Curres controntthe Hellwon? 
Ana ſhall goodnewes be baffcl'd ? 
Then Piſtolllay thy head in Furies lappe. 
Shal. Honeſt Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding. 
Pit, Why then Lament therefore. 
Shal. Give me pardon, Sir, 
If fir, you come with newes from the Court, I take it 
there is but two wayes, eithgr to utter them, or to colt 
ceale them. I am Sir, under the King, in ſome Authority» 
Pit, Vnder which King ? 
Bezonian, \ſpeake, or dye. | 
Shat. Vnder King Harry. 
Pift. Harry the Fourth ?or Fift? 
Shat. Harry the Fourth. 
Ps##. A footra for thine Oice. | 
Sir John, thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 
Harry the Fift's the man, 1 ſpeake thetrath. 
When Piſtolllyes, doe this, and figge-me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 


Fall | 
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Fab: What, is the old King dead ? 

Pf} As naile in doore-. So; 

Thethings I ſpeak, are juſt | 

Pal. Away Bardolph, Saddle my Horſe, 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe what Othce thou wilt 

In the Land, *cisthine. Pifo/, I will double charge thee 
With Dignirties- 

Bard.. O joyfullday: 

I would not take a Kaighthood for my Fortune. 

Pit, What?Idobring good newes- 

Fal. Carrie Maſter Silexceto bed : Maſter Shallow, my 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes Steward. 
Get on thy Bootes, wee'l ride all night. Oh ſweet Piſtoll: 
Away Bardolfe : Come Piſtoll, utrer more to mee : and 
withall deviſe ſomething ro doe thy ſeife good. Boote, 
boote Maſter Shallow, I know the young King is ſicke for 
mee. Let us take any mans Horſſes: The Lawes of Eng- 
land areat my command*ment. Happie arethey , which 
have beene my Friends: and woe unto my Lord Chiefe 
Tuſtice, 

Pit. Let Vultures vil'deſeize on his Lungs alſo : 
Whereis the life that late I led, fay they ? 

| Why heere itis, welcome thoſe pleaſant dayes. Exeunt. 


—— 


Scana Quarta. 


CITE 


Enter Hofteſſe Quickly, Dol Teare-ſreete, 
and Beadles. 


Hoſ#:ſſe. No, thou arrantknave: I would I might dye, 
that I might have thee hang'd : Thou haſt drawne my 
ſhoulder out of joynt. | 
Off. The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to mee : 
and ſhee ſhall have Whipping cheere enough, I warrant 
her, There hath beene a man or two (lately) kill'd about 
her. | 
Dot+ Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye : Come on, Ile 
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcall, if the 
Childe Inow go with, do miſcarrie, thou had'ſt better 
_ had't ſtrooke thy Mother , thou Paper-fac'd Vil- 
ine, 
Hoſt. O that Sir John were come , hee would make 
thisa bloody day to ſome body. But I would the Fruite 
of her Wombe might miſcarry.”  * 

Officer. If it doe, you ſhall have adozen of Cuſhions 
againe, you have bur eleven now. Come, I charge you 
bothgo with me: for the ian is dead, that youand Pi- 
ſtoll beare among you. 

Dol. Ile tell thee what, thou thin man in; a Cenſor ; I 
will have you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this, you blew- 
Bottel'd Rogue : you filtby faml{h'd CorreQioner,if you | 
denot ſwing'd Ie forſweare halfe Kirtles. 
| Off. Come, come, you ſhee-Knight-arrant,come. 

He#.O, that right ſhould thus o're come might. Welſ 
of ſufferance, comes cale. "9 
Del. Come you Rogue, come : 
Bring me to a Iuftice., 

Hef, Yes, come you ſtarv'd Blood-hound. + 

Del. Goodman death, goodman Bones. 

Heft. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

-_D4.Come you thinne Thivg ; 
one you Raſcall. 

Of. Very well. 


w 
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Scana ()unta. 


Enter two Groomes, 
I.Groo, More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. 
2.Groo, The Trumpets have ſounded twice. | 
I. Groo. It will be two of the Clocke, ere they come 
frow the Coronation. + Exit Groo, 


Enter Falſtaffe Shallow, Pifloll, Bardoſfe,ard P age. 


Falfaffe. Stand heere by me, M- Robert Shallow, I will 
makethe King do you Grace. Iwililecre upon him, as 
he comesby : and dobur marke the countenance that he 
will give me, | | 

Psjzot. Bleſſe thy Lungs, good Knight. | 

Faif. Come heere Ps#ol, ſtand behind me. O if I had 
had timeto have made new Liveries, I would have be- 
ſtowed the thouſand pound I korrrwed of you. Bur it is 
no matter, this poore ſhew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to ſee him. 

S$bal. It doth ſo. 

FalS. It ſhewes my earneſtneſſe in affeRtion; 

P:/t. It doth 10. 

Fal. My devotion. 

Ps. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fat. Asit were, to ride day and night, 

And not todeliberate, not roremember, | 
Not to have patici.ce to ſhift me. 

Shal. It is moſt certaine, 

Fal. But to ſtand ſtained with Travaile , and ſweating | 
with deſire to ſee t.im, thinking efnothing elſe , putting 
all affayresin oblivion, as if there were nothing elte to be | 
done, but toſec him. 

 Pift, Tis ſemper idem ; for abſque hoc mibil eſt. Tis all 
in every part. 

Shal. *Tisſo indeed. | 

Pit. My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Dol,and Helen of thy noblethoughts 
is in baſe Durance , and contagious priion : Hall'd this 
ther by moſt Mechanicalland durty hand. Rowze uppe 
Revenge from Ebon den , with fell Aleo's Snake , for 
Dol is in. Piſtol, ſpeakes nought but troth. 

Fad. I will deliver her. 

- Piftel. There roard the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour 
ſounds. 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henrie the 
Fift, Brothers, Lord Chiefe 


Inſtice. 


Falf. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royall Hal. 
Pitt. The heavensthee guard, and keepe , moſt royall | 
Impe of Fame. 

Fal. 'Savethee my ſweet Boy. ; 
King. My Lord Chiefe jultice, ſpeake to that vaine | 
man. * | 

Ch.Iu5, Have you your wits? 

Know you what*tis you ſpeake ? | 
Fali. My King, my Iove; I ſpeaketo thee, my heart. 
King. T know thee not, old man : Fall tothy Prayers : 


How ill white haires become a Foole, and leſter ? 
I —- -. 1 
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Ihavelongdream'd of ſuch a kinde of man, 
So ſurfeit-ſwell'd, ſo old, and ſo prophane : 
But being awake, I dodelpiſe my dreame. 
Makelefe thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 
Leavegourmandizing; Know the Grave doth gape 
{ Forthee, thrice wider then for other men. 
Reply not to me, with a Foole-borne Teſt, 
Preſume not, that I am thething I was, 
For heaven doth know (ſo ſhall the world perceive) 
ThatlI have turn'd away my former Selfe, 
So will i thoſe that kept me Companie. 
When thou doſt heare I am, as I have bin, 
- Approach me, and thou ſhalt beas thou was't 
The Tutor aud the Feeder of my Riots : 
Till then, I baniſh thee, on paine of death, 
AsTI havedonethe reſt of my Miſleaders, 
Not to come neere our Perſon, by ten mile. 
For competence of life, 1 will allow you, 
Thar lacke of meanes enforce you notto evill: 
And as we heare youdo redeeme your ſelves, 
We will according to your ſtrength, and qualitics, 
Giue you advancement. Beit your charge (my Lord) 
To ſee perform'd the tenure of eur word. Set on. 
| | Exit King. 
Fal. Maſter Shallow, 1 owe you a thouſand pound. 
Shal. T marry Sir ob», whichI beſeech you tolet mee 
have home with me. | 
Fal. That can hardly be, M. Shalow,do not you grieve 
at this : I ſhall be ſent for in privateto him : Looke you, 
he muſt ſeeme thus to the world : feare not your advances 
ment : I will be the man yet, that ſhall make you great. 


Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unleſle you ſhould 
give mc your Dubler, aud ituffe mee out with Straw, x 
beſecch you, goood fir [ehr, let me have five hundred of 
my thouſand, ? 
Fl. Sir, 1 will be as good as my word. This that yoy 

heard, was but a colour. | | 
Shall. A colour I feare, that you will dye in, Sir loby, 
Fal. Feare no colours, gowith me to dinner : 


| Come Licatenant Piſtol, come Bardolfe, 


I ſhall be ſent For ſoone at night. 

Ch. luſt. Go carry Sir Tohn Falfaffeto the Fleete, 
Take all his company along with him. 

Fat. My Lord,my Lord: 

Ch. Tuft, I cannot now ſpeake, I will heare you ſoone; 
Take them away. 

Piſt: Si fortuna me toryento, ſpera me contents. 
| Exit. Manet Lancaster and Chiefe Iuſtice, 

Tehn., I like this faire proceeding of the Kings , 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be very well provided for : 
But are banifhr, till cheir converſations 
Apeare more wiſe, and tnodeſt inthe world. 

Ch.Iu5t. And ſothey are” 

Tohn. The King hath call'd hs Parliament, 
My Lord. 

Ch.Inft. He hath, 

Ichn. 1 will lay oddes, that ere this yecre expire, 
We beare our Civil Swords, and Native fire 
As farre as France. I heard a Bird ſo ſing, 
Whoſe Mulicke (to my thinking) pleas'd the King, 
Cone, will you hence? Exean, 


17 RST, my Feare : then , my Curtefie : laſt, my Speech. 
a>) [| 4 Feare, ts your Difpleaſure : My Curteſie , my Dutie : 
> (1 42d my ſpeech, to Beg ge your Pardons. 7Jf you looke for a 
Wi good ſpeech no , you undoe me : For what Iharve toſay , is 
of mine one making : and what (indeed) 7 ſhould ſay , will 
ON! (7 doubt) proovve mine owne marring. But to the Purpoſe, 
= nd fo tothe Venture. Bee it knowne to you (as it is very 
well) 7 was lately heere,inthe end of a diſpleaſing Play , topray your Patience for 
it, and to promiſe youa Better : J did meane (indeede ) to pay you with this, which 
if (like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home , Þ breake ; and you , my gentle Cres 
ditors loſe. Heere Tpromiſt you F would bee, and heere 1 commit my Boaie to your 
Mercies : Bate me ſome,and 7 will pay you ſome, and ( as moſt Debtors doe ) promiſe 
Jou infinitely, | ——_—_—  - —_ 
If miy Tongue cannot entreate you to acquit me : will you command mee to uſe 
my Legges? And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt : But 
a ood ( onſcience, will make any poſsible ſacisfaFtion, and ſo will F. All the Gene 
tlewomen heere [have forgotten me, if the Genilewomen will not , then the Gentlemen 
doe not agree with the Gentlewomen , which was never ſeene before , in ſuch an Aſ- 
embly. b | | | 
F On word more, Tbeſeech you: if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meate , our 
bumble Author will continue the ſtory (with Sir Iohn init) and make youmerry 
with faire Karherine of France : where ( for any thing 7 know ) Falltaffe ſhall 
dye of a ſweat , unleſſe already be bee kill d with your hard Opinions: For Old-Caftle 
died a martyr , and this is not the man. My T ongue is wearte, whey my Legs are too, 
7 will bid you good night ; and ſo kneele downe before you ; (But maced) to pray for 
the Queene, : 
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Enter Prologue. 


—————_ 


For a Muſe of Fire, that wonld aſcend 

The brighteſt Heaven of Invention. 

A Kingdome for a Stage, Princes to At, 

And Monarches to behold the ſwelling Scene. 

Then ſhould the Warlike Harry ike himſelfe, 

Aſſume the Port of Mars, andat his heeles = 
(Leaſt in,lake hounds ) ſponld Famine, S word, and Firs 
{ronch for employment. But pardon, Gentles all : 

The flat unraiſed Spirits, that hath dar'd, 

Ou this unworthy Scaffold, to bring forth 

So greet an Objet, Can this Ceck-Pit hold 

The vaſtie field of France ? Or may we cramme 

Within this Woadden O , the very ( aukes 

That did affright the Ayre at eAginconrt ? 

O pardon : fince a crooked Figure may, 

AtteFt in little place a Milhon, | 

And let us, Cyphers to this great Accompt, 


On your imaginarie Forces worke. 

Swppoſe within the Girale of theſe Walls 

Are now confin d two mightie Monarches, 

theſe high, up-reared, and abutting Fronts, 

T he perilous narrow Ocean parts aſunder. 

Peece out our impertettions with your thoughts : 
Into a thonſand parts devide one Man, 

e-T1d make imaginarie Pniſſance, 

T hinke when we tatke of Horſes, that you ſee thems 
Printing their prowd Hoofes i th' receiving Earth : 
For "tu your thoughts that now mnſt deche our K ings, 
Carry them here and there : Iumping o're Times ; 

T urning th' accompliſhment of many yeeres 

Into an Howre-glaſſe : for the which ſupplie, 
Admit me Chorus ts this Hiſtorie ; 

Who Prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 

| Gently to heare, kindly to judge our Flay. 
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Ex#ts 


Atﬀtus primus. Scena Prima. 
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Entor the two' Biſhops of Canterbury and Ee. 


Biſh. Cant, 
FREY Lord, Ile tell you, thar ſelfe Bill is urg'd, 
El \V bich in thleveth yere of F laſt Kingsreign 
FA YN Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, 
2 &yBut that the ſcambling and unquiet time 
Did puſh it out of farther queſtion. 
' Bife. Ely, But how my Lord ſhall we reſiſt it now ? 
| Bib.Cant. It muſt be thought on: if it paſle agaiult us, 
Weloſe the better part of our Poſſeffian : 
| For all the Temporall lands, which men devout 
By Teſtament have gelven to the Church, 
Wouldthey ſtrip from us ; being valu'd thus, 
As much as would maintaine, to the Kings honor, 
Full fiftcene Earles, and fiftecne hundred Knights, 
{Ix thoufand and two hundred good Efquires : 
And torelicfe of Lazars, and weake age 
Ofindigent faint Soules, paſt corporall toyle, 
| A hundred Almes-houſes, right well ſupply'd: 
Andtothe Coffers of the King beſide, 
{ Athoufand pounds by th'ycere. Thus runs the Bill. 
Bb, Eq. This would drinke deepe. 
Bifh.Cant. *Twould drinke the Cup and all. 
| P{.Eh. But what prevention? 


r 
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_> Cant. The Kiog is full of grace , and faire re- 
ara. 
Biſh,Ely. Anda true lover of the holy Chnrch. 
Biſh.Caut. The courſes of his youth promis'd it not. 
The breath no ſooner left his Fathers body, 
Bur that his wi!dnefle mortify'd 1a him, 
Seem'd to dye too : yeaat that very moment, 
Conſideration like an Angell came, 
And whipt th'offending dew out of him ; 
Leaving his body asa Paradiſe, 
T'invelop and containe*Celeſiiali Spirits. 
Nevet was ſucha fodaine Schoiler made : 
Never came Reformation in a Flood, 
With ſuch a heady curcant ſcowring faults + 
Nor never Hidra-headed Wilfulnetle 
So ſoone did loſe his Seat ; and all ar ontes 
Asinthis King. 
Bb, Ely. Weare bleſſed inthe Change. 
Beſb. (ant, Heate him but reaſon in Divinity: 
Andall-admiring,with au inward with 
You would defire the King were madea Prelatez 
Heare him debate of Common-wealth Afﬀaires; 
You would fay,it hath been all in all his ſtudy: 
Liſt hisdiſcourſeof Warre;and you ſhal heare 
A fearefull Battaile rendred you in Muſique, 
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| Turnehimto any Cauſe of Pollicy, 


The Gordian Knot of it he will unlooſe, 

Familiar as his Garter : that when he ſpeakes, 

The Ayre, a Charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens eares, 

To fteale his ſweet and honyed Sentences : 

So that the Art and PraQtique part of Life, 

Muſt be the Miltreſſe to this Theorique. 

Which isa wonger how his Grace ſhould gleane it, 
Since his addiction was to Courſes vaine, 

His companies unletter'd, rude, and ſhallow, 

His Houres fill'd up with Ryots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never noted 11 him any itudie, 

Any retyrement, any ſequeſtration, 

From open Haunts and Popularitic. 


B. Ely.The Strawberry growes underneath the Nettle, 


And holeſome Berryes thrive and ripen beſt, 
Neighbour'd by truit of baſer qualitie : 

And ſo the Prince obſcur'd his Contemplation 
Vnder the Veyle of Wildnefle, which ( no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Graſle, faſteſt by Night, 
Vnſeene, yet creffiue in his faculrie. 

B. Cant. It muſt be fo ; for Miracles are ceaſt : 
And therefore we muſt needes admit the meanes, 
How things areperfeRed. 

B. Ety. But my good Lord: 

How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrg'd by the Commons? doth his Majcſtic 
Incline toit,orno ? 

B.Cam, He ſeemes indifferent : 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 

Then cheriſhing fexhiblers againſt us : 

For I have made an offer to his Majeſty, 
Vpon our Spirituall Convocation, 

Andin regard of Cauſcs now in hand, 

Whichl have oper'd to his Grace at large, 

As touching France,to give a greater Summe, 
Then ever at one time the Clergie yet 

Did to hisPredcceſlors part withall. 

B.Etj. How did this offer ſeeme receiv'd, my Lord? 

B.Cant. With good acceptance of his Majcitic : 
Savethat there was nottime enough to heare, 

As I perceiv'd his Grace would fainc have done, 
The ſeveralisand unhidden paſſages 

Ofhis true Titles to ſome certaine Dukedomes , 
And generally, tothe Crowne and ſear of France, 


Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather. 


B.Ely. What was th' impediment that broke this off? 
B.( ant. The French Embaſlador upon that inſtant 
Crav'd audience ; and the howre I thinke is come, 
To give him hearing : Is it foure a Clock ? 
B.Eh. Its. 
B.Cant. Then goe we in, to know his Embaſſic ; 
WhichT could with a ready guefle deelare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeakes a word of it. 
B, Ely. lewairupon you, and Flong to heare it. 
—__ Exewnt. 
Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford,Clarence, 
WWarwicke, Weſtmerland,end Exeter. 
| King, Whereis my gracious Lordof Canterbury ? 
Excxer.” Not here in preſence. | 
King. Send for him good Vnckle. 
weftm. Shall we call in th* Ambaſſador, my Liege ? 
King. Not yet, my Couſin ; we would be reſolu'd, 
Before we heare him, of ſome rhings of weight, 
That taske our thoughts, concerning us and France. 
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| Enter two Biſhops. 

B, Caxt.God and his Angels guard you facred Throge 
And make you long become it. ; 

King. Sure wethanke you. | 
My learned Lord, wepray youtoprocetd, 
And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, | 
why the Law Selike, that they have in Frante, 
Or ſhould or ſhould not barre us inour Clayine : 
And God forbid, my deere and faithfull Lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your underſtanding Soule, 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whoſe right 
Sutes not in native colours withthe truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health, 
Shall droptheir blood, inapprobation 


Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 4 


Therefore take heed how you impawne our Perſon, 

How you awake our fleeping Sword of Ware; 

Wecharge you in the name of God take heed : 

For never two ſuch Kingdomes did contend, 

Without much fall of blood; whoſe guitleſſe drops 

Are every one, a Woe, aſorc Complaint, 

'Gainſt him, whoſe wrong gives edge unto the Swords 

That makes ſuch wafte in briefe mortalitic. 

Vnderthis Conjuration, ſpeake my Lord : 

For we will heare, note, and beleeve in heart, 

Thar what you ſpeake, is in your Conſcience waſh, 

As pure as finne with Baptiſme. | 
B.Can.Then heare me gracious Soyeraign,8& youPters 

That owe your ſclves, your lives, and fervices, 

To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre * | 

To make again{t your Highneſſe Clayme to France, 

But this which they produce from Phaeramond, 

In terram Salicam Mulieres ne ſuccedant, 

No Woman ſhallſucceed in Sake Land : 

Which S«/ike Land, the French unjuſty gloze 

To be the realme of France, and Pharamond 

The founder of this Law, and female Barre. 

Yettheir owne Authors faithfully arhrme, 

That the Land Sahke is in Germanie, 

Berweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elve : 

Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxons 

Therelecft behind and ſettled certaine French : 

Who holding in diſdaine the German Women, 

For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their life, 

Eſtabliſhtthen this Law ; to wit, No Female 

Should be Inheritrix in Salike Land + 

Which Sabke (as I faid) *twixt Elve andSala, 

Is atthis day in Germanie, call'd Meer. 

Then doth it well appeare, the Salike Law 

Was not deviſed for the Realme of France : 

Nor did the French poflefſe the Sa/ike Land, 

Vnrill foure bundredons and twentie yecres 

After defunQtion of King Pharamond, 

Idly ſuppoſ*'d the founder of this Law, 

Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, 

Foure hundred twentie fix : and (harles the Great 

Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſeatthe French 

Beyond the River Sala, in the yeere 


| Eight handred five. Beſides, their writers ſay, 


King Pepin», which depoſed Childerike, 

Did'as Hei generall, being deſcended f 
OfBhthild, which was Daughter to King Clothes, 
Make Clayme and Title tothe Crowne of Frances 


on  AI4S ftmnas oa 


Hugh (ape alſo, who uſurpt the Crowne of 


- 
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Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, ſole Heire male 

Of the true Line and Stocke of Charles the great ; 

To find his Title with ſome ſhewes of truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 
Convey'd himſelfe asth* Heire toth' Lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemaine, who was the Sonne 

To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes the Sonne 

Of {barlesthe Great : alſo King Lewes the Tenth, 
Who was ſole Heire tothe V ſurper (per, 

Could not keepe quierin his conſcience, 

Wearingthe Crowne of France,'*till ſatis fied, 

That faire Queene Iſabel, his Grandmother, 

Was Lincall ofthe Lady Ermengere, 

| Daughter ro (harerche fareſaid Dake of Loraine: 

By the which Marriage, the Lyne of Charles the Great 
Was re-united to the Crowne of France. 

$o, that as cleare as is the Summers Sunne, 

King Pepins Tice, and Hugh (apets Clayme, 

King Lewes his fatisfaction, all appeare 

To hold in Right and Title of the Female : 

So doe the Kings of France upon this day. 

Howbeit, they would hold up this Salique Law, 
Tobarre your Highneſſe clayming from the Female, 
And rather chuſe to hidethem ina Net, 

Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, | 
Vſurpt from you and your Progenitors. cs 

King May I with right and conſcience make this claim? 

Biſ.((ant. The ſinne upon my head, dread Soveraigne ; 
Forin thc Booke of Numbers 1s it writ, 

When the man dyes, let the Inheritance. 
Deſcend unto the Daughter: Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your owne, unwind your bloody Flagge: 
Looke backe intoyour mightie Anceſtors : 
Goe miy dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tombe, 
From whom you clayme ; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your Great Vncles, Edwardthe Blacke Prince, 
Whoon the French ground play'd a Tragedie, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France: 
Whiles his moſt mighty Father on a Hill 
Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lyons W helpe 
Forragein blood of French Nobllitie. 
O NobleEngliſh, that could entertaine - 
With halfe their Forces, the tull pride ef France, 
And letanother halteſtand laughing; by, 
All out of worke, and cold for ation. 
Bb, Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puiſſant Arme renew their Feats; 
You are their Heire, you fit upon their Throne : 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runsin your Veines : and my thrice-puiſſant Liege 
Is nthevery May-Morne of his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploites and mighty Enterpriſes. 
Exe. Your brother Kings and Movarches of the Earth 
'Doeall expe, that you ſhould rowſe your ſclfe, 
As did the former Lyons of your Blood. (might ; 

Wet.They know your Grace hath cauſe,and means, and 
So hath your Highneſle : never King of England 
Had Nobles richer, and moreloyall Subjects, 

Whoſe hearts havelett their bodyes here in England, 
| And lye pavillion'd inthe field of France. 

Ziſh.Cant. O let their odyes follow my deare Licge 
With Blouds, and Sword and Fire, to win your Right: 
Inayde whereof, we of the Spiritualtie * 

Willrayſe your Highneſle ſach a mightie Summe 
As never did the Cleargie at one rime 
Bringin to any of your Anceſtors. 


| Our in-land from thepiltering Borderers. 


—- = 


King. We muſt notonely arme tinvadethe French, 
But lay downe our proportions, to defend © 
Againſt the Scot, who will make roade upon us, © 
With all advantages. DO 

Byb.Can. They of thoſe Marches, gracions Soveraign, 
Shall bea Wall ſurficient ro defend 


King. Wedonor meane the courſing ſnatchers only, 
But feare the maine intendment of the Scor, 
W ho hath beene till a giddy neighbour to us: 
For you ſhall reade, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 
Bur that the Scot, on hisunfurniſht Kingdome, 
Came pouring likethe Tyde intoa breach, | 
With ample aud brim fulnefle of his force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot afſayes, 


| 


Girding with grievous ſiege, Caſtles and Townes : 
That England being emptie of defence, | 
Hath ſhooke and trembled atth' ill neighbourhood. 
B.Cas.She hath bin the more ſear'd the harmi'd,my Liege: 
For heare her but exampl'd by her ſelfe, 
| W henall her Cheyalrie hath been in France, 
And ſhea mourning Widdow ef her Nobies, 
She hath her lelfe not onely welldefended, 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots : whom ſhedid ſend to France, 
| To fill King Edwards fame with priſoner Kings, 

And make their Chronicle as rich with prayle, 
| As1s the Owſe and bottome of the Sea 

With ſunken Wrack,and ſum-lefſe Treaſuries. 

Biſh.Ely. Burt there's a ſaying very old and true, © © 
If that youwill France win, then with Scotland firit begin, 
For once the Eagle (Engiand) being inprey, 
To her unguarded Neſt, the Weazell (Scot) 
Comes ſneaking, and ſo ſucks her Princely Egpes, 
Playing the Mouſe inabſence of the Cat, 
Totame and havocke more then ſke can eate. 

Exer. It followes then, the Cat muſt ſtay at home, 

Yer that is but a cruſh*d neceſlity; | 
Since we havelockes to ſafegard neceflaries, 


—— — 


And pretty traps to catch the petty theeves. 
While that the Armed hand doth fightabroad,' 
Th'aduifcd head defends it ſelfe at home + : 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Pat into parts, doth keepe in one confent, 
Congreeing in a full and naturall cloze, 
Like Muſicke, 
{{ant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The ſtate of man indivers functions, 
Setting endevor in continuall motion ; 
To which is fixed as an ayme or burr , 
Obedience: for ſo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by arule in Nature teach 
The A of Order toa peopled Kingdome, 
They have a King, and Others of ſorts, 
Where ſome like Magiltrats corre at home; 
Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad ; 
Others, like Souldiers armed 1m their ſtings, 
Make boote upon the Summers Velvet buddes ; 
Which pillage, they withmerry martch bring home . | 
To the Tenteroyall of their Emperor : ' | 
Who buficd in his Majeſties ſurveyes | 
The ſinging Maſon bnilding roofes of Gold, 
Thecivill Citizens kneading up the hony ; 
The P oore Mechanicke Porters, crowding in 


| 


| 


Their heavy burthens at his narrow gate : 
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The ſfad-cy'd Iuftice with his ſurly humme, -. 
Delivering ore to Executorspale Excrifoners 
The lazie yawning Drone : I this inferre, 
That many things having full reference 
To one conſent,may worke contrariouſly, 
As many Arrowes looſed ſeverall wayes 
AS many freſh ſtreames meet inone ſalt ſea z 
As many Lynes c'oſe in the Dials center : 
So may a thouſand ations once a foote, 
And in one purpoſe, and be all well borne 


' Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 


Divide your happy England into foure, 

Whereof,take you onequarter into France, 

And you withall ſhall make all Gallia ſhake- 

If we with thrice ſuch powers lefrat home, 

Cannot defend our owne daores from the dogge, 

Letusbe worried, and our Nationloſe 

The nameof hirdineſſe and policie. 
King. Call inthe Meſſengers ſent fromthe Dolphin. 

Now are we well relolv'd, and by Gods helpe 


 Andyours, the noble {finewes of our power; 


France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 

Or breake it ail to pecces. Or there wee'l ſir, 
(Ruling inlarge and ample Emperie, 

Ore France, and all her (almoſt) Kingly Dukedomes ) 
Orlay theſe bones tnan unworthy V rne, 
Tombleſſe, with no remembrance over them : 


{ Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full mouth 


Speake freely of our Ads, or elſe our grave 
Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tonguelcfle mouth, 


| Not worſhipt witha waxen Epitaph» 


Enter Ambaſſadors of Fraxce. 


' Noware we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 


Of our faire Coſin Dolphin : for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 

Amb. May'tpleaſe your Majeſtieto give us leave 
Freely torender wheac we have incharge : 

_ Or ſhall weſparingly ſhew youfarre off 
The Dolphins meaning, and our Embaſſe. 

King. We are no Tyrant, buta Chriſtian King, 
Vnto whoſe grace our paſſionis as ſubzeRt | 
As is our wretches fettred-in our priſons: 
Therefore with franke and with uncurbed plainnefle, 
Tellus the Dolphs:s+ mince. 

- Amb, Thusthenin few : 

: Your Highneſle lately fendinginto France, | 

' Didclaime ſome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
' Of your great Predeceſlor, King Edward thethird- 
Inanſwer of which claime, the Prince our Maſter 
 Sayes, that you ſavour too much of your youth, 


{ And bids you be advis'd: There's nought in France, 


' That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne z 
" You cannot revell into Dukedomes there. 
He therefore ſendsyou meeter for your ſpirit 
"This Tunof Treaſure ; and in lieu of this, 
Deſires youlet the Dukedomes that youclaime 
Heare no more of you. This the Delphinſpeakes. 
King. What Treaſure Vncle?., 
Exe. Tennis balles, my Liege. Te 
' Kin, Weare gladthe Deiptmnis ſopleafant with us, 
His Preſent, and your paines wethanke you for: 
When we have matchtour Racketsto theſe Balles, 
' We will in France (by Gods grace) play aſet, 
Shall ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 


Tell him, he hath made a match with ſucha Wrangler, 


Cometo one markec: as many wayes meet in one tOWne, 


J 
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That all the Courts of France will be diſturb'd 
With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 

How he comeso're us with our wilder dayes, 

Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 

We never valew'd this poore ſeate of England, 

And therefore living hence, did give ourſclfe 
Tobarbarous licenſe : As *ris ever common, 

That menare merrieſt, when they are from home. 

But tel{ the Dolphin, 1 will keepe my State, 


| Belike a King, and ſhew my fayle of Greatnefle, 
| When I doxowle me in my Throne of France, 


For that I have hyd by my Majeſtic, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes : 

But I will riſe there withſo full a glorie, - 

That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 

Yea ſtrike the Dolphis blinde to looke onus. 

And tell the pleaſant Prince;this Mocke of his 
Hathturn'd his balls to Gun-ſtones, and his ſoule 

Shall ſtand ſore charged, for the waſtefull vengeance 
That ſhall ye with them: for many a thouſand widows 
Shall this his Mocke,mocke out of their deere husbandy 
Mocke mothers from their ſonnes,mock Caſtles down: 
And ſome are it ungottenand unborne, 

That ſhall have caufe to curſe the Dophins ſcorne. 

But this lyes all within the will of God, 

To whom Ido appeale, and in whoſe name 


Tell you the Dolphin, I am comming on, ; 


To venge meas1 may, and to put forth 
My rightfult hand in a wel-hallow'*d cauſe. 
So get you hence ip peace: and tell the Dolphin, 
HisTIeſt will favour but of ſhallow wit, - | 
Whenthouſands weepe more then did laugh at it. 
Convey them with fate conduct. Fare you well. 
Excnnt eAmbaſan', 
Exe. This was a merry Meſſage. 

. King. We hopeto make the Sender bluſh arit; 
Theretore, my Lords, omitno happy howre, 
That may give furth*rance to our Expedition; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save thoſe to God, that ranne before our buſineſle. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe Warres 
Be {oone colleRted, and all things thought upon, 
That may withreafonable ſwittneſfle adde 
More feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Doſphwmat his fathers doore: 
Therefore letevery man now taske his thought, 
That this faire Ation may on foot be brought. Exe 


Flouriſh. Enter Chorms, 
Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 
And ſilken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thriue the Armorers, and Honors thought 
Reignes ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 


. They ſell the Paſture now, to buy the Horſe , 


Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings, 
With winged heeles, as Engliſh ercuries, 

For now fits Expectation in the Ayre, 

And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 
WithCrownes Imperiall, Crownesand Coronets, 
Promis'dto Harry, and his followers. 

The Ftenchadvis'd by good intelligence 

Ofthis moſt dreadfull preparation, 


\ Shake in their feare, and with pale Pollicy 


Secke to divertthe Engliſh purpoſes. 
O England : Modellto thy inward Greatneſle, 


Like little Body witha. mightic Heart whe 
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What mightſt thou do, that honour would thee doe, 
Wereall thy children kinde and naturall : 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found onr, 
A neſt of hollow boſomes, which he filles 

With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted 
One Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the ſecond 
Hemry Lord Scroope of Maſoems, and the third 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 
Havefor the Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) 
Confirm'd Conſpiracy with fearefall France, 
And by their hands, this grace of Kings maſt dye, 
Tf Hell and Treaſon hold their promiſes, 

Ere hetake ſhip for France ; and in Southampton. 
Linger your patience on, and wee'l digeſt 
Th' abuſe of diſtance ; furce a play z 

The ſumme is payde,the Traitorsare agreed, 

The King is ſer from London, and the Scene 

Is now tranſported (Gentles) to Southampton, 

| There isthe play-houſe now, there muſt you fit, 
And thence to France ſhall we convey you ſafe, 
And bring you-backe : Charming the narrow ſcas 
To give you gentle Paſſe: for if we may,” * 

| Weelnot offend one ſtomacke with our Play, 

But till the King come forth, and not tall then, 
Ynto Southampten do we ſhift our Scene. 


niet); 


Ex. 


Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant Þaraolfe. 
Bar. Wc<ll met Corporall Nym. 
Nym. Good worrow LievtcnantBarao!fe. 4) 
Bar. What, are Ancient Pioland you friends yet? 
Nym, For my part, I care not : 1fay little: but when 
time ſhall ſerue;, there ſball be ſmiles, but that ſhal/be as 
it may. I dare not fight, but I will winkeand hold out 
mine yron: itis a ſimple one, but what though ? It:wull 


| rolte Cheeſe, and it willendure cold , as another mans 


ſword will : and there's an end. | 

Bar. I will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you friendes, 
and wee'l beeall three ſworne brothers to France ; Let't 
be ſo good Corporall Nym. - : 

Nym. Faith, I will live ſolong as T may,that's the cer- 
taine of it: and when I cannot live any longer, 1 will doe 
as I may ; Tat is my reſt, that is the rendevous of it. 

Bar. Itis certaine Corporall , that hee. is married to 
Nel! 9nickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong , for you 
were troth-plight to her, 

Nym. 1 cannottell, Things muſt be as they may : men 
may ſlcepe , and they may bave their throats about them 
at that time, and ſome ſay, knives have edges: It muſt 
beas itmay, thoughpatience bee a tyred name, yer ſhee 
| oy plodde, there muſt be Concluſions, well, I'cannot 
tell. | 

Enter Piftoll,o- © wick. 

Bar. Heere comes Ancient Psolt and bis wife : good 
—axparal be patient heere. How now mine Hoaſte P+- 
STOLL: | 

Fiſt. Baſe Tyke,call'ſt thou mee Hoſte , now by this 
hand I ſ\weare 1corne the terme : nor ſhall my Net kepe 
' Lodgers, 
| Hoſt, No by my troth,notlong : For we cannot lodge 

adboard adozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that live 
honeſtly by the pricke of their Needles , but it will bee 
| thought wee keepe a Bawdy-houle ſtraight: O welliday 
Lady,if he benot hewne now,we ſhall ſce wilfull adulte- 
ry and murther committed. | 
Zar, Good Lieutenant, good Corporall 


offer nothing 
ae Nm. Piſh ., 


" \ 
| 


Pift. Piſh forthee ; 
of Iſland, 


up your {\vord. 
Nym. Will you ſhogge off? I wonld have you ſolus. 
' Pift. Solus, egregious dog? O Viper vile; The ſolus 
in thy moſtimervaitousface, the ſolus in thy teeth} arid 
in thy thrqare,and in thy harefull Lungs , yea in thy Maw 
perdy ;" aid which is worſe, within'thy naſtie mouth. I 
doretort the ſolus in thy bowels, for T cantake,; and Pi 
Folseocke is up, and flaſhing fire will follow.” ©) 

Nm. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure mee * I 
have an- humor toknotke you indifferently well : Tf you 
grow fowle with me Piſtol! , I will ſcoure you, with my 
Rapter, asT may, in fayre tearmes:' If you would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts alittle in good tearmes, as 
I may, and that's the humor of it. 

Pii.O Bragpurd vile, and damned furioys wight, © 
The Grave doth gape, and doting death is neers, 

T herefore exhale. & FRO OT 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what Tay : He that firikes 
=_ firſt ſtroake, Ile run him vp to the hilts, as Iam a ſol- 

CIs | : 

Pift. An oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 
Sive me thy fiſt, thy fore-foore to me give : Thy ſpirits 
are moſt till, | NR E 

Nym.. I will cut thy thiroate onetirhe or other in faire 
termes, that is the humor of it. | | 

P4Ftoll, Conplea gorge, that isthe word. I defietheea- 
gaine. O hound of Creer, think'ſt thou my ſpouſe toger? 
No, to the Spittlegoe, and from the Poudring tub of in- 


T eare-ſheete, ſhe by name, and her eſpouſe. Thave, and I 
will hold the Zwandom Quickely for the onely ſhe :' and 
Panca, there'senughto go to. | 

© Enter the Boy, 


Good Baraeffe, put thy face betweene his ſheetes, and do 
the Oihice of a Warming-pan: Faith, he's very ill. 
Bard. Away you Rogue. & ; 

Ho#F. By my troth he'l yceld the Crow a pudding one 
of theſe dayes : the King has kild his hearr. Good Huſ- 
band come home preſently. Ear, 

Bar. Come ſhall I make you two friends, Wee, muſt 
to France together:why the divel ſhould we keepe knives 
to Cut one anothers throats ? — 

Pg Let floods ore-ſwell and fiends for food howle 
ds. 5 | 

Nym,. You'l pay mee the cight ſhillings I won of you 
at Betting? | 

P18, Baſe isthe ſlave that payes. | 

Nm. That now I will have: that's the humour of it, 

Pit. As manhood ſhall compound : puſh home.1 Draw 

Bard. By this ſword, hee that makcs the firſt thruſt, 
Te kill him : By this ſword, I will. 


Bar.Coporall N:m,and thou wilt be fxiendsbe friends, 
and thou wilt not, why then bee enemes with mee too : 
pretheeputup- EE 
Pi#. A Noble ſhaltthon have, and preſent pay , and 


ſhall combine, and brotherhood. 1lelive by N imme, & 
N inme ſhall live by me, is notthis juſt ? For I ſhall Sut- 
ler be untothe Campe, and profits willaccrue. Give me 


Hland'dogge : thou prickeardſcur 
Heft. Good Corporall Nym ſhew thy valor , and pur 


Pi. Sword is an Oath, 8 Oaths muſt havetheir courſe | 


Liquor likewife will I give tothee, and friendſhippe | 


famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creſſids kinde, Dol/ | 


Boy. Mine Hoaſt Pzfe/l, you muſt come tomy May- |} 
ſter, and your Hoſteſſe; He is very ſicke, & would tobed. | 


” 


_— 
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thy hand, 


—_ 


Lean 


Nm, |, 
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Nym, I ſhall have my Noble? 
P18. In caſh, moſt juſtly payd. | 

Nym. Well,then that's the humor of t. 

Emer Hoſteſſe. © Uhr; 

Heft. Asever youcameof women, come in quickly 
to fir /oby : A poore heart, heis ſo ſhak'd of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that itis molt lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 
Nm. The King hathrunbad humorsonthe Knight, 
that's the even of it, | ; 
" Pit. Nymgthou haſt ſpoke the right, his heart is fra- 
edand corroborate. | : 
Nyw. The King is a good King, butit muſt bee as 1t 
may : he paſſes ſome humors, and carreeres. _ 
Piſt. Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambekins) we 


will live. 
Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Weſtmarland. 
Bed. Fore God his Grace is bold tg truſt theſe traitors 
Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. 
'eft.How {mooth and eventhey do beare themſelves, 
Asat allegeance in their boſomes ſate 
Crowned with faith, and conſtant loyalty. 
Bed. The King bath note of all that they intend, 
By interception, which they dreame not of. 

' Exe. Nay, bnt the man that was his bedfcllow, 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious favours ; 
That he ſhould for a forraigne purle, ſoſcll 
His Soveraignes lifeto death and treachery. 


Sound Trumpets. 
Enter the King, Scroope, ((ambridge , and Gray. 
Kivg, Now fits the winde faire, and we willaboard. 


My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Maſbam, 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts : 
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with us 
Willcut their paſſage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the ate, 
For which we have in head aſſembled them. 
Scro, Nodoubt my Liege, if each mando his beſt. 
King. Idoubt not that, fince we are well perſwaded 
We carry nota. heart with us from hence, 
That growes not in a faire conſent with ours: 
Nor leave not one behinde, that doth not wiſh 
Succefle and Conqueſt to attend on us. 
Cam, Never was Monarch better fear'd and lov'd, 
Then is your Majeſty;there's not I thinke a ſubje&R 
| That fits in heart-greefe and uncaſineſle 
Vnder the {ſweet thade of your government. 
' Ks, True : thoſethat were your Fatbersenemies, 
| Haveſteep'dtheir gauls in honey, and doſerve you 
| With hearts create of ducic, and of zeale, 
' King, Wetherefore have greatcauſe of thankefulneſſe, 
And ſhall forget the oifice of our hand 
ooner then quittance of deſert and merit, 
According tothe weight and worrthinefle. 
S$cro, So ſervice ſhall with ſteeled finewes toyle, 
And labour ſhall refreſh ititlfe with hope 
To do your Gracc inceflant {crvices. 
King. Weludge no lcfle. Vnkleof Exeter, 
Inlarge the man committed yeſterday, 
That rayl'dagainſt our perſon : We conſider 
It was excefle of Wine that fet him on, 
And on his moreadvice, We pardon him. 
Scro, That's mcrcy,but too much ſecurity: 
Let him be puniſh's Soveraigne,leaſt example 
Brecd ( by his ſufferance) more of ſuch a kind, 


King. Oletusyer be mercitull. 


| 


—— 


| ns of our | 
Wold have him puniſh'd. And now to our French cauſes 


——— 


| 


Com. 6 wn Highneſle, and yet puniſh too... 
- Greg. Sir, you ſhew mercy if you give himli(; 
After the taſte of much x17 F | . ay, 
Kg. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavie Oriſons *gainſtthis poore wretch : 
Iflietle faults naar a on diftemper, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we firetch our eye 
Whencapitallcrimes, chew'd,ſwallow'd, and diſpeſted 
Appeare beforeus? We'l yet inlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Grey, in their deere care 
Andtender perſon | 
Who are the late Cemmiſſioners? 
Cam. Ione my Lord, 
Your Highnefſe bad measke for it today, 
Scree So did you me my Licge. 
Gray. And I my RoyallSoveraign. . _ 
King, Then Richard Earle of Cambridge,therc is yourg 
There yours Lords Scyoope of Aſoſhem, and Sir Kaight; 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours: 
Reade them, and know I know your worthineſſe. 
My Lord of Weſtmerlandand Vokle £xeter, 
We will atoord to night. Why how now Gentlemen? 
W hat ſee you inthoſe papers, that you loſe | 
So much complexion? Looke ye how they change; 
Their cheekesare paper. Why, what reade youthere, 
That have ſo cowarded and chac'd your blood ""J 
Out ofapparance. 
Cem. I doconfefle my fault, | 
And doſubmit me to your Highneſſe mercy. 
Gray.Scyo, To which we all appeale. 
King. The mercy that was quicke inus but late, 
By your owne coundaile is ſuppreſt and kill'd: 
You muſt not dare (for ſhame) totalke of mercy, 
For your owne reaſons turne into your boſomes, 
Asdogs upon their Maiſters, worrying you 3 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, | 
Theſe Engliſh monſters : My Lord of Cambriage here, 
You know how apt our love was, toaccard 
To furniſh him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man, 
Hath tora few light Crownes, lightly conſpir'd 
And ſworne unto the practiſes of France 
To kill us heere in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knight no leſſe for bounty bound tous 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworne, But O, 
W hat ſhall I ſay tothee Lord Scroope, thou cruell, 
Ingratefull, ſavage,and inhumane Creature? 
Thouthat did(t beare the key of al my connſails. 
That knew'ſt the very bottome of my ſoule, 
That (almeſt) might'ſt have coyn'd me into Golde, 
Would'ſt thou have praQtis'don me, for thy uſe? 
May it be peſſible,that forraigne hyer 
Could out of thee extract one ſparke of evill 
That might annoy my finger?” Tis ſo ſtrange, 
That though the truth oft ftand off as grofle « 
As blackeand white, my eye will ſcarcely ſee its" 'v 
Treaſon, and murther, ever kept tegether, 
Astwo yoakedivelsfworne to eythers purpoſe, 
Working ſo grofſclyina naturall cauſc, 
That admiration d1d not hoope at them. 
But thou ('gaiaſt all proportion) didſt bring in 
Wander to waite ol treaſon, and no murther : 
And whatſoevercunning ficad it was 
That wrought upon thee ſo prepoſterouſly, 
Hath gotthe voyce in hellfor excellence : 


And: 


_—_—_— 


—___—— 


_ till. 
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And other divels that ſuggeſt by treaſons, You patience to indure, and true Repentance 

Do botch and bungle up damnation, : Ofall your deare offences. Beare them hence. Exenne. 
With patches; colours, and with formes being fetcht Nozw Lords for France :-theenterpriſe whereof - 

From gliſt'ring — piety : Shall be to you as us, like glorious. 

But he that temper'd thee;bad thee {tandup, We doubt not of a faireand luckie Warre, - 

Cavethce no inſtance why thou ſhouldit dotreafon, Since God fo graciouſly hath brought to light 

Vnleſleto dub thee withthe name of Traitor. This dangerous Treaſon, lurking in our way. 

If that ame Dzmon that hath gull'd thee thus, To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now; - | 
Should with his Lyon-gate walke the whole world, But every Rubbe is ſmoothed on our way, | 
He might returne to valtie Tartar backe, Then forth, deare Countreymen: Let us deliver 
Andtell the Legions, I can never win Our Puiſlance into the hand of God, | 
A ſouleſo cafie as that Engliſhmans. | Purring it ſtraight in expedition. / 

Oh, how haſt thou with jcalouſic infected . | | Chearely toSea, the fignes of Warre advance, 

The ſweetneſſe of affiance? Shew men durifull ? No King of England, if notKing cf France. Exennt. 
Why ſo didſt thou : ſeeme they grave and learned? Enter Piſtol, Nim,Bardolph,Boy, and Hoſteſſe. 

Why ſodidſt thou. Come they of Noble Family 2" Heiteſſe. 'Prythee honey ſweete Husband, let me bring 
Why ſodidſt thou. Seeme they religious ? * thee to Staines, 

Why ſo didſtthon. Or are they ſpare in diet, | Piftoll. No : for my manly heart doth erne. Bardelph, 
Free from groſſe paſſion, or of mirth,or anger, be blythe: Nim,rowle thy vaunting Veines : Boy,briſsle 
Conſtant in ſpirit, net ſwerving with the blood, thy Courage up : for Fa/ftafſe hee is dead , and we muſt 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt complement, erne theretore. 

Not working with the eye, withour the eare, | Bard. Would I were with him , whereſomere heeis, 
And but in purged judgement truſting neither ? eyther in Heaven, or in Hell. - 


Hoſteſſe. Nay ſure, hee's not in Hell : hee's in Arthars 
Boſome, if ever man wentto Arthurs Boſome : a made a 
finer end,and went away and it had beene any Chriſtome 
Child : a parted ey'n juſt berweene Twelve and One,ev'n 
at the turning o'th' Tyde: for after I ſaw him fumble with 
the Sheets,and play with Flowers,and ſmile upon his fin- 
gersend,lI knew there was but one way:for his Noſe was 


| Such and ſo finely boulted didft thou ſeeme : 
And thusthy fall hath lcfta kinde of biot, 

To make thee full fraught man, and beſt indued 
With ſome ſaſpicion, I will weepe for thee. 
For this revolt of thine, me thinkes is like 
Another fall of man, Their faultsare open, 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the Law, 


— 


And God acquit them of their practiſes. as ſharpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Exe, Iarreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of | Sir Job»(quoth I ? ) what man ? bee a good cheere : ſo a 
Richard Earle of ('ambriage. | cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure times: now T, j 


I arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Thomas | to comfort him , bid hia) a ſhould not thinke of God ; 1 


Lord Scrompe of CMarſhans. hop'd there was no neede to trouble himſelte withany 
[arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Thomas || ſuch thoughts yer : ſoa bad melay more Cloathes on his | 
Grey, Knight of N orthumberland. feet : I pur my hand into the Bed, and felt them,and they 
$cro, Our purpoſes, God juſtly hathdiſcover'd, were as cold as any ſtone : then I felt to his knees, and ſo 
AndIrepent my fault more then my death, up-war'd and upward,and all was as cold asany ſtone. |} 
WhichlI beſeech your Highneſle to forgive, Nw. They lay he cryed out of Sack. 
Alchough my body pay the price of it. | Hofteſſe. I, that a did. 
Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not ſeduee, Bard, And of Women. 
Although I did admit it asa motive, h HoFteſſe. Nay, that a did not. 
The ſooner toeffeRt what 1 intended ; Boy. Yes thata did, and ſayd they were Devils incar- | 
But God be thanked for prevention, nate. | 
Which I in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce Woman. A couldnever abide Carnation, *twas a Co- 
Beſceching God, and you, to pardon me. lour he never lik'd. - 
Gray. Never did faithfull ſubject more rejoyce | Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
{ Atthe diſcoverie of moſt dangerons Treaſon, Women. 
(Then! doatthis houre joy ore my ſelfe, * Hoffeſſe. A did in ſome ſort (indeed) handle Women : 
Preventedfrom a damned enterprize ; bnt then hee wasrumatique, and talk*d of the Whore of 
My fault, but not my body, pardon Soveraigne. Babylon. 
King.God quit you in his mercy: Heare your ſentence Boy. Doe you not remember a ſaw a Flea ſticke upon 
You haveconſpir's againſt Our Royall perſon. Bardelphs Noſe, anda faid it wasa blacke Soule burning 
loynd withanenemy proclaim'd, and from his Coffers, | in Hell. 
| Receyy'd the Golden Earneſt of Our death : Bard, Well, the fucll is gone that maintain'd that fire: 
Wherein you would have ſold your King to ſlaughter, | thar*sallthe Riches I got in his ſervice. 
His Princes, and his Peeresto ſervitude, Nim. Shall wee ſhogg? the King will bee gone from 
His Subjedts to oppreſſion,and contempt, Southampton. 
And his whole Kingdome into deſolation : Pift. Come,let's away. My Love,give me thy Lippes: | 
Touching our perſon, ſeeke we ho revenge, { Looketo my Chattels, and my Moveables : Let Sences 
But we our Kingdomes ſafety muſt ſo tender, | rule : The world is,Pitchand pay: truſt none: for Oathes 
Whoſe rune you three ſought, that to her Lawes areiScrawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes,and hold-faft 
nega dliver you. Get yoatherefore bence, isthe onely Dogge : My Ducke, therefore (aver bee 
hy remiſerable wretches) to your death : ; | thy Counſailor. Goe , cleare thy Chryſtalls. Yoke. 
| etalte whereof, God of his mercy give | fellowes in Armes ," let us to France', like __ 
72008, | | | leechcs |. 
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| Sotheproportions of defenceare fill ; 


* Of Brabant and of Orleance ſhall make forth, 


: Her Scepter ſo phantaſtically borne, 


' T hat feare attends her not. 


| Queſtion your Gracethe late Embaſſadors, 


| That ſhall fr{t ſprivg, and be moſt delicate. 


{ But though we thinket ſo, itisno matter : 
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— my Boyes, to ſacke, to ſucke, the very blood to | 
ucke. 
Boy. And that's but unwholeſome food, they ſay, 
Pit. Touch her ſoft mouth, and march. 
Bard. Farewell Hoſteſſe. ; 
0s Icannot kifle, that is the humour 6f it : but 
adieu. | 
. Pit. Let Huſwifrie appeare : keepe cloſe , I thee 
command. wu 
Hofteſſe. Farwell : adicu. Exennt. 
Enter the French K ing, the Dolphin,the Dukes 
| of Berry and Britame. 
King. Thus comes the Engliſh with full power upon us, 
And more then carcfully itus concernes, 
To anſwere Royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 


And you Prince Dolphin, with all ſwiftdiſpatch 
To lyne and new repayre our townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with meanes defendant : 
For Engtand his approaches makes as fierce, 
As Warers to the ſucking of a Gulfe. 
Ir firs us then tobeas provident, 
As feare may teach us, out of late cxamples 
Left by the fatall and neglected Engliſh, 
Vpon our fields. 

Dolphin. My moſt redoubted Father, 
It is moſt meet we armeus 'gainſt the Foe : 
For Peace it {clfe ſhould not ſo dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrel were inqueſtion) 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations, . 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and col'c&ed, 
As werea Warre in expeQarion. 
Therefore I ſay, 'tismcet 1weall poe forth, 
To view the licke and feeble parts of France : 
And let us doe it with no ſheiy of feare, 
No, with no more, then if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance : 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly King'd, 


By a vane giddie ſhallow humorous Youth, 


Conſt. O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are toe much miltaken in this King : 


With whar great State he heard their Embaſhie, . 
How well ſupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeſt in exception; and withall, 

How terrible in conſtant rcfolution :; 

And you ſhall find, his Vanires fore-ſpent, 
Were but the cut-{ide of the Roman Brutws, 
Covering Diſcretion witha Coat of Folly; 

As Gardeners doe with Ordure hidethoſe Roots 


Dolphin, Well. *cis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 


In cauſes of defence, *ris beſt ro weigh 
The enemie more mightie then he ſeemes, 


—— 


Which of a weake and niggardly projection, 
Doth like a Miſer ſp2yle his Coat, with ſcanting 
Alittle Cloth. 
King. Thinke we King Haryyſtrong : 
And Princes, looke you ſtrongly arme to meet him; 


| Vntothe Crowne of France :that you may know 


- Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion rakt, 


Even in your hearts,there will he rake for it. 


1 Vnleſſethe Dolphin be in preſerice here; 


The Kindred of him hath beene fleſht uponus : - 


And he is bred out of that bloody ſtraine, 
That haunted us in our familiar Pathes : 
Witnefle our too much memorable ſhame, 
When Creſly Battell fatally was ftrucke, 
Andall our Princes captiv d, by the hand | 
Of that blacke Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales, 
W hiles that his Mountaine Sire, on Mountaine fland; 
Vpin the Ayre, crown'd withthe Golden Sunne, 
Saw his Heroicall Sced, and ſmil'dtoſce him . | 
Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface _. 
The Patterues, that by God and by'French Fathers 
Had twentie yeeres beene made. This 1s a Stem 
Of that Vicorious Stock : and letus feare 
The Natiue mightineſſc and fate of him. 
Emter a Meſſenger. wo 
Ae. Embaſſadorsfrom Harry King of England, 
Doecrave admitrance to your Majelty. any 
King. Weelc give them preſent audicnce. 
Goe, and bring them. pers, 
Youlſee this Chale is hotly followed, friends. 
Dolphin, Turne head,& ſtop purſuit : for coward 
Moſt ſpend their mouths,whe what they ſeeantothrexa 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soueraigne 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, arid ket them know 
Of what a Menarchie you are the Head : 
Seife-love, my Liege,is not ſo vile a ſinne, 
As {elfc-negleRing. 
Enter Exeter. 
King. From our Brother of England > _ 
Exe, From him, and thus he greets your Majcktie: 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie, 
That you deveſt your ſelfe, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories,that by giftof Heaven, 
By Law of Nature,and of nations,longs 
To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne; 
Andall wide-ſtretched Honors, that pertaine 
By Cuſtome, and the Ordinance of Times, 


v. 


'Tisno finiſter, nor no awk-ward Clayme, 
Pickt from the Worme-holes of long-vaniſht dayes, 


He ſends you this moſt memorable Lyne , 
In every Branch truly demonſtrative ; 
Willing you over-looke this Pedigree ; 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt fam'd, of famous Anceſtors, 
Edwardthethird ; he bids you then religne N 
Your Crowne and Kingdome indireQly held . 
From him the Native and true Challenger - 
King. Oreclſe what followes ? 00 209801 
E xe. _ conſtraint : for if you hide the-Crons 
Therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he comming, 
In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a ove: 
That if requiring faile,he will compell. 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliverup the Crowne, and to take mercie +l; 
On the poore Soules, for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaſtie Iawes : and on your bead 7 
Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes,” 
The dead-mens Bloud, the priny Maidens Groans, © © 
For Husbands Fathers and betrothed Lovers, | 
Thar ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverlie. 
This is his Clayme, his threatning, and my Meſlage: 
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King. 


To whom expreſſely 1 bring greetingtoo. ; 
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K;,,. For us, We Will conſider of this further: ' | Withopgappearing Hayrce,that will not follow 

To morrow ſhall you beare our full intens + Theſe cull'd and choyſe-drawne Cavaiicrs to France? 
| Backtoour Brother of England. Worke,worke your Thoughts , and therein ſee a Siege: 

Delph. For the Dolppiny ; 12244 gi112 21:6 Behold the Ordenance on their men. fr | , 
I and here for him:wnat tO him from;Eng'and?  - With Fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew, : 

Exe. Scorne and defiance,ſleight regaxa,conrempt, | Suppoſe th*Embaſlador fiam the French comes back: 
Andany thing that may not miſ-become WO Harry, That the King doth offerki 
The mighty Sender,doth he prize you at. | Katherine his Naughter and with her Wiwric, 
Thus fayes my King:and if your Fathers Highneſle Some. petty and unprofitable Dukcedon | 
Doe not,in graunt of All demands at large, The offer likes not:and the nimble Gun IL. 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Majeſty; - | WithLynſtock now the divelliſh Cannorttuches. 
Hee'lecall you 70 ſo hot an Anſwer of it, | eAlarum,and Chambers goe off. | 
That Cavesand Womby V aultages of France And downe goes all before them. Scill be kind>3gz © 
Shall chide your Tre{pas, and returne your Mock And ech out our performance with your mind.» Egiits | 
In ſecond Accent of his Ordinance, -: | | [1s Fa 

Dolph. Say:if my Father render faire returne, Enter the King, Extter, Bedford,and Glouceſter. _ 
k is againſt my wiil:for I delire  eAlenm:Scaing Ladders at Har flew. <2 
Nothing but Oddes with England, ob King. Once more unto the Breach, -- 
To that end,as matching to his Youth.and Vanlty, Deare triends,once more;. F oa 
did preſent him with the Paris-Palls, ; Or ctoſethe Walil'up with our Engliſh dead: 

Ex. Hee'le make your Paris Loover ſhake for 1t, In Peacezthere's nothing fo becomes a man, 
Wereitthe Miltrefſe Court of mighty Europe: | As modeſt ſtiilnefſe, aid humility: 
And be affar'd, you'le finda diffrence, But when the blaſt of Warreblowes in our cares, 
As we his Subjects have in wonder found, Then imitate the ation of the Tyger: 
Betweenethe promiſe of his greener dayCs, _ Sriffen the {inewes, commune up the blood, 
Andtheſe he maiſters now:now he weighes Time Ditguilc faire Nature with hard-tavour'd Rage: 
Eyen to the utmoſt Graine:that you ſhall reade Then lend the Eye aterrible aſpect: | 
In your owne Loſles, if he ſtay in France. 77 Let it pry through the portage of the Head, | 

King. To morrow ſhall you know our mind at ful. Like the Braſſe Cannon:ter the Brow o'rewhelme it, 

Flourilh, | Astearefully, as dotha galled Racke 


Exe. Diſpatch us with all ſpecd, leaſt that our King O're-hang and jutty his confounded Baſe, | 
Come here himſelfe to queſtion our delay; Swill'd-with the wilde and waſtfuil Ocean. 
For he is footed in this Land already. . | Nowſetthe Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſthrill wide, 
King. You ſhallbe ſoone diſpatcht , with faire conditi- | Hold hard the Breath and bend up every Spirit | 
A Nights but {mall breathe,and little pawſe, (ons. | To his full height. On,you Nobleſt Englith, 
Toanſwer matters of this conſequence» . Exennt, | Whole blood is fer from Fathers of Warre-proofe: 
Fathers,thatlike ſo many Alexanders, 


_ OC 


| Have 1n theſe parts from Morne till Even fought, 
Eo <A N E hos And ſheathd their Swords, for lack of argument. 
| HSDSECUN K-15 Diſhonour not your Mothers : now atteſt, 
: Thatthoſe whom you call'd Fathers,did beget you. 
— j Be Coppy now to me of groſſer blood, 


} 


rater (heras, And tcach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Enter Whoſe Lymvbes were made in cw us here 
Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwift Sceene flyes, The metrell of your Paſture:ler u3{weare, 
Inmotion of no Ile cclerity then that of Thought That youare worth your breeding:which Idoubt nor: 
Suppoſe, that you have {eene | For there 15 none of youſo meaneand baſe, 
The well-appointed King atDover Peer, That hath not Noblcluſter in your eyes. 
Embarke his Royalty:and his brave Fleet, _ I ſee you ttand like Grey-hounds 1n the ſlips, 
With filken Streamers, the young Phebus fayning; | Straying upon the Start. The Game's afoot: 
Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, Follow your Spirit;and upon this Charge, 
Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boy es cligibing; - Cry,God for Harry, England,and S. G6rge. 
Hearethe ſhrill Whiſtle, which doth order give Alarum and Chambers goe off, 
Toſounds confas'd : behold the threaden Sayles, | | | 
ome with th inviſibleand creeping Wind, Enter Nim, Baraolsb, Pift oll,and Boy. 
Draw the huge Botromes through the furrowed Sea, Bard, On,on,o0n,0n,00,tothe breach,tothebreach. © | 
Breſtingche lofty Surge. O, doe but thinke | Num. Pray thee Corporail ſtay , the Knocks are too 
You ſtand upon the Rivage.and behold hot : and for mine owne part, have not a Caſe of Lives: | 
A Citic on th'inconſtant Billowes dauncing: the humor of it is coo hot , thar is the very plaine-Song | 
For ſoappeares this Fleet Majefticall, | of it. I ; | 
Holding due courleto Harflew. Follow, follow: | -Pif, Theplaine-Song is maſt juſt : for humors doe a- 
Crapple your minds to ernage ofthis Nauy, bound : Knocks goe and come : Gods Vaſſals drop and: 
 Andicaveyour England as dead Mid-night, {till, dye ; and Sword and Shicld,in bloody Field, doth winne |. 
Guarded with Grandfires,Babyes, andold Women, 1mmortall fame. 
| Either paſt,or not arriv'd to pyth and puiſſance: Boz. Would I were inan Ale-houſe in London,I would 
| Forwho is he, whoſe Chin is but enricht give all my famefor a res Ale,and ſafety. 


Pift. And | 


a. 


—_——_ = ———_— — 


| 


—— 
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Pif. And I : If wiſhes would prevaile with me , my 
ſe ſhould not faile with me ; but thither would ! 
highs 


Boy. As duly ;burt not as truly; as Bird doth fing on 


bough. 
Enter Flucken. 


Fls. Vp tethe breach, you Dogges;avant you Cullions. 
Fift. Be mercifuli great Duke tomen of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage zabate thy Rage, 
great Duke: Good Bawcocke bate thy Rage : ufelenity 
{wect Chuckc. | IDS 
N jm. Theſe be good huinors : your Honor wins bad 
WY ps 54 : 
Boy. As young as T am , Ihave obſerv'd theſethree 
Swaſhers . Iam Boy tothem all three, but all they three, 
though they would1ſcrve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardo{ph,hee is white-livcr'd,, and red-fac'd ; by the 
meanes whereof, a facts it out,bat fights not : for Piſtol, 
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whereof , abreakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for N'*w- , hee hath heard , that men of few 
Words are the beſt men,and therefore hee ſcornes to ſay 
his Prayers, leſta ſhould be thought a Coward : but his 
few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a never broke any mans Head but his owne,and that was 
againſt a Poſt, when he was drunke. They will ſteale any 
thing , and call it Purchaſe, Bardo/ph Role a Lute-caſc, 
bore it twelve Leagues, and ſold ir for three halfepence. 
N im and Bardolph are {worne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ſtole a fire-ſhovell. T1 knew by that peece 
of Service, the men would carry Coales. They would 
have me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes muchagainſt my 
Manhood, if I ſhould take from anothers Pocket , to put 
into mine ; for it 1s plaine pocketting up of Wrongs. I 
muſt leave them , and ſecke ſome better Service : their 
Villany goes againſt my weake ſtomacke , andtherefore 
I muſt caſt it up. Exit, 


3 \$>» 


Enter Gower. 

Gower. Captaine £lzelen, you muſt come preſently to 
the Mynes; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpcake with 
YOUs 

Flu. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke , it is not ſo 


\ goodtocome to the Mynes: tor looke you, the Mynes 


are not according to the diſciplines of the Warrezthe c6- 
cavities of it is not ſuiſicient : for looke you , tlathver- 
fary,you may diſcuſſe unto the Duke, looke you, is digt 
himſelfe fourc yard under the Countermines : by Cheſs, 
I thinkea will ploweup all, if there is not better dircRti= 
Ons. 

Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter , to whom the Order 
of theSiege is given , is altogether direted by an Irith 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 

Welch. Ttis Captaine Makmorrice,is it not? 

Gower. I thinke it be. _ 

Welch, By (heſvx he is an Aﬀſſe, asin the World,T will 
verifie as much in his Beard: he ha's no more dirc&tions 
in the true diſciplines of the Warres , looke yeu , of the 
Roman diſciplines,then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Makmorrice,and Captaine Tamy. 

Gower. Here a comes,and the Scots Captaine, Captaine 
Tamy, with him. 

welch. Captaine Tamy is a mervellons {alorous Gen- 
tleman,that is certain,and of great expedition and:knoty- 


Exit. 


| 


\ ledgein thraunchiant Warres, 


] 
| 


OO k— 
upon my particularkngy., 
ledge of his direQions : by (i he be veil emaintaineh, | 
Argument as well as any Militarie man irithe Wor in| 
the diſciplines of the Priſtine Warres of the Roma, 

Scor-I ſay gudday,Captaine Flwellen. 

- Welch. Godden to your Worſhip, good Captaire 
Ames. gets 

Gower, How now Captaine Makworrice, have you gui 
the Mynes ? have the Pioners given o're? | 

Iriſh. By Chriſh Law tiſh ill done : the Workejf 
91ve over,the Trompet ſuind the Retreat. By my Hand 
I {weare,and my fathers Soule , the Worke 1{h ill done: 
it iſh give over : I would have blowed up the Town, 
ſo Chriſh fave me law, inan houre. O tiſh ill done tif 
i] done : by my Handtiſh ill done. 

Welch: Captaine Aakmorrige, T beſcech you noy 
willyou youtſafe me,looke you,afew diſputationgyit, 
you,as partly touching or conceming the diſciplinesgf 
the Warre, the Roman Warres,in the way of Argument 
looke you,and friendly communication:partly toaisfe 
my Opinion,and partly for the ſatisfaRion,lookeyoyygf 
my Mind: as touching the direction of the Military dif 
cipline,that isthe Point. 

Scot. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bah, 
and I fall quit you with gud leve, as 1 may pick ocalſiqn 
that fall I mary: | 

Iriſh. It isno time to diſcourſe, ſo Chrith faveme 
the day 1s hot,and the Weather,and the W arres, andily 
King,and the Dukes:it 1s no time to diſcourſe,theTom|- 
is beſeech'd:and the Trumpet call us to the breech,aud 
we talke,and be Chriſh do nothing, tis ſhame for ys: 
ſo God 1a'me tis ſhame to ſtand itill,it is ſhame byny 
hand: and there is Throats to be cut, and W orkes tobe: 
done,and there iſh nothing done,ſo Chriſt ſa'melay. 

Scot. By the Mes, cretheiſe eyes of mine takethen- 
{elves to ſlomber , ayle de gud ſervice, or lle ligge ith! 
grund for it ; ay , or goe to death : and le pay't@s3u6-| | 
roufly as I may, that fall I ſuerly do, that is thebrefand 
thelong : mary , I wad full faine heard ſome queſtion 
tween you twaye. 

VVelch. Captaine Mackmorrice , Trhinke, lookeyou, 
under your corre&ion , there is not many of yourNt- 
tions 

Iriſh. Of my Nation ? What iſh my Nation?Iſha 
Villaine,anda Baſterd,and aKnave, and a Raſcal, What 
iſh my Nation ? Who talkes of my Nation? _. 

UUelch. Looke you,if you take the matter otherwile 
then is meant , Captaine Adackmorrice, peradventure! 
ſhal thinke you doe not uſe me with that affablility,S1l 
diſcretion you oughttouſe me, looke you, being asg90/ 
a man as your ſelfe both in the diſciplines of Warre, 
in the derivation of my Birth , and in other particulr 
ritiCs. : 

Iriſs. 1 do not know you ſo good a man asmy ſl: 
ſo Criſh fave me,l will cut off your Head. 

Gower. Gentlemen both, you will miſtake cach other 

Scot. A, that's a foule fault. A Pay, 

Gower, The Towne founds a Parley. Þ 

UVUelch, Captaine Mackmorrice , when there 18M 
better opportunity tobe required, looke you, 1 
ſo bold as totell you, I know the diſciplines of W® 
and there is an end. Ext 


Enter the K ing and all bis Trae before the Gates 
King, How yet reſolves the Governour of the To 
This is the lateſt Parle we willadmit: 44 


——— 


- 


- 
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Therefore toour beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
Or like to men prowd of deſtruction, 
Defie us to our worlt : for as Tam a Souldier, 
A Namethat in my thoughts becomes me belt; 
If Ibegin.the batr'rie once agatne, 
I will not leavethe halfe-atchieved Harflew, 
Fill in her aſhes ſhelye buryed. 
The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhut up, 
And the fleſh'd Souldier, roughand hard of heart; 
In liberty of bloody hand,ſhail rannve : 
With Conſcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafle 
Your freſh faice Virgins,and your flowring Infants, 
What isit then to me, if impious Warre, 
Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Doe with his ſmyrcht comp!ex1on all fell tears, 
Enlynckt to walte and delolation? 
Wharis't to me,when you your ſelvesare cauſe, 
If your pure Mayderfs fail into the hand. 
Of hot and forcing Vioiation? | 
What Reyne can hold licencious Wickedneſle, 
When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere? 
We may as bootlefle ſpend our vaine Command 
Vpon th'enraged Souldiers in their ſpoyle, 
As ſend Precepts to the Leviathanto come aſhore. 
Therefore, you men of Harficw, 
Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are 1n my Command, 
Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 
Ore-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of headdy Murther,Spoyle, and Villany. 
if not : why in a moment looke to ſee 
The blind and bloody Souldier, with foule hand 
Defire the Locks of your ſhrili-ſhriking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the filver Bcards, 
And their moſt reveread Heads daſhr to the Walls: 
Your nai.ed Infants {pitted upon Pykes, 
Whites the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
Doe breake the Clouds;as did the Wives of Icwry, 
At Serods bloody-hancing ſlanghter-men. 
What fay you? Will you yecld,and this ayoyd? 
Or guilty in defence,be thus deitroy'd. 
Enter Goverzonur, 
Gower, Oar expe tation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours vc entreated, 
Returnes us,that his Powers are yet not ready; 
Torayſe fo great a Siege: Therefore great King, 
Weyeeld our Towne and Lives to thy ſoft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates,diſpoſe of us and curs, 
ror wenolonger are d:funiible. 
| King. Open your Gares:Come Vnckle Exaer, 
Goc you and enter Has flew , there remaine, 
And fortific it ſtrongiy *gainft the French: 
Vie mercy to them all for us,dcare Vnckle. 
The Winter comming on,and Sicknefle growing 
Vpon our Souldiers, we wiil-retyrc to Calis. 
[Tonight in Harflew will we be your Gueſt, 
Tomorrow for the Martch are uv eaddreſt, 
Flonriſh and enter the Towne, 


Emer Katherme ard an old Gentlewoman. 


| Kath. eAlice, tn as eſte en C4 ngluterre, & tu parlois bien | 


h Language. 
: Alue, En prut Madame. 

Rath. Je te prie w# enſeigner,il fant que j'apprenne 4 perler, 
Comment appelie vaus ta main en eAnglos? 


——— 
\ 


Kath. De Hand. 
Alice, Et le doyt, | 
Kat. Le doyt , ma foy ie oublie le deyt, mais te me ſauvien- 
dray le dogs, ie penſe qu'ils out appelle de fingers, ou de fi-g- ex, 
Alice. La main, ae Hand,le doyt, le Frags es, le penſe que 
ze ſuis te bon eſcholier. 
Kath. [ ay gaigne den mots d' Angloss viſtement,commect 
appelle vous tes ongles? 
e-lice Les onoles, les appellons de N 1y!es. 
Kath, De Nayles eſcomt:s : 
Hand,de Fingres,de IN avles. | 
Alice. C'eſt bien dis Madame, i oft fort bon Anglais, 
Kath. Dutes moy en Anglois le bras. 
Alice. De Arme, Madame. 
Kath, Et + conde. 
eAlice. D' Elbow. 
Kath. D' Elbow: le men faitz la repetition de tous les mots 
que vous m' aver, apprins des apreſent. 
eAle. ll eſt trop difficile Madame.comme ie penſe. 
Keth. Excuſe moy Alice,eſcoute , 4 Hand , ae Fingre, de 
Nayles, & «Arme. de Bulbow. | | 
Alice. TD eibow, Madame. 
Kath. O Sereneur Die , ic men oublie d' Elbow,comment 
appelle wang le col. = 
Alice, De Neck, Madame. 
Kath. De Neck, te manton, 
ele. de Chin. 
Kath. De Sm: le col,de N :chle manton, de Sin. 
Alice. Ouy.S«<uf voſtre honneur en verne vous prononcies 
lis mots auſſi dro:t,que le Natifs d' Angleterre. 
Kath. le ne dinte point d apprenarepar la grace de Dien, 
C& enpru de temps, 
Als. N aver, vous pas defia oublie ce que 5e vous ay enſeigne, 
Kath, Nomme, ierecitery 
Fingre,de Nayles, Madame 
«-*lice. De IN ayles, Madame. 
Kath. De Nayles,de «Armed: llbow, 
Alice. Sans voftre honnenr d'ethaw. 
Kath. eAſi dis-1e d elbow,de Neck, &-de Sin: coment ap- 
pelle vous les pieds & de robs. 
Al:ce. Le foot Madame,cs le Count. 
Kath. Le Foot, & le Count : O Stignenr Dien, ce ſont des 
mots maunais,corrnuptible & unpudique , & non pour les Da- 
mes d Honneny d uſer : Ie ne voudross prononcer ces mots de- 


| 
| 


\ 


| 


| 


— 


& le Connt,neant moms, le reciteray vn autrefors ma lecon en- 
ſemble , d Hand, d: Fingre, de Nayles, d Arme, a Elbow,de 
N eck de Sin, de Foct,le Count. 
Alice. Excellent, Madame. 
Kath.C'eft aſſes, pour wne fois allons nous en diſner, 
E xcunt. 


Emer the King of France, the Dolphin, the 
Conſtable of France, a1d oth:rs, 
King. Tis certaine he hath paſt che River Some. 
(8. Andif he be not fought withall,iny Lord, 
Let us not live in France:let us quit all, 
And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People, 
Dolph. O Dieu vivant : Shall a few Sprayes of us, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 
Our $yens,put in wilde and ſavage Stock, 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-looke their Grafters? 
Brit. Normans, but baſtard Normans, Norman baſtard 
* Mort de ma vie, if they march along 


» 


Ss 


| Alice. Lamain,il eft appeile, de Hand. 


” EE 


| Vaſoughe wichall,but I will fell my Dukedome, 
2 


— Ron 7 


vant les Seioneurs de Francs. gour tout le monde,l faut le Foot | 


dites moy, i 16 parle bien : de 


_- 


(©) | 


a vous promptement,d Hand,de | 


Pho | 
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| Tobuyaſlobbry and a durty Farme 
Inthat nooke-ſhotren 1le of Albion. 


| Isnot their Clymate foggy,raw,and dull? 

| On whom,as in deſpighr,the Sunne lookes pale, 

| Killing their Fruit with frownes? Can ſodden Water, 
| ADrench for ſur-reyn'd Iades,their Barly broth, 

| Deco their cold blood to ſuch valiant heat? 

| And ſhall our quick blood, ſpirited with Wine, 

| Secme froſtie? O,for honor of our Land, 

| Letus not hang likeroping 1tyckles 

| Vpon our Houſes Thatch, whitesa more froſty People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields: 
Poore we may call them, in their Native Lords. 

| Doſpb.By Faithand Honor, 

"Our Madames mock at us,and plainely ſay, 

Our Mettell is bred out,and they will give 

Their bodyes to the Luſt of Engliſh Youth, 

To new-ſtore France with Baſtard Warriors. 

| Brit. They bidus tothe Engliſh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Lavo/ra's high,and (wift Carrano's 
Saying,our Graces onely in our Heeles, 

And that we are moſt lofty Run-awayes. 


Let him greet England with our ſharpe detiance. 
Vp Princes,and with ſpirit of Honor edged, 
More ſharper then your Swords,highte thefieid; 
Charles Delabreth , High Conſtable of France, 
You Dukes of Orleaxce, Burbon, and of Berry, 
e-lanſon, Brabant,Barand Burgonie, 
Jaques Chantillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beumont,Grand Pree, Rouſſi,and Feulconbriage, 
Logs, Leſtrale, Bouciqual/, and Charaloyes, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords,and Kings; 
For your great Seats,now quit you ofgreat ſhames: 
Barre HarryEngland,that {weepes through our Land 
With Penonspainted in the blood of Harflew: 
: Ruſh on his Hoaſt,as doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Yalleyes, whoſe low Vaſlall Scar, 
The Alpes dath ſpit,and void his rhewme upon. 
Goe downe upon him,you have Power enough, 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Priſoner. 
Conft. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are fofew, 
His Souldiers ſick,and famifht in their Martche- 
For I am ſure, when he ſhall ſce our Army, 
Hee'lle drop his heart into the ſinck of feare, 
And for atchievemenr,offer us his Ranſome. 
King. Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Montivy, 
And let him ſay toEngland,that we ſend, 
Toknow what willing Ranſome he will give. 
Prince Dolphin,you {hall ſtay with us in Roan. 
Dolph. Not ſo,I doe beſcech your Majeſty. 
King. Be patient, for you ſhall remaine 1withus., 
Now forth Lord Conſtable, and Princes all; 
And quickly bring us word of Englands fall, 


—_— 


+ 


= 
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Emer Captaines, Engliſh and U'Vekch, Gower. 
and Fluellen. 


the Bridge? 


mittedat the Bridge. | 
Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? 


Conſt. Diex de Battailies,where have they this mettell? 


King. Where is Montioy the Heraldſpeed him hence, 


Exenat. 


Gower. How now Captaine F/#elen , come you from 


Fls. T aſſure you, there 1s very excellent Services com- 


—_— 


| 


Fl. The Dake of Exeter isas magnanimgous as ege- 


—— 


mermon,and a man that love and honour with my ſoute 
and my heart,and my duty , andy live, and my living, 

and my uttermolt power. He is not, God be prayſed ad | 
blefled , any hurt in the World, but keepes the Bridge 
molt valiantly,with excellent diſcipline. There isan au. 


chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge, I thinke in myy 
conſcience hee isas valianta man as CMarke Anth 


hee is a man of noeſtimation in the World,but I did ſe 


him doe as gallant ſervice. 

Gow, What doe you call him? 

Fle. He is call'd aunchient Piſtol, 

Gow. I know him not. 

Emery Pifloll. 

Fla. Here is the man, 

Pf. Captaine , I thee beſeech todoe me favours: the 
Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. | 

Fla. 1, Iprayſc God, and I have merited ſome lovex 
his hands. : 

Piſ?. Bardelph , a Souldier«firme and ſound of heart, 
and of buxome valour , hath by cruell Fate, and gi 
Fortunes furious fickle W heele,that goddeſlc blind.that 
{tands upon the rolling zeſtlefle Stone. | 

Fla. By your patience , aunchient Pifo/ : Fortunes 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to ſignifi 
to you , that Fortune is blinde ; and ſhee is paintedalſo 
with a Wheele,to figntfic to you, which is the Morallof 
It , that ſhce 1s turning and inconſtant , and mutability; 
and variation : and her foot , looke you , is fixed uponz 
Sphericall Stone, which rowles,and rowles,and rowles; 
in good truth, the Poet makes a moſt excellent deſqripti 
on of it:Fortune is an excellent Morall. 

Pift. Fortune is Bardelphs foe, and frownes on hin: 
for he hath ſtolne a Pax, and hanged maſt a be : damned 
death : let Gallowes gape for Dogge , let Man goe free, 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe ſuffocate : but Exe 


' hath given the doome of death, for Pax of little price, 


Therefore goe ſpeake , the Duke will heare thy voycs; 
and let not Bardelphs vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Capraine for his 
Life,and I will thee requite. 
Fla. Aunchicnt Piſtol, I doe partly underſtandyou 

meaning. | | 

P:ſt, Why then rejoyce therefore, | 

Flu, Certainly Aunchient , it is not a thing torejoce 
at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother, I would defire 
the Duke to uſe his good pleaſure,and put him to exec 
tzon ; for diſcipline ought to be uſed, 

Pijt. Dye,and bedamn'd,and Figo for thy friend{up 

Fla. Tt 1s well. 

PF. The Figge of Spaine, 

Fl. Very good. | 
»- Gow. Why,thisis anarrant connterfeit Raſcall, I 


E xit. 


1 member him now: a Bawd a Cur-purſe. 


Fly. Ie aflure you ,autt'red as prave words atthe 
Pridge,as you ſhall ſce in a Summers day : bur 1t is v& 
well : what he ha's ſpoke to me, that is well I warral 
you, when time is ſerve. 

Gow. Why 'tis a Gull, a Foole, a Rogue,that now and 
then goes to the Warres,to grace himſelfe at his retume 
into London , under the forme of a Soulier :and ſug 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Namts,® 
they willlearne you by rote where Services were day 
at {uch and ſucha Sconce at ſucha Breach,at ſuch aw 


voy : who came off bravely , who was ſhot , whoW, 


grac'd,what termes the Enemy ſtood on: and this 


conne perfitly in the phraſe of Warrey which they tf 
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neralls Cut,and a horrideSute of the Campe, will doe a- 
mong foming Bottles, and Ale-waſht wits , 1s wonder- 
fallto be thought on:but you muſt learne to know ſuch 
llanders of the age, or elſe you may be marvcliouſly mi- 
ſtooke. ; ; 

Fly. I tell you what, Captaine = : I doe perceive 
hee isnot the man that hee would gladly make ſhew to 
the World hee is : if T finde a hole in his Coat , I will tell 
him my minde : hearke you,theKing is comming , and I 
muſt ſpeake with him from the Pridge. 


Drum and Colonrs, Enter the King and his 
poore Souldiers, 

Fls, God pleſle your Majeſty. : 

Kis.How now Fleellen,cam'({t thou from t he Bridge? 

Fla. 1, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty : The Duke of Exeter 
ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French 1s 
gone of, looke you, and there is gallant and moſt prave 
paſſages : marry , th'athverſarie was have poſſeſſion of 
the Pridge , but he is enforced to retyre,and the Duke of 
Exeter is Maſter of the Pridge : I can tell your Majeſty, 
the Duke is a prave man. 

King. W hat men have you loſt, Fluellen? 

Flu. The perdition of tathverſary hath beene very 
great , reaſonable great : mary for my part, I thinke the 
Dake hath loſt never a man, but one that is like to be exe- 
cuted for robbinga Church,one Baraelph, if your Maje- 
ſy know the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire,and his lippes blowes at his 
noſe, and it is like a coale of fire , ſomerimes plew , and 
ſometimes red , but his noſe is executed , and his firc's 
out. 

King. Wee would haye all ſuch offendors ſocut off: 
& we giveexpreſle charge,that in our Martches through 
the Countrey , there bee nothing compeli'd from the 
Villages;nothing taken, but pay'd tor:none of the French 
upbrayded or abuſcd in difdainefuli Language ; for when 
Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdome , the gentler 
Gameſteris the ſoonelt winner. 


Tucket. Enter CMountioy. 

Afomtoy. You know me by my habit. 

. Xing: Well then, Iknow thee: what ſhall I know of 
thee 

Mons, My Maifters mind. 

_ Ring. Vnfold it. 

Mountoy. Thus fayes my King : Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we ſeem'd dead, we bid but ſleepe: 
Advantage 1s a better Souldicr then raſhneſle. Tell him, 
wee could have rebuk'd him at Harflewe , but that wee 
- [thought not good to bruiſe an injury, till it were full 
ripe. Now we ſpeake upon our Q. and our voyce is im- 
periall : England ſhall repent his folly , ſee his weake- 
neſſe and admire our ſufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
{iderofhisranſome, which muſtproportionthe loſſes we 

bayeborne, the ſubjeRts we have lolt , the diſgrace wee 
tave diſgeſted ; which in weight to re-anſwer, his petti- 
nefle would bow under. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is 
t00 poore; for th'effuſion of our bldbd,the Muſter of his 


one perſon knecling at our feet,buta weake and worth- 
lefſefatisfaRion. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
concluſion, he hath betrayed hisfollowers , whoſe con- 
mation 18 pronounc't : So farre my King and Mailter; 
ſo much my Office. 


SE. 


1D with new-tuned Oathes:and whata Beardof the Ge- 


OY 


Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our diſgrace, his | 


|  King.What is thy name?I know thy quality. 
Aowun. Meountioy. | 

| King.Thou doo' ſt thy Office fairely.Turne thee back, 

And teil thy King, I doe not ſecke him now, 
But could be willing to martch on to Callice, 
Without impeachment : for to ſay the ſooth, 
Though '*tis no wifdome to confefſe ſo much 
| Vato anenemie of Craft and Vantage, 
My people are with fickneile much enfeebled, - 
My numbers lefſen'd:and thoſe few I have, 
Almoltno betterthen ſo many French; 
( Who when they were1n health,[rell thee Herald, 

I thought,upon one payre ot Engliſh Legges 
Did martCch three Frenchmen, Yet forgive me God, 
) That I doe bragge thus; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne that vice in me. I muſt repent: 
Goe therefore tell thy Maiſter,here I a n; 
My Ranſome,isthis frayle and worthlefle Trunke;: 
My Army,but a weakeand ſickly Guard: 
Yer God before,tell him we will come on, 
Though France himfelfe,and ſuch another Neighbor - 


* 


Goe bid thy Maiſter well adviſe himſelte; 
We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood © 
Diſcolour : and fo 2ountzy fare you well. 
The ſumme of all orr Anſwer is but this: 
We would not {eeke a Battaile as we are, 
Nor as we are, we {ay wee wilinot ſhun it; 
So teli your Malſtcr, | 
HMomntl ſhall deliver ſo: Thankes to your High- 
neſſe, 

Glonc. I hope they will not come upon ns now. 

King. We are im Gods hand, Brother,nor in theirs: 
Martch to the Bridge,it now drawes toward: nighr, 
Beyond the River wee'le encampe our ſelves, 

And on tomorrow bid them martch away, =Exeant. 


Enter the Conſtable of France,the Lord Rambnrs, 
Orleance, Dolphin,gwith others. 


{onft. Tut, I have the beſt Armour of rhe World: 
would it were day. | 

Ort. You havcan exccilent Armour: but let my Horſe 
have his due. | 

Conſt. Itisthe beft Horſe of Europe, 

Orl. Will ic never be Morning? 


ſtable, you talke of Horſe and Armour? _ 
| Orl, Youareas well provided of both , as any Prince 
in the World. | 
Dolph, W hat a long Night 1s this? I will not change 
my Horſe with any that treades but on foure palternes; 
ch'ha:he bounds from the Earth,as if hisentrayles were 
hayres: /e Cheval volant , the Pegalus , hes les narines de 
few. When I beltryde him,I toare, lama Hawke: he trots 


horne of his hooſe, is more Muſicall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. —— Q 

Orl, Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

. Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaſt 
for Perſeus : hee is pure Ayreand Fire; and the dull Ele» 
ments of Earth'and Warter never appeare in him,but on- 
ly in patient ſtilnefſe while his Rider mounts him :. hee 


| Beaſts. | 


— _ Þ E—_ td a>.y 


is indeede a Horſe , and alli other lades you may call 
| 27 on Conſt.In- | 


; 


Dolph. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High Con-- | 


4 


the ayre : the Earth ſings, when he touches 1r : che baſeſt | 


p 


Stand inour Ways There's for thy labour Monty. WE 7 


If we may paſſe, we will:if we be hindred, #2} 


$2 


The Life of Henry the Fift, 


Conſt. Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and excel» 
lent Horſe. 
op. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neighis like 
thebidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Homage. 
Orl. No more Coulin. 
| Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit , that cannot from 
the riſing of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe,vary 
deſerved prayſe on my Palfray: it 1s a Threame as fluent 
as the Sea:Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues , and 
my Horſe is argument forthemall : *tis a ſubje&t for a 
Soueraigne torcaſon on , and for a Soveraignes Sove- 
raigneto ride on: And for the World, familiar to us,and 
unknowne, to lay apart their particular Functions , and 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonnet in his prayſe , and 
began thus,#onder of Nature. | 
Orleaxce. I have heard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones Mi- 
ſtreſle. 
Dolph. Then did they imitate that which Icompos'd 
to my Courſer,for my Horſe is my Miſtreſles 
 Ozl. Your Miſtreſſe beares well. | 
| - Fell. Me well, which is the preſcript prayſe and per- 
'feRtion of a good and particular Miltreſle. 
'> Conf. Nay , for me thought yeſterday your Miſtreſſe 
ſhrewdly ſhooke your back. - 
Dolph. So perhaps did yours. 
{onFt, Mine was not bridled. 


Ci af 


rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hoſe off,and in 
your ftrait Stroſſers. - 

Conſt, You have good judgement in Horſeman- 
Gi 


Ip. | 
ebb. Be warn'd by me then : they that ride ſo, and 
ride not warily , fall into foule Boggs:I had rather have 
my Horſe to my Miltreſle. 
Conft, 1 had as live have my Miſtreſle a Iade. 
Dolph, I tell thee Conſtable , my Miſtreſſe weares his 
owne hayres 
Conſt. I'could make as true a boaſt as that , if Thad a 
Sow tomy Milſtreſle. 
Dolph, Le chieneſt retowrne 4 ſon propre vomiſſement,e/? 
la levye lavee au bowrbier: thou mak'{t ule of any thing. 
Coxft. Yer doc I not uſe my Horſe for my Milſtreſle, 
or any ſuch Proverbe, ſo little kin to the purpoſe. 
Ramb. My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I ſaw in 
your Tent tonight, arethoſe Starres or Sunnes upon it? 
Conſt.Starres my Lord. 
Dolph. Some cf them will fall ro morrow,I hope. 
Conſt, And yet my Sky ſhall not want. | 
Dolpb.That may befor you beare a many ſuperfliuouſ- 
ly,and *twere more honor ſome were away. | 
Conſt. Ev'nas your Horſe beares your prayſes , who 
_ trot as wel,were ſome of your bragges diſmoun- 
ted, | 
Dolph. Would I were able to loade him with hisde- 
ſert, Will it never be day? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way ſhal be paved with Engliſh Faces. 
Conft. I will not fay fo, for feare I ſhould be fac't out | 
. of my way : but I would it were morning , for I wonld | 
faine beabout theeares of the Engliſh. | 
| Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard with mefor twenty 
Priſoners? 
Conft. You mult firſt goe your ſelfe to hazard, ere you 
have them. 
Dolph. Tis Mid-night,Ile goc arme my {elfe. 


———. 


Ex#, 


Dolph. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle , and you | 


Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning. 


ts _ _ 


Ramb. He longs to eatethe Engliſh. 
Conſt. I thinke he willeate all he kills. 


Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady, hee's a Pallane 


Prince. 


Conft. Sweare by her Foot, that ſhe may tread outthe 


Oath. 


Orleance. He is ſimply the moſt ative Gentlemangf 


France. 

Conft. Doing is aftivity ,and he will ſtill be doing. 

Or/. He never did harme,thart I heard of. 
Conſt. Nor will doe none to morrow 7 hee will keepe 
that good name Riill. | 

Orl. Iknow him tobe valiant. 

Coyſt. T was told that, by one that knowes him better 
then you 

Orl. What's hee? 

Conf. Marry heetold me ſo himſelfe, and hee ſaid he 
car'd not who knew it. 
- Orleance. He needes nor, it is no hidden vertyein 

Im. 

Conſt .By my faith Sir, but it is : never any body ſay 
it , buthis Lacquey : 'tisa hooded valour , and whenit 
appeares,it will bate. | 

Orl. Ill will neverſayd well. 
Conſt. I will cap that Proverbe with, There is flattery 
in friendſhip. 
x Orl. And 1 will take up that with,Give the Devill i 
ues 
Conſt. Well plac't : there ſtands your friend forthe 


| Devill : haveat the very eye of that Proverbe with, 4 


Pox of the Devill. 

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs,by kow muchi 
Faoles Bolt is ſoone ſhot. 

Conſt. You have ſhotover. 

Ort. Tis not the firſt time you were ovyer-ſhot. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


AMeſſ. My Lord high Conſtable, the Evgliſh lye within 
fifteene hundred paces of your Tents. | 

Conft, Who hath meaſur'd the ground? 

Meſ. The Lord Granapree. 

(ouſt, A valiant and moſtexpert Gentleman. Would 
it were day ? Alas poore Harry of England : heelongs 
not for the Dawning,as wee doe. 

Orl. Whata wretched and pecviſh fellow is this King 
of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd fellowerslo 
farre out of his knowledge. 

Conft. If the Engliſh hadany apprehenſion, they would 
runne away. | 

Orl. Thatthey lack: for if their heads had any intel 
ual Armour, they could never weare ſuch heavy Hat 
PIECES. al 

Remb. That Tland of England breedes very valtatt 
Creatures ; their Maſtiffes are of vnmatchable col-| 
rage. | 
Orleance, Fooliſh Curres , that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruſſian Beare, & have their heads cruſkit 
like rotten Apples : you may as well ſay, that's a valiant 


| Flea, that dare eatf his breakefaſt on the Lippeof# 


Lyon. DEI 
Coyſt. uſt, juſt : andthe men doe ſympathize with 
the Maſtiffes ; in robuſtious and rough comming 0 
teaving their Wits with their Wives : and thengiv* 
them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Steele they 
will cate like Wolves, and fight like Devils. ol 


—_ 


_—_—_—_C —— 


__— = ——— y-_ I _- 
F nd 


— —_— ——_— —_— 
——_ 


f 


— —— 


The Life of Henry the Fift. 


0rl.1 , but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beeefe. 
Conft. Then ſhall we finde to morrow;they have only 
Romackesto cate, and none to fight. Now 1s it time to 
arme:come,ſhall we about it? 
" 0rl. It is now two a Clock: but let meſee,by ten 
We ſhall have cach a hundred Engliſh men. = Exexar. 


eA fins T ertins. 


- Chorns. 
Now entertaine conjecture ofa time, | 
When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 
Fills thewide Veſlell of the Vniverſe. : ; 
From Camp to Camp,through the foule Wob of Night 
The Humme of either Army ſtilly ſounds, 
That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. 
Fireanſwers fire,and through their paly flames 
Each Battaile fees the others umber'd tace. 
Steed threatens Steed,in high and bealtfull Neighs 
Picreing the Nights dull Eare:and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 
With buſie Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 
Give dreadfull note of preparation. 7 
The Countrey Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towle: 
And the third howre of drowſie Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of their Numbers,and ſecure in Soule, 
The confident and over-luſty French, 


| Doethelow-rated Engliſh play at Dice 


And chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 

Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe _ . 
$o tediouſly away. The poore condemned Engliſh, 
Like Sacrifices,by their watchfull Fires 

Sit patiently,and iniy ruminate 

The Mornings danger:and their geſture ſad, | 
Inveſting lanke-leane Cheeks,and Warre-worne Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moone 
So many horride Ghoſts. O now,who will behold. 
The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Baad 

Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent; 
Lethim cry,Prayſe and Glory on his head: 

For forth he goes,and viſits all his Hoaft, 

Bidsthem good morrow with a modeſt Smyle, 

And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymens- 
Vpon his Royall Face there is no note, 

Bow dread an Army hath enrounded' him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 

Vntothe weary and all-watched Night: 

Butfreſhly lookes, and over-beares Attaint, 

Wrh chearetull ſemblance,and ſweet Majeſty: 
Thatevery Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Bcholding him, plucks comfort from his Lookes. 
ALargeſſe univerfall, like the Sunne, 
His liberall Eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold feare,that meane and gentle all 
Behold,as may unworthineſle define, 
A little rouch of Harry in the Night, 
| And {o our Scene mult to the Batraile flye: 
Where,O for pitty,we ſhall much diſgrace, 
With foure or five moſt vile and ragged foyles, 


| (Right illdiſpos'd, in brawleridiculous) 


Ee eee mags 


Sh 
— 


The Name of Agincourt , Yet fit and ſee; 
Minding true things,by what their Mock'ries bee. 
Exit. 


Enter the Kings, Bedford, and Gloncefter. 


King. Gleſter, *tis true that we are in great danger; 
The greater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almighty, 
There is ſome ſoule of goodneſſe in things evill, 
Would men obſervingly diftill it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
Which is both healthfull,and good husbandry. 
Beſides,they are our outward Conſciences, 
And Preachers to usa'l;admoniſhing, 
That we ſhould dretſe us fairely for our end. 
Thus may wegather Honey from the Weed, 
And makea Morall of the Divell himſelte. 

Enter Erpinghans. 

Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erping ham: 
A good ſoft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better thena churliſh turfe of France. 

Erpin. Not ſo my Licge,this Lodging likes me better 
Since I may ſay,now lye T like a King. 


ws & 


Vpon exanyple,ſo the Spirit is caſed: 

And when the Mind isquickned,out of doubt 
The Organs,though defunct and dead before, 
Breake up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 
With caited ſlough, and freſhl:gerity. 


| 


Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas: Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe; 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavillion 
Gloſter. We ſhall, my Liege, 
Erpmg. Shall I attend your Grace? 
King. No my good Knight: 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
T and my Boſome muſt debate awhile, 
AndthenT would no other company. 
Erping. T he Lord in Heauen blefle thee,Noble Harry 
Excunt. 


Kirg.God a mercy old Heart,thou ſpeak'ſ chearefully. | 


Enter Fiſtoll, 

Piſt. Chevons li 

Kmeg. A friend. 

Pift. Diſcuſſe unto me, art thou Ojficer , or artthou 
baſe,common,and popular? 

King. lama Gentleman of a Company, 

Pal. Trayl'ſt thou the puiſſant Pyke? 

King, Evenſo:what are you? 

Piſt. As good a Gentlemanas the Emperor. 

King. Then you area better then the King. 

P:ſt. The King's a Bawcocke , and a Heart of Gold , a 


| Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fiſt 


moſt valiant : I kiſſe his durty ſhooe , and from heart- 


ſtring I love the lovely Bully. W hatiis thy Name? 


King. Harry te Roy. 
Pi. Le Roy?a Corniſh Name:art thou of Corniſh Crew 
King.No,I am a Welchman. | 
Z:/Þ. Know it thou Fluelen? 

King. Yes. 

Psſt.Tellhim Ile knock his Leeke about hisPateupon 


' S, Davies day. 


King. Doe not you weare your Dagger 1n your Cappe 
that day,leaft he knock that about yours. 


—_— 4 


Pift. Are 


33 


King. *Tis good for men to love their preſent paine, +. 


| 


| 
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Piſt. Art thou his friend? 

King. And his Kinſman too. 

Pift. The Figo for thee then. 

King. Ithanke you:God be with you. 

Pit. My name is Fifol call'd. 

King. It ſorts well with your fierceriefle. 
CManet King. 


Exit. 


 Bnter Fluellen and Gower, 

Gower: Captaine Flxellen. | 

Fls.'So, inthe Name of leſu Chriſt, ſpeake fewer : 1t 
is the greateſt admuration inthe univerſ{all World, when 
the true and aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept : if you would take the paines butto 
examinethe Warres of Powpey the Great, you ſhall finde, 
I warrant you,that there is no tiddletadle nor pibble ba- 
ble in Pompeyes Campe : I warrant you, you ſhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it , and 
the Formes of it, and the Sobricty of it,and the Modeſty 
of it, to be 6therwile. : 

Gower: Why the Enemie is [owd,you heare himall 
Night. : 
Els, If the Enemic isan Aſſe and a Foole , anda pra- 
ting Coxcombe ; is it meet,thinke you , that wee ſhould 
alſo, looke you,be an Aſle and a Foole,and a prating Cox- 
combe, in your owne conſcience now? 
Gow. I will ſpeake lower. : 
Fla. I pray you, and beſeech you, that you will. Exit. 
King. Though itappearea litle our of faſhion, 

There is much careand vaiour in this Welchman. 


Enter three Sonldiers, lohn Bates , «Alexander (ourt, 
and Michael Williams. | 


{orrt. Brother lon Bates , is notthat the Morning 
which breakes yonder? 

Bates. I thinke it be : bur wee have no great cauſe to 
deſire the approach of day. 

Williams. Wee ſce yonder the beginning of the day, 
butT thinke wes ſhall never {ce thee end of it. Who goes 
there? 

King. A friend. 

Will. Vnder what Captaine ſerve you? 

King. Vndcr Sir 1o5n Erpingham. 

71A good old Commander and a moſt kinde Gen- 
tleman : I pray you, what thinkes he of our eſtate? 

Kine. Even as meh wracktupona Sand , that looke to 
be waht off the next Tyde. 

Bates, He hath not told his thought to the King? 

King. No : nor it is not meet he ſhould : for though I 
ſpeakeitto you, I thinkethe King is but a man,as I am: 


the Violerſmellsto him, as it doth to me; the Element 


ſhewes to him, as it doth to me z; all his ſences have but 
himane Conditions : his Ccremonies !ayd by,in his Na- 
kednefſe heappeares but a man ; and though his affe&ti- 
ons are higher mounted then ours,yct when they Roupe, 
they ſtoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he ſees 
reaſon of feares,aswe doe; bis teares, out of doubr,be of 


' theſamerelliſh as ours are : yet in reaſon,no man ſhould 


poſſefſe him with any appearance of feare ; leaſt hee, by 
ſhewing it, ſhould dis-hearten his Army. 


Bates. He may ſhew what outward courage he will: 


but I beleeve as cold a Nightas 'tis, bee could with him- 

ſelfe in Thames up to the Neck;and ſo I would he were, 

and I by him, at all adventures,fowe were quit here. 
King. By my troth,I wiil ipcake my conſcience of the 
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| King : I thinke hee would not wiſh himſelfe any whe 


— — 


bat where hee is. fr 
Bates. Then would he were here alone;ſo ſhould heh; 
ſure tobe ranſomed,and a many poore mens lives fayeq 

King. I dare ſay , you love him not ſo ill,to with hi 
here alone : howſoever you ſpeake this to fecleothy; 
mens minds , me thinks 1 could not dye any wherefg 
contented,as in the Kings company; his Cauſe being juf 
and his Quarrell honorable. 

Wil. That's more then we know. 

Bates. T, or morethen we ſhould ſeeke after; for wee 
know enough,if wee know weeare the Kings Subjety, 
if his Cauſc be wrong , out obedience tothe King wipes 
the Cryme ok it Out of us. 

Williams, But it the Cauſe be not good, the King hi 
ſelfe hath a heavy Reckoning to make , when all the | 
Legges , and Armes, and Heads, chopt off in a Battal, 
ſhall joyne together at the latter day,and cry all, Weed 
ed at ſucha place, ſome ſwearing,lome crying foraSu- 
geon ; ſome upon their Wives left poore behind then; 
tome upon the Debts they owe,ſome upon their Child 
rawly left :I am afear'd , there are few dye well,thathe 
n Battaile : for how can they charitably diſpole. of ay 
thing , when Blood is their argument?Now,if theſema 
doc not dye well,it will be a black matter for theKing, 
that led them toit ; whom to diſobey , were againſtal 
proportion of ſubjeRion. | 

King. So, if a Sonne that isby his Father ſentabout 
Merchandize,doe ſinfully miſcarry upon the Sea;thein 
putation of his wickednefle, by your rule, ſhouldbets 
poſed upon his Father thatſent him : or if a Servant, wn 
der his Maiſters command,tranſportinga ſummeofMs 
ney,be aſſayled by Robbers,and die in many irreconcild 
Intquities ; yop may call the buſineſle of the Maiſterthe 
author of the Servants damnation : but this isnotlo: 
The King 1s not bound toanfwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne,nor the Miſter 
of his Servant ; for they purpoſe not their death; when 
they purpoſe their ſervices. Beſides, there is noKingibe 
his Cauſe never ſo ſpotleſle, if it come to the arbitt 
ment of Swords, can trye it out with all unſpotted Sou 
diers : ſome ( peradventure ) have on them the guiltef 
premeditated and contrived Murther ; ſome, ofbegu- 
ling Vireins with the broken Seales of Perjury;lome, 
making the Warres their Bulwarke,that have beloregos 
red the gentle Boſome of Peace with Pillage andRobbt- 
rie. Now, if theſe men have defeated the Law , andout-| 
runne Native puniſhment- ; though they can outinp 
men, they haveno wings to flye from God, WarreB 
his Beadie, Warre is his Vengeance : ſo that heremet 
are puniſht , for before breach of the Kings Lawesjl 
now the Kings Quarrell : where they feared the 
they have borne life away and where they wouldvee 
ſafe, they periſh. Then if they dye unprovided,nomore | 
is the King guilty of their damnation , then hee wasv& 
fore guilty of thoſe Impieties , for the which they at 
now viſited. Every Subjets Duty is the Kings, but 
every Subjets Soule is his owne. Therefore ſhow 
every Souldicr in the Warres doe as every ficke mag 
his Bed, waſh every Moth out of his Conſcience + 0” 
dying ſo, Death is to him advantage ; or not dying 
the time was bleſſedly loſt, wherein ſucb preparation #B 

ayned ; and in him. that eſcapes ,- jt were not finget0 


thinke, that making God ſo free atroffer,he let himoWt-] 
live that day , to ſee his Greatneſle , and to teachothers 
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how they ſhould prepare. 
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his owne head,the King is not to anſwer it. | 
Bates. I doc not deſire hee ſhould anſwer for me,and 
yet I determine to fighc luſtily for him. 

King. 1 my ſelfe heard the King ſay he would notbe 
ranſom'd, : h 

Will. 1, hee ſaid ſo, to make us fight chearefully : but 
whenour throatsare cut; hee may be ranſom'd, and wee 
ne'rethe wiſer. © 

King. If I live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word at- 


ker. : ; 
will, You pay him then : that's a perilous ſhot out 


-of an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a private diſpleaſure | 


can doe againſt a Monarch : you may as well goe about 
to turne the Sunne to yce,with fanning in his face witha 
Peacockes feather : You'le never trult his word after; 
come, tis a fooliſh ſayings 

King. Your reproofe 1s ſomething too round,T ſhould 
beangry with youzif the time were convenient. =» 
Will, Let it bee a Quarrell betweene us , if youlive. 
King, lembrace Its 

ill. How ſhall I know thee againe? 
King. Give me any Gage of thine ,and I will weareit 


in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dar'{t acknowledge it, 


I will wake it my Quarrell. 
wil, Heere's my Glove : Give mee another of 
thine. 
King. There, ; : | 
Vl. This will Ialſo weare in my Cap:if everthon 
come to me,andſay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, 
by this Hand I will take thee a box on the eare. 
King. If ever live toſee it, I will challenge it- 
UUi, Thou dart as well be hangd. Rh 
King. Well, 1 will doe it , though I take thee in the 
Kings company. 
Val. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 
Bates Be friends you Engliſh fooles, be friends , wee 
have French Quarrels enow , if you could tell how to 
reckon. 
| Exeant Souldiers. | 
King, lndeede the French may lay twenty French 
Crownes to one,they will beat us, for they bearethem 
0! their ſhoulders : but it is no Englith Treaſon to cut 
French Crownes,and to morrow the King humſclfe will 
bea Clipper, per X 
Vpoa the King,let us our Lives, our Soules, 
Our Debts,our carefull Wives, 
Our Children,and our Sinnes,lay on the King: 
Wemuſt beare all. p 
O hard Condition, Twin-borne with Greatneſſe, 
Subjeftto the breath of every foole, whoſe ſence 
Nomore can feele,but his owne wringing- 
What infinite hearts-caſe muſt Kings neglect; 
hat private men enjoy? | 
And what have Kings;that Privates have not too, 
Sue Ceremonie, ſave generall Ceremonie? 
And whatart thou,thou Idoll Ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou?that ſuffer*ſt more. 
es,then doe thy worſhippers. 


W hatarethy Rent2what are thy Commringsin? 

OCeremony, ſhew me biitthy worth. 

Wint?isthy Soule of Adoration? + 

Art thou ought elſebut Place, Degreo, and Forme, 
rating o_ and feare in other men? ' S 

ren thou art leſſe happy,being fear'd 

Thenthey in fearing, NN TINan 


will, Tis certaine,every man that dyes ill;the ill upon 


4 
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; Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King, 


W hat drink*{t thou oft,in ſtead of Homage freer, 
But poyſon'd flatterie?O, be ſick,great Greathieſle, 

And bid thy Ceremony givethee cure. 

Thinks thou the fiery Fever will gac out 

With titles blowne from Adulation? 

Wilt it give place to flexure and low bending? 

Canſt thou,when thou command'ſt the beggers knee, 
Command the health of ir?No,thou proawd Dreaime, 
That play'ſt ſo ſubtilly with a Kings Repoſe, 

I am a King that find thee : and I know, 

*T1s not the Bale, the Scepter,and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace,the Crowne Imperial, 

The enter-tifſued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

The farſed Title running 'fore the King, 
The Throne he fits on:nor the Tyde = WAY 
That beates upon the bigh ſhore of this World: 'S 
No, not all theſe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies, 
Not all theſe,lay'd in bed Majefticall, | 
Can {lkepe ſo ſoundly, as the wretched Slaye: 

W ho with a body fill'd,and vacant mind, | | 
Gets him toreſt, cram'd with diſtreſſefull bread, | 
Never ſces horride Night,the Child of Hell: 
But likea Lacquey, from the Riſe to Set, 
SweatesS in the eye of Phebus ; and all Night | 
Sicepes in Elzium : next day after dawne, | 
Doth riſe and helpe Hiperios to his Horſe, | 
And followes ſothe ever-running yeere - 
With profitable labour to his Grave: 
And but for Ceremony, fuch a Wretch, 

Winding-up Dayes with toyle, and Nights with ſleepe, | 


The Slave, a Member of the Countreyes peace, | 
Enyoyeslt : but in grofle brainelictle wots, | 
W hat watchthe King kecepes,tomaintaine the peace; } 
Whoſe howres, the Peſant beſt advantages. 


Enter Erpiegham. 
Erp. My Lord,your Nobles jeaious of your abſence, | 
Seeke through your Campe to find you. | 
King. Good old Knight,colle& them all together. | 
:t my Tent: Ile be before thee. | 
Erp. Iſhall doo't,my Lord. Exit. } 
King. O God of Battailes, ſteele my Souldiers hearts, 4 
Poſſe them not with feare:Take fromghem now 
The ſence of reckningof th'oppoſed numbers: | 
Pluck their hearts from them, Not to day,O Lord, | 
O not to day,thinke not upenthe fault Fl 
My Father madein compaſling the'Crowne. 
I Richards body have interred new, ab 
And on it have beſtowed more contrite teares, _ 
Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood. | ' 
Five hundred poore I have in yeerely pay, -- 
Who twice aday their wither'd hands ho!4up 
Toward Heaven,to pardon blood: STS! 
And Thavebniletwo Chauntries- 7 
Where the ſad and ſolemne Prieſts ſing (till 
For Richards Soule.' More will | does © as 
Though all that I can doe,is nothing worth: SS | 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, - 
Imploring pardon. NE 


Enter Glouceſter. 


Gloxc. My Liege. MoS 

King. My Brother Glexcefters voyce?T: rl 
I know thy errand,I will goe with thee: . 
The day,imy friend,and all things ſtay for me, 
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"Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Remburs,and 
Beanmont. 
Orleance. The Sunne doth gild our Armour , up my 
Lords. 
Dolph, Monte (henal : My Horſe , Valet Lacguay: 
Ha. 
Ort. Oh brave ſpirit. 
Dolph. Via les ewes & terre. 
Orl. Rien puts le air & fen: 
Delph, Cein, Couſin Orteancee 
Now my Lord Conſtable? 
Conſt. Hearke how our Stecdes, for preſent Service 
neigh, 
Dolp). Mount them,and make inciſion in their Hides, 
That their hoc blood may ſpin in Engliſh eyes, 
And doubt them with ſuperfluous courage: has 
Rem. W hat,will you havethem weep our Horſes blood? 
How ſhall we then beho!d their naturall teares? 
Enter Meſſenger. | 
Heſſevger. The Engliſh are cmbattail'd , you French 
Peeres. 412.» 
{onft. To Horfe you gallant Princes, ſtraight to Horſe, 
Doe but behold yond poore and ſtarued Band, 
And your faire ſhew ſhali ſuck away their Soules, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and huskes of men. 
There is not worke enough forall our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their lickly Veines, 
Togive cachnaked Curtleax a ftayne, ? 
That our French Gallants ſhall today draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let us but blow on them, 


Enter Conſtable, 


' The vapour of our Valour will o're-turnethems i'' 


"Tis politive 'gainſt all exceptions, Lords, 

That our ſuperfluous Lacquies,and our Pcfants, 

Who in-unneceſſary ation ſwarme 

About our Squares of Battatle, were enow 

To purge this field of ſuch a hilding Foc; 

Though weupon this Mountaines Baſis by, 

Tooke'fland for idle ſpeculation: 2-1] 

But that our Honours muſt not. What's to ſay? | 

A verylictle little let us doe, 

And all is done:then let the Trumpets ſound 

The Tuckct Sonuance,and the Note to mount:.. 

For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the field, 

That England ſhall couch downe in fearc,and yeeld. 
EMA Raman 1 

Grazdpree-Why doyou.ftay ſo longytmy Lords of France? 

Yond Iland Carrions,deſperate of their bones,: - 

1!}-favouredly become the Morning field: 

Their vp Curtaines poorely-are lct looſe, . 

And vur Ayre ſhakesthem paiting {cornefully. 

Bigge Mars ſeemesbanqu'rout intheir begger'd Hoaft, 

And faintly through. a ruſty Bever peepes. - -. -: / 

The Horſemen ſit like fixed Candlefticks, _ -: 


- With Torch-ſtavesintheir hand:and.their poote Iades 


Lob douwne their heads,droopingrhe bide and hips: 
The gumme downe roping fromtheir pale-dead eyes, 
Andinchcir pale dulmunthes.the;/Tymold Bitt --- - 
Lyes foule withchay/d grafle, ſtHl and motionleſſe,, . 


|. And their executors,the knaviſh-Crowes,- - - 


Flye ore them all, impatient for their howre.- 


*-Deſcription cannat.ſate itfclie.in, words, 


To demonſtzate the Life of ſuch a Battaile, 
Inlife ſoliveleſſe,as it ſhewes it ſeife.  . 

Conſt, They have fgid their prayers, 
And they ſtay forgdeath.:. HE 


. _ * % 


Dot. Shall we go ſend themDinners,and freſh.Sutes, 
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Will yeercly onthe Vigill feaſt his neighbours, 


And give their faſting Horſes Provender, 
And after fight withthem? 

( "ft. I ſtay but for my Guard ; on 
To the field,I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come away, | 
The Sunne is high,and we out-weare the day. Exe, 


Enter Glonceſter, Bedford, E xeter, Erpingham 
with all bis Hoaſt: Salisbury and 
Weſt merland. 
Glone, Where is the King? 

: —_— The King himſelfe is rodeto view theirBy. 

alle. | 

p ry e.Of fighting men they have full threeſcorethoy 

and. 

F xe. There's five to one, beſides they all arefreſh, 
Salish.Gods Arme ſtrike with us, tis a fearefull odds, 

God buy*yon Princes all;lle ro my Charge: 

If we no more meet,till we mect in Heaven;' 

Then joyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford, 

My deare LordGlouceſter,and my good Lord Exe, 

And my kind Kinſman, Warriors alt, adicu. 

Bed. Farwell good Salisbury,& good luck go withthee: 

And yetIdoe thee wrong,to mind thee of it, 

For thau art fam'd of the firme truth of valeur. 
Exe. Farewell kind Lord: fight valiantly ro day, 
Bed. He is as full of Yalour as of Kindneſle, 

Princely in both. 

Enter the Kig 
Feſt. O that we now had here 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
That doe no worke today, 
King. W hat's he that wiſhes ſo? 

My Couſin Weſtmerland. No my faire Couſin: 

If we are marktto dye,we are enow 

To do our Countrey lofſe:and if tolive, 

The fewer men,the greater ſhare of honour. 

Gods will, I pray thee wiſh not one man more. 

By /ove, Iam not covetous for Gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed upon my coſt: 

It yernes me not,if men my Garments weare; 

Such outward things dwell not in my defires. 

Bur if it be a ſinne to covet Honor, 0 

Tam the moſt offending Soule alive. 

No'faith,my Couze,wiſh not a man from England: 

Gods peace, I would not loſe ſogreat an Honor, 

As one inan more me thinkes would ſhare from me, 

For the beſt hope I have. O, doe not wiſh one more: 

Rather proclaime it(Weſtmerland)through my Hol, 

That he which hath no ſtomack to this fight, 

Let him depart, his Paſport fhall be made, 

And Crownes for Convoy put into his Purſe: 

We would'nor dye inthat mans company, 

That feares his fellowſhip,to dye with us. 

This day ts call'd the Feaſt of Criſpiar: 

He that out-lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 


{ Will tandarip-tee when this day is named, 


Androwſe him atthe Name of (/pian: 
He that ſhallſee this day,and live old age, 


And fay,to morrow is Saint (7/piar: 

Then will he ſtrip his fleoreanititiew his skarres: 
Old men forgetzyetall ſhallnot be forgot: | 

But hee'le remember,with advantages, 8 
What feats he did that day, Then' ſhall onr Names, _. 


Familiar in his mouth as houſehold words, on 
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Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter And time hath warne us into ſlovenry. 

it hy "yt and Gloncefter p But by the Maſſe,our hearts are in the trim: 

Bein cheir lowing Cups freſhly remembred. And my poore Souldierstell me,yet ere Night, (+: 
This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his ſonne: They'le be-in freſher Robes, or they will pluck | 


The gay new Coats o're the French Souldicrs heads; 
And turne them out of ſervice. If they doethis, 
As if God pleaſe,they ſhall ; my Ranſome then 


And Cri/pine Criſpien ſhall n'ere goeby, 
From day tothe:ending of the World, 
But we in it ſhall be remembred; 


We few,we happy few,we bandof brothers: Will ſoone be levyed. 3 

For he to day t I his blood with me, Herauld, fave thou thy labour: | 

Shall be my brother:be he ne're ſo vile, Come thou no more for Ranſome,gentle Herauld, 
This day ſhall gentle his condition» They ſhall have none, Iſweare,but theſe my joynts: 


And Gentlemen in Englad,now a bed, Which if they haye,asI will leave um them, 
Shall thinke the nſelves accurit they were not here; Shall yecld them littleztell the Conſtable. 
And hold their Manhoods cheapegwhiles any ſpeakes, Aon. I ſhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 


— 
— 


That foughc with us upon Saint Cri/pines day. \ Thou never ſhalt heare Herauld any more. Exn. | 
Enter Saliibury. - FM #ng. I feare thou wilt once more cone againe for a 
$4. My Soveraigne Lord,beſtow your ſelfe with ſpeed: | Ranſome: | 
The Frenchare bravely in their batailles ſer, Enter York. 
And will with all expedience charge on us. Yorke. My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee T begge 
King, All things are ready, if our minds be ſo. | The leading of the Vaward, 
weſt. Periſh the man, whoſe mind is backward now. | King. Take it,brave Yorke: 
King. Thou do'(t not wiſh more helpe from England, | Now Souldiers march away, 
Conze? | : And how thou pleaſeſt God,di; poſe the day. Exemm, 
weſt. Gods will, my Liege, would you and I alone, | | 
Without more helpe,could fight this Royall battaile. | eAarum. Excurſions, 
King. Why now thou haſt unwiſhe five thouſand men: | Enter Piſtoll, French Sonldier, Boy. 
Whith likes me better,then to wiſh us one. P+ſtol. Yeeld Curre. 
You know your places : God be with youall. _ "= rench, le penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil-home de bone qua- 
| te, 
Tacket, Enter CMontioy, Piſt. Qualtity calmy cuſture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
Hort, Once more I come to knaw of thee King Harry, | man? W hat is thy Name? diſcuſſe, | 
If for thy Ranſomethou wilt now compound, French. O Stignzur Dieu. 
Before thy molt aſſured Overthrow: Pif#. O Signicur Dewe ſhould bea Gentleman : per- 
For certainly,thou art ſo neere the Gulfe, pend my words O Signicur Dewe,and narke:O Signeur | 
Thou needs mult be englutted. Befides,in mercy Dewe , thou dyeſt on point of Fox , except O Signieur | 
The Conſtable deſires thee, thou wilt mind thou doegive to me egregious Ranſome. TY 
Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules French. O prennez, miſericorde ayee. pitie de moy. 
May make a peacefulland a (weet retyre Pift. Moy ſhall not ſerve,l will have forty Moyes:for 


From off theſe fields : where (wretches)their poore bo- 
Muſt lye and fefter; | (dies 
King. Who hath ſent thee now? 
Mon, The Conſtable of France. 


I will fetch thy rymme our at chy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimſon blood. 


French, Eft-il impoſſible d eſchapper la force de ton bras. 
Pi/t. Braſſe,Curre?thou damned and luxurious Monn- 


— > rt —_ — 


Kizg. 1 pray thee beare my former Anſwer back: taine Goat, offer'it me Braſle? 
Bidthem atchieve me,and then (ell my bones. French. O pardonne moy. 
Good God, why fhould they motk poore feliowesthus? Pi. Say'{t thou me10? is thata Tonne of Moyes? 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin Cone hither boy , aske me this ſlave in French what is 
While the beaſt liv*d,was kill'd with hunting him- his Name. 
A many of our bodyes ſhall no doubt Boy. Eſconte comment eſt es vous appelle? 
Find Native Graves:upon the which,]I truſt French, Monfienr le Fer. 
Shall witneſſe live in Brafle of this dayes worke. Boy. He ſayes his Name is M. Fer. GG 
Andthoſe that leave their valiant bones in France, Piſf.M. Fer:lle fer him, and firke him, and ferret him: 
Dying like men,though buryed in your Dunghilis, diſcufle the ſame in French unto him. | 
They ſhall be fam'd:tor there the Sun ſhallgreer them, Boy. I doe not know the French for fer , and ferret, & 
And draw their honors reeking up to Heaven, firke. | | 
Leaving their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, Pi/?. Bid him prepare,for I wiil cut his throat, 
Theſmell whercof ſhall brced a Plague in France. French. Yue ant-il Monſieur? s | 
Markethen bounding valour in our Engliſh: Boy. 11 we commande de vous dire que vous ons teniez | 
Thatbeing dead,like to the bullets graſing, preft, carce ſoldar icy eſb diſpoſe tout aiture de conper voſtre | 
Breake out intoa ſecond courſe of miſchicte, | gorge. | | | 5.2 
Killing inrelapſe of Mortality. P;7, Owy , cuppelegorge parmafoy peſant, unleſſe | 
Let tie ſpeake prowdly : Tell the Conſtable, | thou give me Crownes,brave Crownes,or mangled ſhalt 
Weare but Warriors for the working day: thou be by this my Sword. Þ _. | | 
Our Gayneſſe and our Gilt are all befmyrcht French, O Ie vons ſupplie pour amour de Dieu : me par- 
Withrayny Martching in the painefull field; donner, Je ſuis Gentil-home de bonne maiſon , gardema vie, | 
There's nota piece of feather in our Hoaſt: le vous donneray deux cents eſcnus. 
| Good argument(l hope)ive will not flye: - Pift. What are his words? es 
WE | 8B 09. He 
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Boy. He prayes youto fave his life, he is a Gentleman | 


of a good houle, and for his ranſom he will give you 
two hundred Crownes- 

P:/t. Tell him my tury ſhallabate,and I the Crownes 
wil take. 

Fren. Petit Monſieur que ait-41? 

Boy. Encore qu ul eft contre ſon Iurement, de par downer at- 
cun priſonier : neant-moins pour les eſcus que vous luy pro- 
mettez, il eft content de vous donner le liberte de franchiſe. 


Fre. Sur mes genoux ie vous donne willes remerciement, Of 


Ie me eftinw heur:ux que ie ne tombe entre les mains d'un 
Chevalier , ie penſe le plus brave valiant , & tres deſtine St- 
gnienr d' Angleterre, 

Fiſt. Expound unto me boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, 
and eſteemes himſelfe happy , that he hath falne into 
the hands of one(as he thifines)the moſt brave,valorous 
and thrice-worthy {igneur of England. 

Pift. As Ifuckebiood , I will tome mercy ſhew. Fol- 


| low mee; 


Boy. Sauve vons le gravd Gapttamne? 
T did never know ſo wofull a voice iſſue from ſo empty 
a heart : bucthe ſong is true, The erapty veſlell makes 
the greateſt ſound  Baraelfe and N#w had tenne times 
more valour , then this rearing divell th old play , that 
every one may pajre his nayles with a wooden dagger, 
and they are both hang'd, and ſo would this be,if hee 
durſt ſtealeany thing adventuronſly.I muſt ſtay with the 
Lackies, with the luggage of our camp,the French might 


hayea good prey of uszif he knew of 1t, for there 15 _ 
Xst . 


Enter Conſtable, Orleauce, Burbon, Dolphin, 
and Ramburs. 
Cov. O Diable. | 
Orl. O fignenr le tonr &- prydiatonte & per die. 
_ Del. Mort Dieu ma vie, all is confounded,all, 
Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame 
Sits mocking in ourPlumes. A ſvort eAlarum. 
O meſchante fortune, do not runne awaye 
Con. Why all our rankesare broke. 
Dot. O perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab our ſelves: 
Be theſe the wretches that we plaid at dice for? 
Orl. Is this the Kiug we ſent to,for his ranſome? 
Bur. Shame,andereraall ſhame, nothing but ſhame, 
Let usflye in once more backe againe, 
And he that will not follow B«rbon now, 
Let him go henc2,and with his cap in hand 
Like a bate Pander hold the Chamber doore, 
W hilſt by a baſe ſlave,no gentler then my dogge, 
His faireſt daughter is conaminated. 
(x. Ditorder that hath ſpoyl'd us, friend us now, 
Let us on heapcs go offer up our lives- | 
Ort. Weare enow yet itving in the Field, 
To imother up the Eng!iſhin our throngs, 
Ifany order migat be thovght upon» 
Bur. The divell take Order now, Ie tothe throng; 
Let life be ſhort,elſe ſhame will betoo long. 


Alarum. Emer the King and his traqwe, 
with Priſoners. 


King. Wcll have we donegthrice-valiant Conntrimen, 
Butali's not done,yet keepe the Frenchthe field, © 
Exe. The D . of York commendsJuim to your Majeſty 


Exit. | 


—— 


Iſfaw him downe* thrice up againe,and fighting, * © 
From Helmetto theſpurre, all blood he was, . 
Ex0. In which array(brave Soldier)doth helye, 

Larding the plaine:and by his bloody fide, 
(Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds) 
The Noble Earle of Suffolke alſo lyes. 

Suffolke firſt died,and Yorke all-hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſteeped; * 
Andtakes him by the Beard,kiſles the gaſhes 
That bloodily did yawne upon his face. 

He cryes aloud; Tarry my Coſin Suffolke, 

My toule ſhall thine keepe company to heaven: 


| Tarry(ſweet ſoule) for mine,thenflye a-breſt; 


AS in this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our Chivalry. 
Vpontheſe words I came and cheer'd him up, 
Heſmil'd mein the face, raughe me his hand. 
And with a feeble-gripe,ſayes:Deere my Lord, - 
Commend my ſervice to my Soveraignc, | 
$o did he turne,and over Suffolkes necke 
He threw his woundedarme,and kift his lippes 
And ſo eſpous'd to death, with blood he ſcal'd 
A Teſtament of Noble-ending-love:' 
Thepretty and ſweet manner of it forc*d 
Thoſe waters from me,which I would have ſtop'd, 
But I had not ſo much of man in mee, 
Andall my mother came into mineeyes, 
And gave meup to tearcs. | 

King. I blame younotr, | 
For hearing this, I muſt perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes,or they will iflveto. 
But hearke, what new alarum is this ſame? 
The French have re-enforc'd their {catter*d men: 
Then every ſouldiour kill his Priſoners, 
Give the word through. 


8 


eAlann, 


Exit 


— _ > CY EI—I =O NN ———— 


Aftus Quartus. 


— 


OO ——_ 


—— 


Emter Fluelltn and Gower. 


Fla. Kill the poyes and the luggage , *Tis expreſiely 
againſt the Law of Armes,tis as ar ant a peece of knave- 
ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Conſcience 
now,1s 1t not? | 

Gow, Tis certaine , ther's not a boy left alive , andtl 
Cowardly Raſcalls that ranne from the batraile hadote 
this laughter : beſides they have burned and carried# 
way all that was m the Kings Tent,wherefore theKing 
moſt worthily hath caus'd every ſouldiour to cut 
priſoners throat. O'tis agallant King. 

Fln.1, hee was porne at CHMonmenth Corn 
what call you the Townes name where Alexander the 


1 pig was borne? 


Gow, Alexander the Great. ; 

Flu. Why I pray you,is not pig, great?The pig0 
the great, or the mighty , or the huge, or the magnate 
mous,areall one reckonings, fave the phraſe 152 lirtle va 

riations. | ; 
Gower. I thinke e-Mexander the Great was w_ 

Macedon, his Father was called Philip of Mandi: 
take it. "= 573 by 
Fle, I thinke it is in CMacedes where Alexwdn's 


——_—_—— 


- 


ny mY 
- — 


King. Lives he good Vnckle:thrice within this boure 


_ — 
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orne: I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fall find inthe compariſons be- 
tweene Macedonand MMonmunth,that the ſituations looke 
you, is both alike. There is a Rivcr in Macedo»,and there 
isalſo moreover a River at Monmonth,it is call'd Wye at 
Monnonth; but it is out of my praines,what is the name 
ofthe other River: but 'tisall one, *cisalike as my fingers 
is to ay fingers, and th:reis Salmons in both. If you 
marke Alexanderslife weil, Harry of Monmonthes life 1s 
comeafter it indiffcrent well, tor there is figures 1n all 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths,and his chollers,and 
hismoodes, and his diſpleaſures, and his indignations, 
and alſo being a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
his Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his belt friend 

Its. 
_ Our King is not like him in that, he never kill'd 
any of his friends. 
Fl. It is not well done (marke you now) to take the 
tales out of my mouth,ere it is made and finiſhed. I ſpeak 
but in the figures, and compariſous of it : as Alexander 
kild his friend (7yzw,being in his Ales and his Cuppes; ſo 
alſo Harry Ifonmorth being in his right wittes, and his 
good judgements, turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
greatbelly doublet : he was full of jcſts, and gypes,and 
knaveries, and mockes, TI have forgot his name. 
Gow. Sir. Jobn Falftaffe. 
Flu. That is he 3 Ile tell you, there is good men porne 
at Monmouth, 
Gow. Here comes his Majeſt y, 


2 


Alarum, Enter King Harry and Burbon 
with priſoners. Flonriſh. 


King. I was not angry ſince I came to France, 
Vntill this inſtant. Take a Trumpet Herald, 
Ridethou unto the horſemen on yond hill : 
If they will fight with us, bid them come downe, 
Or voydethe field : they doe offend our ſight. 
If they'Ildoenetther, we will come to them, 
And makethem-sker away, as ſwiftas ſtones 
Enforced from the old Afyrian lings : 
Belides, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have, 
Andnota man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shalltaſte our mercy.. Goe and tell them ſo. 
Emer C//lontiop. : 
Exe, Here comes the Herald ofthe French, my Liege. 
_ Ghos, His eyes are humbler then they us'd tobe, 
Navy. How now, what meanes their Herald ? Knowſt 
tnounot, : 
That have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſome ? 
Com'lt thou againe for ranſome ? 
Her. No great King : 
l cometo thee ſor charitable Licenſe, 
That we may wander ore this bloody field, 
Tobooke our dead, and then to bury then, 
Toſort our Nobles from our common men. 
or many of our Princes (woe the while) 
Lye drown'd and ſoak'd in mercenary blood : 
- doe our vulgar drerichtheir peaſant limbes 
Fr dood of Princes, and with wounded ſtceds 
_ fet-locke deepein gore, and with wilde rage 
| Ke out their armed heeles at their dead maſters, 
T. g them twice, O give usleave great King, | 
0? the field infafety, and diſpoſe 
Of theirdead bodies, 


| beperjur'd (ſee younow) his reputation 1s as arrart a 


— 


King. Itell thee truly Herald, 

I know not if the day be ours or no, | 
For yeta many of your horſemen peere, 
And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. * Ea 
King, Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrength for it 
Whartis this Caſtle cali'd that lands hard by. 

Her, They call it efgincoure. 

King. Then call we this the field of eAginconre, 
Foughr on the day of Criſpin Crifianme. 


a molt pravepattle herein France. 

King. They did Fluellen. 

Fixe, Your Majeſty ſayes very true : If your Majeſties 
1S remembred of it, the Welchmen did good ſerviceina 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leekes intheir 
Aowmenth caps,which your Majeſty know to this houre 
15an honorable badge of the ſervice: AndI doe beleeve 
your Majeſty takes no ſcorne to weare the Lecke upon 
Sy. Tavies day, 

King. I weare it for a memorable honor: 

ForIam Welch you know good Ccuntriman. 

Fla. All the water in Wye, cannot waih your Maje- 
flies Welſh plood out of your pody, I can tell yov that; 
God pleſſe it, and preſerve it, as long as it plates his 
Grace, and his Majeſty too. 

Kg. Thankes good my Countryman. 

Fls. By Ieſhu, I am your Majcliies Countreyman, I 
care 1i0t who know it : I will confefle it to all the Orid 


{olongas your Majeſty isan honeſt man. 
King, Good keepe me lo. 
| Enter |W.lliams, 

Our Heralds goe with him, 
Bring me juſt notice of thenumbers dcad 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 
Exe. Souldier, you mult come tothe King. | 
Fu Souldier, why wear'ft thou that Glove in'thy 

ap ? | 
Will: And't pleaſe your Majeſty, *tis the gage of one 
that I ſhould figh: withall, if he be altvc. 
Kino. An Engliſhman ? | 
Will, And't pleaſe your Majeſty, a Raſcall that ſwag- 
ger d with me laſt nighr : whoif alive, and ever dare to 
challenge this Glove, I have {ſworne to take him a boxe 
a'th eare : or if I can ſee my Glove in his cap,which ne 
{woreashe wasa Souldier hee would weare (ifaliue) I 
will {trike it out ſoundly. 
Kin. What thinke you Captaine Flzelen, 151t fit this 
ſouldier keepe his oath? 
Flu. He isa Cravenand a Villaine elſc, and't pleaſe 
your Majeſty in my con{cience. 
King. It may be, his enemy 1s a Gentleman of great 
ſort, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 
Flx. Though he be as gooda lentleman as thedevill is, 
aS Lucifer and Belzebub himſeife, ir is neceſſary (looke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vowand his oath ; If he 


villaine and a Iacke ſawce, as ever his blacke ſhoo- trodd 
upo:11 Gods ground, and hisearth, in my conſcience law, 
King. Then keepe thy vouy firrah, when thoumeer'ſt 
the feilow, | 

rid. So, I will my Liege, as IT live, 


Elz. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an't pleaſe 
your Majeſty) and your great Vncle Edwardthe Placke | 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles,fought | 


I need not tobe aſhamed of your Majelty,praiſed be God | 


l 


. CI... 


Kmg, Who ſerv'it thou _— 


: wil, 


| 


— 
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wil. Vnder Captaine Gower, my Licge. 


|. Fa. Goweris a good Captaine, and is good knowlege 


and literatured in the Warres. 
King. Call him hicher to me Souldier. 
will. I will my Liege. Exit. 
King:Here Flxelen, wearc thou this favour for me,and 
ſicke 1r in thy Cappe: when Alan/on and my ſelfc were 


downe together, I pluckt this Glove from his Helmezif | 


any man challenge this, he isa friend to e-A/an/on,and an 
enemy to our Perſon, if thou encounter any ſuch, appre- 
hend him, and thou do'ſt me love. 

Fle. Your Grace doo's me as great Honors as can be 


defir'd in the hearts of his Subjects : I would faine ſee . 


the min, that ha's but two legges,that ſhall find himſelfe 
agreey'd atthis Glove ; that 1sall : but I would faine {ce 
it once, and pleaſe God of his grace that I might ſee- 
King. Know'!t thou Gower? 
Flu. He ismy deare friend, and plcaic you. 
King. Pray thee goc ſecke bim, and bring him to my 
Tent. 
Fls. I will fetch him. Exit. 
King. My Lord of Warwicke, and my brother Glofter, 
Follow Flxelen clolcly at the hecles. 


| TheGlove which Thave given him for a favour, 


May haply purchal e bm abox ath'earc. 
It is the Souldiers : I by ba: gaine ſhould } 
Weare it my ſelfe. Follow good Couſin Warwicke : 


| Tf that the Souldier Ririke him, as I judge 


By his blunt bearing, he will keepe his word ; 

Some ſodaine miſchiefe may arite of it : 

For I doe know Fluelen valiant, 

And toucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder; 

And quickly will returne an wary. 

Follow, and {ce therebe no harme betweene them. 
Goe you with me, Vnckle of Exeter. Exennt. 


Enter Gower and VWillsarss. 
Wil. ] warrant it is to Knight you, Captaine. 
Enter Flucllen, 
Flu, Gods will, and his pleaſure, Captaine, I bcſeech 
you now, come apaceto the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, thenis in your knowlege to 


| dreame of, 


Fl. Sir, know youthis Glove? 
Flu. Know the Glove? I know the Glove 1s a Glove. 
Fil, I know this, and thus I challenge it. 
Strikes him. 
Fle. *$blud, an arrant Trayror as anyes in the Vniver- 
fall World, or in Frerce, or in Eug/and. 
Gow. How now {ir ? you Villaine. 


| _ Wl, Doe youthinke lle be forſworne ? 


Flu, Stand away Captaine Gower, I will give Treaſon 
hispayment into plowes, I warrant you. 
fl. Tamno Traytor. 
Flu. That's a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
- Majeſties Name apprehend him,he'sa friend of the Duke 
Alenſons. 
Enter Warwicke and Glouceiter. 
War. How now, how now, what's the matter ? 
Fle. My Lord of Warwicke, here is, pray{ed bee God 
for it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, looke 
you, as you ſhall d:fire in a Summers day. Heere is his 
. Majeſty. Enter Kivg, and Exeter. 
King. How now, what's the matter ? 
Fla. My Liege , heere is a Villaine, and a Traytor, 
that looke your Grace, ha's ſtropke the Glove which 


— —_ 


m—__— 
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| Ane thou haſt given me molt bitter termes. 


ſon. 
rl. My Licge, this was wy Glove, hercis the fellay | 


your Majelty 


of it : and hee that 1 gaye it ton change, promig'dto 
weare tin his Cappe: 1 promis'd to ſtrike him, if he gig; 
I met this man with my Glove in his Cappe, andT haye 
have bcene as good as my word. 

Flu. Your Majeſty heare now,faving your Majeſiyes 
Man-hood, what an arrant raſfcally, beggerly, lowſic 
Knaveltis: 1 hope your Majeſty ispeare me teſtimony 
and witnefle,and will avouchment, that this is the Gloye 
of Alanſen, that your Majeſty is give ie, in your Coy 
{cience now. = ; 

King, Give me thy Glove Souldier ; 
Looke, here is the fellow of it : 
'Twas I indeed thou premiſed'ſt to ſtrike. 


Fls. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Necke anſyer 
for it, if there is any Marſhall Law in the world. 

King, How cank thou make me fatisfaQtion? .. 

Will. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart: ne- 
= came any from mine, that might oftend your Maje- 

F* 
King. It was our ſelfe thou didft abuſe. 

71, Your Majeſty came not like your ſelfe: you 
appeard to me but as a common man : witnelſe the 
Night, your Garments, your. Lowlineſle : and what 
your highneſle ſiffer'd under that ſhape, I beſeech.you 
take it for your owne fault, 2nd not mine ; for had yay 
beeneasI tooke you for, T made no offence ; therefarel 
beſeech your highneſſe pardon me. | 

Km Here Vnckle Exeter,filt this Glove with Crowne, 
Add give it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow, 

And weareit foran honor in thy Cappe, 
Til I doe challenge it. Give him the Crownes: 
And Captaine, you muſt needs be friends with him. 

Fls. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met- 
tell enough in hisbelly © hold, there is twelve-pence for 
you, and | pray you to ſerveGod, and keepe you outot 
prawlesand prabbles, and quarrells anddiflentions,and| 
warrant you it 1s the better for you. 

wil, Twill none of your Money. - 

Flu, It is witha good will: I cantell you it will ferve 
you to mend your ſhoves : come, wherefore ſhaild you 

e ſopaſhfull, your ſhooesisnot ſo good : 'tis a good 
filling I warrant you, or E will changeit. 
Enter Heranld. 


King. Now Heranld, arc the dead numbred'? | | 


Herawld, Heere is the number of the flaught'red 

French, 

King. What Priſoners of good ſoft are take, 
Vnckle? 7 

Fxe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew tothe King, 
Tohu Duke of Burbon, and Lord Bouchiquald ; | 
Ofother Lords arid Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fikteene hundred,beſfides common men. Fo, 
' King. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand French 
That in the field lye flaine : of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twenty ſix ; added totheſe, 
OfKnights, Eſquires, and gallant Gentlemen, _ 
Eight thouſand and foure hundred: of tlie which, 
Five hundred were bur yeſterday dubb'd Knights, 
So that in theſeten thouſand they have leſt, 
There are but ſixteene hundred Mercenaries : - 


is take out of the Helmet of Rp 


The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squieeh 


—.  at—__ 
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emen of bloud and quality, | 

6 —_ of thoſe their Nobles thatlye dead : 
Charles Delabreth, High Conltable of France, 
Jaques of Chatilion, Admirall of France, 
The Maſter of the Crofſc-bowes, Lord Rambures, 
Ercat Makter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dolpbin, 
John Duke of »lanſon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of Burganady, 
And Edwerd Duke of Barr : of luſty Earles, 
Grandpree and Rou/ſie, + auconbriage and Foyes, 
Betumont and CMarle, Vandemont and Leſtrale. 
Here wasa Royal tcllowihip of death. 
Where is thenumber of our Engliſh dead ? | 
Fawardthe Duke of Yorke, the Earle of Suffolke, 
ir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Efquire ; 
None elſe of name : and ot all otter men, 
But five and twenty. 

King, O God,thy Arme was hezre : 
And not tous, but to thy Arme alone, 
Aſcribe weall : when, withouc ſtratzgem, 
But in plaine ſhocke, and even play of Batralle, 
Wasever knowne ſo greatandiittle lofle ? 
On one part and onth'other, take it God, 
For it is none butrhine» 

Exet. *'Tis wonderfull. - 

King.Come, go we in proceſſion tothe Village; 
Andbeit death proclaymed through our Hoaſt, 

Toboaſt of this,” or take that praile froin God, 
Which is his onely. 

Els. 1s it notlawfull and pleaſe vour Majeſty, to tell 
how many is kild. ; ; 
. King, Yes Captaine : but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for us. 

Fl. Yes, wy conſcience, he did us great good, 

Kmg. Doe we all hoiy Rights ; 

Letthere be ſung Noz nob:', 2nd Te dean, 
The dead withchariry encios'd in Clay : 
And then to Callice, and to England then, 
Where ne*ce from France arriv'd worc happy men. , 
| Exennt . 


S- wu cm Ru— 


Atus Quintus. 


—— — — — 


Emer Chor, 
Vouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 
That I may prompt them : andof ſuchas have, 
I humbly pray them to admitth'excuſe 
Oftime, of numbers, and due courſe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life, 
Bchere preſented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callice :grant himthere ; And there being ſecne, 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the Sea ; Behold the Engliſh beach 
Males inthe floed , with Men, withWives,and Boyes, 
| Whoſe ſhouts and claps out-voyce the deepmouth'd Sea, 
Which like a mighty Whiffer *fore the King, 
Seemes to prepare his way : So let him land, 
And ſolemnly ſee him ſeton toLondon. 
So ſwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blacke-Heath : 
Where, thathis Lords deſire him, tq have borne 
Hisbroiſed Helm et, andihisbended Sword 


| fore him, through the City : he forbidsir, 


NO OR 


_ 


Being tree from vaineneſle, and ſelfe-glorious pride; 
Giving full Trophee, Signall, and Oſtenr, 
Qurefrom himſcife, toGod. But now behold, 

In the quicke Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London doth porwre out her Citizens, 

The Mayor and all bis Brethren in beſt ſort, 

Like tothe Senatours oft}/antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarmingat their heeles, 

Goe forth and ferch their Conqu'ring Ceſar in: 
Asbyalower, but by loving likelyhood, 

Were now the Generall of our gracious Empreſſe, 
AS in good time he may, from /re/avdcomming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 


. How many would the peacefuli City quit, 


To welcome him ? much more, and much more cauſe, 
Did they this Harry. Now inLondon place him« 

As yet thelamentation of the French 

Invues the King of &nglands ſtay at home : 

The Emperour's comming in behalte of France, - 


| Toorder peace betweene them : and omit 


Ali the occurrences, whatever chanc't, 

Till Harrzes backe returne again: to France : 

There maſt we bring him; and my ſelfe have play'd 

The [nterims, by remembring yay is palt. 

Then brookeabridgement, and your eyesadvance, 

After your thoughts, ſtraight backe againe to France. 
| Exit. 


Enter Fluellen and Gower, 


Gow, Nay, that's right: but why weare you your 
Leeke to day ? Saint Davies day is palt. 

Fils. Thereis occaſions a1:d cauſes why and wherefore 
in all things: I wil tell yoa afſe my friend, Captaine 
Gower ; the raſcally, ſcauld, beggerly, lowſie, pragging 
Knave P#ol,which you andyour ſelte,and all the World 


know to be no petter then a fcliow, looke you now,of no | 


merits: he is cometo mee, and prings me pread and 
ſault yeſterday, looke you, and bid me cate my Leeke: 
it was 10 aplace where I could not breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be ſo bold as to weare it in my Cap 
till I ſee him once againe, and chen I will tell him a litrle 
piece of my deſires. 
' Enter Piftoll. 

Gow. Why heere he comes, fyclling likea Tarky- 
cocke. 
. Flue. *Tis no matter for his (wellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God plefle you auchient Pifoll : you ſcurvy low- 
fie Knave,God pleſle you. | 


Pe, Ha, art thou bedlam? doeft thou thirſt , baſe | 


Troian, to have m: fold up Parcas fatall Web? Hence; 
[ am qualmiſhatthe ſme!l of Leeke. - 

Fla. Tpeleech you heartily, ſcurvy lowhe Knave, at 
my deſires, and my requeſts, and my petitions, to eate, 
looke you,this Leeke ; becauſe, looke you, you doe not 
love it, nor your affeRions, and your appetites and your 
dilge(tions doo's notagree with it, 1 would defire youto 
cate It» | 

Pit. Not for Cadwalader and all his Goats. 
Fls. There is one Goat for you. Strikes bim. 


| Will you be ſo good, ſcauld Knave, as cate it? 


P5. Baſe Troian, thou ſhalt dye. 


Fls, You ſay very true, ſcauld Krave, wheh Gods | 
will is: I will defire you to live inthe meane time, and | 


cate your Victuals : come, there is ſawce for ir. You 
call'd me yeſterdady Mountaine-Squier, but 1 
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you to day a ſquire of Jowdegrec. I pray you fallto,if 

you can mockea Leeke, you can cate a Leeke. 
Goxr. Enough Captaine, you have aſtoniſht him. 

- Fls. 1fay,l will make him cate ſome part of my leeke, 
or I will peate his pate fouredayes: bite I pray you,lt 1s 
good for your greene wound, 'and your ploody Coxc- 
combe. | 

Pi. Muſt I bitc? ; 
Fls, Yes certainely, and out of doubt and outiof que- 
| ſtion too, and ambiguities. : 
Pift. By this;Lecke, I will moſt horribly revenge: I 
cate and cate I ſweare. | 
Fle. EateI pray you, will you have ſome more ſauce 
to your Lecke :there is not cnough Leeke to ſweare by. 
Piff. Quiet thy Cudgell, thou doſt ſee I cate. 
Flu. Much good doe you {cald knave, heartily. Nay, 
ray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
bookien Coxecombe; when you take occaſions to cc 

Leekes hereafter, I pray you mocke at 'cm, that is all. 

Pift. Good. : 

Fle. 1, Leckes is good: hold you, there is-a groat to 
heale your pate. 

Pet. Me a groat? | 

Fle. Yesverily,and in truth you ſhallrake it,or I have 


another Leeke in my pocket, which you ſhall cate. 


PiF. Itake thy groat incarneſt of revenge. 


gels, you ſhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels : God bu'y you, and keepe you.and heale 
your pate. Ex. 

Pit, All hell hall ſtirre for this. 

Gow. Goe, goe, you area counterfet cowardly Kave, 
will you mockeatan ancient Tradition began upon an 
honorable reſpet, and worneas a memorable ay 7ar 
of predeceaſed valor, and dare not avouch in your deeds 
any of your words. I have ſcene you gleckingand galling 


| at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becauſe 


he could not ſpeake Engliſh in the native garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Engliſh Cudgell : you find it 0- 
therwiſe, and henceforth let a Welſh correcion teach 
you a good Engliſh condirion,fare yewell. Exit, 
Pit. Doeth fortune play the huſwife with me now ? 
Newes have I that my Delis dead i'th Spittle of a mala- 
dy of France, and there my rendeyous is quite cut off : 
Old I doe waxe, and from my weary limbes honor 1s 
.Cudgeld. Well, Baud 3leturng, and ſomething leane to 
_ Cut-purſe of quicke hand : To England will I iteale, and 
there lle ſteale ; 
And patches will I get unto theſe cudgeld ſcarres, 
And ſwore I gotthem inthe Gallia warres. Exit. 


Enter at oe doore, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Warwicke, 
and other Lords; At another, Queene Iſabel, 
the King, the Duke of Bourgoigne, and 
other French. 

King. Peaceto this meeting, whereforeweare met ; 
Vatoourbrother France, and toour Siſter 
Health and faire time of day ; Ioy and good wiſhes 
To our moſt faire and Princely Coſin Katherine ; 
Andasa branch and member ofthis Royalty, 
By whon this great aſſembly is contriv'd, 
We doefſalute you Duke of Burgoigne, 
And Princes Frenchand Peeres heath to you all, 

Fra. Right joyous are we to behold your face, 
Moſt worthy brother England, faire met. 


So are you Princes (Engliſh) every one. 


Fla. If I owe you any thing, 1 will pay you in Cud-' 


nee. So happy be the Iflue brother Englend © | 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, | 
As weare now glad to behold your eyes, 
Youreyes which hitherto have borne inthem 
Againſt the Frenchthat metthem intheir ben, 
The fatall Balls of murthering Baſilisks: _ 
The venome of ſuch-Lookes we fairely hope 
Have loſt their quality, and that this day 
Shall change all griefesand quarrells intolove. 
Eng. To cry Amentothar, thus weappeare. 
Qwe. You Engliſh Princes all, Idoe falute you. 
Bmrg. My duty to you both, onequall love. | 
Great Kings of France and England : that I have labour 
With all my wits, my paines, and ſtrong endevours, 
To bring yeur moſt imperiall Majeftics 
Vntothis Barre, and Royallenterview ; 
Your Mightinefle on both parts beſt can witneſle. 
Since then my Office hath ſo farre prevail'd, 
T hat Face to Face, and Royall Eyeto Eye, 
Yoa have congreeted : let itnot diſgrace me, - 
If I demand before this Royall view, 
What Rub, or what impediment there is, _ 
W hy that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, _ 
Deare Nourſe of Arts, Plentyes, and joyfull Births, 
Should not inthis beſt Garden af the World, 
Our fertile France, putup her lovely Viſage? 
Alas, ſhe hath from France too long beene chas'd, 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes, 
Corrupting un it owne fertility. 
Her Vane, themerry chearer of the heart, 
Vnpruned, dyes: her Hedges even pleach'd, 
Like Priſoners wildly over-growne with hayre, 
Put forth diſorder'd Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell, Hemlocke and ranke Femetary, 
Doth root upon; while that the Culter ar | 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery : 
The even Mead, that crſt brought ſweetly forth | 
The freckled Cowſlip, Burner, and greene Clover, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorreRed, ranke; 
Cdncelves by idlenefle, and nothing teemes, 
But hatefull Docks, rough Thiſtles, Kekſyes, Burtes, 
Loſing both beauty and vrility ; 
And all our Vineyards, Fallowes, Meades, and Hedges 
Def-Riveintheir natures, grow to wildneſle. | 
Even ſo our Houſes, and our (clves, and Children, 
Have loſt, or doenot learne, for want of time, 
The ſciences that ſhould become our Country ; 
But gow like Savages, as Souldiers will, 
That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 
To ſwearing, and ſterne Lookes, defus'd Attyre, - 
And every thing that ſeemesunaturall. | 
Whichto reduce intoour former favour, 
Youareaſſemblcd : and my ſpeech entreats, 
That T may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expell theſe inconveniences, 


| Andblefſe us with her former qualiries, 


Eng. If, Duke of Burgony, you would the Peacts 
Whole want givesgrowth toth'imperfeions 
Which you have cited; you muſt buy. that Peace- 
With ful! accord to all our juſt demands, 

W hoſe Tenures and particular effects 
You haveenſchedul'd bricfely in your hands. o /: 

Burg, The King hath heard them: to the whichasyet 
There 1s no Anſwer made. on 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before ſo utg'd 
Lyes in his Anſwer. ' | | 


Fras. 
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Fraxce. Thave but with a ciirſeliry cyc | | 

O're glanc'tthe nndtjes : Pleaſeth your Grace 
appoint ſome ot your Cot ly 

= reich us once more, with better heed 
Torce-ſurveythem: wewillſuddenly =, © 
Paſſe our accept and peremptory Anſwer. 4 £# 
Engo Brother we ſhall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, -_ 
And brother Clarence, and brother Glouceiter, * 
Warwicke, and Huntington, goe with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratifie, 
Augment, or alter,as your Wildomes beſt 
Shall ſee advantageable for our Dignity, 
Any thing inor out of our Demands, — = 
And we'll configne thereto. Will you, faire Siſter, 
Goe wittrthe Princes,or ſtay here withus? _ 
Bace. Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them : 
Happely a Womans Voyce may doc ſome good, 
When Articlestoo nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 0 / 
£vg. Yet leave our Coulin Katherine here with us " 
She 15 our capirall Demand, compris'd YES 
Within che tore-ranke of our Articles. 
ue. She hath good lcave. 


"$4. 
Exeunt onNes. 


Manet King, and Katherine. 
King. Faire Katherine, and molt faire, 
Will you vouchfafe to teach a Souldier tearmes, 
Suchas wiil enter at a Ladyes eare, 
And picade his Love-ſuit to her gentle heart? 
Kath, Your Majeſty ſhall mockeat me, I cannot ſpeake 
your Erglazd. | | 
King. O faire Katherine, if yov willlove me ſoundly 
with your French heart, Iwill be glad to heare you c9n- 
eſſe it brokenly with your Engliſh Tongue. Doe you 
like-me, Kare ? | 
Kath. Pardenne moy, 1 cannot tell wat 1s like me. 
King. An Angellislike you Kate, and you arelike an 
Angell» 
Kat, Due dit 11, que Te ſuis ſemblable a les 2 Anges? 
Ladj. Ouy verament ({auf voſtre Grace) ainſi dit il. - 
King. I faid fo, deere Katherme, and 1 mult not bluſh 
toathrme it. 
Kath. O bon Dien, les langues des hommes ſont plein de 
tromperies. | 

King: What fayes ſhe, faire one ? that the tongues of 
men are full of deceits ? 
| Lady. Oy, dat detongues of de mans is be full of de- 
Celts : cat is de Princeſle. 

King, The Princeflc is the better Engliſh-woman : 
faith Kere, my iv ooing 1s fit for thy underſtanding, I am 
gladthou 'can(t ſpeake no better Engliſh, for if thou 
couig'it, thou woula'ſt ftiade me ſucha plaine King, that 
thou wouldſt thinke, 1 had ſold my farme_to buy my 
Crowne, 1know no wayes to mit:ceit in love, but dir 
realytoſay, I love —_ then it youurge me. farther, 
thentoſay, Doe you n faith? I weare out my ſuite:Give 
me your antvyeryyfaith doe,and fo clap hands, and a bar- 
gaine: how ſay you, Lady ? 

Kath, Sanf votre honour, me underſtand well. 

Kmg. Marry,if you would put me to Verſes, or to 
Dance for your ſake, Kare, why you undid me : for the 
oneT have neither words nor meaſure ; and for the other 
I have no ſtrengthin meaſure, yeta reaſonable meaſure 
| infirengrh. IFT could winnea Lady at Leape frogge, or 

y vawtipg into my ſaddle, with my Armor on my back; 
underthe correQion of bragging be it ſpoken, I ſhould 


quickely lcape into a Wife : Or if I might buffer for my 


Love, or bound my Horſe for her fayours,Icouldlay ot 
ikea Butcher, and fir like a Iackean Apes, never off. But 
before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gaſpe out 
my eloquence, nor 1 have no;cunning in proteſtation ; 
onely downe-right Oathes, which I never uſetill ucg'd, 
nor never breake for urging, It thou canſt love a fellow 
of this temper, Kate, whole face is not worth Sunne-bur= 
ning? that never lookes in his Glaſſe, for love of any 
thing he ſees there? let thine Eye bethy Cooke, 1 ſpeake 
tothee plaine Souldier : If thou canſt love me for this, 
take me? if not? to ſay to thee that I ſhall dye,is true; bur 


for thy love, by the L. No: yet I love'thee too. And | 
while thou liv'i{t,deare Kate, take a fellow of plaineand | 
uncoyned Conſtancy,for he pertorce muſt doe thee right, |} 


becauſe he hath nor the giftto wooe in other places : for 
theſcfellowes of infinit tongue, that can ryme theraſelves 
into Ladyes favours, they doe alwayesreaſon themſelves 
out againe, What? a ſpeaker is buta prater, a;Ryme is 
buta Ballad ; a good Legge will fall, a ſtrait Backe will 


-ſtoope, ablacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will 


grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow : but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 
Moone, or rather the Sanne, and not the Moone ; - for it 
ſhines bright, and never changes, but keepes his courſe 
truely. If thou would have ſuch a one, take me? and 
take me ; takea ſouldler ; takea ſouldier ; take a King. 
And what ſay'it thou then to my Love? ſpeake my faire, 
and fairely, I-pray thee. 

Kath. 1s it poſlible dat I ſould love de ennemy of 
France? | 

King. No, it isnot poſſible you ſhould love the Ene- 
my of France, Kate; but in loving me, you: fhould love 
the Friend of France : for Ilove France fo well, that I 
will not part with a Village of it ; I will have it all mine ; 
and Kate,when France ismine,and I am yours;then yours 
1S France, and youare mine« 

Kath. 1 cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No, Kate? I willtell thee in French,which T am 
ſure will hang upon my tongue, like a new-married Wife 
about her Husbands Necke, hardly to be ſhooke off; 7e 
qnand ſur le poſſeſſion de Frannce, & quand vous aues le poſe 
ſeſſion de moy, (Let me ſee, whatrhen ? Saint Dennw be 
my ſpeed) Done woſtre et Fraunce, & vous eftes mienne. 
It tsas eaſie for me, Kare,to conquer the Kingdome, as 
to ſpeake ſo much moreFrench : I ſhall never move thee 
in French, unkeſle it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf voſtre honeur , leFrancous ques vous parleia, il 
&- mecliens que!” e Angolts le quel Ie parte, 


Kin, No faith is't not , Kare : but thy ſpeaking of | 


my Tongue, and I thine, moſt truely falſely, muſt 
needes be graunted tobe much at one. Kut Kare, doo'ſt 
thou underſtand thus much Enghth ? Can thou love 
me ? 

Kith, Icannottell. | 

Kin, Can any of your Neighbours tell , Kate? le 
aske them, Come I know thou lovelt me : andatnight, 
when you come.into yout Cloſet, you'll queſtion this 
Gentlewomanabout me ; and I know, Kate, you will to 
her diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your 
heart ; but good Kare, mocke me mercitully, the-rather 
gentle Princefle, becauſe I love thee cruelly. If everthou 
beeſt mine, Kate, as I have a ſaving Faith within me tels 
me thou ſhalt; I get. thee with skambling, and thou 
maſt therefore _needes prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall nor thou and, betweene Saint Des: and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, halfe French halfe 
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thar ſhall goe to Conſtantinople, and take the Turkeby | 


che Beard. Shall we not ? what ſay'{t thou,my faire Flow- 
er-de-Luce. 

Kate. 1doe nor know dat. = 

King. No: 'tis hereafter toknow,but now to promiſe: 
doe but now piomiſe Kate, you willendeavour for your 
French part of fuch a Boy ; and for my Engliſh moyrty, 
rake the word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anſwer 
you, La plus belle Katherine du monde mon treſcher &+ devin 
deeſſe, 

4 Your Majcſtee ane fauſe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moſt fage Damoiteil dat is en Fraunce. | 

King. Nowtye upon my falſe French : by mine honor 
in true Engliſh, I lovethee Kare; by which honor, I dare 
notſweare thoaloveſt me, yet my bloud begins ro flat- 
ter me, that thou deo'ſt; notwithſtanding the poore and 
untempering effe& of my Viſage. Now beſhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, he was thinking of Civill Warres 
when he got me, therefore was I created with a ftub- 
borne ont-lide, with an aſpe& of Iron, that when I come 
ro wooe Ladyes, I fright them : but in faith Kare,the cl- 
der I wax, thebetter 1 ſhall appeare. My comfortis,that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beauty, can doeno more 
ſpoyle upon my Face. Thou halt me, if thou baſt me, at. 
the worlt ; and thou ſhalt weare me, if thou weare me, 
better and better : - and therefore tell me, moſt fatre Ka- 
therive, will you have me? Put off your Maiden Bluſhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 


an Empreſſe, take me by the Hand, and fay, Harry of 


England, Tamthine : which word thou ſhalt no ſooner 
blefle mine Eare withall, but I will tell theealowd, Eng- 
kondis thine : Hrelandis thine, France is thine, and Henry 
Plantaginet is thine ; who, though I ſpeake it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beſt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-fcllowes. Come your an- 
{wer in broken Muficke ; for thy Voyce 1s Muſicke,and 
thy Engliſh broken : Therefore Queene of all, Karherine, 
breake thy mind to me in broken Engliſh, wile thou 
have me ? 

Kath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe de Roy mon pere. 

Kin. Nay, it will pleate him well, Kare; 1t ſhall pleaſe 
him, Kate. 

Kath. Den itfall aiſo content me. 

King. Vpon that I kiſe your Hand, and I call you my 
Queene. 

Kath. Laiſſe mon Seignenr, laiſſe, laiſſe, may fey: Ie ne 
vers point gue von abbaiſſe voitre grandeur, en baiſant le 
mig d une noſtre Seignenr maignie ſervitenr, excuſe moy. te 
Þous ſupply mon treſ-pniſſaut Sergneur. 

King. Then I will kifſe your Lippes, Kate. 

Kath, Les Dames & Damoiſels pour eftre baiſe devant 
ler nopceſe il net pas le coſt ume de Fraunce. 

King. Madam, my Interpreter, whatſayes ſhe ? 
Lad Datitis not be de faſhion pour le Ladies of 
France ; I cannot tell wat is buifſeen Angliſh, 

King. To kifte. 

Laay. Your Majeltic entendre bettre que moy. 

King. It is not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
kiſſe before they are marryed, would ſhe ſay ? 

Lady. Ony veraymnt. 

King. O Kate, nice Cuſtomes curlſic to great Kings. 
Deare Kate, you and I cannot bee confin'd within the 
weake Lyſt of a Countreyes faſhion : we are the ma- 
kersof Manners, Kare; and the liberty that followes 
our Places, ſtoppesthe mouth of all find-faults, as I will 


doe yours, for upholding the nice faſhion of your Coun- | 


. — 
try, in denying me a Kifſe : therefore patiently, ang 
yeelding. You have Witch-cratt in your Lippes, Kaz; 
there is morceloquence in a Suger touch of them; thenin 
the Tongues of the French Councell : and they ſhowy 
ſooner perſwade Harry of England, thena generall Petiti 
on of Monarchs. Heere comes your father, 


Enter the French Power, andthe Engliſh 
Lords, 


Burg.God ſave your M2 jeſty, my Royall Couſin,teach 
you our Princefle Engliſh ? 

Kin, I would have her learne, my faire Couſin, how 
perfeRly I love her, and that is good Engliſh. 

Bnrg. Is ſhe not apt? TE 

King. Our Tongue is rough. Coze, and my Conditi. 
on is not {mooth: {ſo that haying neither the Voycengy 
the Heart of Flattery about me, I cannot fo conjure tp 
the ſpirit of love in hzr, that he will appeare in his trze 
likenefle. 

Berg. Pardon the frankneſſe of my mirth, if I anſyee 
you for that. If you would conjure in ber, youmn 
make a Circle : if conjure up iove in her in histne 
likeneſſe, he muſt appeare naked, and blind. Can you 
blame her then, being a Maid, yer ros'd over with the 
Virgin Crimſon of Modeſty, if ſhe deny the apparnee 
of a naked blind Boy in her naked ſeeing felfe ? It wee 
(wy Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to conſigne 
to. 

King. Yetthey doe winke and yeeld, as Loveis blind 
and enforces. | 

Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they 
not what they doe. | 

King. Thengood my Lord, teach your Couſintocots 
ſentto winking, 

Burg. I will winkeon her to conſent, my Lord, ifyou 
will teach her to know my meaning: for Maides well 
Summer'd, and warme kept, are like Fiyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blind, though they havetheir eyes, and then 
they will endure handling, which before wouldnotabide 
looking on. 

King. Tins Morallcyes me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and fo 1 ſhallcatch the Flye, your Couſin, n 
thelarter end, and ſhe muſt be blind too. 

Burg, As Loveis my Lord, before it loves. 

King. Itis ſo: and you may, ſome of you, thanke 
Love for my blindnefſe, who cannot ſee many a faire 
French City for one faire French Maid that ſtandsinmy 
Way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you ſez them perſpe 
Etively : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they at 
all - om with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath «+ 
tread, 

King. Shall Katebe my Wife ? 

Fran. Sopleaſe you. ” 

England. T am content , ſo the Maiden Cities y0l 
talke of, may waite 03 her : ſothe Maid that itood in. 
_ for my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me rhe way to Wy 

ll, | 
: France. We have conſented to all tearmes of 
ON. 

Eng. Ist ſo, my Lords of England ? 

weft, TheKing hath nel every Article : 
His Daughter firſt ; and then in ſequele, all, 


Accordine totheir firme propoſed natures. 
Y ihe Extt. Only! P 


- 


— 
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xt. Onely he hath nor yet ſubſcribed this : +. 
—_ your Majeſty demands; That the King of France 
| having any occaſionto write for matter of Graunt, ſhall 
name your Highnefle in this forme, and with this additi- 
on, in French :Noſtre treſcher file Henry Roy'd Angleterre 
Hernere de Frannee: and thus in Latine Praclariſſimus 
Filius nofter Henricus Rex eAnglie & Heres Francia. 
Fras, Nor this I havenot Brother ſo deny'd, 
Bur your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſle. 
Emgl. I pray you then, inlove and deare allyance, 
Let that one Article ranke _— "_ 
thereupon give me your Daughter. 
_— Take bs fnne,and from her blood rayſe up 
Ifſiere me, that the contending Kingdomes 
Of France and England, whole very ſhoares looke pale, 
With envy of each others happinefle, — 
May ceaſe their hatred ;and thisdeare Conjunction 
Plane Neighbourhood and Chriſtian-like accord 
In their ſ\ycer Boſomes: that never Warre advance 
His bleeding Sword 'twixt Exglandand faire France. 
Lords. Amen. 
King. Now welcome Kate : and beare me witneſſe all, 
That here I kifle her as my Soveraigne Queene. 
Flouriſh. 
nee, God,the beit maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realmes in one : 
As Man and Wife being two, are onein love, 
So be there*twixt your Kingdomes ſuch a Spouſall, 
That never may ill Ogtce, or fell jcalouſie, 


| Which rroubles oft the Bed of blefled Marriage, 


— 
— 


Thruſt in betweenethe Pation of theſe Kingdomes, 
To make divorce oftheir incorporate League z . 
That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, 
Receiveeach other. God ſpeake this Amen. 

All. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy well takeyour Oath 


| And all the Pceres, for ſurery of our Leagues, 


Then ſhalll I ſweare to Kare, and you to me, 
And may our Oathes well kept and proſp'rous 
Sonet. 


be 


Exennt, 
Emer Chorus. 


Thus farre with rough, and all-unable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purſidthe Story, 

In little roome confining mighty men, 

Mangling by ſtarts the full courte of their glory; 
Small time: . but in that ſmall, moſt greatly lived 
This Starre of Eng/and. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By whicb, tae Worlds beſt Garden he atchieved : 
And of it left hisSonne Imperiall Lord, 

Henry the Sixt, in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of Fraxceand England, did this King ſucceed : 
Whoſe State ſo many had the managing, 

That they loft France, and make his England bleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath ſhowne ; and for their fake,” 
In your faire minds let this acceptance take. 


/ _ 
| &&/ 
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eAfus Prima. Scaena Prima. 


Dead March. 


Enter the Funerall of King Henry the Fift, attended on by 
the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Dakg 
of Glofter ,ProteBler : rhe Dake of Exeter War- 
wicke, the Biſhop ofWinchefter, ana 
the Dake of Somer- 
ſet. 


Bedford. | 
SE! Z ; Vngbe 5 heavens with black,ycild dayto wght; 
- = $ Comets importing change of Times and States, 
E Brandiſh your cryſtall Trefſes inthe Sky, 
And with them icourge the bad revolting Stars, 
That have conſented unto Henries death : 
King Henry the Fifr, too famous to live long, | 
England ne're loſt a King of ſo much worth. 
" Gloft. Englandne're had a King untill his time : 
Vertue he had, deſerving to command. 
His brandiſht Sword did blind men with his beames, 
His Armes ſpred wider then a Dragons Wings : 
His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathfull fire, 
More dazled and drove backe his Enemies, 
Then mid-day ſunne, fierce bent againſt their faces. 
W hat ſhould Ifay ? his Deeds exceed ali ſpeech : 
Hene'relifrup his hand, bur conquered. 

Exe, We mourne in blacke, why mourn we not in 
Hermry is dead, and never ſhall revive : (blood? 
Vpona Wooden Coffin we atrerd ; 

And deaths diſhonorable Vidory, 
We withour ſtately preſence glorifie, 
Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Carre. 
What? ſhall wecurſe the Planets of Miſhap, 
That plotted thus our Glories overthrow ? 
' Or ſhall we thinke the ſubtile-witted French, 
Conurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magicke Verſe have contriv'd his end? | 

Winch. He wasa King, bleſt of the King of Kings. 
Vntothe French, the dreadfull judgement-Day 
So greadfall willnot be, as was his ftght. 

The Battailes of the Lord of Hoſts he fought : 
The Churches Prayers made him ſo proſperous. 
. GloFt. The Church? Where is it? 

Had not Church-men pray'd, 

His thred of Life had not ſe ſoone decay'd. 
None doe you like, but aneffeminate Prince, 
Whomlike a Schoole-boy you way,over-awe. 

Winch, Gleſter, what ere we like, thou art Protector, 
And lookeſt tocommand the Prince and Realme. 

Thy Wife is prowd, ſhe ho!deththee in awe, Pg 


Y 
V 
14.) 
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| More then God or Religious Church-men may. 
Gloft. Name not Religion, forthou lov'it the Fleſh, 

And ne*re throughout the yeereto Church thougoſ, 

Except it be to pray againſt thy foes. 
Bed. Ceale, ceaſe theſe Tarres, and reſt your mindsin 

Let's to the Altar : Heralds wayt on us ; (pete; 

In ſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Armes, 

Since Armes avayle not, now that Hemr#'s dead. 

Polterity awaitfor wretched yeeres, 

Whenat their Mothers moiſt eyes, Babes ſhall ſucke, 

Our Ile be made a Nouriſh of ſalt Teares, 

And none but Women left to wayle the dead. 

| Henry the Fift, thy Ghoſt I invocate: 

Proſper this Reaime, keepe it from Civill Broyles, 

| Combat with adverſe Planets in the heavens ; 

A farre more glorious Starre thy ſoule will make, 

| T hen [nlire Cefar, or bright=—— . 

| Enter a Meſſenger. 

| MAeſ:My honorable Lords, healthto youall: 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loſſe,of flaughter, and diſcomfiture : 

| Guyen, Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 

| Paris, Guyſors, PojRiers, are all quite loſt. 

| Sed,Whatſay'ſt thou man,beforedead Henry sCoaſet 

| Speake ſoftly, orthe lofle of thoſe great Townes _ 

Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from death 
Gloft. Is Paris loſt ? and is Roan yeelded up? 

If Henry were recall'd to life againe, 

Theſe newes wouldcauſe him once more yeeld the ghoſt 
Exe. How were they loſt ? what trechery was u$d? 

* Mefſ. Notrechery, but want of Men and Molly: 

Amongſt the Souldiers this ts muttered, 

That here you maintaine ſeverall Factions: 

And whil'|t a Field ſhould bediſpatchtand fought, 

Youarediſputimg of your Generals. 

One would have lingring Warres, with little coſt; - 

Another would flye ſwift, but wanteth Wings : 

Athird man thinkes, without expenceart all, | 

By guilcfull faire words, Peace may be obtain'd. 

Awake, away, Engliſh Nobility, 

Let not ſlouch dimme your Honors, new begot; 

Croptare the Flewer-de-Lucesin your Armes 

Of Englands Coar, one halfe is cut away. 
Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funerall, 

Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides 
Bed. Me they concerne, Regent I am of Fran 3 

Give me my ſtcaled Coat, Ile tight for Fravce. 

Away with theſe diſgracetull wayling Robes; 

Wounds will Lend the French, in ſtead of Eyes, 


| HO intecmiſſive Milſeries, 
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Emer tothem another Meſſenger. 

Meſf. Lords view theſe Letters, full of bad miſchance. 
France is revolted fromthe Engliſh quite, 
Except ſome petty Townes, of no import. 
The Dolphin ('barles is crowned King in Rheimes : 
The Baſtard of Orleance with himis joyn'd : 
Ren#oid, Duke of Aniou, doth his part, | 
The Duke of Alanfon flyeth to his fide. Exit. 

Exe. The Dolphin crown'd King ? all flyeto lim ? 
Owhither ſhall we flye from this reproach ? 

Glft, Wewillnot flye; butto our eremies throats. 
Bedferd, if thou be ſlacke, Ile fight it out. _ 

Bed. Glofter, why doubtſtthouof my fotwardneſle ? 
An Army have T mutter'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over-run. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
| Wherewith you now bedew King Henries bearle, 
I muſt informe you of a diſmall fight, 
Betwixtthe ſtout Lord T a/bot ,and the French. 

Win. W hat ? wherein Talbot overcame, is't ſo ? 

3: Meſ.O no:wherein Lord Talbot was o'rethrowne : 
The circumſtance Ile tell you more at large. 

The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadfull Lord, 

Retyring from the Siege of Orleance, 

Having full ſcarce ſix thouſand inhis troupe; 

By three and twenty thouſand of the French 

Was round jncompaſled, and ſetupon : 

No leyſure had he toenranke his men. 

He wanted Pikesto ſet before his Archers - 

In fiead whereof, ſharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confuſedly, 

To keepe the Horſemen off, from breaking in. 

More then three houres the fight continued : 

Where valiant Ta/ber, above humane thought, 
Enated wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he ſent to hell, and none durit ſtand him : 
Here, there, and every where enrag'd, he flew. 

The French exclaym'd, the Devill was in Armes, 

All the whole Army ſtood agaz'd on him. 

His.ſouldiers ſpying his undaunted Spirit, 

A Talbot, a Talbot, cry'd out amine, 

And ruſht into the Bowels of the batraile. 

Here had the Conqueſt fully beene ſeal'd up, 

If Sir lobn Falſtaffe had not play'd the Coward, 

Hebeing in the Vauward, plac'c behind, 

With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, 

Cowardly fled, not having ſtrucke one ſtroxke. 

Hence grew the generall wracke and maſſacre j 

Encloſed were they with their Eencmies. 

Abaſe Wallon, towinthe Dolphins grace, 

Thruſt Talbor with a Speare intothe Backe, : 
Whom all France, with their chiefe afſembled ſtrength, | 
Durſt not preſume tolqoke oncein the face. 
| Bed, 1s Talbetſlainethen? I will ſlay my ſelfe, 
forliving idly here, in pompeand caſe, 

Whilſt fuch a worthy Leader, wanting ayd, 
Vato his daſtard foe-men is betray'd; 

3- AMeſ. Ono, helives, but is tooke Priſoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
Molt of the reſt ſlaughter'd, or tooke likewiſe. 

Bed. His Ranſochethere is none but T ſhall pay. 
Ile hale the Dolphin headl6ng from his Throne, - 
His Crowne ſhall be the Ravſome of my friend z 
Foureoftheir Lords Ile change for one of ours. + 


Togoeabout my preparation, 


| And it at chiefeſt ſterne of publique Weale. 


I” 


Farewell my Maſters, to my Taske will I; - 

Bonfires in France forthwithT am to make, 

To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaſt withall. 

Ten theufand Souldiers with me I willtake, 

Whoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all Europe quake. 
3- Meſ. So you had necede, for Orleance1s beſieg'd, 

The Engliſh Army is growne weakeand faint: 

The Earle of Salisbury craveth ſupply, 

And hardly keepes his men from mutiny, | 
Since they ſo few, watch ſuch a multitude. | 
Exe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Hewry {worne: 

Eyther toquell the Dolphin utterly, 
Or bring himin obedience to your yoake. 
Bed. I doe remember it, and here takelcave, 
Exit Bedford. 
Gloft. Ile tothe Tower with all the haſt I can, 
To view th Artillery and Munition, 
And then I will proclaime young Hemry King. 
Exe. ToEltam will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordain'd his ſpeciall Governor, 
And for his fafety there Ile beſt deviſe. Exit. 
inch. Each hath his Place and Fun&ionts attend : 
I am leftout ; for me nothing remaines : | 
But long I will not be Iacke out of Otfice, 
The King from Eltam I intend to ſend, 


Ext. 


Enter (harles, Alanſon, and Rexgneir, marching 
with Drum and Sonldiers. 


Charl. Mart histrue moving, even asinthe Heavens * 
So in the Earthto this day isnot knowne. a> | 
Late did he ſhineupon the Engliſh fide + - We 
Now we are Victors, uponus he ſmiles. '' * ' | 
What Townes of any moment, but we have® © 
Art p_ here welye, neere Orleance: > 
Otherwhiles, the famiſht Engliſh Onnd that arg . 
Faintly beſiege usone houre ina monerh.' © * © © 

Hl.They want their Porredge, and their fat Bul Beeves 
Eyther they muſt be dyeted like Mules. 

Reig., Let's raiſe the Siege : why tive weidly here? 
And have their Provender ty'd to their mouthes, © © 
Or pitteous they will looke, like drowned Mice. 

Talbot is taken; whom we wont to feare : 
Remayneth none but mad-brain'd Salubrry, 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 
Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Char. Sound, foand Alarum, we will ruſh on them, 
Now forthe honour of the forlorne French : 
Him I forgive my death, that killeth me; | | 
When he ſees me goe backe one foot, or flye, Exenne, 


% : 


Heere Alaruns they are beaten backs by the 
Engliſh, with g reat hoſe. 


Enter (harles, Alanſon,and Reigneir. 


Cherl, Who eyer ſaw the like ? what men have TI? _ | 
Dogges, Cowards, Daſtards : 1woutd ne'ce have fled, 
But that they lefr me *midſt my.Encmies. 

Reig. Salubnry is a deſperate Homicide, 

He _— weary of his life : | 
To other Lords, like Lyons wanting foode,” 
Doe ruſh upon usas their hungry'prey. 


*— 
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The fuſt Partof King Henry the Sixt. 


eaſe Froyſard, a Countrey man of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands breed, . 
Duriog the time Edwardthe third did. raigne* 
More truely now-may this be verificd; 
For none but Samſon and Goliaſſes 
It fendeth forth to skirmiſh : one to tenne? 
Leane raw-bon'd Raſcalls, who would «re ſuppoſe, 
They tad ſich courage and zudacity ; 
Chal. Let'sleave this Towne, 
For they are hayre-brain'd Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Ofold | know them ; rather with their Teeth — 
The Walls they'll teare downe, then forſakerhe Siege. 
Resp. T thinke by ſo.ne odds Gimmallsor device 
Their Armes are ct, like Clockes, fti!l to ſtrike on z 
Elſe ne're could they hold out ſoas they doe : 
By my conſent, we'll even lct them alone. 
Alan. Beit fo. 


 Emter the Bailard of Orleance. 


Baſt, Where'sthe Prince Do/vbin? I have newesfor 
him. | 
Delvh.Baſtard of Orleance, thrice welcome to us. 
Bast. Methinkes your lookes are fad, your cicare af- 
Hath the late overthrow wroughrrhis offence ? 
Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand ; 
A holy Maid hithcr with me Fbring, 
Which by a Viſion ſent to her trom Heaven, 
Ordayned is to raiſe this tedious Seige, 
And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds of France : 
The ſpirit of deepe Propheſie ſhe hath, 


| Exceeding the nine Sib1/5 of old Rome :; 


What's pait, and what's tocome, ſhe can deſcry. 
Speake, ſhall I call-her in? beleeve my words, 
For they are certaine, and unfailible, ; 
Dolph. Goe call-her in : bur firſt, to try her $kull, 
Rezgneer ſtand thau as Dolphin in my place ; 
Queſtion her-prowwdly, let thy Lookes be ſterne, 
By this means ſhall we ſound what skill ſhe hath. 


HEE: | ater Toane Pwuxgl. 
Reig. Faire Maid, is't thou .vilr doe theſe wondrous 


4+ 014i 


{ Will'd me toleave my baſe Yocation, 


And free my Countrey from Calamity ; | 
Her ayde ſhe promis'd, and afſur'd lucceffe. 
In compleat Glory ſhe reveal'd her ſelfe ; . + 
And whereas [ was blacke and ſwart before : 


| With thoſe cleare Rayes, which ſhe infus'd on mes 
| That beauty am Lbleft with , which you ſee. 
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Shall we give o're Orleance, or no? 


| Expect Saint Afarims Summer, Halcyons dayes, 


| Glory is like a Circle inthe Water, 


Aske me what queſtion thou canſt poſſible, 
And I will anſwer unpremeditated : 

My Courage try by Combar, if thou dar'ſt, 
Andthou ſhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 
Reſolve on this, thou ſhalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mace. 

Dolph. Thou haſt aſtoniſht me with thy high term, 
Onely this proofe Ile of thy Vaiour make, | 
In fingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me ; 

Andif thou vanquiſheſt, thy-wordsare true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce 8ll confidence. 

Puz.. Tam prepar'd : here is my keenz-edg'd Swerd, 

Deckt with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide, 
The which at Touraine, in S. Katherines Church-yard, 
Out of a great deale of cld Iron, Ichoſe forth. 
Dolph. Then come a Gods name, I feare no wana, 
Puzel. And while Tlive, le ne're flye no man, 
Here they fight, and loane de Puzel overcomes, 

Do!ph, Stay,ſtay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And hghteſt with the Sword of Debora. 

Puzel, Chriits Mother helpes me, elſc I weretoo 
weake. 

Dolph, Whoe're helps thee, 'tisthou that muſt hehe 
Impatiently I burne with thy deſire, (ax: 
My heart and handsthou haſtat once ſubdu'd, 
Exccllent Pzzel, if thy name be ſo, 

Lct me thy ſervant, and not Soveraigne be, 
'Tis the French Dolphin ſueth to thee thus; 

Puxzetl. 1 mult nor yecld toany rights of Love, 
For my Profcilion's ſacred from above : 

W hen havechaſed al}thy Foes from hence, 
Then will { thinke upon a recompence, | 

_ Meane time looke gracious on thy proliate 
Thrall. ) 

Reig. My Lord me thiokes is very long in talke, | 

Alan.Doubtleſle he ſhrives this woman to her ſmocke 
Elſe ne*reconta he ſo longprotrat his ſpeech... 

Reigns, Shall wee diſturbe him, fince he keepes n0 
meane ? 

Ala. He may mean more then we poore mendo know? 
Theſe women are ſhrewd tempters with their tongues. 

Reig, My Lord, where are you? what deviſcyoud, | 


Puzel. Why no, Ifay : diftruſtfull Recreants, 
Fight t:lithe lalt gaſpe : for Ile be your guacd. - 

Dolph. Whar ſhe ſayes, Ile confirme ; we'll fight it 
ous. | 

Puzel. Aſſign dam I tobethe Engliſh Scourges 
This night thc Siege afſuredly Ile raiſe; 


Since I have entred thus into theſe Warres. 


Which never ceaſcth tocnlarge it ſelfe, 
Till by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe tonought. 
With Hexries death, the Engliſh Circle ends, 
Diſperſed arethe glories it included : 
Now aml like that prowd-inſulting Ship, 
Which Cefarand his fertune bare at once. 
Dolph. Was" Mahomet inſpired with a Dove? 
Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then. 
Helen, the Mother of Great Conſtantine, 
Nor yetS. Fbilipe daughters were like thee. 
Bright Starre of Yewns, faine downe on the Earth 
How may I reverently worſhip thee enough ? = 
eAiar. Leave off delayes, and let us railc the 
A 


Siege. 
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Drivethem from Orleance, and be immortaliz'd. 
Dolph. Preſently we'll try : Come, let's away about it, 
No Prophet will I truſt, if ſhe prove falſe. Excunt. 


Enter Gloter, with bis Servin g-men., 


loſe. Tam come to ſurvey the Tower thisday ; 
Since Henries death, I feare there is Conveyance : 
Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the Gates, 'cis Glory that calls. | 
I. Warder, Who's there; that knocks ſo.imperiouſly? 
Gloft, 1. Mar. It is the Noble Dake of GloFter. 
2. Warder. Whoere he be, you may not be let in. 
1, Man, Villaines, anſwer you ſo the Lord Protector? 
1. Warder. The Lord prote him, ſo we anſwer him, 
We doe no otherwiſe then we are wilPd. ; 
Gleft.Who willed you? or whoſe will tands but mine? 
There's none Proteor of the Realme, but I : 
Breake up the Gates, Ile be your warrantize 
Shall I be lowted thus by dunghill Groomes? | 
Gloſters mearuſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
| the Lientenant ſpeakes within. | 
Wod, What noyſe is this? what Traytors have wee 
here ? 
Gl. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe voyce I heare? 
Openthe Gates, here's GloFer that would enter. 
Food. Have patience Noble Duke , I may not open, 
The Cardinali of W incheſtcr forbids ; 
From him I have exprefſe commandement, 
That chou nor none of thine ſhall beletin, . 
Gloft, Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeſt him *fore me : 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty Prelate, 
Whom Hemyy our late Soveraigne ne're could brooke ? 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the King : 
* | Openthe Gates, or Ile ſhut thee our ſhortly, 
Servingmen. Open the Gates unto the Lord ProteRor, 
Or we'll buſt them open, ifthart you come not quickly. 


Enter to the Protefior at the Tower Gates.Wincheſbe r 
and his men inTawney Coates. 


we How now ambitious Ympire, what meanes 
this 

Glot, Piei'd Prieſt; doo'ſt thou command me to be 
i hue ont ? 

Wixches?, I doe, thou moſt nſurpingProditor, 
And not Protector of the King or Realme. 

Glo. Stand backethou manifeſt Conſpirator,” 
Thouthar contrived'ſttomurther our dread Lord, 
| Thouthat giv*ſk Whores Indulgences to finne; 
Ile canvas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Har, 
If thou proceed in this thy inſolence. 

Winch, Nay, ſtand thou backe,I will not budge a foot ; 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain, 
Toſlay thy Brother e4bet, if thou wilt. | 

Gb. T willnot ſlay thce, but Hedrive thee backe ; 
Thy Seartet Robes,as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
| le uſe, tocarry thee out of this place. 
" Doe what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee to thy 

Gle#t, What ? am 1 dar'd, and bearded to my face ? 
Draw men, forall this priviledged place, 

lew Coats to Tawny Coats.Prieſt beware your Beard, 

mane totugge it, and tocuffe you ſoundly. 
| Vader my feet Ile ſtainpe thy Cardinalls Hat: 


Se. 


Rc59. Woman, doe what thon canſt to ſave our honors, | 


In ſpight of Pope, or digritics of Church, | 
Here by the Cheekes Ile drag thee up and downe. 
. Wincheft. Oteſter, thou wilt an{wer this before the 
2OPes 
Gloſt. Winchefter Gooſe, I cry,;a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat theni hence, why doe you let them itay ? 
Thee Ilechaſe hence, thou Wolfe in Sheepes array. 
Out Tawney-Coares, out Scailet Hypocrite, 


Here Glofters men beat out the Cardinalls men, and 
enter in the hurly-burly the Mayor of 
Loxdon, and his Officers. 


Mayor.Fye Lords, that you being ſupreme Magiltrats, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould breake the Peace. 
G[.Peace Mayor,for thou know' ( little of my wrongs: 
Here's Beaxferd, that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath here diſtrayn'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Winch. Hcre's GleFer too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One thar ſtill motions Warre, and never Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purſes with large Fines 3 
Thar feekes to overthrow Religion, 
Becauſe he is Protefor of the Realme ; 
And wou!d have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himfelfe King, and ſuppreſſethe Prince. 
Gloft, I will not anſwer thee with words, but blowes. 
Here they thirmiſÞ againe. 


But to make open Proclamation. 
Come Ojficer, aslowdas e'rethoucanſt, cry : 
eAll manner of men, aſſembled here in Armes this day, 
Againſt Gods Peace and the Kings, we charge and command 
you, in his Hig hneſſe Nami, to repayre to your ſeverall dwel- 
ling places, and not to weare , handle, or uſe any Sword, Wea- 
pon, or Dagger hense-fornard, upon paine of death. 
Gleft, Cardinall, le be no breaker of the Law : 
But we ſhall meer, and breake our minds at large. = 
_ Winch, Glofter, we'll meetto thy deare colt beſure: 
Thy heart-blood 1 will have for this dayes worke, 
Hayer. Le call for Clubs, if you will not away : 
This Cardinall is more haughty then the Devull. 
—_— Major fareweit : thou doo'ſt but what thon 
may'lt, +. 
winch, Abhominable Gloſter, guard thy Head, 
For | intend to have itere long. 
Major. See the Coaſt clear'd, and then we will depart, 


| Good Gad, theſe Nobles thould ſuch tomacks beare, 
' 1 wy ſclte fight not once in forty yeere. 


Enter the Maſter Gunner of Orleance, and 
| bu Boy. 
A. Gan.Sirrha, thou know'ſt how Orleance is beſieg'd 
And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs wonne. | 
Boy. Father I know,/and ofc have ſhot at them, 
How e'reunfortunare, I miſs'd ny ayme. 


Cheife Maſter Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Something I muſt doe to procure me grace : 

The Princes eſpyals haveinformed me : 

How the Engliſh, in the Suburbs clofeentrenchr, 
Wenr through a ſecret Grate of Iron Barres, 


| In yonder Tower, toover-pecrethe City, 


And thencediſcover, how with moſt advantage 
They may vex us with Shot or with Afault, 
To intercept this inconvenience, 


| A Peece of Ordnance? 'gainſt it I haveplac'd, 


Aayor. Nought reſts for me, in this tumultuous ſtrife, | 


Exennt. | 


E xennt. | 


AM. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rulfd by me: | 


; 


— 
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And fully even theſe three dayes have I watchr, 
TFE1 could ſee them. Now Boy doe thou watch, 
For I can ſtay no longer. — : 
If thou ſpy'ſt any, runne and bring me word, 
And thou ſhalt find me at the Governors- 
Bop. Father, I warrant you, take you no Care, 
He never trouble you, if I may ſpye them. 


Exit. 
Exit. 


Enter Salicbary, and T albot on the Tarrets, 
with others. 

Sala. Talbot, my life, my joy, againe return'd ? 
How wert thou handled, being Pritoner e 
Or by whai meanes got's thou to be relcas'? 
Diſcourſe1 prethee on this Tuwrets top. 

Tal. The Earle of Bedford had a Priſoner, 
Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile,, 
For him was I exchang'd, and ranſom'd. 
But with a baſer man of Armes by farre, | 
Once in contempt they would have barter'd me : 
Which TI difd:ining , ſcorn'd, and craved death, 
Rather then I would be ſo pil'd eftcem d ; 
In fine, redeem'd I was as I delſt1'd. 
But O, thetrecherous Falftaffe wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 
IfI now had him brought into my power. 

Sala. Yet tcl!'it thoa not, how thou wert enter- 
tain'd. 


In open Market-place produc't they me, 
To be a publique ſpcAtacletoall; 
Here, ſaid they, is the Terror of the French, 


| The Scar-Crow thataffrights our Childrenio. 


Then broke I from the Ogficers that led me, 
And with my nayles digg'd {tones out of the ground, 
To hurle at the beholders of my ſhame. 


1 My griſly countenance made others flye, 


None durſt come neere, for feare of ſuddaine death. 
In Iron Walls they deem'd me not ſecure : 
So great feare of my Name 'mongft them were ſpread, 
Tha: they ſuppos'd I could rend Barres of ſteele, 
And {purne 1n picces Polts of Adzmant. 
| Wherefore a guard of choſen Skot I had; 
That walkt about me every Minute while : 
Andif I did but ſtirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to ſhoot me tothe heart. 
Enter the Boy with @ LinStockes 
Salts, Igrieve to heare what torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reveng'd ſurticicntly. 
Now itis Supper time1n Orleance : 


j Here, through rhis Gate, | can count every one, 


And view the Frenchmen how they fortitic: 
Let uslooke in, the fight will much dclightthee ; 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and v1r William Glanſaale, 
Let me bave your cxpretle opinions, 
Where 1s beit place ro tnake our Batt'ry next ? 
Gargr. I thinke at the Noith Gatc, for there ſtand 
Lords. 
Glayſ. AndT beerc, atthe Bulwarke of the Bridge. 
Tatb. For 01ght I ſee, this City muſt be famiſht, 
Or with light Skirmiſhes enfeebled, 
Here they ſhot, and Salicbury falls downe. 


Salzs. O Lord have mercy onus, wretched ſinners. 

Garg. O Lord have mercy on'me, wotull man. 

Tals, What chance is this,that ſuddenly hath croſt us? 
Speake Salubwry; atleaſt, if thou canit) ſpeake : 


Tatl.With {coffes and\ſcornes,and contumelious taunts > | 


| 


How far'ſt thou, Mirror of all Martiall men > - 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheekes fide irucke od 
Accurſed Tower; accuried fatall Hand, 

That hath contriv*d this wofull Tragedy, 
In thirteene Battailes, Sal/zbury o'recame : 

Henry the Fift he firſt trayn'd to the Warres. 
Whilſt any Trumpe did ſound, or Drumſtrucke up, 
His Sworddid ne'ce leaue triking in the field. ** 
Yet liv'it thou Se/zbury ? though thy ſpeech doth fayle; 
One Eye thou haſt ro looke to Heaven for grace, 
The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World. 
Heaven be thou gracious tonone alive, 

If Salubury wants mercy atthy hands. 

Bearc hence his Body, 1 will helpe to bury it. 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any life? 

Speake unto Talbor, nay, looke up to him, 
Salizhwepchearc thy Spirit with this comfort, 
Thou ſhalt not dye whiles —— 

He beckens with his band, and ſmiles on me : 

As who ſhould ſay, When am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plantaginet I will, and Nerolike will, 

Play onthe Lute, beholding the Toines burne ; 
Wretched ſhall France be onely in my Name. 

—- Here an Alarum, andit Thunders and Lightoy, 
What ſtirre is this? what tumult's in the Heaveng? 
W hence commeth this Alarum, and thenoyſed | 

Emer a Meſſenger. 

AMeſſ. My Lord, my Lord, thets 
The Dolphin, with one Joare de Puxel joyn'd, 
A holy Propheteſle, new riſenup, 

Iscome witha great Power, to rayſe the Siege. 
Here Saluonry lifteth himſelfe up, and groaxs, 

Talb. Heare, heare, how dying Salzbary dothgrome, 

| It irkes his heart he cannot be reveng d- 

Frenchmen, Ile be a Salubwry to you. 

| Puzetor Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-fiſh, 

Your hearts Ile ſtampe out with my Horſes heckes, 

And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, 

Convey me Salbwry into his Tent, | 

And then we'll try what theſe daſtard Fxenchmen dare; 
Alaram, Exeunt, 


(bead, 


Here an Alarum againe, and Talhot purſueth the Daphi, 
aud ariveth bim : Then enter loane dePuzcl,dri 
wing Englithmen brfore her, Then enter 
Talbot, 
Tatb. Where is my ſtrength, my valour , and my foree? 
Our EngliſtvTroupes retyre, I cannot ſtay thems 
A Womanclad in Armour chaſeth them. 
Emer Pnzel. 
Here here ſhe comes, Ile have about with thee : 
Devill, or Devils Dam, Ile conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And ſtraightway give thy Soule to him thou ſerv'ſt. 
Put. Come, come, tis onely I that muſt diſgrace thee: 
Here they fight, | 
Tatb. Heavens, can you uffer Hell ſo toprevaile ? 
My breſt Ile burſt with training of my courage, 
- And from my ſhoulders cracke my Armes aſundery 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet. 
T hey fight againe. 
Paz. Talbot farewell, thy houre is not yet come, 
I muſt goe Viuall Orleance forwith ; 
| A (port Alarum : then enter the Towne 
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O're-take me ifthoucanſ, I ſcorne thy ſtrengt 
Goe, goc, chcare up thy hongry-ſtarved men, 
Helpe Sea/ubaryto make his Teſtament, BY 
This Day is ours, as many more ſhall be. on - 

Talb, My thoughts are whirled like a Potters W necle. 
I know not where I am, nor what 1 doc: 
A Witch by feare,noe force, like Hennibdl, 
Drives backe our troupes, and conquersas ſhe liſts: 


' $0 Bees with ſinoake, and Dpves with royſome ſtench, 
| = from their Hyvesand Houſes driven away- 


They call'd us, for our fiercenefſe, Engliſh Dogges, 
Now like the Whelpes , we cryingrunne away. 
A (bort Alarum. 
Hearke Countreymen , eyther renew the fight, 
Or teare the Lyons out IS or RE 
nce your Soyle,give Sheepe 1n Lyons itead?: 

ow ran ciorhalſe 5 Kirk from the Wolfe, 
Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As you flye from your oft-ſubdued ſlayes. 

Alarumt. Here another Skirmiſh. 
It will not be, retyre into your Trenches: 
Youall conſented unto Salibwries death, | 
For none would ſtrike a {iroake in his revenges 
Pazel is entred into Orleance, = 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we could doe. 
O would I weretodye with Salisbrry, 


Exit Talbot . 
Alarum, Retreat, Flourilhs 


Enter on the Walls, Puzel, Dolphin, Reiqneir, 
eAlanſon,and Souldiers. 


Puz:!. Aduance our waving Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleance from the Engliſh wolves: 
Thus /oare de Puzel hath perform'd her word. 
Doþpb. Divineſt Creature, bright Affrea's Daughter, 
How ſhall I honour thee for this ficceſſe ? 
Thy promiſesare like eAdonu Garden, | 
Thatoneday bloom'd, and fruitfull were the next- 
France,triumph in thy glorious Propherteſle, 
Recover'd1s the Towne of Orleance, 
More blefſed hap did ne're befall our State. 
 Regweir, Why ring not out the Bells alowd, 
Throughout the Towone ? 
bin command the Cirizens make Bonefires, 
And eaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, 
Tocelebratethe joy that God hath given us. : 
eAlarſe All France will be repleat with wirth and joy, 
Whenthey ſhall heare how we have play'd the men. 
Dobph. *Tis Joane not we, by whom the day is wore: 
for which, I will devide my Crowne with her, 
Andallthe Prieſts and Fryers in my Realme, 
Shall inproceſſion ſing her endlefle prayſe. 
Aſtatelyer Pyramis to her Ie reare, 
| ope's or Memphis ever was. 
Inmemorie of her wen ſhe is dead, 
Her Aſhes, in an Vine more precious | 
thecichyewel'd Coffer of Dawu, 
Tranſported; ſhall beat bigh Feſtivals 
before the Kings and Queenes of France. 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
I. ae = ſhall be France's Saint. 
in, and ietus B net R all 2 
Attet thisGolden Dayof Vieorie.? 


| | By whole approach, the Regions of Arr9ys, 
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Atﬀus Secundus.Scena Prima, 


Emer 4 Sergeant of a Band with two Sentinels. 


| 
|  5#r. Sirs,take your placesand be vigilant : 

Ifany noyſe or Souldier you perceive 
Necre tothe walles, by ſome apparant ſigne 
Let us have knowledge atthe Court of Guard, 
| Sent, Sergeant you ſhall. Thusare poore Seryitors 
( Wheu others lecpe upon their quiet beds) 
Conſtrain'd to watch indarkenefle, raine, and cold. 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 
Ladders : Their Drummes beating a 
Dead IHMarch. 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgnnadly, 


Walon, and Picardy, are friends to us: 
This happy night, the Frenchmenare ſecure, 
Having allday carows'd and banquetted, 
Embrace wethen this opportunitie, 
As fitting beſt roquitrance their deceite, 
Contriv'd by Art, and balefull Sorceric. - 
Bed. Cowatd of France, how much he wtongs his fame, 
Deſpairing ofhis owne armes fortitude, 
To joyne with Witches, and the heipe of Hell. 
ur. Traitors havenever other company. 
But what's that Pazelwhom they tearmeſo pure ? 
Tat. A Maid, they ſay. 
Bed. A Maid? And be fo martiall > 
Bur. Pray God ſhe prove not maſculineere long :; 
| If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armor, as ſhe hath begun. 8 
Tat. Well,letthem practiſe and converſe with ſpirits. 
God is our Fortreſſe,in whoſe conquering natne | 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty-balwarkes. 
Bed. Aſcend brave Tabor, we will follow thee. 
Tat. Not altogether : Better farce I gueſſe, 
That we do make our entrance ſeverall wayes: 
That if it chance the one of us dofaile, 
The other yet may riſe againſt their force. 
Bed. Agrecd ; Ile to yond corner. 
Bar. Ard Ito this. : 1 S 
Tat. And heere will Ta/bot mount, or make his grave. 
Now Salibrry for thee and for theright 
Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this night appeare 
| How much induty, I ambound to both. 
Sent, Arme,arme, the enemy doth make aſſault. 
| Cry, S. George, A Talbot. 


The French lape ore the wallesin their (birts, Enter 
ſeverallovayes, Baftard, Alanſon, Reignier, 
haffe ready , and halfe unreagy, 


Alan. How now my Lords ? what ali unreadie ſo? 
Baſt, Vnready? I and glad we ſcap'd ſo well. 
Reig. "Twas time ( Itrow) to wake and leaveour beds, 
Hearing Alarums at onr Chamber doores; . | 
Alan. Ofall exploits fince firſt I follow'd Armes, 


Flouriſh, Exenunt, 
een For 


| 


Ne're heard I of a walike enterprize : | 
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More venturous, or deſperate then this. 

Ba#t. Ithinke this Ta/bot bea Fiend of Hell. 

Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens ſure favour him. 

| Alawſe Rere coinmeth Charles, I marvell how he ſped? 


Enter (harles and Tone. 

Ba#. Tut, holy /oanc was bis defenſiue Guard, 
{hart. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitfull Dame ? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withall, 

Make uspartakers of alittle gayne, 

That now our loſſe might be ten times ſo much? 
Toane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
Atall times will you have my power alike? 

Sleeping or waking, muſt I {till prevaile, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 
ImprovidentSouldiers, had your watch beene good, 
This ſodaine miſchiefe never could have falne. 

Charl. Duke of Alanſon, this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch ro Night, 

Did looke nobetter to that weightie Charge. | 
eAlaxſ. Had all our Quarters beene as ſafely kept, 
Astbat whercof I had the government, 

We had nor beene thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd. 

Baſt. Mine was ſecure. 

Reig. And ſo was mine, my Lord- ns 

Charl. And for my ſelfe, moſt part of all this Night 
Within her Quartcr, and mine owne Precinct, 

I was imploy'd in paſſing to and fro, 

About relieving of the Centinels. | 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt breake in? 
Toane. Queſtion (my Lords) no further of the caſe, 
How or which way; *cis ſure they found ſome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
Andnow therereſtsno other ſhift but this, 

To gather our Souldiors, fcatter'd and dilperc't, 


And lay new Plat-formes to cndammage them. 
E xennte 


; Yes, 
eMllwium. Enter a Souldier crying, a Thlbot,a T albot: 
they flye, leaving their (loathet behina, 


Sonld. Ile beſo bold totake what they have left: 
The Cry of Talbor ſerves me fora Sword, 
For I have loaden tne with many Spoyles, 
Viing no other Weapon but his Name. 


Enter T albot, Bedford, Burgunaie. 
|  Beaf. Theday begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy.Mantle over-vayl'd the Earth, 
Here ſound Retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit, Rerreet. 
Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salzbary, 

And hereadvance it in the Market-P lace, 
The middle Center of this curſed Towne. 
Now have Ipay'd my Vow unto his Soule , 
For every. drop of blood was drawne from him, 
There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen ”_ to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may beho 
| What ruine bappened in revenge of him, 

Within their chiefeſt Temple Ile eret 
A Tombe, wherein his Corps ſhallbe interr'd : 
Vponthe which, that every one may reade, 
Shall be engrav'd the ſacke of Orleance, 
The trecherous manner of his mournefull death, 
And what a terror hehad beene to France, | 
But Lords, inall our bloudy Maſſacre, 


E xit. 


I muſe we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 


| 


Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his Acts 


* > — 


His new-come Champion, vertuous loan of Acre, 
Nor any of his falſe Confederates: 


Bedf. "Tis thought Lord Talbot, whenthe fight bay | 
if 


Rows'd on the ſodaine fromtheir drowſic Beds, 
They did amongſt the troupes of armed men, 
Leape 0'rethe Walls for retuge in the field. 

Burg. My ſclfe, as farreas I could well diſcerne 
For ſmoake, and duskie vapors of the night, * 
Am lure 1 {card the Dolphin and his Trull, 
When Arme in Arme they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to apaire of loving Turtle-Doves; | 
That could not live aſunder day or night, 

After that thingsareſet in order here, 
Wee'le follow them withall the power we have. 


Enter a Meſſenger. | 
CAeſ.All hayle,my Lords:which of hisPritcely tre | 


So,much applauded through the Realme of France 2. . 
Talb, Here is the Talbot, who would ſpeake with hin 
Hef. The vertuous Lady, Counteſle of Auergne; 
With modeſtic admiringthy Renowne, 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ſt youchlaf: - 
To vifit her poore Caſtle where ſhe lyes, 
That ſhe may beaſt ſhe hath beheld the man, 
Whoſeglory fills the World with lowd report. - 
Zmrg. Is iteven ſo? Nay, thenl ſee our Warres 
Willturneuntoa peacefall Comick ſport, | 
When Ladyescraveto beencountred with. 
You way not (my Lord) deſpiſc her gentle ſuit, 
T alb. Ne're truſt me then: for whena World of me 
Could not prevayle with all their Oratorie, | 
Yet hath a Womans kindneſſe over-rul'd : 
And therefore tell her, T returne great chankes, 
Andin ſubmiſſion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honours beare me company ? 
Bedf. No, truly ,'tis mere then manners will: 
And I have heard it ſayd, Vnbidden Gueſts 


| 


Arc often welcommeſt whenthey are gone. 
Taib. Wellthen, alone (fincethere's no remedie) 
] meane to prove this Ladyes courteſie, 


| Come hither Capraine, you perceive my minde, - 


phitje 
Capt. Idoe my Lord ,and meane accordingly. 
Exeunt 
Enter ( onnteſſe. | 
Coxnt. Porter,remember whar I gave in charge; 
And when you have done ſo, bring the Keyesto me, 
Port. Madame, I will. Exit, 
Coun. The Plotislayd, if all things fall outright, 
| I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, | 
As Scythian Tomyrs by Cyrus death. 
Great is thorumour of thisdreadfull Knight, 
And hisatchievements of no lefle account : 
Faine would mine eyes be witnefſe with minecares, 
To give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 


Enter Meſſenger and Talbot, oth 
Meſ. Madame,accordingas your Ladyſhip delit's: 
By meſſage crav'd, ſo is Lord Talbet come. 
({onnt. And he is welcome: what? is this theman? 
CMeſſ. Madame, it ts, | 
Cox. Is thisthe Scourge of France ? 
Is this the T a/bor, ſo much fear'd abroad ? 
| That with his Name the Mothers {till their Babes? 


_——Lm—_— 


I ſee Report isfabulous and falſe. 
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I thought 1 ſhould have ſcene ſome Hercules, 
Aſecond Heftor, for his grim aſpe&t, Se 
And large proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbes. 
Alas, this 1s a Child, a filly Dwarfe 2 ; 

Ir cannot be, this weake and writhled ſhrimpe 
Should ftrike ſuchterror to his Enemies. 

Tatb. Madame, I have beene bold to trouble you: 
But ſince your Ladyſhip is not atleyſure, 

Ile ſort ſome other timeto vifit you. 

Count, What meanes he now ? 
Gocaske him, whither he goes ? 

Meſſ. Stay my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craves, 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure ? 

Tab. Marry, for that ſhee*s in a wrong belecte, 

I goetocertifie her Talbor's here, | 
Enter Porter with Keyes. 

{onnt. If thou be he, thenarr thou Priſoner. 

Talb. Prifoner? to whom? 

Cont. To me, blood-thirſtie Lord : 

And for that cauſe 1 train'd thee to my Honſe, 
Long timethy ſhidow hath been thrall ro me, 
Fori9 my Gallery thy pifture hangs : 
Butnow the ſubſtance ſhall endure thelike, _ 
And I will chaynetheſe Legges and Armes of thine, 
That hait by tyrannie theſe mAny yeeres 
Waſted oar-Countrey, ſlaine our Citizens, 
And ſentour Sonnes and Husbands captivatc. 
Tals. Ha, ha, ha. 
Connt, Laughe(tthou Wretch ? 
Thy mirth ſhall turne to moane. 

Talb, 1laughrto ſee your Ladiſhip ſo fond, 
Tothinke, that you have ought but Talbors ſhadow , 
Whereonto pradtiſe your ſeverity. 

Count, W hy? art notthou the man? 

Talb, Tam indecde. 

Cont, Then have I ſubſtance too. 

Talb. No,no,l am but ſhadow of my ſelfes 
You aredeceiv'd, my ſubſtance is not here ; 

For what you ſee, 15 but the ſmalleſt part, 
Andleaſtproportion of Humanitie ; 

Irellyou Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of ſuch aſpacious loftie pitch, 

Your Roofe were not fujhcient to contayn't. 

Count. This 1s a Riddling Merchant for the nonce, 
He will be here, and yet he 18 nor here : 

How can theſe contrarieties agree ? 
Tatb, That will I ſhew you preſently. 
Winds his Horne, Drummes firike xp, a Peale 
of Ordenance : F nter Souldiers. 
How ſay you Madame ? are you now perſwaded, 
That Talbot is but ſhadow of himſelfe ? 
Thefeare his ſubſtance, ſinewes, armes ,and ſtrength, 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 
Rzzeth your Cities, and fubverts your Townes, | 
Andina moment makes them delolate. 
K (vant, Victorious Tabor, pardon my abuſe, 
[ finde thon art nolefſe then Fame hath bruited, 
And morethen may be gathered by thy ſhape. 
letmy preſumption not provoke thy wrath, 
Forlam ſorry,that withreverence 
Taidnotentertaine' thee as thou art. 
Talb, Be not diſmay'd, faire Lady, nor miſconſter 
= minde of Talbot, as you did miſtake 
Outward compoſition of his body. 
you have done, hath not offended me : 
Nor other fatisfaRiondoe 1 crave, 
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* Burt onely with our paticnce, that we may 
| Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 


| Cont. With all my heart, and thinke me honored, 


| tweeneus. 


. And fell on my fide ſo againſt your will. 


| Opinion ſhall be Surgeonto my hurt, 


For Souldiers ſtomackes alywayes ſerve them well. 


To tealt ſogreata Warrior in my houſe. Exeunt. 
Enter Richard Plantagenet , Warwick, Somerſet, 
Poole, and athers. 


Torke. Great T.ords and Gentlemen, 
What meanes this (ilence? 
Dare no man anſwere in a Caſe of Truth ? 
Szf. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd, 
The Garden here is more convenient. 
York. Then fay at cncc, if I maintain'd the Truth : 
Or elfe was wrangling Somerſet intherror ? 
Suff. Faith I have beenea Truant inthe Law, 
And never yet conld frame my will to ir, | 
And therefore frame the Law unto my will. 
Som. Indge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 


#Far.Betweentwo Hawks,which fiyesthe higherpitch, 

Betweene two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
B=tiweene two Blades, which beares the better temper, 
Berweene two Horſes, which doth beare him belt, 
Betweene two Girles, which hath the merrieit eye, 
1 haveperhaps ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgement : 
But 1nthele nice ſharpe Quillets of the Law , 
Goad taith | am no witer then a Daw. «* 

Yorke. Turt,tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
The tcath appeares fo naked on my fide, 
T hat aty purblind eye may find itout, 

Som. And on my {id* it is ſo well apparrell'd, 
So c:care, {o ſhining, ando evident, 
Thar ic will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. 

Yerke. Stace you are tongne-ty*d,and ſoloth to ſpeake, 
In cambe t:gniticants proclayme yourthoughts : | 
Ler lum that 1s a-true-borne Gentleman, 

And ſtands uponthe honor of his birth, 

If ke ſuppoſe thatI havepleaded trath, 

From off this Bryer plucke a white Roſe with me, 
Som, Lerhim that isno Coward, nor no flatterer, 

Bur dare maintainethe party of the truth, 

Pluck a red Role from off this Thorne with me. 

War. Iloveno Colours : and without all colour 
Of baſe infinaating flatterie, 

I pluck this white Roſe with Plantagezer. 

Suff. Ipluckethis red Roſe, with young Somerſer, 
And ſay withall, I thinke hc held the right. 

Uernon.Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he upon whoſe ſide 
The fewelt Roſes are cropt from the tree, 

Shall yeeld the other inthe right opinion. 

Sow. Good Maſter Vernon, it 1s well objeted : 
IF I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in filence. 

Yorke. And I. 

Vernon. Thenfor the truth, and plaineneſſe of the Caſe, 
I plucke this pateand Majden Bloffome here, & 
Giving my Verdi& on the white Roſe ſide. 

Som.Prick not your finger as you plucke it off, | 
Leaſt bleeding, you doe paint the white Roſc red, 


Uernen. If T, my Lord, for my opinion bleed, 


And keepe me onthe 6de where {till I an, 
Som. Well, well,come on, who elſe? 


mM 3 Lawyer, Va-\ 
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Lawicr, Vnleſſe my Studic and my Bookes be falſe, 
Theargumenr you held, was wrong in you ; 
In ſigne whereof, I plucke a white Roſe too. 
Yorke: Now Somerſet, where 1s your argument ? 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that 
Shall dye your white Roſe ina bloody red. 
' York, Mcane time your checks do counterfeit our Roſes: 
For pale they looke with feare, as witnefling 
The truth on our fide, 
Som, No Plantagenet : | 
"Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy checkes 
Bluſh for pure ſhame, to cotmterfeit our Roſes, 
And vetthyctongue will not confefle thy error. 
Yorke. Bath not thy Roſe a Canker, Somerſer ? 
Som, Hath not thy Roſe a Thorne, Plantageries ? 
Yorke. 1, ſharpe and piercing to maintaine his truth, 
| Whiles thy conſuming Canker cates his falſehood. 
Som. Well,lle find friends to weare my bleeding Roſes, 
That ſhall maintaine what I have ſaid istrue, 
Where falſe Plantageret dare not be {eene. 
Yorks. Now by this Maiden Bloſſome in my hand, 
I ſcorne thee and thy faſhion, peeviſh Boy. 
Saff. Turne not rhy ſcornes this way Plantagenet. 
bg Prowd Poole, I will, and ſcorne both him and 
tne. 
Saff. leturne my part thereof into thy throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William de la Poole, 
1 Weegrace thg Yeoman, by converſing with him. 
{ 7arw. Now by Gods will thou wrong'ſt him,Somerfet; 
His Grandfather was Tyone/ Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England : 
Spring Creſtleſſe Yeomenfrom-ſo deepe a Root ? 
Yorke. He beares him onthe place's Priviledge, 
Or durlt not for his craven heart ſay thus, 
Som. By him that made me, le maintaine my words 
| On any plot-of Ground in Chriltendome. 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earle of Cambridge, 
For Treaſon executed in our late Kings dayes? 
And by his Treaſon, {tand'lt not thou attainted, 
' Corrupted and exempt from ancient Gentry? 
| Histreſpaſſe yet lives guiltic in thy blood, 
| And till thou be reſtor'd, thou art a Yeoman» 
Yorke, My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd'to dye for Treaſon, but no Traytor ; 
| And that Ile prove on better men then Somer/er, 
Were growingtime once ripened to my wills 
1 For your partaker Poole, and you-your ſelfe, 
Ile note you in my Booke of Memorie,: 
To ſconsge you forthis apprehenſion :- 
Looke to it well, and ſay you are well warr'd. 
. Som, Ah, thou ſhalt inde us ready for thee (till ; 
j And know us by theſe Colours for thy Foes, 
For theſe, my friends in ſpight of thee ſhall weare. 
Yorke. And by my Soule, this pale andangry Roſe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will I for ever, and my fation weare, 
Vnrtill it wicher with me tomy Grave, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my Degree. 
Suff. Goe forward,and be choak'd withthy ambition: 
And ſo farewell,untzIl I meete theenext. Exit. 
Som, Have with thee Poole ; Farcyell ambitions AR 


—— 


—_—_— 


| chard. . Exit. 
' Yorke, How Tam bray'd and muſt perforce endure 
ir? X 


Ware. This blot that they objett againſt your houſe, 
| Shall be wip'tout in the next Parliament, 


| 


| 


| 


.Call'd for the Truce of Wincheſter and GlowceFRer : 
5 or if thou benotrthen created Zorke, 
will not live tobe accounted Warwick. 
Meane time, in ſignall of my love to thee, 
Againſt proud Somerſet, and William Poole, 
Will I upon thy partic weare this Roſe. 
And hereI prophecic : this brawle today, 
Growne to this faction in the Temple Garden, 
Shall ſend betweene the Red-Roſe and the White, 
A thouſand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 
Yorke. Good Maſter Vernon, 1am bound to you, 
That you-on my behalfe would plucke a Flower. 
Fer, In your behalfe ſill will I weare the ſame, 
Lawyer, And ſowill 1. | 
Torke. Thankes gentle Sir. 
Come, let us foure to Dinner : 1dare ſay, 
This Quarrell wilt drinke Blood another day.. 
Ex. 


Entey Mortimer, brought m4 ( hayre, 
and I aylors. 


Hort. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Ape, 
Let dying ortimer here reſt himſclfe, 
Even like a man new hale@ from the Wrack, 
| So fare my Limbes with long Impritonment ; 
| And theſe gray Lockes,the Purſuiuants of death, 
Neftor-like aged, inan Age of Care, 
Arguethe end of Zdmnnd Mortimer. 


| Theſe Eyes ,like Lampes, whoſe waſting Oyleis ſpent, 


| 


Waxe dimme, asdrawing totheir Exigent. 

Weake Shoulders, over-borne with burthening Gricte, 

And pyth-lefle Armes, like. to a withered Vine, 

That droupes his fappe-leſſe Branches to the ground. 

Yetare theſe Feet, whoſe ſtrength-lefſe ſtay is numan, | 

(Vnableto ſupport this Lumpe of Clay) 

Swift-winged with deſire to get a Grave, 

As witting [ no other comfore have. | 

But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keeper. Richard Planiagenet, my Lord, will comes 

| We ſentunto the Temple, his Chamber, 

' And anſwer was return'd, that he will come : 
Afort. Enough : my ſoule then ſhall be ſatisfied. 

| Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth cquall mine, 

Since Heme Monmouth firſt began to reigne, 

Before whoſe Glory I was great in Armes, 

; This loathſome ſequeſtration haveT had; . 

| Andeven fince then, bath Richard bcene vbſcur'd, 

" Depriv' d of Honour aud Inheritance. 

But now, the Arbitrator of Deſpaires, 

Juſt death, kinde Vampire of mens milcrics, 

With ſweetenlargementdoth diſmiſſe me hence * 

I would histroubles likewiſe were expir'd; 

That ſo he mightrecover what wasloſt, 


Fe n you Richard "IN We 
eeper. My Lord,your loving Nephew now1$© 
Mor, Richard A— = fiend, is he come? 
Rich, I, Noble Vnckle, thus ignobly usd, 
Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes 
Mort. Dire mine Armes, I may embrace 
And in his Boſome ſpend my latter gaſpe. . 
Ohtell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes, 
ThatI may kindly give one fainting Kifle, ' 
And now declare ſweet Stem from Torkes great Stocf 


his Necks, 


- ny m a» of S— ſn 
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Why didſt thou ſay of late thou wert deſpis'd w Fil 


| \,, 
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Rich. Ficft,leane thine aged Back againſt mine Arie, * 
And in thateaſe, [le ell thee my Diſcale. —_— 
This day in a-gument upon a Caſe, - | 2.4 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerſet and me : 4 
Among(t which tearmes, heus'd his laviſh rongue; | 

And did upbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 

Which obloquie ſet barres before my tongue, 

Elſe with the like I had requited him. 


| Therefore good Vnckle, tor my Fathers ſake, 


In honour of atrue Plantagener, 

And for Alliance ſake, d:clarethe cauſe 

My Father, Earle ef Cambridge, loſt his Head. * 

Mort, That cauſe (faire Nephew) that impriſon'd me, 

And hath detayn'd nie all my lowring Youth, 

Withip a lvathſome Dungeon, there'to pyne, 

Was curſed inſtrument of his deceaſe. | 

| Rich, Diſcover moreat large what cauſe that was 

For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſſe, © * | 

Mort. 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 

And death approach not, ere my Tale be done, 

Henry the Fourth, Grandfather tothis King, 

Depos'd his Nephew Kichard, Edwards Sonne, 

The firſt begotren, and the lawfull Heire 

Of Edward King, third of that Deſcent. | 

During whoſe Reigne, the Pergzes of the North, 

Finding his Vſurpation moſt unjuſt, 

Endevor'd my aduancement to the Throne. 

Thereaſon moy*d theſe Warlike Lords to this, 

Was, for that (young King Richard thus remoy'd, 

Leaving no Heire begotten of his Body ) 

{ was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother I derived am ' 

From Liozel Duke of Clarence, the third Sonne 

To King Edward the Third ; whereas hee, 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 

Being but the fourth of that Heroick Lyne. 

But warke : asin this hanghtie great atrempt, 

They laboured to plant the rightfull Heire, 

I loſt my Libertie, and they their Lives, 

Long after this, when Hezry the Fift | 

(Succeeding his Father Bullingbrooke ) did reigne ; 

Thy Father, Earle of Cambridge, then deriv'd 

| Fromfamous Edmund Langhky, Duke of Yorke, 

Marrying my Silter, that thy Mother was ; 

Apaine, 1n pitty of my hard diftrefle, 

Leviedan Army, weening to redeeme, 

And have inſtall'd me inthe Diademe : 

Butasthe reit, ſo fell that Noble Earle, 

And was bcheaded. Thus the Aortimers, 

[nwhom the Title reſted, were ſuppreſt. | 
Rich, Of which, my Lord, your Honor is the laſt, 
Core, True; and thou feſt, that I no Iflue have, 

Andthat my fainting words doe warrant death : 

Thou art my Heire; the reſt; I wiſh thee gather : 

Butyet be wary in thy ſtudious care. * 

Rich. Thy grave admoniſhments prevaile with me : 

But yet me thinkes, my Fathers execution - 

Was nothing leſſethen bloody Tyranny. | 

Mort. With ſilence, Nephew, be thou pollitick, 

Strong fixed is the Houſe of Lancafter, - 

Andlike a Mountaine, not tobe remov'd. 

| But now thy Vnckle is removing hence, 

AsPrinces doe their Courts, when they are cloy'd* 

With long continuance ina ſetled place. | 
R:ch. O Vnckle, would ſome part of my young yeeres 


Vight but redeeme the paſſage of your Age. 


| 
| 


' Or make my will th' adyantage of my good. 


CIHorr.Thou do'ſt then wrong meas 5 {laughtererdorh, | 


Which giveth many-Wounds, when one will kill. 


--- | Mourne not, except thou forrow for my good, 
Onely give order for my Funerall, 


And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes; 
And proſperons bethy Life in Peaceand Warre, Dyes, 
Rich, And peace, no Warre,befall thy parting Soule. 
In priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 
Andlikea Hermite over-paſt thy dayes. 
Weil, I will locke his Counlell in my Breſt, 
And whart 1 doe jmagine,ler that rett. 
Keepers convey him hence,and I my ſelfe 
Will ſee his Buriall better then his Lite. 
Here dyesthe duskie Torch of Mortimer, 
Choake. wich Ambition of the meaner ſort. 
And for thoſe Wrongs, thole bitter injuries, 
W hich Somerſet hath offer'd ro my Houſe, 
I doubtnor, but with honor to redrefle, 
And therefore haſte Lto the Parliament, 
Eyther tobe reſtored to my Blood, 


EXxit, 


Ext. 


 Aitus Tertius. Scaena*Prima. 
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| Flonrith, Enter King, Exeter,Glofter, Wincheſter Warwick, 


Somerſet, Suffolke , Richard Plantagener. Glofter offers 
. topntupa Bill : Wincheſter ſnatches it, teares 1s. 

Winch. Com'tt thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
With written Pamphlets, ſtudioufly devis'd? 
Humfrey of Gloſter, if thou cant accule, 
Oc ought imtend'ſt to lay unto my charge, 
Doe 1t without invention, ſuddenly, 
As I with ſudden, and extemporall ſpeech, 
Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeR. | 
Glo.Preſumptuous Pricſt,this place comands my patiec 
Or thou {lo uld'{t findethou haſt dis-hanor'd me. 
Thinke nor, although in Writicg I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vike outragious Crimes, 


- That therefore I have forg'd, or amnot able 
Yerbatim to rehearſe the Methode of my Penne. 


Noprelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickedneſle, 
Thy lewd, peſtiferousand diflentiouspranks, 
As very infants prattle of thy pride. 


| Thou art a moſt pernitious Vlſarer, 


Froward by nature, Enemy to peace, 


- Laſcivious, wanton, more then well beſeemes 


A man of thy profefſion, and Degree, 
And for thy Trecheric, what's more manifeſt ? 

In that thou layd'ita Trap to take my Life, 

As well at London Bridge, as atthe Tower, 
Befide, I feare me, if thy thoughts were fified, 
The King, rhy ſoveraigne, is notquite exempt 
From envious mallice of thy ſwelling heart. 

winch.Glefter, I doe defie thee. Lords vouchſake 
To give me hearing what I (hall reply. 
If1 were covetous, ambitious or perverſe, 
As he will have me : how am fo poore ? 
Or how haps it, I ſecke not to advance | 
Or rayſe my ſelfe ? but keepe my wonted Calling. 
And for Difſention, who preferreth Peace 
More then I doe? except I be provok'd. 
No, my good Lords, itisnot that offends, 


Tr is not that, that hath incens'd theDake: 


It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he, 

No one, but he, ſhould be abour the King 3 

And that engenders Thunder in his breſt, 
RT hm 
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And makes him rore theſe Accoſations forth. 
Bur he ſhall know | am as good ——— 

Glo. Asgood? 
Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather. 

Winch. I, Lordly Sir : for what are you, I pray, 
Bur one imperiousin anothers Throne ? 

 Gleft, Am1I not Protector, ſawcie Prieſt ? 
winch. And am not Ia Prelate of the Church? 

Gloft. Yes, asan Owt-law in a Caſtle keepes, 
And uſeth it, to patronage his Theft. 

Winch, Vnreverent GloceSter, 

Glb#, Thou art reyerent, | 
Touching thy Spicitnail Funtion, nottby Life. 

Winch. Rome ſhallremedie this. 
Farw. Roame thither then, 
My Lord, it were your dutie to forbeare. 
Som, 1,ſ{ce the Biſhop be not over-borne: 
Me thinkes my Lord ſhould be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to ſuch. 
Farw. Me thinkes his Lordſhip ſhould te bumbler, 
It fitteth not aPrelate ſo to plead. 
Som. Yes, when his holy State is toucht ſo neere. 
Warw. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his Gtace P roteRor to the King ? 

Rich. Plantagenet I ſee muſt hold bis tongue, 
Leaſt it be ſaid, Speake Sirrha when youu ſhould : 
Muſt your bold Verdi enter talke with Lords? 
Elſe would I havea fling at FinchsFter, 

King. Vnxkles of Glofter, and of WincheSter, 
The ſpeciall Watch-men of our Engliſh Weale, 
I would prevayle, ifPrayers might prevayle, 
To joyne your hearts in love and amitie- 
Oh, what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, | 
That two ſuch Noble Peeresas ye ſhould 1arre?. - 
Belecve me, Lords, my tender yeeres can tell, 
Civill difſention is a viperons Worme, - | 
That gnawesthe Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
| eA noſe within, Downe with the 
| Tawny-Coats. 
King. What tumult's this? 
Warw. An Vprore, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Biſhops mer. 
A nojſe againe, Stones, Stones. 


- 
tw 


Me 


E nter Mayor . 

CIMayor. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry, 
Pitty the Cittie of London, pitty us : 
The Biſhop, and the Duke ef Gloſters men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Have fill'd their Pockets full of peeble ſtones; 
And bandingthemſelves in contrary parts, 
Doe pelt ſo faſt at one anothers Pate, 
That many havethcir giddy braynes knockt out : 
Our Windowesare broke downe in every Street, 
And we, for feare, compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 


Emter #n shsrmiſh with bloody Pates. 

| King. We charge you, onallegeanceto our ſelves , 
To hold your {laughtring hands, and keepe the Peace ; 
Pray Vnckle G/ofter mittigare this ſtrife. 

I- Serving. Nay,if webe forbidden Stones, wee'le fall 
to it with our Teeth. | 

2:Serving. Doe what ye dare, weare as reſolute; 

Skirmiſh agdine. 

Gleft. You of my houſchold, leave thispeeviſh broyle, 

| And ſet thisunaccuſtom'd fight aſide. 


mc. 


| 3+ Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a 
Tuſt, and upright ;'and for your Royall Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Majeltie : 

Anderec that we willſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
Sokinde a Father of the Common-weale, 
To be diſgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 

Weeand our Wives and Childrenall will fight, 

And have our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes. 

I. Sera. 1, and the very parin gsof our Nayles 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead, 

Begin againe, 
Glo, Stay,ſtay,I ſay : 
Andif you love me, as you ſay you doe, 
Let me perſwade you to forbearea while. 

King. Ob, how this diſcord doth aMiQ my ſoule, 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold | 
My ſighes and teares, and will nor once relent? 
Who ſhould be pittifull, if you be nor? 

Or who ſhould ſtudy to preferrea Peace, 
If holy Church-men take delight in broyles : 

Warw. Yceld my Lord ProteRor, yeeld #incheftty, 
Except you meane with obſtinate repulſe 
To lay your Soveraigne,and deſtroy the Realme. 
You ſee what miſchiefe, and what Murther too, 
Hath beene enaRted through your enmitie : 

Then be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 

Winch, He ſhall ſubmit, or 1 will never yeeld. 


—— 


Or I would ſee his heart our, ere the Prieſt 
Should ever get thatpriviledge of me. 
Farw. Behold my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſht moodic diſcontented fury, 
As by his \moothed Browes it doth appeare: 
Why looke youltill ſo ſterne, and tragicall ? 
Gloit. Here Wincheſter, T offer thee my Hand. 


That Mallice was a greatand grievous finne : 
And willnot you maintaine thething you teach? 
Butprove achiefe offender in the ſame. 


For ſhame my Lord of Wincheſter relent ; 


| Whar, ſhalla Child inſtru&t you what todoe ? 


"Winch, , Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yeeld to thee 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand l give. 
Gleſt. T, but I feareme with a hollow Heart, 
See here my friends and loving Countreymen, 
This roken ſerveth fora Flagge of Truce, 
| Betwixt ourſelves, andall our followers :; 
So helpe me God, as Idifſemblenot. 
Winch, So helpe me God, as I intend it not. 
| Kiug.. Oh loving Vnckle, kinde Duke of Gloſter, 
How joyfullam I made by this Contra, 
Away my Malters, trouble us no more, 
But joyne n friendſhip, as your Lords have done. 
I.Serx, Content, Ile to the Surgeons. 
2.Serg. And ſowill 1. 


fords. Exennt. 


Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 
We doeecxhibite to your Majeltie. 


And if your Grace marke every circumſtance, 
You have great reaſon to doe Richard right, 
Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions 


At Eltam Place I told your Majeſtic, 


[ _ —_ —_ 
_ -- * . - - 4 * - by _ . 


td tne 


Gloft. Compaſſion on the King commands me ſtoupe, 


King. Fie Vnckle Beauford, 1 have heard you prac, 


Warw. Sweet King : the Biſhop hath a kindly gyrd; 


3.Serw. And I will ſee what Phyſicke the Taverneab 


arw, Accept this Scrowle,moſt gracious Soveraig, 


Glo,Wel urg'd,my Lord of Warwick:for ſweet Prince, 


King. And 


[ tet eb nos... es EE 


a 
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Kizo., And thoſe occaſions, Vnckle, were of force * 
| Therefore my loving Lords, our pleaſure 1s, 
That Richard be reſtored to his Blood. 
#arw. Let Richard be reſtord to his Blood, 
' So ſhall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc't. 
Winch, As will the reſt, ſo willeth Yanche#ter. 
King. If Richard will betrue, not that alone, 
Butal the whole Inheritance I give, 
That doth belong unto the Houle of Yorke, 
From whence you ſpring, by Lineall Deſcent. 
Rich. Thy humble ſervant vowes obedience, 
And humble ſervice, till the point of dearh. 
King. Stoope then,and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot, 
And in reguerdon of that dutie done, 
I gyrtthee with the valiant Sword of Torkes 
Riſe Richard, like a true P lantagenet, 
And riſe created Princely Duke of Yorke. 
Rich. And ſo thrive Rioba#d, as thy foes may fall, 
And as my dutic ſprings,fo periſh they, _ 
Thar grudge one thought againſt your Majeſtic. - | 
eAll. Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke of Yorke. 
Som. Periſh baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorke. 
Glef, Now will it beſt availe your Majelſte, 
To croſle the Seas, and to be Crown'd in France : 
The preſence of a King engenders love 
Amongſt his Subje&sand his loyall Friends, 
As it diſ-animates his Enemies. 
King, W hen Gloffer ſayes the word, King Henry goes, 
For friendly counfaile cfts off many Foes. 
Gl. Your Shipsalready are in readineſle. 
Exenunt. 


Manet E xeter, 

Exet, T,we may march in England,or in France, 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſue ; | 
This late difſention growne betwixt the Peeres, 
Burnesunder fained aſhes of forg'd love, 
And will at Iaſk breake out into a flame, 
As feſtred members rot but by degree, 
| Tillbones and fleſh and (inewes fall away, 

So will this baſe and envious diſcord breed. 
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, 
Which inthe time of Henry, nant'd the Fift, 
Was inthe mouth of every ſucking Babe, 
That Henry borne at Monmouth ſhould 'winne all, 
And Hemy borneat Windſor ſhould loſe all : 
Which is ſo plaine, that Exerer doth wiſh, | 
His daycs ay finiſh, ere that hapleſſe time. Exit. 


———_— 


Scena Secunda. 


AD A — — > OC. 


—— ——  — R—— 


Enter P acell diſguis d, with foure Souldiors with 
ts Sacks upen their backs. | 

Mate Theſe are the Citic Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
bxough whichour Pollicy muſt make a breach. 

ake heed, be wary how you place your words, 
Takelike the vulgarſort of Market men, | 

t come to gather Money for their Corne. 

we have entrance, asI hope we ſhall , | 
Andthat we finde the flourhfull Watch but weake;, 
7 y 2 figne give notice to ourfriends, 
& Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 


— — — 


| 


E 


| 


And we be Lordsand Rulers over Roan, 
Therefore wee'le knock. 

Watch. Chela. 

Pucell. Peaſauns la pourre gens de France, 
Poore Market folkes that come to ſell their Corne, 

Watch. Enter, goe in, the Market Bell is rung. - 

Pucell, Now Roan, lle ſhake thy' Bulwarkes to the 
ground. | Exeunt, 

Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon, 

Charles. Saint Dennis bleſſe this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee'le fleepe ſecure in Roan: 

Ba#ftard. Hereentred Pacell, and her Pracitants'; 
Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecifie? 

Here is the beſt and ſafeſt paſſage in. 

Reig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once diſcern'd, ſhewesthat her meaning is, 
No way tothar ( for weaknefſe) which ſheentred. 

Emer Pucell on the top, thruſting out a 
Torch burning, 

Pucell, Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That joyneth Roanunto ber Countreymen, | 
But burning fatall to the Talbonirer. 


Baſtard. See Noble Chartes the Beacon of our friend, | 


The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands. 
Charles.s Now ſhine it like a Commet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Focs. 7 
Reig. Deferreno time, delaycs bave dangerous ends, 
Enter and cry,the Dolphin, preſently, 
And thendoe execution on the Watch. Alarnm. 


An Alarm, Talbot m au Excurſion. 


T atb.France,thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy teares, | 


If Talbot but ſurvive thy Trecherie. SENC | 
Pxucel!1that Witch, that damned Sorcereſſe, 
Hatch wrought this Hellith Miſchiefe unawares, 
That hardly we eſcap't the Pride of France. 
An Alarum : Excurſions. Bedford bronght 
in fick: in a Chayre. 


Exit. 


Enter T albot and Burgonie without : within, Pucell,” 
Charles, Baftara, and Reigneir on the Walls. 

Pucell.God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread? 
I thinkethe Duke of Burgonie will fait, 
Before heele buy againe ax ſuch a rate. 
*T was full of Darnell : doe you like the taſte ? 

Burg. Scofte on vile Fiend, and (hamelefſe Curtizan, 

I truftere long to choake thee with thine owne, 
And maketheecurſe the Harvelt of that Corne. 

('harles, Your Grace may ſtarve (perhaps) before that 
time. 
. Beaf. Ohlet no words, but deedes, revenge this Trea- 

nc 

* Pacell. What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
Breakea Lannce, and runne a-Tult at Death, 
Withina Chayre, 

Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all deſpight, 
Incompaſs'd with thy luſtfull Paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardiſe a man palfe dead? | 
Damfell, le bave a bowr with youagaine, 
Orelie let Tabor periſh with this ſhame. | 

Prcell. Are ye ſohot, Sir : yet Pace4-hold thy peace, 
IfTaberdoe but Thunder, Raine will follow. - 

4, 1. They whiſper together incounſull. - 

God ſpeed the Parliament : who ſhall be the Speaker? - | 


—— 


v3 


| 


| 


Soxlazer, Our Sacks ſhall be 4 meaneto ſacke the City, 


ed 
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Tath. Dare yee come forth, and meet us1n the field? 
Pucell. Belike your Lordſhip takes us then for fooles 
To try.if that our owne be ours, or no+ | 
- Tal. Ifpcakenot to that rayling Hecate, 
But unto thee A/arfor, and therelt, 
Will ye, like Souldiors, come and fight ir out ? 
Alanſ. Seignior no. 
Talb. Seignior hang : baſe Muleters of France, 
Like Pefant toot-Boyes doe they keepe the Walls, 
And dare nottakeup Armes, like Gentlemen. 
Puceb. Away Captaines, lct's get us from the Walis, 
For Talbot meanes no goodneſie by his Lookes, 
God þ uy my Lord, we catne fir buttotell you 
That we are here. Exennt from the Walls. 
Talh. And there will we be tao, cre it be long, 
Or elſe reproach be Talbers greatelt fame. 
Vow Brrgonie, by honor of thy houſe, 
Prickt on by publike Wrongs ſuſtain'd in France , 
Eitherto get the Towne againe, or dye. 
And I, asſure as Engliſh Hewry lives, 
Andas bis Father here was Conqueror; 
Asſureas inthis late betrayed Towne, 
Great (ordelions Heart was buryed ; 
| Soſure I {weare, togetthe Towne, or dyes — 
Burg. My Vowes are equal partners with thy 
Vowes. . : 
Tath. But ere we goe, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 
We will beſtow you in-ſome better. place, 
Fitter for ſickneſle, and for craſie age, 
Bedf. Lord Talbot, doe not ſo diſhonour me : 
Here will I fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe. 
Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perſwadeyou. 
Bedf. Not to be gone from hence , for once Ereai, 
Thar ſtout Pendragon, in his Litter ſick, 
| Came tothe field, and vanquiihed his foes. 
Me thinkes I ſhould reviue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as my ſelfe. 
| Tath. Vndaunting ſpirit ina dying breſt, 
| Then be it ſo: Heavens keepe old Bedford ſafe. 
| And now no more adoe, brave Burgonie, 
But gather we our Forces ont of hand, 
' And ſet upon our boaſting Enemie, 


Exits 


AneAlerum: Excnurfione. Enter Sir Iobn 
Falſtaffe, and a Captane. 


| » (apt. Whither away Sir [ohn Falfaffe, in ſuch haſte? 
Faſt, Whither away ? to ſave my felfe by flight, 
Weare like to have the overthrow againe. 
| (apt. What? will you flye,and leave Lord T albo1? 
Falſt. I, all the Talbors inthe World, to ſave my life. 
| | Ext#, 
Capt: Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. 
Exit. 


Retreat. Excnrhions. Pucell, Alanſon,and 
Charles flye. 


Beaf. Now quiet Soule, depart when Heauen pleaſe, 
ForT have ſcene our Enemies overthrow. 
What isthe truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh man? 
They that of late were daring with heir fcoffes, 
Are glad and faine by flightto ſavethemſelves. 
| Bedford dyes, and i carryed in by two in his (haire. 


m—_———— "3 wakes 


An Alaram. Entir Talbot, Burgonie, and 
the ret. | 

Talb. Loſt, and recoveredin aday againe, 
This isa double Honor, Bargonie ; 
Yet Heavens have glory for this Viftory. 

Burg. Warlike and MartiallT a/bot, Bur gonie 
Inſhrines thee in his heart, and there eres 
Thy NobleDeeds,as Valors Monuments.” 

Tatb. Thankes gentle Duke: but where is Pacel now? 
I thinke her old Familiar is aſleepe. 
Now where's the Baſtards braves, and (harles his glikes? 
VW hat all amort ? Roan hangs her head for griefe, 
T hat ſuch a valiant Company are fied. 
Now wall we take ſomeorder in the Towne, 
Placing therein tome expert Oihicers, 
And then depart to Paris,ro the King, 
For there young Hewry with his Nobles lye. 

= What wills Lord Talbot,pleaſcth Burgonie: 

Tal, But yet before we goe, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deccas'd, 
But ſee his Exequies fulfili'din Roan, 
A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler heart did never ſway in Court, 
Bur Kings and mightieft Potentates muſt die, 


For that's the end of humane miſerie; © Exemni, 


<LI E_—_—_———— 


o— 


Scena Tertia. 


—_— — 


Enter Charles, Battard, eAlanſon,Tucel, 

-. Pucell. Diimay not (Princes)atthis accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſorecovered : . 
Care1sno cue, but rather corrafiue, 
For things that are not to be remedy 'd. 
Let frantikeTalbet triumph forawhile, 
And like a Peacocketweepe along his tayle, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes, and take away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin and the reſt will be but ral. 

{harles, We have beene guided by thee hitherto, 


: Andof thy Cunning had no diifidence, 


One ſudden Foyle ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 
Baſtard. Scarchout thy wit for ſecrer policies, 

And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanſ: Wee'le ct thy Statue it ſome holy place, 
And have thee revercnc'tlikea blefled Saint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good  _ 

Pucell, Then thus it mult be, this doth /cave deviſe: 
By faire perſwafions, mixt with ſugred words, 
We will intice the Duke of Burgonie 
Toleave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

(Charles. T marry Sweeting, if we could doethat, 
France were no place for Henries Warriors, 
Nor ſhould thar Nation boaſtit ſo withus, 
Burt be extirped from our Provinces. 

Alanſ, For ever ſhouldthey beexpuls'd from Eran, 
And not have Title of an Earledome here. 

Pucell. Your Honors ſhall perceive; how I will work, 
To bring this matrer tothe withed end. 

Drumme ſounds a farre off. » 
Hearke, by the ſound of Drumme you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 
| Here ſound an Engliſh March. 

There goes the Taber with his Colours fpred, 


| Andallthe Froupes of Engliſh after him, 


Frenth, 


—_ __ 


— — —————— ————— _— __d 
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Freneh Mauch. xy 
Now inthe Rereward comes the Dukeand his: 
Fortune in favour makes him lagge behinde. 
Summona Parley, we will talke with him. 
; Trumpets ſound aParky. _ 
Charles. A Parley with the Duke of Burgome ? . 
F Burg. Whoctravesa Parley with the Burgonie? 
Pxcelt. The Princely Charles of France, thy Countrey- 


man. : 
Burg. What ſay'ſt thou Charles? forT am marching 


hence. Es 
Charles, Speake Pucell , and etichant him with thy 


{ words. Ee: © | 
Pucell. Brave Burgonie, undoubred hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble hand-maid ſpeake to thee. 
Burg. Speake on, but be not over-tedious. | 
Pucel.Looke on thy Countrey,looke on fertile France, 
| And ſee the Cities and the Townes defac't, 
By waſting Ruine of the cruell Foe, | 
Aslookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth cloſe his tender-dying Eyes, 
See, ſee the pining Malady of France ; | 
{| Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnaturall Wounds, 
Which thou thy ſelfe haſt given her wofull Breſt. 
Ohturne thy edged Sword another way, : 
Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that helpe : 
Onedrop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Boſome, 
Should grieve thee morethen ſtreames of forraine gore+ 
Returne thee therefore with a floud of Teares, 
And waſh away thy Countries ſtayned Spots, | 
Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitcht me with her words, 
.Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. | 
Pucell.Beſides,all Frenchand France exclaimes on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. 
Whom joy? thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That wtllnot truſt thee, but for Profits ſake ?, 
When Talber hath {ct footing or.ce in Frarice, 
And faſhion'd thee that Inlirument of ill, 
Whothen, but Engliſh Henry, will be Lord, 
And thou be thriit out, like a Fugitive ? 
Call weto minde, and marke but this for proofe: 
Was not the Duke of Orleancethy Foe? 
And was he not in England Priſoner ? 
But when they hcard he was thine Enemie, 
They ſer him free, without his Ranſome pay'd, 
Inſpight;of Zargozie and ail his friends. 
Scethen,thou tight'ſt againſtthy Countreymen, 
And joyn'ſt with them willberhy flaughter-men. 
Come, come, returne; returne thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reſt will take thee in their armes. 
Bwy. Iam vanquiſhed ; 
Theſe baughty words of hers : 
|Havebatt'red me like roaringCannon-ſhot, 
Andmade me almoſt yeeld upon my knees = 
Forgive me Countrey, and ſweet Countreymen : 
[And Lords acceptthis heartic kind embrace. 
My Forces ad my Power of men are yours. 
Sofarewell Talbor, Ile no longer truſt thee. 
Pacell. Done likea Frenchman: tur..c and turne a+ 
gaine. : 
; _ Welcome brave Duke, thy friendſhip makes 
sfreſh. 
a And doth beget new Courage in our 
reſts, 
Alenſ. Pucell hath bravely play'd her part ia this; 
Anddothdeſerve {Oaroder ot Cold. , . 


-- 


| 


| 


— 


. Andjin 0ar Coconationtake your place. - 


({barles. Now let uson, my Lords, 
And toyne our Powers, _ 
And ſeeke how we may preiudice the Foe. 


Exennt. 


Scena Quarta. 


& - 


————————_ 


Enter the King, Gloucefter, Wincheſter, Torke, Suff lhe 


Somerſet, Warwicke, Exeter : To them, with 
his Souldiors, Talbot, 


Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 


Hearing of your arrivail in this Realme, 

I have a while given Truceunto my Warres, 
To doe my dutie to my Soveraigne. . . 

In figne whereof,this Arme, that hath reclaimed 
To your obedience, fiftic Fortrefles, 


Twelve Cities, and ſeven walled Townes of ſtrength, 


Beſide five hundred Priſoners of eſteeme ; 

Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefle feet : 
And with ſubmiſſive loyaltie of hcarr 

Aſcribes the Glory of his Conquett gut, 

Firſt ro my God, and next unto your Grace. 


King. Is thisthe Lord Talbot, Vnckie Glouceſter, 


That hath ſolong beenereſident in France e 


Goff. Yes, if itplcaſe your Majeſtic, my Liege 
King Welcome brave Capraine, and victorious Lord 


When | was young (as yetl amnot old) 

I doe remember how my Father ſaid, 

A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long ſince we werereſolved of your truth, 
Your faithfull ſervice, and your toyle in Warre : 
Yetrever have you taſted our reward, 

Or beene reguerdon'd with ſo much as Thankes, 
Becauſe till now, we never ſaw your face, 

T herefore ſtand up, and for theſe good deſerts, 
We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 


Hanent Vernon and Baſſet, 


Vern, Noiy Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefeColours that I weare, 
In honor of my Noble Lord of York, 


Dar'ſt thon maintaine the former words thou ſpakeſt? 


Baſſ. Yes Sir, asweilas you darc patronage 
The <nvious barking of your fawcie Tongue, 
Againſ the Duke of Somerſer. 

Fern. Sirrha, thy Lord | honor as he 1s. 


Baſſ. Why what is he ?as good a man as Yorke, 
Uern, Hearke ye : notſo : in witneſle take , e that, 
Strikes him. 


Baſſ: Villaine , thou knoweſt 
T he Law of Armes1s ſuch, | 
That who ſodrawes a Sword, 'tispreſent death, 


Or elſe this Blow ſhould broachthy deareſt Bloud. | 


Bur Ile unto his Majeſtic, and crave, 
I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, _. 
When thou ſhalt ſee, Ile meetthee tothy colt, 


Vern. Well miſcreant, Ile be there as ſoone as you, 
And after meete you, ſooner then you would. | 


 Exenm. 


Exennt. | 


—__—— — 
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| Henceforth we baniſh thee on paine of death. 


The feſt Partof Henry the Sixth, 


I 


eA Tus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, GleceFter, Wincheſter, Torke, Suffalke, Somer- 


ſet, Warwicke, Talbot, and Governor Exeter. 
Glo. Lord Biſhop,fet.the Crowne upon his head. 
Win. God fave King Henry of that name the ſixt, 
Glo. Now Governour of Paris take your oath, 
Thar you cleR no other King but him ; 
Efteeme none friends, but fuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but ſuchas ſhall pretend 
Malicious praciiſes againſt his State : 
This ſhall ye do, ſo helpe you rightcous God, 
Enter Falitaffe. 
Fal. My gracious Soveraigne, as Irode from Calice, 


| Zo haſte unto your Coronation: 


AlLeter was deliver'd to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th' Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee ; 
I vow'd (baſe Knight)when 1 did meet thee next, 
To teare the Garter from thy Cravens lcgge, 
Which I bave done, becauſe ( unworthily ) 
Thou was't infialled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Henry, and thereit : 
This Daſtard, at the battell of Poifttcrs, 
When (but in all) I was fixe thouſand ſtrong, 
And that the French werealmolt tento cnc, 
Before we mer, or that a ſtroke was given, 
Like to atruſtie Squire, did run away. 
In which aſlault, we loſt twcluchundred men. 
My ſelfe,and divers Gentlemen beſide, 
Were there ſarpriz'd,and taken priſoners. 
Then iudge (great Lords)ifI have done amiſſe: 
Or whether that ſuch Cowards ought to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood,yea or no? 
Glo, Toſay thetruth,this faR was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man: 
Much more a Knight,a Capraine, anJ a Leader. 
Tal. W hen firſt this Order was ordair'd my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant ,and Vertuous,fuil of haughty Courage, 
Such as weregrowne to credit by the warres: 
Not fearing Dcath,nor ſhrinking for Diitrefle, 
But alwayes refolute,in molt extreames, 
He then,thar is not furni(h'd inthis ſort, 
Doth bur vſurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 


Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 


And ſhould (if 1 were worthy to be Indge) 
Bequite degraded, likea Hedge-Borne Swaine, 


That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle blood, 
1 X. Stainetothy Countrymen, thou hear'ſt thy doom; 


Be packing therefore,thou that waſt a knight: 


And now my Lord ProteRor view the Letter, 


' Sent from our Vncle Duke of Burgundy. 
Glo, W hat mcanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd 


his Stile? 

No more butplaine and bluntly?(To tbe King.) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soucraigne? 

Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 

Pretend ſome al:eration in good will? 

What's heerc? / have «pon eFeciall cauſe, 
Mov d with compaſſion of of my Countries wracke 
Together with the pittifull complaints 
Of ſuch as your oppreſſion feedes upon, 


bl 


Ext, 


— 


| Forſaken your pernitions Faltion, 


Andion'd with Charlesthe rightful king of France. 
O mouſtrousTreachery:Can this be ſo? 
That in alliance,amity,and oathes, 
There ſhould befound ſuch falſe diſſembling guile? 
King. What? doth my Vncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glo. He doth my Lord, and is become my foe. 
King. Is that the worſt this letter doth containe ? 
Cle. Itisthe worſt, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
King. Why then Lord Talbot there ſhal talke withhim, 
And giue him chaſticement for this abuſe. 
How fay you (my Lord )are you not content ? 
Tal. Content my Liege? Yes:but thatI am prevented, 
I ſhould have begg*d I mighthave bene employd. - 
King.. Then gather ſtrength,and march unto him 
ſtraight ; 
Let him perceive how ill we brooke his Treaſon, 
And whatofftence it is to flouthis Friends. 
Tat. I go my Lord, in heart deſiring ſtill 
You may behold confuſion of your foes- 
Enter Vernon and Baſſet. 
Ver. Grant me the Combate,gracious Soveraigne, 
Baſe. And me ( my Lord) grant me the Combateroo, 
Yorke. This is my Seruant,heare him Noble Prince, 
Sem. Andthis is mine({weet Hexry)favour him, 
King. Be patient Lords,and givethem leave to ſpeake, 
Say Gentlemen,what makes yon thus exclaime. 
And wwherefore crave you Combate?Or with whon? 
Yer. With him (my Lord)for he hath done me wrong, 
Baſ. AndI with him,for he hath done me wrong, 
King. What is that wrong whereen you both complan? 
Firſt let me know, and then Ile anſwer you.  $ 
Baſ. Croſſing the Sea,from England into France, 
This Fellow hcere with carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me abouttheRoſe 1 weare, 
Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaves 
Did preſent my Maſters biuſhing checkes : 
W hen fiubbornly he did repugne thetruth, 
Abouta certaine queſtion in the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, ana him : 
With other vile and ignominious tcarmes. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthincſle, 
I crane the benefirof Law of Armes. 
Jer. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 
For though he ſceeme with forged queint conceite 
Toſeta glofle upon his bold inrent, 
Yet know (my Lord) 1 wasprovok'd by him, 
And he firſtrooke exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that the paleneſſe of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintnefle of my Maſters heart, 
Yorke. Will notthis malice Scmerſet beleft? _ 
Som. Your private grudge my Lord of Yorke,wilolt, 
Though ne'reſo cunningly you ſmother it, 
King. Good Lord what madneſſerules inbraine* 
ſicke men, 
When for ſo {light and frivolonsa cauſe, 
Such faions zmulations ſhallariſe ? 


Good Coufins both of Yorke and Somerſet, 


Quict your ſelves , and be at peace, 
Torke. Let this diflention firſt betryed by fight, 
And then your Highneſle ſhal command a Peace-. * 
Som. The quarrell toucheth none but us alone, - 
Betwixt our ſelves letus decide it then. 
Yorke. There is my pledge, accept it Somerlct- 
Ver. Nay, let it reſt where itbegan at firſt. =” 


- 


- 
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mf, Confirme it ſo, mine honourable Lord. 
: | Confirme it ſo ? Confounded be your ſtrife, 
And periſh ye with your audacious prate, 
Preſumptuous vaſſals, are you notaſham'd 
With this immodeſt clamorous outrage, 
To trouble and diſtarbe the King ,and Vs? 
And you my Lords, methinkes you donor well 
Tobeare with their perverſe ObjeAtons ; __ 
Much lefſe to take occaſion from their monthes, .- 
Toraiſe a mutiny betwixt your ſelves: h 
Letme perſwade you takea berter courſe. 

Ext. It grieves his Highneſle, 
Good my Lords,be friends. © >Þ_J.- 

King. Come hither you that would be Combarants : 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quiteto forgetthis Quarrell, and the cauſe. 

And you my Lords : Remember where we are, 

InFrance, amongſta fickle wavering Nation z 

If they perceive difſention 1n our lookes, 

Andthat within our ſelves we diſagree ; : 

How willtheir grudging ſtomackes be provok'd 

To wilfull Diſobedience ,and Rebell? 

Beſide, What infamy will there ariſe, _ 

When Forraigne Princes ſhall be certified, 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henries Peeres, and chiefe Nobility, | | 

Deſtroy'd themſelves, and loſttheRealme of France? 

Oh thinke upon the Conqueſt of my Father, 

My tender yeares, andlet us not forgoe | 

That for atrifle, that was bought with blood. 

Let me be Vmper in this doubtfull ftrife : 

Ike no reaſon if I weare this Roſe, 

That ariy one ſhould therefore be ſuſpitious 

Imore incline to Somerſet,then Yorke: 

Both are my kinſmen, and IT love them both. 

As wellthey may upbray'd me with my Crowne, 

Becauſe (torſooth) the King of Scots is Crown'd, 

But your diſcretions better can perſwade, 

Then I am able to inſtruct or teach ; 

And therefore as we hither came inpeace, 

Solet us ſtill continue peace and-love. 

Coſinof Yorke, we inſtitute your Grace 

To be our Regent 1n theſe parts of France : 

And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite —_ 

Yourtroopes of horſemen, with his Bands of foote, 

And like true Subjects, ſonnes of your Progenitors, 

Go cheerefully together; and Jiſgeſt 

Your angry Choller on your Enemies. 

Our Sclte,my Lord ProteRtor, and the rcſt, 

After ſome reſpit will returne to Calice ; 

Fromthence to England, where I hope cre long 

Tobe preſented by your Viories, 

With Charles, «-lanſon, and that Traiterous rout. 
Exeunt, CManet Yorke Warwiche, Exeter, Vernon. 

War. My Lord of Yorke, Ipromiſe you the King 
Prettyly (me thought) did play the Orator.) 

Torke. And ſohe did, but yet Tlike it not, 

Iuthat he weares the badge of Somerſer.. 
War. Tuſh, that was bur his fancie, blame him not, 
| I dare preſume (ſweer Prince) he thought no harme. 

Torke, And if I wiſh hedid. Butlet itreſt, 
Other affayres muſt now be managed. 

Flonriſh. CHManet Exeter, 

Exe, Well didſt thou Richard to ſuppreſle thy voyce' 
For had the paſſions of thy heart burſt out, 

Ifeare we ſhould have ſeenedecipherdthere 


E£Exetnt, 


* ' 
A... 


—_——_ 


|] Morerancorous ſpight, more furious raging broyles,. - 
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Then yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd :_ | 

Bur howſoere, no ſimple mant <6 ſees . 

This jarring diſcord of Nobilitic, . . © . 

This ſhouldering of cach ether in the Court, 

This fatiousbandying of their Favourites, 

Bnt that it doth prefage ſome ill event. 

"Tis much; when Seepters are in Childrens hands + 

But more, when Envy breeds unkindedeviton. Exit. 
Then comes the ruine, there begins confuſion. | 


Enter T albot with Trumpet and Drumme, 
before Burdeaux. 


Talb, Goto the Gates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 
Summon their Generall unto the Wall. Sounds 
Emer Geral aloft. OY 
Engliſh John Talbot (Captaines)calls you forth, 
Scrvantin Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would. Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Soveraigne yours, 
Anddo him homage as obedient Subjects, 
AndIle withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But if you frowne upon this proffer'd Peace, 
Youtemptthe fury of my three attendants, | | 
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who ina moment, even with the earth, 
Shalllay your ſtately, and ayre-braving Towers, | 
If youforſake the offer of their love. _ 
Cap. Thou ominous andtearcfullOwle ofdeath,' 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody ſcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacketh, 
On usthou canſt not enter bur by death : 
ForT proteſt we are well fortified, 
And {trongenough to iflue out and fight. 
If thou fetire, the Dolphin well appointed, 
Stands with the ſnares of Warretotanglethee# 
Oa either hand thee, there are ſquadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight ; | 
Ten thouſand French have tane the Sacrament, | 
And no way canſt thou turne thee for redreſle, 
But deathdoth front thee with apparant ſpoyle, 
And pale deſtruction meetes thee 1n the face : 
To ryue their dangerous Artillerie | 
Vpon no Chriſtian ſoule but Engliſh Talbot : 
Loe, there thou ſtandſt a breathing valiant man 
Of an invincibleunconquer'd ſpirit : | 
This is the lateſt Glorie of thy prayſe, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withall 
For ere the Glafle that now begins to runne, | 
Finiſhthe proceſle of his ſandy houre, 
Theſe eyesthat ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee withered, bloody , pale, and dead. = 
| Drum a farre off. 
Harke, harke, the Dolphins dramme,a warning bell, 
Sings heavy Muſicke to thy tiniorous ſouic, 
And mine thall ring thy dire departare our. 
Tal. He Fables not, I hearethe enenie : | 
Out ſome light Horſemen,aned peruſe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedlefle Diſcipline, | 
How are we park'd and bounded ina pale ? | 
A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, _ 
Maz'd witha yelping kennell of French Curres. 
If we be Engliſh Deere, be then in blood, 
Not Raſcall-like tofalldowne with a pinch, - 
But rather moodie mad : Aud deſperate Stagoes, TE 4. 
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| Turneon the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, 
| And makethe Cowards ſtand aloofeat bay : 

| Sell every man his life as deere as mine, 

And they flll fiade deere Deefe of us my Friends: 
God, and S. George, Talber and Englands right, 
Proſper our Colors in this dangzrous fight. _ 


Enter Meſſenger that meets Torke. Enter Torks 
with Trumpet, and mary Souldiers. | 


Yorke. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts return'd againe, 
That dog'dthe mighty Army of the Dolphin? | 
Meſſ. They arcreturn'd my Lord, and giveit out, 
That he is march'd to Burdcaux with his power 
To fight with Tatbor: as he march'd along, 
By your eſpyals werediſcovered | : 
Two mightier _ then that the Dolphin led, 
Which joyn'd with him, and made their march for 


Yorke. A plague upon that Vilaine' Somerſet, 
Thatthus delayes my promiſed ſupply 
{ Of horſemen, that were levied for thisfiege. 
Renowned Tathor duth expect my ayde, 
And I amlowted by at Traitor Villaine, 
And cannot helpe the noble Chevalier : 
God comfort him in this neceſſity : 
If he miſcarry, farewell WarresirrFrance- 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Never ſoneedfull on the earth of France, 

Spurretothe reſcue of the Noble 7 albor, 

Whonow isgirdled witha waſte of Iron, 

And hemr'd about with grim deſtriition ; . 

To Burdeaux warlike Duke,to Burdeaux Yorke, 

Elſe farwell Ta/bot, France, and Englands honor. 
Yorke. OGod, that Somerſet who in proud heart 

Doth ſtop my Cornets, werein Talbots place, 

So ſhould weſave a valiant Geritleman, 

By forfeytinga Traitor and a Coward : 

Mad ire, and wrathfull fury makes me weepe, 

That thus we dye, while remiſſe Traicors ſleepe. 
Aef: O ſend ſome ſucconr to thediſtreſt Lord. 


We mourne, France ſmiles: We loſe, they dayly get, 

All long of this vile Traitor Somerſet, = 
Af. Then God take mercy on brave T atbotsſoule, 

And on his Sonne yong /ohn, who two hours ſince, 

{I met in travaile towards his warlike Father ; 

1 Thisſeaven yeeres did not T a/bot ſ{eehis ſonne, 

And now they meet where both theirlives are done. 
Yorke. Alas, what joy thall noble T albert have, 

To bid his yong ſonne welcome to his Grave : 

Away, vexaticn almoſt ſtoppes my breath, 

' That ſandred friends greetein the houre ofdeath. 

| Lacie farewell, no more my fortune can, 

| But curſe the cauſe I cannot ayde the man. | 

Zane Bloys, Poyters, and T onres,are wonne away, 

Long all of Somerſet, and his delay. | 
Aeſ. Thus. while the Vulture of ſedition, 

: Feedes in the boſome of ſuch great Commanders, 

| Sleeping negteftion doth betray to lofle ; 

- The Conqueſt of our ſcarfe-cold Conqueror, 

. That ever-living man of Memorie, 

" Henriethe fift.: Whiles they each other croffe, 

Lives, Honours,Lands, andall, hurfieto lofle. £xm. 


a... ———— 


Exennt. 


(Burdeaux 


2.C3ef. Thou Princely Leader of our Englith ſtrength, 


Torke. Hedies, we loſe: I breake my warlike word: 


Ext. 


[ 


To tutor thee in ſtratagems of Warre ,: 

That Ta/bots name might bein thee reviv'd, 

W hea ſaplefſe Age, and weake unable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire- 
But O malignant and ill-boading Starres, 

. Now thouart come unto a Fea 
' A terrible and unavoyded danger : 

Therefore deere Boy, mount on my ſwifteſt horſe, 
And Ile dire thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 

' By ſodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone, 


Enter Somer (et with bit eArmie. 


Som. It istoolate, T cannot ſend them now + 
This expedition was by Yorke and Tatbor, 
Tooraſhly plotted, All our generall force, 
=_ with a faily ofthe very Towne 
Be buckled with: the over-daring Talbot 
Hathſullied all kis glofſe of former Honor —«— © 
By this unheedfull, deſperate, wilde adventure : 
Torke ſet him onto fight, and dyein ſhame, __ 
That Talbot dead, great Yorke might beare the name. 
Cap. Heere is Six William Lucie, who with me © 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde. 
Som. How now Sir i#iliam, whither were you ſent? 
£Zx, Whither my Lord,from bought and ſold L.:7ally 
Whoring'd abour with bold adverlitie, 
Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerſet, DO 
To beate aflayling death from his weake Regions; 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there 
Drops bloody ſwet from his warre-wearied limbes, 
And inadvantage lingring lookes for reſcue, 
You his falſe hopes, the truſt of Englands honour, 
Keepe off aloofe with worthlefle emulation : 
Let not your privatediſcord keepe away 
The levied ſuccours that ſhall lend him ayde, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 
Yeelds up his life unto a world of oddes. 
Orleance the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgandie, 
Alanſon, Reignard, compaſſe him about, 
And Taber periſheth by your default. 
Som. yo ſethim 01, Yorke ſhould have ſent hin 
ayde. | | 
Luc. And Yorkeas faſt upon your Grace exclaimes, | 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied hoaſt, 
Colleted for this expedition. 
Sow. York lyes: He might have ſent, 8 had theHorl; 
I owe him little Dntie, and lefſe Love, 
And take foule ſcorne to fayyne on him by ſending, 
Ln. The fraud of England, not the force of France, | 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded T a/bot : 
Never to England ſhall he beare his life , 
But dies betraid to fortuneby your ſtrife. 


” 


Som, Come go,I willdiſpatch the Horſemen firait; | | 


Within ſixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 
Ls. Too late comes reſcue, he is tane or flaine, 
For fiye he could not, if he would haye fled : 
And flye would 7 albert never though he might. 
Som, If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu. 
Ls. His fame livesinthe world. His ſhame "_ 


Enter Talbot and bis Some, 
Tal. O young John Tabor, 1 did ſend for thee 


of death, 


Tobn. Is my name Talbot ? andam I your Sonne ? all 


—_—_—— 


—_ 


TT 
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| 


And Soule with Soule from France to Heaven flye. 


—_—_— 


Thefirſt Part of Heme the Sixt. 


And ſhall I lye?O, if you love my Mother, 

Diſhonor not her Honorable Name, 

To make a Baſtard,aud a Slave of me: | 

The World will ſay,he is not Tatbors blood, 

That baſely fied, when Noble T «/bor ſtood. 
Talb. Flye,to —_ my death,if I beſlaine. 
Job. He that flyes ſo,will ne're returne againe, 
Talb. If we both ſtay,we bothare ſure to dye. 
Ion. Then let me ſtay,and Father doe you flye: 

Your loſſe is great,{o your regard ſhould be; 

My worth unknowne,no lofle is knowne in me- 

Vpoen my deathgthe French can little boaſt; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 

Flight cannor ſtayne the Honor you have wonne, 

But mine it will,that no Exploit have done. 

You fled for Vantage, every one will ſweare: 

But if I bow,they'le ſay it was for feare. 

There is no hope thatever I will ſtay, 

If the firſt howre I ſhrinke and run away: 

Here on my knee Ibegge Mortality, 

Rather then Life,yreſery*d with Infamy. | 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe? 
Tobs., rather then Ile ſhame my Mothers Wombe. 
Talb. Vpon my Bleſſing I command thee goe. 

Iobn, To fightI will,but not to flye the Foe. 

Tab. Part of thy Father may be ſav'din thee. 

John. No part of him,but will be ſhame in mee. + 
Talb.Thou never hadft Renowne,nor canſt not loſe it. 
John. Yes,your renowned Name:ſhall flight abuſe1t? 


— 


lohn, You cannot witneſle for me, being ſlaine; 
If Death be fo apparant, then both fiye. 

Talb, And leave my followers here to fight and dye? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 

oh, And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more can Ibeſevered from your fide,” 
Then can your ſelfe, your ſelfe in twaine divide: 
Stay,goc,doe what you will;the like doe I; 
ForliveI will not,if my Father dye. 

Talb. Then here | take my leave of thee, faire Sonne, 

Borne to eclipſe thy Life this afternoone: 
Come, ſideby ſide,together liveand dye, 


E xemunt. 
e 1 larum: Excurſions, wherein T albots Soune 
is hemmn'd about, and Talbot 
| reſcues him. 

Talb. Saint George, and V idtory;fight Souldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Te/ber broke his word, 
Andleft us to the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is /ob» Talbot? pawle,and take thy breath, 

I gavethee Life,and reſcu'd thec from Death. 
| lohn, O twice my Father,twiceam I thy Sonne: 
The Life thou gav*ſt me firſt, was loft and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword,deſpight of Fate, 
| Tomy determin'd time thou gav'{t new date. 

Talv. When from the Do{phins Creſt thy Sword ſtruck 
It warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd deſire (fire, | 
Of bold-fac't Victory. Then Leaden Age, 

Quicken'd with Youthfull Spleene,and Warlike Rage, 
Beat downe e4/a»ſon,Orleance, Burgrnndic, 

Andfrom the Pride of Galliareſcucdthee. 

The irefull Baſtard Or/eance,that drew blood 

From thee my Boy,and had the Maidenhood 

Of thy firſt fight, I ſoone encountred, 


R— 


Tal.Thy Fathers charge ſhal cleare thee from  ſtaine. | 


And nterchanging blowes, quickly ſhed 


———— 
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Some of his Baſtard blood,and in diſgrace 
Beſj you him thus: Contaminated, baſe, 
And mis-begotten blood I ſpill of thine, 


| Meane and right poare,for that pure blood of mine, 


Which thou didit force from T alber,my brave Boy. 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 

Came in'{trong reſcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 
Artthou not weary /ohn? How do'ſt thou fare? 
Wilt thou yetleave the Battaile, Boy,and flic, 

Now thouartſeal'd the Sonne of Chivalry? 
Flye,to revenge my death when Iam dead, 

The helpe of one ſtands me inlittle ſtead, 

Oh, too much foily is it, well I wot, 

To hazardallour lives in one ſmall Boar. 

If 1 today dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow I ſhall dye with mickic Age. 

By me they nothing gaine,andif Iflay, 

Tis but the ſhortning of my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houſeholds Name, 
My Deaths Revenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame; 
Alltheſe,and more, we hazard by thy {iay; 
Alltheſeare fav'd, if thou wilt fiye away. 

{ohn. The Sword of Orleancehath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
On that aduantage,bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
Toſaveapaltry Life,andſlay bright Fame, 

Before young Taber from old T albot flye, 

The Coward Horſe that beares me,fall and dye: 
And like me to the peſant Boyes of France, 

To be Shames {corne,and ſubject of Miſchances 
Surely,by all the Glory you have wonne, 
AndiflI fiye I amnot Talbrrs Sonne. + 

T hen talke no more of flight;it is no boot, 

If Sonne to 7 atber, dye at Talbots foot, 

Tath, Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Syre of Creet 
ThouJcarxs, thy Life to me js ſweet: 

If chou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers ſide, 
And commendable prov'd.ler's dye in pride. Exit, 
eAlarum. Excurſions. Enter old 

T albot led. 


Talb. Whereis my gther Life?mine owne is gone. 
O, where's young Ta/hor? where is valiant John? 
Triumphant Death, fmear'd with Captivity, 
Young Talbots Valour makes meſmile at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrinke,and on my Knee; 
His bloody Sword he brandiſht over mee, 

And likea hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſterne Impatience: 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and aflay\'d of none, 
Dizzic-ey*d-Fury,and great rage of Heart, 


| Suddenly made hum from my fide to ſtart 
| Incothe cluſtring Battaile of the French: 


And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit ; and there di'de 
My /caras, my Bloſlome,in his pride. 

: Enter with Iohn Talzot,boyne. 


Serv.O my deare Lord,loe where your Sonne is borne. þ 
Ta Thouantique Death, which laugh'ſt us here to ſcorn, |} 


Anon from thy-inſulting Tyrannie, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 

Two Talbots winged through the lither Skie, 

In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Mortality. - $f 

O thou whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 
— Speake 


Y 
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Speake to by father,cre thou yeeld thy breath, 
Brave death by ſpeaking,whither he will or no: 


| Imagine him a Frenchman,and thy Foe. 


Poore Boy,he ſmiles,me thinkes, as who ſhould fay, 
Had Death bene French,then Death had dyed to day. 


{ Come,come,and lay him in his Fathersarmes, 


My ſpiritcan no longer beare theſe harmes. 
Souldicrs adicu : I have what I would have, 
Now my oldarmesare yorg John Talbots grave. 


Dyes 


— 


eAtus Ouintus, Scena Prima: 


—_ — 


Emer (harles, Alanſon, Purgundic Baſtard, 
and Pucell. 


Char. Had Yorkeand Somerſet brought reſcue 1n, 
We ſhould have found a bloady day of this. | 
Baft. How the yong whelpe of Tatbors raging wood, 
Did fleſh hispuny-ſword in Frenckmens blood. 
Pac. Once Iencountred him,and thus I faid: 
Thou Maiden youth,be vanquiſht by a Maide. 
But with a provd Majeſticall high ſcorne 
Heanſwer'd thus : Yong Talbot was not borne 
To be the pillage of a Giglet Weuch, 


| He left meproudly,as unworthy fight... _ 


Bur. Doubtleſſe he would have made a noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherced in the armes 
Of the moſt bloody Nurſſer of his harmes. FE 
Baſt, Hews th:m to peeces, hack their bones aſlunder, 
Whole life was Englands glory,Gallia's wonder 
{/bar. Oh no forbeare: For that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not Wrong it dead. 
| Enter Lucy. 
L#, Herald,condu&,me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath -obtain'd the glory of the day. 
Char. On what ſubmiſſive meſſageart thou ſent? 
Lacy. Submiſſion Doiphin?Tis a.mcere French word: 
We Engliſh Warriours wot not what 1t mcanes. : 
I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt tane, 
And to ſurvey the bodies of the dead. EP 
Char. For priſonersaskſt thou? Hell our prifon is. 
But tell me whom thou feek' it? | 
Lac. But where's the great Alcidesof the field, 
Valiant Lord Ta/bot Earle of Shrewsbury? 
Created for his rare ſucceſle in Armes, 
Great Earle of 17a/zford,Waterford,and Valence, 
Lord T atbot of Goodrig and Prehinficld, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon of eAlton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingeficld,Lord Furnivall of Sheffeila, 
Thethrice victorious Lord of |Falconbridge, 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George, 
Worthy S. fichaet,and the Golden Fleece, 
Grear Marſhall to our King Henry the ſixt, 
Ofall his Warres within the Realme of France. 
Puc, Heere's a ſilly ſtately ſtile indeede: 
The Turke that twoand fifty Kingdomes hath, 
Writes not ſo tediousa Stile as this. 
Him that thou magnifi'ſt with all theſe Titles, 
Stinking and fly-blowne lyes heere at our freere, 
Lacy. Is Talbot ſlaine,the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror,and blacke Nemwefirs - 
Oh were minecye-balles into Bullets turn'd, - 


——_———_—— 


| That I in rage might ſhoot them at your faces. 


1 


— 


[ —_— _ 


Oh,that I could but call theſe dead to life, 

Tt were enough to fright the Realme of France, 

Were but his Pcture left amongſt you here, 

It would amaze the prowdeſt of you all. . 

Give me their Bodyes;that I may bearethem hence 

And give them Buriill,as beſcemes their worth, * 

. Pac. Ithinke this npſtart is old Talbore Ghoſt, © 

He ſpeakes with ſuch a proud commanding ſpirit: 

For Gods ſake let him have Hiin;to keepethem here, 

They would but ſtinke,and putrifie the ayre. | 
(har. Go take their bodies hence. | 
Lacy. Ile beare them hence:but from their athes full 

bereard 


| 4 Phoenix that ſhall make all France affear'd. 


Char,So we be rid of them,do withthem what { wit. 


| Andnow to Paris in this conquering vaine, 
1 All will beours;now bloody T atbor's{laine. 


Exit, 


© — 


Scena Secunda, 


Emer King, Gloceſter, and Exeter. 


King. Have youperus'd the Letters from the Pope, - 
The Emperor,and the Earle of Arminack? | 
_ Go. I have my Lord,and their intent isthis, 
They humbly ſue vato your Excellence, 
To have a godly peaceconcluded of, 


| Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France. 


King. How doth yeur Grace aftc their motion? 
Glo. Well(my good Lord)and asthe only meanes 

To ſtop effuſion of our Chriltian blood, 

And ſtabliſh quietneſſe on every fide. 

.. Kg. I marry Vnckle,for I alwayes thought 

It was both imptous and unnaturall, 

That ſuch immanity and bloody irife 

Should reigneamong Profeſſors of one Faithe 
Gb, Belide my Lord,the fooner to cffeR, 

And ſurer bindethis knot of amitie, 

The Earle of Arminacke neere knit ts Charles, 

A man of great Authority in France, 

Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage,with a large and ſumptuous Dowry. 
King. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares are yong; 

And hitter 1s my ſtudy,and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance witha Paramour. 

Yet call th Embafladors, ard as you pleaſe, 

So letthem have their anſweres every one: 

I ſhall be well content with any choyce 

Tendste Gods glory,and Countrics weale; 


E nter Wincheſter,and three eAmbaſſadars, 


Exet. What,is my Lord of Wincheſter infſtall'd, 
And cald unto a Cardinalls degree? 
ThenlT perceive,that will be verified 
Henry the Fift did ſometime propheſie. 

IFonce he come to bea Cardinall; h 
Hee'l make his cap coequall with the Crowne- . 

King. My Lords Ambaſſadors; your ſeverall ſtites 
Have bin conſider'dand debated on, . 

Your purpoſe is both good and reaſonable: 
And therefore are we certainly reſolv'sd, 


To draw conditions ofa friendly peace, 


—_—— 
i. 
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Which: 
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| Which by my Lord Wincheſter we meane 


| Shallbe tranſported preſently to France. : 

1 Gb. And forthe Laden of my Lord your Maiſter, 
| I have informd his Highnefle ſo at large, "i 
1 Asliking of the Ladies vertuous gifts, 


Her Beauty,and the valew of her Dower, 

He doth intend ſhe ſhall be Englands Queene; 
King.In argument ahd proofe of which contrat, 

Beare her this Iewell,pledge of my affeion. 


And ſomy Lord Protector tee them guarded, 

| And fafcly brought to Dover,wherein ſhip'd 

Commit them to the fortune of the ſea.  Exenut- 
Win. Stay my Lord Legate,you ſhall firſt receive 

The ſumme of money which I promiſed 

Should be delivered to his Holineſſe, 

For cloatliing mein theſe grave Ornaments, _ 

Legar. I willattend upon your Lordſhips leyſure, 

Fin. Now Wincheſter will not ſubmit,l trow, 

Or be inferiour to the proudelt Peerez = 

Humfrey of Gloſter,thou ſhalt well perceive, 

That neither in birthyor for authority, 

The Biſhop will be over-borne by thee: 

Ile either make thee ſtoope,and bend thy knee, 

Or ſfacke this Country with a mutiny. Exennt. 


 Sezna Tertna. 


. 
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So. 


Enter Charles, B wurgundy, eAlanſon, Baſtard, 


Retgweer ,and lone. 


(bar. Theſe ewes (my Lords) may cheere.our droo- 
ping ſpirits: | 

'Tis faid,the ſtout Parthians do revolt, _ 
And returne againe unto the warlike French. ; _.. 
eAlan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
And keepe not backe your power m dalliance. 

Puc. Peace be amongft them if they turne to us, 
| Elſeruine combate with their Pallaces. 


Enter Scovt. 


Scent. Succefle unto our valiant Generall, 
| And happineſſe to his accomplices. TT OS 
Char, What tidings ſend our Scouts?I prethee fpeak, | 
Scent. The Engiiſh Army that divided was 
Intotwo parties,1s now conzoyn'd in one, 
And meanes to give you battell preſently. E 
(har.Somewhat too ſodaine Sirs,the warning is, 
But we will preſently provide for them. 
Par. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talboe is not there: 
Now he is gone my Lord, you neede not feare. 
| Pac, Of all baſe paſſions,Feare is moſt accurſt. 
Command the Conqueſt Charter, it hall be thine: + 
Let Hewry fret,and alkthe world repine. 
| (ar, Then on my Lords,and France be fortunate, 
Excant. Alarum. Excur ions, 


Enter Jone os Pmcell. 


Pu, The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flyc. 
Now hy charming Spelles and Periapts, 


} 


| 


| Sec how the vgly Witch doth bead her browes, 


| 


| 


{ I kiſſe theſe tingers for eternali peace; 


| So you do condeſtend to helpe me now. 


— 


Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare,and ayde me in this enterprizcs 
Emer Friends, 

This ſpeedy and quicke appearanceargues proofe | 
Of your accuſton!'d diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits,thar are cull'd 
Our of the powerful Regions under earth, | 
Helpe me this once;that France may get the field. 

T hey walke,and ſpeaks nt- 


Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
Ilc lopa member off,and give it you, 
In earneſt of a further benefit: 


T hey hang their beads. 
No hope to have redrefle?My body ſhall 
Pay recowpence;if you will graunt my ſuite, 
T hey ſake their beads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 
Intreate you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my foule;my body,tonle,andall, 
Before that England give the French the foyle. 
They depatt. 
See,they forſake me.Now the time is come, - 
Fhat France muſt yaJe herlofty plumed Creſt, 
And let her head fall into Baglands lappe. | 
My ancient Incantations are too weake, 
And hell too ſtrong for me to- buckle with: 
Now France,thy glory droopeth to the duſt. Exit. 


E-xcur fions, Burgundy and Yorke fight hand to 
hand, French flye, 


Yorke, Damſcll of France, I thinke IT have you faſt, 
Vnchaine your ſpirits now with ſpelling Charmes, 


And ery tfthey can gaine your iiberty. | 


A goodly prizetit for the divels grace. | 


Asif with (frce , ſhe would chainge my ſhape. 
Pac. Chang'd toa worier ſhape thou canlt ot be: 
Yor. Oh, C harl:5the Dolphin 1s a proper man, 
No fhape bar his can pleaſe your dav-ty eye. 
Pac. Apl.guing miſcheefe light on Charles, and thee, 
And may ye both be ſodainly turpriz'd 
By bloudy hands, in ſleeping on your beds. 
Yorke. Fell vanning Hagge, Inchanrreſle hold thy 
tongue. 
Pac. Iprethee give meleave tocurſe awhile. 
Tor. Curſe Miſcreamt, when thou comſt to the ſtake 
E xenunt. 
Alarnm. Enter Suffolke with Margaret 
#2 his hand, | 


Soff. Be what thou wilt,thou art my priſoner. 


Oh Faireſt Beauty, do not feare,nor flye: 
For I will touch thee but with reverend hands, 


Andiay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Wo haart thou,fay?tharc I may honor thee. 

Una, Margeret my name,and daughter toa King, 
The King of Naples, who foere thou arc. 

Suf, And Earle [ am,and Suffoike am I call'd. 


Gazes on her, | 


Oh hold me not with filence ov er-long: | 


And ye choyſe ſpirits that admonith me, Be not offended Natures myracle, 
Saf A me {ignes of future accidents. Thunder. | Thou artalotted to be tane by me: .* 
Youtpeedy helpers,that areſabſtirates - So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 5” 
| n 2 | cep- 
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+ Go,andbe free againe,as Suffolkes friend. 
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Keeping them prifoner underneath hir wings: 


Yetit this ſervile uſage once offend, | 
She is gong. 
Oh ſtay:I have no power to let her paſſe, 
My hand wouldirce her, but my heart ſayesno- 
As playes the Sunne upon the glaſlie ſtreames, 
Twainkling another coonterfetted Leame, 
So ſcemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Faine would I wooe her, yet 1 dare not ſpeake: 
Ie call for Pen and Inke,and write my minde: 
Fye De {4 Pole diſable not thy (elfe: | 
Halt not a Tongue? [s ſhe not heere thy priſoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted ata Womans fight? . 
I:Beauties Princely Majelty 1s ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
Car. Say Earle of Suffoike,it thy name be ſo, 
W hat ranſome mult I pay before 1 paſſe? | 
For I perceive 1 am thy priſoner. 
Suf. How canſt thou teil the will deny thy ſure, 
Before thou makea triall of her love? 
A, Why ſpeak'ſtthon not? What ranſom muſt I pray? 
Sf. She's beautifull; and therefore to be Weoed: 
Sheisa Woman; therefore to be Wonne. 
IHar. Wilt thou accept of ranſome,yea or no? 
Szf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a wife; 
Then how can CHargarert bethy Paramour? 
Mar. I were belt roleave him,for he will not heare. 
Swuf. There all is marr'd:there lics a cooling card. 
Car, He talkes at randon:furethe man is mad. 
Sf. And yet adiſpenſation maybe had. 
Har. And yet 1 would that you would anſwer me: 
Saf. Ile win this Lady CMargaret, For whom? 
Why for my King:Tuſh,that's a woodden thing. 
Mar. He talkes of wood:lIr is ſome Carpenter. 
Swf. Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfied, 
And peace eſtabliſhed betweene thele Realmes. 
But * a remaines a {cruple in thattoo: 
For thoygh her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of e-fn;ou and Hayne,yet is he poore, 
And our Nobility will ſcorne the match. 
CMar. Heare ve Captainc? Are you not at leaſure? 
Sf. It ſhall be ſo,diſdaine they ne're ſo much: 
Henry is youthfull,and will quickly yeeld. 
Madaw,l havea ſecret to reyeale. 
Afar. Whatthough I be inthral'd , he ſeems a knight, 
And will not any way diſhonor me. 
Saf. Lady ,vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. 
CAar. Perhaps I ſhall be refcu'd by the French, 
And then I need not crave his curteſic. 
Saf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a cauſe. 
Afar, Taſh, wemen have bene captivateere now. 
Saf. Lady ,wherefore talke you ſo? 
Mar. 1 cry you mercy,'tis but 2 uid for 2s. 
Swf. Say gentie Princeſſe, would you not ſuppoſe 
Ybur bondage happy,to be made a Queene? 
Mar. To bc a Queene in bondage,is morevile, 
Than is a ſlave,in bale ſcrvility: 
For Princes ſhould'be free. 
Saf. And ſo ſhall you, 
If happy Englands Royall King be free. 
Mar. Why what concernes his freedome unto mee? 
Sxf. Ile undertake to make thee Henries Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand 


| Andſet a precious Crowne upon thy head, 


If thou wilt condeſcend to be my 
Mar. W hat? 


— CO o_ 


| 


s 
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Suf. His love. . 
Har. T am unworthy to be Henies wite, | 
Sf. No gentle Madam, I usworthy am 
To wooe ſo faire a Dame to be his wife, 
And have no portion in the choice my ſelfe. - 
How ſay you Madam,areye ſo content? 
Afar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. . .. 
Svf.Then call our Captainesand our Calours forth, 
And Madamz,at your Fathers Caſtle walles, 
Wee'l crave a parley,to conferre with him. 
| Sound, Enter Reignier on the Waller, 
See Reignier ſee,thy daughter priſoner. 
Reig. To whom? 
Suf. To me. 
Reig, Suffolke, what remedy? 
I ama Souldier, and unaptto weepec, 
Orto exclaime on Fortunes ficklenefle, 
Sf. Yes, there is remedy criough my Lord, - 
Conſent,and for thy Honor give conſent, 
Thy daughter ſhall be wedded to my King, 
Whom I with paine have wooed and wonne 
And this her eaſic held impriſonment, 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely liberty. 
Resg. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes? 
Suf. Faire Margaret knowes, 
That Suffolke doth not flatter,face,or faine. 
Reig. Vponthy Princely warrant, I deſcend, 
To give thee anſwer ofthy juſt demand. 
Suf. And heere I willexpe& thy comming. 


\ 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. | 


Reg, Welcome brave Earle into our Territories, . | 
Command in Anjow what your Honor pleaſes. 
S»f. Thankes Reignier, happy for ſo {weet a Childe, 
Fitto be made companion with a King: 
What anfwer makes your Grace unto my ſuite? 
Reig. Since thou doſt daigne to wooe her littleorth, 
To be the Princely Brideof ſuch a Lord: 
V pon condition-I may quietly | 
Enjoy mine owne,the Country Adaine and Anjew, 
Free from oppreſſion,er the ſtroke of Warre, 
My daughter ſhall be Herries,if he pleaſe, 
Swf. Thar is her raniome, I deliver her, 
And thoſe two CountiesI willundertake 
Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And I againe in Hemries Royall name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, 
Giverthee her hand for ſigne of plighted faith. 
Suf. Reignier of France, I givethee Kingly thankes,. 
Becauſe this isin Traihcke ofa King, | | 
And yet methinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne Atturney in this caſe. 
THeoverthen to England with this newes, 
And make this marriageto be ſolemniz'd: 
So farewell Reignier,ſet this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 
Reig. I do embrace thee,as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry were he hcere. | 
Mar, Farcwell my Lord, good yyiſhes,praiſe,& prayers 
Shall Suffolke ever have of CMargarert. Sheeisgoye | 
_ Suf. Farewel fiveet Madam:but hearke you Marg*% 
No Princely commendations to my King? | 


Ade DeCh CORE pocangs aMaide, 

A Virgin,and his Servant,lay to him. 

Saf. Words ſweetly plac d,and modeſtly direRted, Ny | 
Er ————_ 
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"Madame,I muſt trouble you agai 
tMadame,T mult trouble you againe, 
Ne loving Token to bis Majeſty? | 
Mar. Yes,my good Lord,a pure unſpotted heart; 
Never yet taint with love,T ſend the King. oo 
Saf. And this withall. : Kiſe ber. 
Mar. That for thy ſelfe,I willnot ſo preſume; 


| To ſend ſuchpeeviſh tokens toa King. 


Saf. Oh wert thou for my ſelfe:but Suffolke Ray, 


' | Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrinth, 


There Minotaursand ugly Treaſons lurke. 

Solicite Hexry with her wonderous praile, 

Bethinke thee on her Vertues that ſurmount, 

Made naturall Graces that extinguiſh Art, 

Repeatetheir ſemblance often onthe Seas, = 

That whenthou com'ſt to kreele at Henries feete, 

Thou mayeſt bercave him of his wits with wonder, Exit. 


Enter Yorke Warwicke,Shepheard,Pucell. 
7or. Bring forth that Sorcereſſe condemn'd to burne. 
Shep. Ah ove, this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Have I ſought every Countrey farre and neere, 
And now itis my chance to finde thee out, 
Muſt I behold thy timeleſle cruell death: 
Ah lone,ſweet daughter Iledie with thee. 
Pac. Decrepit Miſergbaſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am deſcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art ao Father,nor no Friend of mine. 
Shep. Qut, ont:My Lords,and pleaſe you, *tis not ſo, 
Idid beget her,a!l the Pariſh knowes: 
Her Mother liveth yet,can teſiifie | 
She was the firlt fruite of my Bact'ler-ſhip, 
war. Graceleſle,wil: thou deny thy Parentage? 
Tor. This argnes what her kinde of life hath beene, 
Wicked and vile,and ſo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fye Jone,chat thou wilt be ſo obſtacle: 
God knowes,thouart a colilop of my fleſh, 
And for thy ſake have I ſhed many a teare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle /ove. | 
Pyc. P:zautavant. You have ſuborn'd this man 
Of purpoſe.to obſcure my Noble birth. 
She, Tis true, I gavea NobletothePrieſt, 
The morte that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my blefling, good my Gyrle. 
Wilt thou not ſtogpe? Now curſed bethe time 
Of thy nativity:I would the Milke 
Thy mother gavethee when thon ſuck'eſt herbreft, 
Had bina little Rats-bane for thy ſake. 
Orelſe,when thou didſt keepe my Lambes a field, 
I wiſh ſome ravenous Wolfe had caten thee. 
Doeſt tzou deny thy Father,curſed Drab? 
O burne her,burne her hanging is too good, 
Por. Take her away, for ſhe hath Jiv'd too long, 
Tofill the world with vicious qualities. 
Puc, Firſt let meteliyou whom you have condemn'd; 
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kinge- 
Vertuous and Holy, choſen from above, 
Byinſpirationof Celcſtiall Grace, 


E xits 


| To worke excecding miracles on carth, 


[ never had to do with wicked Spirits, 

But youthat are polluted with your luſtes, 
Stain'd withthe guilcleſſe blood of Innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted witha.thouſand V ices: 
Becauſe you want the grace that athers have; 


| Youjudgeir trajght athing iopoſlible 


Tocompaſſe Wonders,butby helpe of divels. 


f Vpon the Countrey where you make abode: 
' Drive you to break your necks,or hang your ſelves. £xie. | 


| You fowle accurſed miniſter of Hell. 


1 No miſconceived, lone of Aire hath beene 

A Virgin from her tender infancy, 

Chaſte,and immaculate in very thought, 

W hole Maiden-blood thus rigorouſly effus'd, 
Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heaven. 

Tor. },I:away with her toexccution. 

War.and hearke ye firs:becauſe ſhe is a Maide, 
Spare for no Faggots,letthere be enow: 

Place barreiles of pitch upon the fatall ſtake, 
That ſo her torture may be ſhortned. 
Pac. Will nothing turne yourunrelenting hearts? 
Then one diſcovet thine infirmity, 
That warrantcth by Law,to be thy priviledge. 
Iam with childe ye bloody Homicides: 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe, 
Although ye halc me toa violent death, 
Yor, Now heaven forfend,the holy Maid with child? 
War. The greateſt miracle thar ere ye wrought; 
Is all your {tric preciſeneſſe come to this? 
Yor. She and the Dolphin have bin jugling, | 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War, Well go to,we wil haveno Baſtards live, 

Eſpecially ſince Charles muſt Father it. 
Pac. You are deceiy'd,my childe is none of his, 
It waSeAlayſon that injoy'd my love. 

Yor. eAlarſonthat notorious Machey ile? ] 

It dyes,and ifit hada thouſand lives. j 
Pac, Oh give me leave,I have deluded you, | 
'Twas ncither ( #arles,nor yet the Duke I nam'd, 
But Rezgnier King of Naplesthar prevail'd. 

tar. A married man{that'smoſt intollerable. | 

Tor. Why here's a Gyrle : I thinke ſhe knowes not wel 
(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 

War. It's {isne ſhe had beene liberall and free. 

Tor. And yet for{ooth ſhe isa Virginpure, 
Strumpet,thy words condemnethy Brat,and thee. 
Vſeno intreaty,for it iSin vaine, 

Pa, Then lead me hence:wich whom T leave mh curſe. 
. May never glorious Sunne reflex his beames 


Butdarkneſſe,and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you,till Miſcheefe and Deſpaire, 


Enter ( ardinall. 
Yor. Breake thou in pecces,and conſume to aſhes, 


Car. Lord Regent,I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiilion from the King. 
For know my Lords,the States of Chriſtendome, Þ 
Mov*d with remorſe of thele out-ragious broyles, 
Have earneſtly implor'd a generall pezce, 
Betwixt our Natior,and thafſpyring French; 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Traine 
Approacheth,to conterre abvoutiome matters, | 
Tor. Is all our travell turn'd tothis effec, | 
After theſlaughter of fo many Peeres, 
So many Capraines, Gentlemen,and Souldiers, 
That in this quarrell have beeene overthrowne, ; 
And ſold their bodies for their Countries benckic, ; 
Shall we at laſt conclude effemimatepeace? 1 
Have we not loſt moſt partofall the Townes, 
By treaſon, Falſhood,and by Treachery, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered? 
Oh Warwicke;Warwicke, I foreſee with greefe 
The utter lofſe of all the Realme of France. | 
Far.Be patient Yorke,jif we conclude a Peace 


my 
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It ſhall be with ſuch tri and ſevere Covenants, 
Aslittle ſhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon,Baſtard, Reignier. 


Char. Since Lords of England,it is thus agreed, 
Thar peacefull truce ſhall be proclaim'd 1n France, 
We come to be informed by your ſelycs, 

What the conditions of that league mult be. 

Tor. Speake Wincheſter, for boyling choller chokes 
The hollow paſſage of my poyſon'd voice, 
By ſight of theſe our baletull enemies. 

Win. Charles, and the reſt, it isenaRed thus: 

Thar in regard King Hemy givesconſent, 

Of meere compaſſion,and of lenity, 

To eaſe your Country ofdiſtrefſefull Warre, 
And ſuffer you to breathe in fruicfull peace, 

You ſh1ll become true Liegemen to his Crowne. 
And Charles, upon coudition thou wilt {weare 
Topay him tribute. and ſubmut thy ſelte, 

Thou ſhalc be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 

And till enjoy thy Regall dignity. 

Alan. Mult he be then as thadow of himſelfe? 

Adorne his Temples with a Coronet, 

And yet 1n ſubſtance and authority, 
Retaine but priviledge of a private man? 

This profter is abſurd,and rcaſonleſlſe. 

Char, Tis knowne alrezdy that 1 am poſſeſt 
With more then halfe the Gallian Territories, 
Andthereinreverenc'd for their lawfull King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reſt un-vanquiſht, 

Detra&t ſo much from that prerogative, 
As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole? 
No Lord Ambaſſador,lle rather keepe 
That which I have,than coveting for more 
Be caſt from poſlibiliry of all. 

Tor. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret meanes 
Vs'd interceſtion to obtaine a league, 
And now the matter growes to compremize, 
Stand'{t thou aloofe upon Compariſon. 
Eitheracceptthe Titlethou uſurp'ſt, 
Of benefit prooceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Deſert, 
Or we will plzgue thee with inceſſant Warres. 

Reig. My Lord,you do not well in obſtinacy, 
To cavill inthe courſe of this Contra: 

If onceit be neglefed,ten to one 
We ſhall not finde like opportunity. 
Alan, Tofay the truth,it is your policy, 
To fave your Subietts from ſuch maſſacre 
And ruthlcfle ſlaughters as are daily ſeene 
By our proceeding in Holtlity. 
And therefore take this compatt of a Truce, 
Although you breake it, when your pleaſure ſerves, - 
War. How ſayft thou Charles? 
Shall our Condition ſtand? 
Char. it Shall: 
Onely reſerv*d,youclaime no intereſt 
In any of our Townes of Garriſon, 
Tor. Then {\iveare Allegeance to his Majeſty, 


* Asthouart Knight,never todiſobey, | 


Nor be Rebellioustothe Crowne of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles,to the Crowne of England. 
So, now diimifſe your Army when ye pleaſe: . 
Hang up your Enſignes,let your Drummesbe ill, 
For \ $5.9 weentertaine aſolemne peace, 


Exennt. 


The foft Part of King Hemy the Sixth, 


| 


Enter Suffolke in conference with the King, 
Gloceſter,and Exner. 


King. Your wondrous rare deſcription(noble Earle) 
Of beauteous Margaret hath aſtoniſh'd me: 
Her vertues graced with externall gifts, 

Do breed Loves ſetled paſſions in my heart, 
Andlike as rigour of tempeſtuous guſtes | 
Provokes the mightieſt Hulke againſt thetide, 
Soam I driven by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to ſuffer Sphipwracke,or arrive 

Where 1 may have fruition of her Lone. | | 

Saf. Tuſh my good Lord,this ſuperficiall tale, 
Ts but a preface of her worthy praiſe: 

The cheefe perfeionsof that lovely Dame, 
(Had I ſurhcient skillto utter them) 

Would makea yolume of inticing lines, 
Ableto raviſh any dull conceir. 

And which is more,ſhe is notſo Divine, 

So full repleate with choice of all delights, 

But with as humble lowlinefle of minde, 

She 1s content to be at your command: 
Command I meane, of YVertuous chaſte intents, 
Tolove,and Honor Heyryas her Lord. 

King. And otherwiſe,will Herry ne*re preſume; 
Therefore my Lord Proteor,prve conſent, 
That CHarg'rer may be Engiands Royall Queene, 

Glo. So ſhould I give conſent to flatter finne, 
You know(my Lord)your Highneſle is betroath'd 
Vato another Lady of eſteeme, 

How ſhall we then diſpence with that contract, 
And not deface your Honor with reproach? 

Sf. As dotha Ruler with unlawfull Oathes, 
Or one thatat a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his ſtrength, for{aketh yet the Liſtes 
By reaſon of his Adverfaries oddes. | 
A poore Earles daughter is unequall oddes, 

And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Glou.Why what(l pray)is Margaret more thanchat? 
Her Father isno better than an Earle, 

Although in glorious Titles he excell. 
Suf.Y es my good Lord, her Father is a King, 
The King of Naples,and Ieruſalem, 
And of ſuch great Authority in France, 
As bisalliance will confirme our peace, 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 

Glo. Andſothe Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becauſe he is neere Kinſman unto {harles. 

Exer. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberall dower, 
Where Reignier ſooner will receive,than give. 

Suf. ADowre my Lords? Diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be ſo abjeR, baſe,and poore, 

To chooſcfor wealth,and not for perte&t Loves 
Henry 1s ableto enrich his Queene, 

And notto ſeeke a Queene to make him rich: 
So worthlefle Pezants bargaine for their Wives, 
As Market men for Oxen,Sheepe,or Horſe. 

But marriage 15a matter of more worth, 

Then to be dealt in by Attnrney-ſhip: 

Not whoni we will, but whom his Grace affe4s, 
Muſt be companion of his Nuptiall bed. 

And therefore Lords,fince he affets her moſt, 
Moſt of all theſe reaſons bindeth us, 

In our opinions ſhe ſhouldbe preferr'd. 

For what is wedlockeforced,but a Hell, 


Anageof diſcord and continuall rife? | 
Whereas 
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Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſſe, 

And is apacterne of Celeſtiall peace, = : 

Whom ſhould we match with Henry veing aKing, 

But Margaret,that 1s daughter toa King? . 

Her peereleſſe feature, joyned with her birth, 

Approves her fit fqr none, but fora King, 

Her valiant courage,and undaunted ſpirit, 

(More then in women commonly is fecne) 

Willanſwer our hope in iſſue of a King: | 

For Henry, ſonne unto a Conqueror, 

Islikely ro beger more Conquerors, 

If witha Lady of ſo high reſolve, 

(Asisfaire Hargarer) he be link'd in love. 

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mie, 

That Margaret ſhall be Queene, and none but thee. 
King. Whether it be through force of your report, 

My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or for that 

My tender youth was never yer attaint 

With any paſſion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell:but this T am afſur'd, 

I feele ſuch ſharpe diſſention in my breaſt, 

Such fierce alarumis both of Hope and Feare, 

AsI am ficke with working of my thoughts. 


| 


Take therefore ſhipping,poſte my Lord to France, 
Agree toany Tovenants,and procure 
That Lady CHargarer dovouchlafe rocome 
Tocrofle the Seas to England, and be crown'd 
King Henries faithfull and annoinred Quicene. 
For your expences and ſuificient charge, 
Among the people gather up atenth. 
Be gone I ſay,for till you do retarne, 
I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares: 
And you(good Vncklc)baniſh all offence: 
If you docenſure me, by what you were, 
Not what youare,I know it will excuſe 
This ſodaineexecution of my will. 
And fo conduct me, where from company, 
I may revolve and ruminate my greefe. 
 Gb.1,grecfeTfeare me, bothat firlt andlaſt, 
| Exit Gloceſter, 
Suf. Thus Suffolke hath prevail'd, and thus he goes 
As did the youthfull Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to finde the like event in love, 
But proſper better thin the Trojan did: 
Aargarer ſhallnow be Queene,and rule the King: 
But I will rule both her,the King,and Realme. 


E Xtts 


Exit. 
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Flouriſh of Trempets:T hen Hoboyes. Suf. My Lord ProteQtor,ſo it pleaſe your Grace, 
| Here are the Articles of contracted peace, | 
Emer King, Dwkg Humfrey, Salisbury,Warwicke,and Beau- | Betweene our Soveraigne, and the French King (hat, 
| | ford on the one ſide. For eighteene moneths concluded by conſent, 
The Pucene,Suffolke,Yorke, Somerſet and Buckingham, Glo. Reads. Inprimis, It is agreed berweene the French K, 
on the other. Charles and William de la Pole Margneſſe of Suſfolke Am- 
baſſador for Henry King of England,T hat the ſaid Henry ſha 


Suffolke. ; eſpouſe the Lady Margaret , daughter wnto Reignier King of 
 S by your bigh Imperiall Majeſty, Naples, Sicillia, and leruſalem , and Crowne her em of 
(OEAVEP 1 had in charge at my depart tor France, Englara,ere the thirtieth of May next enſuing. 
P As Procurator to your Excellence, Item,T hat the Dutchy of Anjou,and the Connty of Mun 
Rm To marry Princes Aſargaret for your Grace; frall be releaſedand delivered to the King her father. 
So in the Famous Ancient City,7 oxres, King. Vnkle, how now? 
In preſence of the Kings of Frazce,and Sic; Glo. Pardonme graciousLord, 

1 The Dukes of Orleance, Calaber,Britargne, Alanſon, Some ſodaine qualme hath ſtrucke meat the heart, 

| Seven Earles,twelve Barons,&twenty reverend Biſhops | And dim*d mineeyes,that I can reade no further. 

1 I have perform'd my Taske,and was eſpous'd, King. Vnckle of Wincheſter, I pray reade on. 

i And humbly now upon my bended knee, | Win. Item , 1t is further agreed betweene them , That the 
In fight of England,and her Lordly Pceres, Putcheſſe of 4njou aud Maine, foal be releaſed and delivered 
Deliver up my Titlein the Queene _ | over tothe King her Father, and fhee ſent over of the Kingif 
To your moſt gracious hand, that are the Subſtance Englanas owne proper Cot and (barges , without having an 
Of that great Shadow I did repreſent: | Dowry, 

The happieſt Gift,that ever Marqueſle gave, King.They pleaſe us well. Lord Marques kneel down, 
The Faireſt Queeue,that ever King recelv'd. | We heere create thee the firſt Duke of Suffolke, 
King, Suftolke ariſe. Welcome Queene 2ſargaret, And girt thee withth e Sword. Coſin of Yorke, 
I can expreſle no kinder ſigne of Love 4 We hcere diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
Then this kinde kifſe:O Lord,that lends melife, I'th parts of France,till terme of eighteene Moncths 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankfulneſſe: Be fuilexpyr'd. Thankes Vnckle Wincheſter, 
For thou haſt givenme in this beauteous Face Gloſter, Yorke,Buckingham,and Somerſet, 
A world of earthly bleſſings to my ſonle, | Salisbury,and Warwicke. 
If Simpathy of Love umte our thoughts, We thanke you all forthis great favour done, 
2xe. Great King of England,and my gracious Lord, | In entertainment to my Princely Queene. 

The mutvail conference thzt my minde hath had, Come,let us in, and with all ſpeede provide 

| By day,by night;waking, and in my dreames, Toſce her Coronation be perform'd. 
In Courtly company.,or at my Beades, Excunt King, © weene, and Suffolk 
With you mine «ler liefeſt Soveraigne, | 
Makes methe bolder to falute my King, | HManent the yeſ#. | 

| With rudertermes, ſuch as my wit affoords, ' Glo. Brave Peeresof England, Pillars of the State, 
And over joy of heart doth miniſter. To you Duke Humfrey mult unload his grecte: 


Kixg. Her ſight did raviſh,but her grace in Speech, Your greefe,the common greefe of all the Land. 
Her words yclad with wiſcdomes Majeſty, | What?did my brother Hem ſpend his youth, 
Makes me from Wondring,fall to Weeping joyes, His valour, coine,and people in the warres? 
Suchis theFuinefſe of my hearts content.” - . 
Lords,withone cheerefull voice, Welcome my Love. In Winters cold, and Summers parching heate, 
All kneel Long live Qu- argarer Englands happines. | To conquer France, his true inheritance? 

1 Auee, We thanke you all. Floarifh And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits, 
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To keepe by policy what Henry got: 


| Have you your ſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 


Brave Torks,Selisbary, and victorious Warwitke, 
Received deepe ſcarresin France and Normandy: 
Or hath mine Vncke Beaexford, and my ſelfe, 

With all the Learned Counſcll of the Realme, 
Studied ſo leng, ſat in the Councell houſe, 

Early and late,debating too and fro FG 
How France and Frenchtnen might be kept in awe, 
And hath his Highneſſe in his infancy, 

Crowned in Paris in deſpight of foes, 

And ſhall theſe Labours,and theſe Honours dye? 


Shall Henries Conquelt , Bedford: vigilance, 


Your Deeds of Warre,and all our Counſelldye? 
O Peeres of England, ſhamefull 1s rhis League; 
Fatall this Marriage,cancelling your Fame, 


| Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 


Racing the Gharratersof your Renowne, 


' Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France, 


adoing all as all had never bin, 7 
y Car. Nephew , what meanes this paſſionate diſcourſe? 
This peroration with ſuchcircumſtances — 

For France,'tis ours; and we will keepe it ſtill, 
Gl. 1 Vnckle, we will keepe it,if we can: \ 

But now it isimpoſſible we ſhould. | 
Suffolke, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Avjou and Marne, 
Yntothe poore King Reignier, whoſe large ſiyle 
Agrees not with the leannefle of his purſe. . 

$. Now by the death of him thar dyed for all, 
Theſe Counties were the Keyes of Normandie: 

But wherefore weepes Farwicke,my valiant ſonne? 
IWar. For grecfe that they are paſt recoverys 


| For were there hope to conquer them againe, 


My ſword ſhould ſhed hot blood,mine eyes no teares: 
Anjou and Maime? My ſelfe did win them both: 

Thoſe Provinces,thele Armes of mine did conquer, 
Andare the Citties that I got with wounds, | 
Deliver'd up againe with peacefall words? 

Mort Dien. 

Tor, For ſuffolkes Duke,may he be ſuffacate, 
Thatdimsthe Honor ofthis Warlike Ile: 
Franceſhould have torne and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yeelded to this League. 

I never read but Engiands Kings have had 
Large ſammes of Gold,and Dowries with their wiv es, 
Andour King Hexry gives away his owne, 
Tomatch with her that brings no vantages. 
Hum. A proper jeft,and never heard before, 
That Suffolke ſhould demand a whole Fifteemb, 
For Colts and Charges in tranſporting her: 
= ſhould haye ſtaid in France, and ſterv'd in France 
CLOT Cmmnnnnnenn 
Car, My Lord of Gloſter,now ye grow too hot, 
lt was the pleaſure of my Lordthe King, 
mm. My Lord of Wincheſter I know your minde» 
Tis not my ſpeeches that you do mylike: 
But tis my preſence that doth trouble ye, 
Rancour will out, proud Prelatein thy face 


Lee thy fury:IF I longer ſtay, 
eſhall begin our ancient bickerings: 


Lordings farewell, and ſay whenI am gone, ._ 
l propheſied ,France willbe loſt ere long. Exit Hanefrey, 
os Cer. So, theregoes our Protector in a rage? 

Bknowne to you he ismine enemy: 


Nay more;an enemy unto you all, 


- Oh Father, Hae is loſt, 


And no great friend, I feare me tothe Kingz 
Conſider Lords , he is the next of blood, 
And heyre apparant tothe Engliſh Crowne: 
Had Hemy got an Empire by his niarriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Weſt, 
There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleas'd at it: 
Looke to it Lords,lernot his ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wiſe and circumſpeR. 
Whatrthough the common people favour him, 
Calling him, Hamfrey the good 1)uke of Gloſter, 
Clapping their hands,and crying with loud yoice, 
Ieſu maintaine your Royall Excellence, | 
Wirth God preſervethe good Duke Humfrey: 
I feare me Lords, for all this flattering gloſle, ' 
He will befound a dangerous Proreftor. 

Bac, Why ſhopld he then protect our Soveraigne? 
He being of age to governe of himſclte. 
Cofin of Somerſer,joyne you with me, 
Andaltogether with the Duke of Suffolke, | 
Wee'l quickly hoyſe Duke Hymfrey from his ſeat. 

Car. This weighty buſinefſe will not brooke delay, 
Ile to the Duke of Suffolke preſently, Exit Cardinal. 
Som. Cofin of Buckingham,though Hamfryes pride 
And greatneſle of his place be greefe tous, ITT 
Yet letus watch the haughty Cardinall, 
His inſolence is more intollerable ' 
Then all the Princes in the Land beſide; 
If Gloſter be diſplac'd, heel be Protector. [ 2s 
Bac. Or thou,or I Somerſet will be ProteRot, : ©: :- : 

Deſpite Duke Hamfrey,or the Cardinal. ob ao. | 

F  Exie Buckingham, and Sometſet: 

S4l. Pride went before, Ambition followes him. ©} 


While theſe do labow: for their owne preferment;,' 


Behooves it us tolabor for the Realme. 
I never ſaw but Humfrey Duke of Gloſter, 
Did beare himlike a Noble Gentleman: 
Ofc have I ſecne-the haughty Cardinall. 

"More like a Souldicr then a man o'th Church, 
As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Sweare like a Ruthan,and demeane himſelfe 


| Vnlike the Ruler of a Common-weale. 


Warwicke my ſonne,the comfort of my age, 
Thy deeds, thy plainneſſe,and thy houlſe-keeping, 
Hath wonne the greateſt favour of the Commons, 
Exceprting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
And Brother Yorke,thy Asin Ireland, 
Inbringing them to civill Diſcipline: . 
Thy late Exploits done in the heart of France, 
Whenthou wert Regent for our Soveraigne, 
Have made thee fear'd and honor'd of the people, 
Ioyne we together for the publicke good, 
In what we can,to bridle and ſuppreſle 
Thepride of Suffalke, and the Cardinall, 
With Somerſets and Buckinghams Ambition, 
Andas we may, cheriſh Duke Humfries deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. Des 
War. $0 God helpe Warwicke, as he loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Countrey. 
Yer. And ſofayes Yorke, 


| For he hath greateſt cauſe. | 


Sal. Then lets make haſte away, 
And looke unto the maine? 

Warw. Vnto the maine? 
That Maine,which by maine force Warwickedid winne 
And would have kept,ſo long asbreath did laſt; 


: Main | : : 
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Main-chancefather you meant,but I meant Aſaine, 
W hich 1 will win from France, ar elſe be ſlaine. 
Exit Warwicke,and Salisbary. CManet Torke. 
Yorke. eAnjon and Maine are giventothe French, 
Paricis loſt,the ſtate of AX ormanady | 
Stands on a tickle point,now they are gone: 
Suffolke concluded on the Articles, 2 
The Pecres agreed, and Henry was well pleas d, 
To change two Dukedomes for a Dukes faire daughter. 
I cannot blame them all,what is't to them? | 
'Tis thine they give away , and nottheir owne. 
| Pirates may make cheape penyworths of their pillage, 
And purchaſe Friends,and give to Curtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone- 
While as the filly Owner of the goods 
: Weepes over them,and wrings lis hapleſſe hands, 
| And ſhakes his head,and trembling ſtands aloofe, 
While all is ſhar'd and all is borne away, 
| Ready to ſterve,and dare not touch his ovwne. 
| So Yorke mult fit, and fret,and bite his tongue, 
{ While his owne Lands are bargain'd for,and ſold: 
Methinkes the Realmes of England, France, and Ireland, 
Beare that proportion to my fleſh and blood, 
Asdid the fatall brand A/thaaburnt, 
Vnto the Princes heart of Calder: 
Anjon and Maine both given unto the French? 
Cold newes for me : for I had hope of France, 


} Even as I have of fertile Englands ſoile. 

* A day will come,when Yorke ſhall cluime his owne, 
' And therefore I willtake the evils parts, 

: And make a ſhew of love toproud Duke Humfrey, 


And whenl ſpy advantage,claime the Crowne, 
For that's the Golden marke I ſecke to hit: 
Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter uſurpe my right, 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childiſh Fiſt, 
Nor weare the Diadem spon his head, 
Whoſe Church-khke humors fits not for a Crowne. 
Then Yorke be {tilla-while,till :1medo ſerve: 

Watch thou,and wake when others be aſleepe, 
To prie into the fecrets of the State, 
Till Henry (urfetting in joyes of Jove, 

With his new Bridc, & Englands deere bought Queene, 
And Hamfrey with the Pcercs be falne at jarress 
Then will I raiſe aloft the Miike-white-Roſe, 
With whoſe ſweer ſmell the Ayre ſhall be perfum'd, 
 Andin my Standard bearethe Armes of Yorke, 
Tograpple with the houſe of Lancaſter, 
| And force perforce le make him yeeld the Crowne, 
; Whoſe bookiſh Rule, hath pull'd faire England downe. 
; : Exu Torke. 
| Enter Duke Humfrey and hts wife Elianor. | 
; Elia. Why droopes my Lord like over-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load? 

' Why doth the Great Duke H=wfrey knit his browes, 
As frowningat the Favours of the world? | 
Why are thine eyes fixt tothe ſullen earth, 

Gazing on that whichſecmes todimmethy ſight? 

' What ſceſt thou there?King Henries Diadem, 

Inchac'd with all the Honors of the world? 

If fo, gaze on,and grovell on thy face, 

Vnrill thy bead be circled-with the fame. 
. Put forth thy hand,reach at the glorious Gold. 
What,is't too ſhort ? Ile lengthen it with mine. 
And __ both together heav'd it up, 
| 'Weele both together lift our heads to heaven, 
And never more abaſeour ſight ſalow, 


all... 
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: |: You do prepare to ride unto S» 7 boys, 
: Where as the King and Queene do-meane to Hawk! 


| But as I thinke,it was by*th Cardinall, 


. From top of Honor,to Difgraces feete? 
' Away from me,and let me heare no more. | 


| With Ehanor,for telling but her dreame? 


And notbe check'd, 


; Follow I muſt, I cannot gs before, 
. While Gloſter beares this baſe and humble minds 

' Were I a Man;a Duke,and next of blood, 
'T would remove theſe tedious tumbling blockes, 
And fmooth-my way upon their headleff: neckese 
And being a woman,I will nor beſlacke 
'To play my patt in FortunesPageant. 
'Whereare you there?Sir John;nay feare not man, 
'Weare alone,here's none but thee;& I. 


Your Graces Title ſhall be multiplied.; 
Elkin. What faiſtchou man?Haft thou as yet 


As to vouchſafe one glance untothe ground. F 
Hum. O Nelb,ſwcet Nek,if thou doſt love thy Lord, 
Baniſh the Canker ofambitious thoughts: 
And may that thought,when I imagine ull 
Againſt my King and Nephew, vertuous Hexry, 
Be my laſt breathing in this mortall world. 
My troublous dreamesthis night,doth make me (ad, 
Els. What dream'd my Lord, tell me,and Ile requiteix 
With ſweet rehearfall of my mornings dreame? + || 
Hum, Me thought this ſtaffe mine Oilice-badge jy | 
Court 62) 
Was broke in twaine:by whom,I have forgot, 


And on the peeces of the broken Wand 

Were plac'd the heads of Edmond Duke of Somerſet, 

And F'liam de la Pole firſt Duke of Suffolke, ' 

This was my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes,” 
£4i. Tut,this was nothing butan argument, - 

That he that breakesa ſlicke of Gloſters grove, 

Shall loſe his head for his preſumprion. 

But liſt tomemy Hamfrey,my ſweete Duke: 

Me thought I fate in Seate of Majeſty, 

In the Cathedrail.Churchof Weſtminſter, | 

And in that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crojynd, 

Where Henry and Dame Margaret kneeled tome, 

And on my head did ſetthe Dijadem. HE. 

Hum. Nay Elianor,then mult T chide outright: 

Preſumptuous Dame,ill-nurter'd £44ner, 

Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realme? 

And the Protectors wife beloy'd of him? 

Haſt thou not worldly pleaſure at command, 

Above the reach or compaſſe of thy thought? 

And wilt thou ſtill be hammering Treachery, 

To tumble downe thy husband,and thy ſelfe, 


# 


Elia. What, what,my Lord? Are you ſo chollericky 


; 


Next time Ile kepe my dreatnes unto my ſelfe, 


angry, Tam pleas'd againes 
Emer CMeſſenger. 
Meſſ.. My Lard Proteftor, *tis his Highnes pleaſite, 


Eum. Nay benot 


H». I go-Come Nel thou wilt ride with us&: H#. 
Elia. Yes my good Lord,lle follow preſently. * 


| | 


Enter Hun, 
Hume. leſus preſerve your Royall Majeſty: 

Eli. What failt thou? Majeſty:Iam but Grace, ' © 
Hame, But by the grace of God,and Humesadvice, 


confer'd 


With CAMargerce lordane the cunning Witch, 
With Roger Bolingbrooke the Cotyurer? 


And will chey undertake rodo me good? — 
' Hume. This they have promiled.roſhew y -Highnes | 
A Spirit rais'd from depthof under ground, The 
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That ſhall make anſwere to ſuch Queſtions, 
As by your Grace ſhall be propounded him. =» 
Elianor. It is enoughylle thinke upon the Queſtions: 
When from:-Saitit-eAtbons we doe make returne; 
Wee'le ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 
Here Hume,take _ _— make _ = 
tes in this weighty cauſe. | 
With thy Confedera ghty _ 
Hum. Hume muft make merry with the Ducheſle Gold: 
Marry and ſhall:but how now.Sir John Hume? 
Seale up your Lips,and give no words but Mum, 
The buſineſle asketh ſilent ſecrecy. 
Dame £1;anor gives.Gold, to bring the Witch; 
Gold cannot come amiſſe, were ſhe a Devill. 
Yet have I Gold flyes from another Coaſt: 
1 dare notſay,from the rich Cardinall, : 
And from the greatand new-made Duke of Suffolke; 
Yet I doe finde it ſo:for to be plaine, 
They(knowing Dame-Elewors aſpiring humor) 


Have hyred me to under-mine the Ducheſſ, 
_LAndbuzzetheſe Conjurations in her brayne. 
| They ſay,A crafty Knave do's need no Broker. 


Yetam [ Suffotke and the Cardinalls Broker. 
Hume,if you take not heed,you ſhall goe neere 
Tocall them botha payre of crafty Fnaves. 
Wellſo it ftands:and thus I feare at laft. 
Humes Knavery will be the Ducheſſe Wracke, 
And her Attainture,will be Haumphreyes fall: 
Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. Exit* 
Enter three or foure Pett toncys the Armorers 


Mau being one, 


1. 'Pes. My Maiſters, let's ftand cloſe, my Lord Pro- 
tetor will come this way by and by, and then wee may 
deliver our Supplications 1n the Quill. 

2. Pet, Marry the Lord prote& him, for hee's a good 
man, Teſu bleſſe him, 


Enter Suffolke,and ©neene. 


Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 
blim:llebethe firſt ſure. 

2. Pet, Come backe foole , this isthe Duke of Suffolk, 
andnotmy Lord ProteRor. 

Seff. How now fellow: would'ſt any thing with me? 

I. Fer. I pray my Lord pardon me, 1 tooke ye for my 
Lord Protector. : 

nee, To my Lord Proteor? Are your Supplications 
to his Lord(hip?Lert me ſee them:what is thine? 

I. Pet, Mine is ,and't pleaſe your Grace, againſt [ohn 
Goodman,my Lord Cardinals Mi,for keeping my Houſe, 
and Lands.and W ife and all,from me. 

Szff. Thy Wife too ? that's ſome Wrong indeede. 
What's yours? What's heere? Againſt the Duke of Suf- 
tolke, for encloſing the Commons of Melforde, How 
now,Sir Knave? 


Whole Towneſhip. | 
Pet, Againſt my Maiſter Thomas Horner,for faying, 
or the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the 
rowne, 


Sue. What ſay'ſt thou ? Did the Duke of Yorke Lay, 


eee 


©was rightful Heiretothe Crowne? * B05 
. Fer. That my Miftreſſe was? No forſooth:my Mailter 
410,That he was;and that the King was an Vſurper, 


eee oeona ng 


2. Pet. Alas Sir , Iam but a poore Petitioner of our | 


——_——_—_—_— 


Saff. Who is there? - | 
Enter Servant. 4 015 E83 
Take this fellow in,and ſend for his Maiſter with a Purſe- 
vant preſently : wee'le heare more of your matter before 
the Kine, Exit, 
*. nee. And as for you that love to be protected 
Vnder the Wings of our Protectors Grace, 
Begin your Suites anew,and ſue to him, 
T care the Supplication. 
Away,baſe Cullions: Seffokeletthem goe.” 
All. Come,let's be gone. oY 
Lee. My Lord of Suffolke,fay,is this the guiſe? 
| Isthisthe Faſhions in the Court of England? 
Is this the Governement of Britaines Ile? 
And thisthe Royalty of A/bions Kingr 
What, ſhall King Henry be a Pupill ſtill, 
Vnder the ſurly Glofters Governance? 
AmlI a Queene in Title andinStile, - 
And muſt be made a Subje& toa Duke? 
I tell thee Poole,when inthe Citic Tours 
Thou rar'ſt a-tilt in honor of my Love, 
And ſtoPſtaway the Ladies hearts of France; 
I thought King Henry had reſembled thee, 
In Courage,Courtſhip,and Proportion: 
But ali his minde is bent to Holineſle, 
To number Ave-Mearies on his Beades: | + 
His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoſlles, 
His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ, 
HisStudy is his Tilt-yard,and his Loves 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 
I would the' Colledge of the Cardinalls 
Would chuſe him Pope,and carry him to Rome, 
And ſet the'Triple Crowne upon his Head; 


—Yy 


P--* 


- Although we fancy nor the Cardinall, ' * J 


| That were a State fit for his Holineſſe, 

Suff. Madame be patient:as I was cauſe 
Your Highnefle came to England, fo will T . 
In England worke your Graces full content; 


Lee, Beſide the haught Proteor , have we Beauford 
The imperious Churchman; Somerſet, Buckinghar, | 


But can doe more in England then the King, 
S#ff. And he of theſe,that can doe moſt of all, 

Cannot doe more in England thenthe A evils; 

Satisbary and Warwickare no ſimple Peeres. - 
Owe. Not all theſe Lords do vex me halfeſo much, 

As that prowd Dame,the Lord Protectors Wife; 

She ſweepes it though the Court wich troups of Ladies, 

Morelike an Empreſle,then Duke Hamphrezes White: 

Strangers in Court, doe take her for the Queene: 

She beares a Dukes Revenewes on her backe, 


Shall I not live tobe aveng'd on her? 

Contemptuousbaſe-borne Callor as ſhe is, * | 

She vaunted *mong[t her Minions Cother day, 

The very trayne of-her worſt wearing Gowne, 

Was better worththenall my Fathers Lands, ”- © + 

Till Swffolke gave two Dukedomes forhis Daughter. . 
Suff. Madame,my felfe have lym'da Baſh for her, | 

And plac't a Quier of ſuchenticing Birds, 

That ſhe will light toliſten to the Layes, 

And never mount totrouble you againe. 

Solet her reſt:and Madameliſt to me, 

For I am bold tocounſaile yon in this; 


Yet muſt we joyne with, him and with the Lords, -. - 


Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in diſgrace. | 


Exwu, | 


And grumbling Yorke: and not the leaſt of theſe, | 


And in her heart ſhe ſcornes our Poverty: ' 
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As for the Duke of Yorke, this late Complaint 

Will make bur little for his benefit: 

Soone by one wee'le weed them all at laſt, 

And you your ſclfe ſhall ſteere the happy Helme. Exe. 


Emer the King, Duke Humfrey,(ardinall,Bucking- 
ham, Torke,Salisbury VV arwicke,. 
and the Ducheſſe. _ 


Xing. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Somerſet,or Torke, all's one to me. 
Tor. If Yorke have ill demean'd himſelfe in France, 
Then let him be denay'd the Regent: ſhip. 
Sore. If Somerſet be unworthy of the Place, 
Let Yorke be Regent, will yeeid to him. £ 
UV Varw., Whether your Grace be worthy,yea or no, 
Diſpute not that, Yorke is the worthyer. 
Card. Ambitious VUarwicke,let thy betters ſpeake. 
Varw. The Cardinall's not my better inthe field. 
Beck. All in this preſenceare thy betters, YVVarwicke- 
V Farw. VVarwicke may live to be thebett of all. 
Salisb.Peace Sonne,and ſhew ſome reaſon Buckingham 
1 Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr'd 1n this? 
Daeene.Becauſe the King forſooth will have it ſo. 
: Humnf. Madame, the King is old enough himſelfe 
"To give his Cenſure : Theſe are no Womens matters. 
wee. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Proteor of his Excellence? 
Humf. Madame; I am Prote&or of the Realme, 
And at his pleaſure-will reſigne my Place.- 
pO Sf. Reſigneit then,and leave thine inſslence- 
Since thou wert King,as who is King,but thou? 
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, 
The Dolphin hath prevayl'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peeres and Nebles of the Realme. 
Have beene as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. . 
Car. The Commons haſt thou rackt,the Clergies Bags 
Arelanke andieane with thy Extortions. 
Some, Thy ſumptuous Buildings,and thy Wives Attyre 
Have coſt a maſle of publique Treaſure. 
Buck, Thy Cruelty in execution 
Vpon Offendors,hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee to the mercy of the Law. 
.Dnee. Thy ſale of Othces and Townes in France, 
If they were knowne,as the ſuſpett is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 
Eh Fog 0 Exit Humfrey, 
Give me my Fanne: what, Mynion,can ye not? 


| Ste gives the Ducbeſſe a box on the eare. 


I cry you mercy, Madame: was it you? 
Dxch. Was't | ? yea,l it was, prowd French-woman: 
Could I come neere your Beauty with my Nailes, 
I could ſet my ten Commandements in your face. 
King. Sweet Aunt be quiet, twasagainſt her will, 
Dach. Againſt her will,good King? looke to't intime, 
Shee'le hamper thee,and dandle thee like a Baby: 
Though in thisplace moſt Maiſter weares no Breeches, 
She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Eliavor vnreveng'd. 
t | Exit Elzanor.\ 
Buck, Lord Cardinall, I will follow El;anor, 
And liſtenafter Hamfrey,how he proceedes: 
Shee's tickled now,her Fume can necde no ſpurres, 
Sher'le gallop farre enough to her deſtruction. 
?, is  * Exit Buckingham, 


| 


To be your Regent in the Realme of France. 


falſely accus'd by the Villaine. 


\ he would be even with me:Thave good witneſſe of this; 


| This is the Law,and this Duke Zvmficres doome. # 


Enter Humfrey, 


Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being over-blowne, 
With walking once about the Quagrangle, 
I come totalke of Common-wealth Aﬀaires. 
As for your ſpightfull falſe Objections, 
Prove them , and I lye open to the Law: 
But God in mercy ſo deale with my Soule, - 
AsT in duty love my King and Countrey. 
But to the matter thar we have in hand: 
I ſay,my Soveraigne, Yorke is meeteſt man 


Suff. Before we make eleion,give me leave 
To ſhew ſome reaſon,of no little torce, 
That Yorke is moſt unmect of any man. 

Yorke. Ile tell thee, Suffolk , why Iam vnmect, 
Firſt,for I cannoc flatter thee in Pride: 
Next,if I beappointed for the Piace, 
My Lord of Somerſet will keepe me here, 
Without Diſcharge,Money,or Furniture, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands, * 
Laſt time I danc't attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was beſieg'd,famiſht,and loſt. 

t#arw. That cah 1 witneſſe,and a fouler fat 
Did never Traytor in the Land commit; 

Saff. Peace head-ſtrong Warwicke. 

#arw. Image of Pride, why ſhould I hold my peace? 


Enter Armorer andhis Man. 


Saff. Becauſe here isa man accuſed of Treaſon, 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excuſe himſelfe. 

Yorks, Doth any one accuſe Yorke for a Traytot? 

King. W hat mean'it thou,S»foke?tell me, what are 
theſe? 

_ Sxff. Pleaſeit your Majelty, this is the man 

Thatdoth accuſe his Maiſter of High Treaſon; 
His words were theſe : That Richard, Duke of Yorke, 
Was righttfull Heire unto the Engliſh Crowne, 
And that your Majeſty was an V ſurper. 

King. Say man,were theſe thy words? 

eArmo. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty,I never fayd 
nor thought any ſuch matter : God is my witnelſe, Iam 


Peter. By theſe tenne bones, my Lords, he did ſpeake 
them to me inthe Garret one Night , as wee weelcow- 
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor. | 4 

Torke, Baſe Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanicall, 
Ile have thy Head for this thy Traytors ſpeech: 
Idoe beſeechyour Royall Msjeſty, * * 
Let him hane all the rigor ofthe Law. | 

Ar. Alas, my Lord, hang me if ever I ſpake the words 
my accuſcris my Prentice, and when I did corre um 
for his fault the other day, hee did vow upon his knees 


therefore I beſeech your Majeſty , doe not calt away a 


honeſt man for a Villaines accuſation. | 
King. Vnckle,what ſhall we ſay to this in law? 
Hamf. This doome,my Lord,is I may judge: 

Let Som:rſer be Regent o're the French, 

Becauſe in Yorke this breedes {uſpition: 

And let theſe have a day appointed them 

For _ Combar,inconvenient place, ,, 

For he hath witneſſe of his ſervants matice: 


ont 1 


EE S————— 


« Le th tn. at 


" 


ym_—_ — 


——_— PY 


E ; : nt RD— 


—— 


Sew, I humbly thanke your Royall Majeſty. 
Armmwer. And I accept the Combat willingly. 
Peter, Alas, my Lord, Icannet fight ; for Gods ſake 
itry my caſe: the ſpight of my man prevaileth againſt 
99% O Lord have mercy upon me, | ſhall neverbe able 
to fight a blow 3 O Lord my heart. . : 
Hum. Sircha,or you muſt fight, or elſe be hang'd: 
King, Away WI 
Combat, ſhall be the laſt of the next moneth. Come 
Semerſet- we'll ſe thee ſent away- T2 
| Floxriſh. -Exennt. 
Fiiter the Witch, the two Priefts, and Bullingbrooke. 


Hume. Come my Maſters, the Ducheſle Itell you ex- 

&s performance of your promites. 

Bulin, Maſter Hume, wearethereforeprovided : will 
her Ladyſhip behold and heare our Exorciſmes? 

Hume. 1, what cl{c? feare you not her courage. 

Ballin, 1 have heard her reported to bea Woman of 
| aninvincible ſpirit: butir ſhall be convenient, Mafter 
Hume, that you be by her alofr, while we be bufie bc- 
low ; andſoI pray you goce in Gods Name, and leaveus. 

Exit Hume. 
Mother lordan; be you proſtrate, and grovell on the 
Earth ; John Southwell reade you, and let us to our workes 


Enter Elijanor aloft, 


Ekan, Well faid my Maſters, and welcomeall : Tothis 
geere, the ſooner the betrer, . . 
Bullin.Patience,good Lady ,Wizards know their times: 
Deepe Night, darke Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was ſet on fire, 
The thme when Screech-owles cry, and Bandogs howle; 
Andfpirits walke, and Ghoſts breake up their Graves; 
That time beſt firs the worke we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you. and feare not : whom we raiſe, 
Wewill make faſt withina hallow'd Verge. 


Here deethe Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 
Bulling brooke or Somthwell reades, Conjuro 
te, &Ce It Thunders and Lighters 
terribly : thenths Spirit 
| riſeth, 
Spirit, eAdſum. 

Witch. Aſmath, by the eternall God, 
Whoſename and power thou tremblcſt at, 
Anſwer that I aske ; for till thou ſpeake, 
Thou ſhalt nor paſſe from hence. 
Spirit. Aske what thou wilt ; that I had faid, and 

one. 


th them to Priſon: and the day of 
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with their Guard, and breaks in. 


Beldam 1 thinke we warcht youat an inch. 


Arc deepely indebted for this peece of paines ; 
My Lord Protetor will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon'd for theſe gootl deſerts. 


Away withthem, let them be clapt up cloſe, 
And kept aſunder : you Madam ſhall with us. 
Stafford take her to thee. / 

We'll ſee 
All away. 


A pretty Plot, well choten ro build upon. (well - 
Now pray my Lord, let's ſee the Devills Writ. 
What have we here ? Reads, 


The Dukgyet tives, that Henry (hall depoſe : 
But him out live, and dye a violent death, 


Well, to the reſt : 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke ? 
By Water (hall he dye, and take hu end, 

What ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſer * 

Let him ſhunne (atles, 

Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plaines, 

T hen where ( aftles mounted ſtand, 

Come, come, my Lords, , 

Theſe Oracles are hardly attatn'd, 
And hardly underſtood. 


With him, the husband of this lovely Lady : 
Thither goestheſe Newes, 

As faſt as horſe can carry them : 

A forry breakfaſt for my Lord Proteor. . 
'Buc.Your Grace fhall give meleave, my Lord 
To be the Poſte, in hope of his reward. | 
'Torke. Ar your pleaſure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe? 

Enter a Servingman. 

Invite my Lbrdsof Sa/ubary and Warwicke 
To ſup with me to morrow Night. Aways | 


' Enter the King, Yucene, ProteFor, Cardinall, 


Suffolke with Faulkyers hollawing . 


_ Firſt of the King. - What ſhall of hinr be- 

come : | | 

9irit, The Duke yer lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe : 

But himout-live, and dyc a violent death. | 
Bull, W hat fates await the Duke of Suffolke ? 
Ipwit. By Water ſhall he dyc,and take hisend; 
Balin, What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet? 

. Spirit. Let him ſhut Caſtles. 

Sifer ſhall he upon the fandie Plaines, 

Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand. 

lavedone, for more Thardly can endure. | 
Buling, Deſcend to Darkenefle,and the burningLake: 

Falſe fiend avoyRie. 


Exit Spirit, 


The 
—. 


I ſaw not better ſport thele ſeven yeeres day ; 
Yet by your leave, the Winde was very high, 
And ten. to one, old /oane had not gone our 


King. Bat whata point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 


And what a pyrtch ſhe flew above the relt : 
Tofee how God in all his Creatures workes, 
Yea Manand Birdsare fayne of climbing high, 
S#ff. No marvell, andit like your Majeſty, 
My Lord Protectors Hawkes doe towre ſo well, 


They know their Maſter lovesto bealoft, 


And beares his thoughts above 


Gleft. My Lord, 'tisbuta baſe ignoble minde, 
That mounts no higher thena Bird can ſore, 
0 


_ 


— 


Enter the Duke of Yorks, andthe Duke of Buckinghans 


Yorks, Lay hands upon theſe Traytors, andtheir traſh: 


W bat Madam, are youthere? theKing and Common- 


Elias, Not halfe ſo bad asthine to Englands King, 
Injurious Dake, that threateſt where's no cauſe. 
Buck. True Madam, none atall: what call you this? 


your Trinkets here all forth-comming. 


Yorks. Lord Backingham, me thinkes you watcht her 


Why thisis juſt. is e/£acida Romanos vincere poſſe, 


The King isnow in progrefſe towards Saint Albenes, 


Lee. Beleeve me Lords, for flying at the Brooke, 


bis Faulcons Pitchs 


—_— 


(weale 


Exit. 


of Yorks, 


Exeant | 


and 


| 


+ 


Card. |. 
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(ard. I thought as much , he would be above the | 
Clouds, , ; 
GloFt. 1 my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Gracecould fiyete Heaven ? 
King. The Treaſury of everlalting loy. 
Card.Thy heaven is on Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts 
Beat on a Crowne, the Treaſure of thy heart, 
Pernitious Protector, dangerous Peere, 
That ſmooth'{t it ſo with King and Commanyweale. 
G!oft, W hat Cargdinall? 
Is your Prieſt-hood growne peremptory e 
T antent animis ( wleſtibus ire, Church-men ſo hot ? 
Good Vnckle hide ſuch mallice :; 
With ſuch Holynefſe can you doe-1t? 
Suff. No mallice Sir, no more then well becomes 
So gooda Quarrell, and fo bad a Pecres 
Gloft. As who, wy Lord? 
Saff. Why, as you, my Lord, 
Avw'c like your lordly Lords ProteRorſhip. 
Gleſt. Why Suffolke, England knowes thine inſolence, 
Lace. And thy Ambition, Glo#ter. 
King. I prethee peace, good Queene, 
And whet not ontheſe too-too furious Peeres, 
For bleſſed are the Peace-makers on Earth 
Card. Let me be bleſſcd for the Peace I make 
Againſt this prowd Proteor with my Sword. 
Gloft. Faith boly Vnckle,would'c were come to that. 
Card. Marry, when thou dar'lt. 
Glo. Make up no fa&ious numbers for the matter, 


| In thine owne perſon anſwer thy abuſe. 


Card. I, where thou dar | not peepe : 
And if thou dar'it,this Evening, 
On the Eaſt ſide of the Grove. 
King, How now, my Lords ? 
Card. Beleeve me, Coutin Glofter, 
Had not your man put up the Fouie {0 {uddenly, 
We had had more ſport. 
Come with thy two-hand Sword, 
Gl. True Ynckle, are ye advis'd ? 
The Eaſt ſide of the Grove : 
Cardinall, I am with you. 
King. Why how now, Vnck!ie Gloiter ? 
Gtoft. Talking of Hawking z+ nothing elſe, my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Prieſt, 
Te ſhave your Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fence ſhall faile. | | 
Card, Medie teipſums, Protector ſee to't well, protect 
your {cife. 
King, The Windes grow high, 
So doe your Stomackes Loras : 
How irkeſome is this Muſicke to my heart ? 


' When ſuch Strings jarre, what hope of Harmony ? 
Tpray my Lordslet me compound this rite, 


Enter one crying 4 Atmactle. 


Gleſt. What meancs this noyſe ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclaime ? 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. 


Snffoike. Come to the King, and tell him what Mirae | 


cle. | 

One. Forſooth,-a blind man at Saint Albones Shrine, 
Within this halfe houre hath receiv'd his fight, 
A manthat ne're ſaw in his life before. 

King. Now God be prais'd, that to beleeving Soules 
Gives Light in Darkenefle, Comfort in Deſpaire. 


_ But (till remember what the Lord hath done. 


| Tothis holy Shrine ? 


| Letme ſce thine Eyes ; winck now, now openthel, 


kk 


Enter the Mayor of Saint Albones, ana bis © 
Brethren, bearing the man betweene 
two in « (hare. 
Card. Here comes the Towneſ-men, on Proceſſion 
Topreſent your Highnefle with the man. , 
King, Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 
Although by his ſight his finne be multiplyed. = 
G/o5t.Stand by, my Maſters, bring him neere the King, 
His highneſle pleafureis to talke with him. b 
Kg. Good-tellow, tell us here the circumſtance 
That we for thee may gloritic the Lord. 
What, haſt thou beene long blind, and now reſtor'd? 
Sip. Borne bliud, and't pleaſe your Grace, 
Wife. I indeed was hee 
Suff. What Woman is this? 
Wife. His Wife, and'tlike your Worſhip. 


Gleft. Hadſt thou beene his Mother, thou could | 


have better told. 
Kimg. Where wert thou borne? 
Simpce At Barwicke in the North , and like yay 
Graces | 
King. Poore ſoule, 
Godsgoodneſſe hath beene great to thee : 
Let never Day nor Night unballowed paſſe, 


2xee. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam'ft thou here by Chance,or of Devotion, 


Sizip, God knowes of pure Devotion, 
Being call*d a hundredtimes, and offner, 
In my ſleepe, by good Saint 4lbor : | 
Who ſaid ; Symon, come : come offer at my Shrine, 
And I will helpe thee. LNG 
Wife. Molt true, forſ{ooth : | 
And many timeand oft my ſelfe have heard a Voyce, 
Tocall himſo. 
Card. What, art thou lame ? 
Simp. 1, God Almighty helpe me. 
Suff. How cam'lt thou ſo? 
Simp. A fall off of a Tree. 
Wife, A Plum-trre, Maſter. + 
Gloft. How long haſt thou beeneblind ? 
Simpe. O borne ſo, Maſter. 
Gloi?. What, and would'ſt climbe a Tree ? 
Simpc. But that in all my life, when 1 was a youth- 
Wife. Too true, and bought his climbing very deare, 
Glo.*Maſle, thou lov'dſt Plummes well, that would' 
venture ſo, | | 
Simp, Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſoar | 
—— and made mee climbe, with danger of wy 
Life. 
G/oefF. AſubtillKnave, but yer it ſhall not ſerve 3. 


In my opinion, yet thou ſceſt not well. 
Singpc. Yes Maſter, cleareas day, I thanke God and 
Saint Albon. | 
Gle#. Say'ſtthoume ſo : what Colour isthis Cloake 
of? - 5 eb 
Simpe. Red Maſter, Redas blood. : 
Gloff. Why that's well aid : What Colour 1s 0 
Gowne of ? 
Simp. Blacke forſooth, Coale-blacke, as Iet,  . 
King. Why then, thou know'ſt ,what Colour Jet 


St. 


of ? * 
Suff. And yet I thinke, Iet did henever {cc- | 
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many. 


Ghft. Nor his? _.. 
Sompc. No indeed 1 Maſter. 
Glif, What's thincowne Newe ? nit wrt 
Simpe, Saunder Sirpoxe, and if itpleaſe you, Maſter, 
Ghoſt. Then Sexnder, fitthere, | 
The lying'lt Knave in Chriſtendome. 
If thou hadſt beene borne blind, .. | 
Thou might'R as well have knowneall our Names, . 
As thus to name the ſeyerall Colours we doe wearee 
Sighe may diſtinguiſh Colours : _ 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, - 
Itisimpollible. | 
My Lords, Saint Albowe here hath done a Miracle : 
And would ye not thinke it, Cunning tobe great, 
That could reſtore this Cripple to his Legges againe? 
Simpc. O Maſter, that you could ? | 
Gleft. My Maſters of Saint Abons, 
Have you not Beadles in your Towne, 
And things called Whippes ? | 
Mayer. Yes, my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace. 
Gh#, Then ſend for one preſently. - 
Mayer. Sirrha, goe fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. 


Ghft. New fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 
Now Sirrha,if you meane to fave your ſelfe from Whip- | 
ping, leape me over this Stoole, and raome away. | 
Simp. Alas Maſter, I am not able to and alone : 
You goc about to torture me in vaine, 


Enter a Beadle with hipper. 


Gli, Well Sir, we muſt have you find your Legges. 

_ Beadle, whippe him till he leape over that ſame 
toole, | 
Bead, 1 will, my Lord, | 

Come on Sirrha, off with your Doublet,quickly. . 

Fog Alas Maſter, what ſhall I doe ? I am not able to 


After the Beadle hath hit him once, be leapes over 
the Stoole, and ruwnes away: and t 
.. .__ _ follow, andery, 4 Miracle. | 
King. O God, ſeelt thouthis , and beareft ſo long ; 
Owe, Tr made melaugh,to ſee he Villaine runne. » 
Clef. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab aways 
Wife, Alas Sir, we did it for pure need.» . : 
G4o.Letthem be whipt through every Market Towne 
Till they come ro Barwicke, from whence they came. 
; | FL - ! _ Exn. 
(ad, Duke Humfrey ha's denea Miracle to day. 
Sff. True : madethe Lame to leapeand flyc away. 
I 


. 


» 


Gleft, But you havedone more Miracles then I: 
You made inaday, my Lord, whole Townes to flye, 


| AS more at large yoar Grace ſhall-underſtand. EY. | 


| The ſixt, was Thomas of Wwoodfocke, Duke of Glofter, 


Gl#, But Cloakes and Gawnes, before this day, a | Of Lady Elianer, theProteRtorsWitc, 

5 Eee © The Ring-leader and head of all thisRour, 
wife. Never before this day, inall his life, Have praQtis'd dangerouſly againſt your Scate, 
Gl. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name ? | Dealing with Wiidhes and with Conjurers, 
Simpe. Alas Maſter, I.know not. | Whomwe have appreherided inthe Fa, ., -- | 
Glof. What's his Name ? | Rayſing up wicked Spitits from under ground, | 
Simpe, I know not, Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, | 


Andother of your Highneſſe Privy Councell, 


(7d. And ſo my Lord Protector, by thismeanes 
Your Lady is forth-comming, yetat:-London. . | 
This Newes 1 thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge ; | 
'Tis like, my Lord, you will not keepe your houre. ; 

Ghoft. Ambitious Charch-man,leave to affli my heart: ! 
Sorrow and griefe have vanquitht all my powers; 
And vanquiſhrt asI am, I yeeldto thee, 

Or to the meaneſt Groome. 

King.O God, what milchiefes workethe wicked one? | 
Heaping confuſion on their owne heads thereby. | 

Q nee, GleFter, ſee here the TainQure of thy Nelt, 
And looke thy ſelfe be faultlefle, thou wert beſt. 

Gloff. Madam, for my ſelfe, to heaven I doe appeale, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Common-weale : 
Andfor my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 

Sorry Iam to hear: whatT have heard. 

Noble ſhe is ; bur if ſhe have forgot | 

Honor and V ertue, and convers't with ſuch, 

As like to Pytch, defile Nobility ; | 
I baniſh her my Bed, and Company, | 
And give her asa Prey to Law and Shawe, | | 
That hath dis-honored GleFters honeſt Name. : 

King." Well, forthis Night we will repoſe us here? 
To morrow toward London, backeagaine, 

To looke into this Buſinefſe thorowly, 
And call theſe foule Offendorsto their Anſweres ; 
And poylc the Cauſe in Iuſtice equall Scales, 


4 


«a > 


Exenne. 
Enter Torke, Salubury, and Warwickg. 


Yorke. Now my good Lords of Salubwry and Warwicke, | 
Our ſimple Supper ended, giveme leave, | 
In this cloſe Walke, to ſatisfie my ſelfe, 
In craving your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible, to &-g/ands Crowne, 

| Salis, My Lord, Ilong to heare irat full. 


Warw. Sweet Yorke begin : and if thy clayme be good, | 


The Newvills are thy Subjects to command. 
Yorke. Then thus : 


Edwardthe third, my Lords, had ſeven Sonnes : | 


The firſt, Edward the Blacke-Prince, Prince of Wales ; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 

Lionel, Duke of Clarence: next to whom, 

Was /obhnof Gaunt, the Duke of LancaFer ; 

The fift, was Edward Langley. Duke of Torke; 


Filiaw of Windſor was the ſeventh,and laſt, 
Edward the Blacke-Prince dyed before his Father, 
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| (vailes, | 
Whoſe Became fiands ſure, whote rightfull cauſc pre- 
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hm , 
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And left behind him Richard, his onely Sonne, - | 
Emntor Buckinghaw. W ho after Edwarqthe third's death, raign'd King. 
L | , -SI5S, Till Henry Bullingbrooke, Duke of Lancaſter, 

| King. What Tidings with our Couſin DnB Theecldeſt Sonne and Heire of Johwof Gaunt, 

Bock, Suchas my heart doth trembleto ry Crown'd by the Name of Hewry the fourth, 

| Afort of naughty perſons, lewd! bent, -Seizd'on the Realme, depos'd the rightfull King, 
| Vnderthe Countenanceand eracy 'Sent hispoore Queeneto France, from whence ſhe came, |- 
| IT - ” >= | 1 : : SEND -O2 | . Ard | 
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And him to Pumfrer ;. where, as all you know, 


Harmeleſſe King Richard was murthered traitecoufly: 


Warw. Father,the Duke hath told the truth , 
Thus got the Houſe of Laricafter the Crowne, 

Yorke. W hich now they hold by force,and not 
For Richard;the firſt Sonnes Heite, being dead, 


by right: 


The iflae of the next Sonne ſhould have reign'd, = 
Sals. But Wikam of Hatfield dyed withoutan Here, 


Yorke, The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence, 
From whoſe Line I clayme the Crowne, 
Had Iſſue Phi/ip, a Daughter, 

W ho ma 


| Edmond had Iſue, Roger Earle of March ; 


Roger had Iſſue, Edmond, eAmre, and Eliavor. 


rryed Edmond Mortimer, Earle of March : 


Sal. This Edmond, inthe Reigne of Zullingbrooke, 


As I haveread, layd clayme unto the Crowne, 
And but for Owen Glendour, had beene King ; 
Who kept himin Captivity, till he dyed. 
But, to the reſt. 

Yorke. His eldeſt Siſter, Amne, 
My Mother, being Heire unto the Crowne, 


Marsyed Richard, Earle of Cambriage, 


W ho :was to £dmond Langley, | 

Edward che thirds fift Sonnes ſonne ; 

By her I clayme the Kingdome: | 
She then was Heireto: Roger, Earle of March, 
W ho was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer, ' 
Who marryed Philip; ſole Daughter 

Vnto Lexel, Duke of Clarence. 


1 So, if the iſſue of che elder Sonne 


Succeed before the younger, Iam King. 


we 


Yn 
it; 


_ (this? | 


F aw. What plaine proceeding is more plaine.then 
Henry doth clayme the Crowne from Jobnof Gaunt, 
Thefourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third': 


Till Z5onels iflue fayles, his ſhould not reigne.. 
It faylesnot yet, but flouriſhes fn thee, 


And inthy Sonnes, faire lippes of ſuch a Stocke, 


Then Father Sa/zbury, kneele we together, 
And inthis private Plot be we thz hiit, 

That ſhall falute our righttull Sovcraigne 
With honor of his Birth-right ro the Crowne. 


"Beth. Long live our Soycraigne Richard, Englands 


King» 
Yorke. We thanke you Lords : 


{ But I am not your King, till I be Crown'd, 


And that my Sword be {tayn'd 
With heart-blood of the Houſe of Laxcaiter : 
And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 


| But with adviceandbfilent [ccrecy. 


Doe you as I doc in theſe dangerous aayes, 
Winke atthe Duke of S*folkes infolence, 
At Beanfords Pride, at Somerſets Ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 


Till they have ſnar'd the Shepheard of rhe Flocke, 


That vertuous Priace,the good Duke Humfrey 


*Tis that they ſeeke ; and they, in ſecking that, 


Shall find their deaths, it Torke can prophecy, 


Salizb. My Lord, breake we off ; we know your mind 


at full. 


Faw, My heartaſſures me, that the Earleof Parwicke, 


Shall one day make the Duke of Tockea King, 
Yorke. And News, thisI doc aſſure'my ielfe. 


Richard (hall live ro make the Earle of Warwicke 


- The greateft man in Eng/and, but the King. 


Exeunt. 


Death. | | 


King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Gloſter, 


—__ 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State, -\ 
withGuard, to banſoite wo 
7 Ducbeſſe. 

King. Stand forth Dame Ehtanor Cobhars, 
Glfters Wite ; | | 
In ſight of God, and us, your guiltisgreat, 
Receive the ſenrence of the Law.for ſinne, ' ©: -* 
Suchas by Gods Booke areadwudgdtodeath; .-1 
You fouretrom hence to Priſon;huke againe: -: 
From thence, untothe place of Exeeution'; 
The Witch in Smithfield ſhall be burnt ro aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled'on the Gallowes:' 
You Madam, for you are-more Nobly borne, 
Deſpoyled of your Honor in your Lite, © +! 
Shall, after three dayes open Penance done, | 
Live in your Countrey here, in Babiſhment, - 
With Sir /ohn Stanly, in the Ile of Man. 

Ehan, Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were my 


Gloi?, Eljawor, the Law thou ſeeſt hathjudged thee 
I cannot juſtifie whom the Law condemnes . 
Mine eyesar full of teares, my heart. of griefe: - 
Ah Humfrey, this diſhonor 11thineape, ND 
Willbring thy head with ſorrow to the ground,” 
1 beſecch your Majeſty give me leave to goe ; 
Sorrow would ſollace, and mine Age would ceafe,” 


Erethou goe, give up thy Staffe, 
Hewry will to himſclte ProteRor be, 
And God ſhall be my hope; my ſtay, my guide, - 
And Lanthorne tomy feete's + * 
And goe in peace, Hamfrey, no [efſebelov'd, . 
Then when'thou wert ProteQorto thy King.” - 
Luce, Tſcenoreaſon, why a King of yeeres 
Should be to be proteQted like a Child; 
Godand King Hey governc Englands Realme : 
Give u p your Staffe, Sir, and the King his Realme- 
Gfoft. My Staffe ? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staffe: 
AS williogly doe I'the ſame religne, 
As erethy Father Henry made it mine; 
And evenas willingly at thy feete 1 leave it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive it. 
Farewell good King: when I am deadand gone, 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. .. 
42 Ex0lſer 
Luce. Why now is Hemy King .,and Margaret Queries 
And Hamfrey, Duke of Gloſter, {carce himicife, 
1 hat bearesſo ſhrewd amayme : two Pulls at once} 
His Lady baniſht, and aLimbeloptoff © 
This Staffe of Honor raught, there let it ſtand, 
Where it beſt fits tobe, in Henries hand. . 
Sf. Thus dronpes this lofty Pyne,8 hangs his ſprayes 
Thus Ekewors Pride dyesin her youngeſt dayes. 
Torke. Lords, lethim goe. Pleaſe ityour Majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combat, 
And ready arethe Appellantand Defendant, 
The Armorer and lits Man, to enter the Liſts, - 
So plealc your highneſſe to behold the fight. 
Lute. 1, good my Lord : forpurpolely therefore 
Left 1 the Court, to. ſee this Quarrell try'de. ; 
King. A Gods Name ſeethe Lyſtsand allthings fit, 
Here letthem end it, and God defend the rights - 
Yorke. I never ſaw afellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraidto fight, then is the Appellant, 
The ſervant of this Armorer, my Lords. 


_ m— — 


| 


CET 


| 


The ſecond Part of Henyy the Sixth. 


Enter at one Doore the Armorer and his Neighbors, drinking 
zo bims ſo much, that he us drunke ; and he enters wth 4 
Drumme before him. and hi Staffe, witha Sand-bagge 
faſtened 10 it ; and at the other Doore his Man, with a 
Drumme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to him. 


1. Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horzer,Idrinke toyou 
ina Cup of Sacke ; and feare not Neighbor,you ſhall doe 


well enough. ALT 
2. Neighbor, And here Neighbour, 


Charnec0» | | 
3: Neighbor. And here's a Pot of good Double-Beere 


here's a Cup of 


'} Neighbor : drinke, and feare not your Mar. 


eArmorer. Let it come ifaith ,and Ile pledge you all, 


| and a figge for Peter. 


i. Pren, Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not a- 
fraid. | | 

2. Pren. Be merty Peter, and feare notthy Maſter, 
Fight for credit of the Prentices- 

Peter, I thanke you all : drinke,and pray for me,I pray 


| you, for I thinke I havetaken my laſt Draught in this 


World. Here Robin, and if I dye,I give thee my Aporne; 
and Fill, thou ſhalt bave my Hammer : and here Tom, 
takeall the Money that I haye.. O Lord blefle me, Ipray 


| God, for I am never able to deale with my Maſter, he 


hath learnt ſo much fence already. _ 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blowes. 
Sirrha, what's thy Name: 

Peter, Peter forlooth. 

Saliz. Peter? what more ? 

Peter. Thampe. | 

Salub. Thumpe? Then 
well. 

eArmorer. Maſters, Iam come hither as it were upon 
my Mans inſtigation, to prove him a Knave,and my ſelfc 
an honeſt manz and touchingthe Duke of Yorke, I will 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queene : and therefore Peter have at thee with a 
downe-right blow. _ 

York, Diſpatch, this Knaves tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trampers, Alarum to the Combattants. 

.. They fight, and Peter frikes bim downe. 

Armorer, Hold Peter, hold, I confefle, I confeſſe Trea- 
0, 

York, Take away his Weapon:Fellow thanke God,and 
thegood Wine in thy Maſters way. ' 

Peter; O God, have I overcome mine Enemie in this 
preſence ? O Peter, thou baſt prevayl'd in right. |. 

King. Goe, take hencethat Traytor from our ſight, 
For by his death we doe perceive his guilt, 
AndGod in Tuſtice hath reveal'd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Whichhe had thought to have murther'd wrongfully. 
Come fellow, follow us for thy Reward. 


ſce thou thumpe thy Miſter 


Exennt, 


 ; Omer Duke Humfrey and his Men in 
Howrning Cloakes. 


| 6h, Thasſometimes haththe brig hteſtday a Cloud: 
| And after Summer, cvermore facceeds EY 
| Barren Winter, with His wrathfull nipping Cold; 


v Cares and Toyes abound, as Seaſons fleet. 
;What's a Clocke? . | 
Serv, Tenne, my Lord. 


—_— 


Glozt. Tenne is the hourethat was appointed me, - 
To watch the comming of my puniſht Duchele : 
Vnneath may ſhe endure the Flinty Streets, 
Totreadethem with her tender-fecling feet. 

Sweet N24, ill caathy Noble Mind abrooke 
Theabje& People, gazing on thy face, 
Withenvious Lookes ftill laughing at thy ſhame; 
Thaterſt did follow thy prowd Chariot-Wheeles, 

W hen thou didft ride in triumph through the ſtreets, 
Bur ſoft, Tthinke ſhe comes, and Ile prepare 

My teare-[tayn'd eyes, ſoſce her Miſcrics, 


Enter the Ducheſſe in a white Sheet, and aT« 
burning in her hand, with the Sherife 
and Officers. 


Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, well take her from the 
Sherife, 


Gloſter. No, ſtirre not for your lives, let her paſſe 
Elan, Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open ſhame? 
Now thoudo'ſt Penance too. Looke how they gaze, 
See how the giddy multitude doe point, | 
And nodde their far and throw their eyes onthee. 
Ah Gloſter, hide chee from their hatefulllookes, 
And inthy Cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, 
And banne thine Enemics, both mine and thine. 

Gloft. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this griefe., 

Elian, Ah Glofter, teach me to forget my ſelfe : 
For whileſt I thinke I am thy warried Wife, 
And thoua Prince, Proteor of this Land : 
Methinkes I ſhould not thus be led along, 
Mayl'd up in ſhame, with Papers on my backe, 
And follow'd witha Rabble, thatr« joyce 
To lce my teares,and heare ny deepe-fet groanes. | 
The ruthleſſe Flint doth cut my tender feer, 
And whenlT ſtart, the envious people laugh, j 
And bid me be adviſed hoy I treade. 
Ah Humfrey, can beare this ſhamefull yoake 3 
Troweſt thou, thatere Ile looke upon the World, 
Or count them happy, that enjoyesthe Sanne? 
No : Darke ſhall be my Light, and Night my.Day, 
To thinke upon my Pompe, ſhall be my Hell: 
Sometime lle ſay, I am Duke Humfreyes Wife, 
And hea Prince, and Raler of the Land ; 
Yet ſo herul'd, and ſich a Prince he was, 
As heſtood by, whileſt I, his forlorae Ducheſle, | 
Was made a wonder, and apointing ſtocke 
To every idle Raſcal follower. | 
But be thou milde, and bluſh not at my ſhame, 6 
Nor ſtirre at nothing, till the Axe of Death p 
Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 
For S*ffolke, he tharcan doe all in all _ 
With her, that hatech thee and hates us all, 
And Yorke, and impious Beaxford, that falſe Pricit, ' 
Haveall lym'd Buſhesto betray thy Wings, _ 
And flye thou how thoucanſt, they'le tangle.thee, 
But feare not thou, untill thy foot be ſnar'd, 
Nor never ſecke prevention of thy focs. | 

Gle#. Ah Nell, forbeare; thou aymeſt all awry. | 

I muſt offend, before I beattainted : | 
And had I twenty times fo many foes, |; 
Andeachof them had twenty times their power, 
All theſe could not procure me any fcathe, 
Solong as T am loyall, true, and crimelefle.. . ,_ . 
Would'ſt have me reſcue thee from this reproach? .... : . 
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T he ſecond Part of Henry the Sixth, 


Why yet thy ſcandall were not wipt away, 

But 1 in danger for the breach of Law . 

Thy greatcit helpe is quiet, gentic Ne/: 

1 pray rhee ſort thy heart to patience, 

Theſe few dayes wonder will be quickly worne. 
Emer a Herald. 


Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Moneth, 
Gteft. And my conſent ne're ask'd hereinbefore ? 

This iscloſe dealing. Well, I will be there. 

My Nell, Itake my leave; and Maſter Sherife, 


| Let not her Penance exccede tte Kings Commiſſion. 
Sher. And't pleaſe you Grace, here my — 
ayes; 


AndSir [obs Stanly is appointed now, 
Totake her with him to the Ic of Man. | 
Glo, Muſt you, Sir /ohn, prote&t my Lady here? 


Grace. 
Gleft. Entreat her notthe worſe, in that I pray 
You uſe her well : the World may laugh 2gaine, 
And I maylive to doe you kindacſſe, if you doc it her. 
And fo Sir obs, farewcll. 


Ehas, What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- 


well? | 
Gloft. Witneſſe my tearcs, I cannot ſtay to ſpeake. 


Ex«t Glofter, 


| Elan. Art thongonetoo? all comfort goe with thee, 
1 For none abides with me: my Toy, is Death : 


Death, at whoſe Name I oft hayebeene afear'd, 


- Becauſe I wiſh'd this Worlds eternity. 


Stanley, I prethee goe, andtake me hence, 
I carenot whither, for I begge no favour ; 
Onely convey me where thou artcomwanded. 
Stax. Why, Madam, that jsto the Ile of Man, 
. Thereto beug'd according to your State. 
Ele. That's bad enough, for lam but reproach : 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachfully ? > 
Star. Like toa Duchefſle, and Duke Humfreyes Lady, 
According to that State you ſhall be us'd. 
Ehan. Sherifefarewell, and better then fare, 
Although thou haſt beene Condutt of my thame. 
Shers. It is my Office, and Madam pardon me. 
£ker. I, I, farewell, thy Office is diſcharg'd':- 
: Come Stanley, ſhall we goc? 
Staw. Madam, your Pcnance done, 
Throw off this Sheet, | 
And goe wetoattyre you for our Tourney. 
 Ehan, My ſhame willnot be ſhifted with my Sheet : 
\ No, it will hang upon my richeſt Robes, 
- And ſhew it (elfe, attyre me how I can. 
Goe, leade the way, llong to ſee my Priſon. 


Emer King, Qneene, Cardinall, Suſfclke, Yorke, - 
Ear Saltibury, and _— wicke, = 
Y to the Parliament. 
King. I muſe my Lord of Gloſter is not come ; 
'Tisnot his wont tobe the hindmoſt man, 
- Whate're occaſion keepts him from us now. 
Dnee. Can younot ſee ? or will yenot obſerve 
The ftrangenefſe of his alter'd Countenance? 
With what a Majeſty he beares himſdlfe, 
How inſolentof late he is become, | NET 
How prowd, how peremptory, arid unlike himſelfe, 
Weknow thetime ſince he was mitde and affable, 
And if wedid but glance a farre-off Looke, : 


Immediately he was upon ns Knee, 


' Her. I ſummon your Grace to his Majeſties Parliament | 


Stauly. So am I given in charge , may't pleale your 


Exennt, 
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| When every one will givethe time of day, 


| Or cle conclude my words effeRuall. 


| As nextthe King, he was ſucceſſive Heire, 


| Levy great ſummes of Money through the Realme, 
' For Souldiers pay in Frence, and never ſent it? 


| To mowedowne Thornes that would annoy our Fort, 


 As18theſucking Lambe, or harmeleſſe Dove: | | 
| The Duke 1s vertaous, 'milde, and too well given, 
| Todreame on evill, or to workemydownefalle 


| For he'sdiſpoſedas the hatefull Raven. 


| Is hea Lambe ? hisSkinne is ſurely lenthim, , 


That all the Court admir'd him forſubmiſſion. - 
But mect himnow, and beit in the Morne, 


He knits his Brow, and ſhewes an angry Eye, 

And paſleth by with ſtiffe unbowed Knee, 

Difdaining duty that tous belongs. 

Small Curresare not regarded when they grinne, 

But grear men tretnble when the Lyon cores, 

And Hnnfrey is nolittle Man in England. 

Firſnote, that he isncere you in deſcent, 

And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount.” 

Me ſeemeth then, it is no Pollicy, 

Reſpefting what a rancorous mind he beares, 

And his advantage following your deceaſe, 

That he ſhould comeabour your Royall Perſon, 

Or be admitted toyeur hi ants councell. 

By flattery hath he wonne the Commons hearts: | 
And whr:n he pleaſe to make Commotion, | 
'Tisto be fear'd they all will follow him. 

Now tsthe Spring, and Weedesare ſhallow-rooted, 
Suffer them now, andth<y'le o*re-grow the Garden, 
And choake the Herbes tor want ot husbandry. 

The reyerecnt care I beare unto my Lord, 

Made me colle&theſe dangers in'the Duke. 

If it betond, call ita Womans feare : 

W hich feare, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 

I will ſubſcribe, and ſay I wreng'd the Puke | 

My Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Torke. 
Repiove my aliegation, if you can, 


Ssff. Well hzth your highnefle ſeene into this Duke; | 
And had | firſt beene put to ſpeake my mind, *© | 
I thinke I ſhould have told your Graces Tale- 

The Duchefle, by his ſubornation, 

V pon my Life began her divelliſh praQtiſes; 
Or if he were not privy to thoſe Faults, 
Yet by reputing of his high deſcent, 


And ſuch high vaunts of his Nobility, » 
Did inſtigate the Bedlam braine-ficke Ducheſle, 
By wicked meanes to frame our Soveraignes fall. 
Smooth runnesthe Water, where the Brooke jis deepe, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. 
The Fox barkes not, when he would ſteal: the Iambe 
No, no, my Soveratgns Glefter isa man 
Vnſounded yer, and full of deepe deceit. 
Card, Did he not, contrary to forme of Law, _ 
Deviſe ſtrange deaths, for ſmall offences done? 
Yorke. And did henot, in his ProteRtorſhip, 


By meanes whereof, the Townes each day revoltcd. 
Buck. Tut, theſeare petty faults to-faults unknownes | 

W hich time will bring tolight in ſmooth Duke Hanf'9 
King. My Lords at once : thecare you have of us, 


Is worthy praiſe : but ſhall I ſpeake,twy conſcicnce, 
Our Kinſman GloFer is asinnocent, © 
From meaning Treafon to our Royall Perſon, 


Q#e, Ah what's more dangerous, thenthis Wo] 


Seemes he a Dove?his feathers are but borrow'd, 


| 
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For he's enclin'd as is the ravenous Wolves. 
Who cannot ſtcalea ſhape, that meanes deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of usall,. 
| Hangs on thecutting ſhort that fraudfull man. 


Emer Sommer ſe t - 
Som, All health unto my gracious Soveraignes - 
King. Welcome Lord Somerſet : What Newes from 
France e | 
Sow. Thar all your Intereſt inthoſe Territories, 
Is vtterly bereft you: all is loſt, . ; 
King, Cold Newes, Lord Sorverſct : but Gods will be 


done. : 
Torke. Cold Newes for me : for I had hope of France, 

As firmely as I for fertile Englarxd. 

Thus are my Bloflomes blaſted inthe Bud, 

And Caterpillers cate my Leaves away : 

But Iwill remedy this geare ere long, 

Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave. 


Enter Gloceſter. LO. 
Gloceft, All happineſſe unto my Lordthe King : 
Pardon, my Licge, that I have ſtay'd ſo long. 
SuffNay Glocefter,know that thouart come too ſoone, 
Valeſſe thou wert more laya!l thenthou art : 
I doearreſt thee of bigh Treaſon here. ms 
Glecef#, Well Suffolke, yer thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreſt : 
A heart unſpotted, is not eaſily daunted. 
The pureſt Spring is not ſofrce from mud, 
As Iam cleare from Treaſon to my Soveraigne. 
Whocan accuſe me ? wherein am Iguilty ? 
Torke. 'Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you tooke Bribes of France, 
And being Protector, ſtay'd the Souldiers pay, . 
By meanes whereof, his highneſſe hath loſt France. 
GlecesF, Is it but thought ſo ? 
Whar are they that chinke it? 
| Inever rob'd the Souldiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penny Bribe from France. 
So helpe me God, as I have watchtthe Night, - 
I, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for Exg/and. 
That Doyr that efe I wreſted fromthe King, 
Or any Groat I hoorded to my uſe, 
Be brought igainſt me at my Tryall day. 
No: manya Pound of mine owne proper ſtore, 
becauſe I would not taxe the needy Commons, 
- Haye I diſpurſed to the Garrifons, 
| Andnever ask'd for reltitution. +. Pd 
|. (#4, Ir ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay ſo much. . 
Cleft. 1 ſay no more thentruth, ſo helpe me God: 
: Torke, In your ProteRorſhip, you did deviſe _ 
Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of; 
' That Fag/and was defam'd by Tyranny: ©. + 
Ghceff, Why tis well knowne, that whules I was Pro- 
| Pitty was all che fault that was 1n me :. (teor, 
For I ſhould meltat an Offendorsteares, 
Andlowly words were Ranſome for their fault : 
| Vnleſle it were a bloody Murtherer, $6 
Or foule felonious Theefe, that ficec'd poore paſſengers, 
Inver gave them condigne puniſhment. - 
| Murther indeed, that bloody fine, I tortur'd | | 
| Vovethe Felon,or what Treſpas elſe; © 
Sf. My Lord, theſe faults are caſie,quicklyanſwer'd: | 
mightier Crimesare lay'd unto your charge, | 
I hereof you cannoreaſily purge your ſelfe. 
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| My licfeſt Liegeto bemine Enemy : 


- Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd me falſe, 


| Lord Cardinall, he is your Priſoner. 


I doearreſt you in his highneſſe Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinall 
Tokeepe, untill your further time of Tryall. 

King, My Lord of Glocefter, tis my ſpeciall hope, 
That you will cleare your ſelfe from all ſuſpence, | 
My Conſcjencetells me you are innocent. 

Gleceft, Ah gracious Lord, theſe dayes are dangerous : 
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition, | 
And Charity chas'd hence by Rancours hand ; 
Foule Subornation is predominant, 

And Equitie exil'd your highneſſe Land. 

I know, their Complotisto have my Life : | 
And if mydeath might make this1land happy, 
And prove the Period of their Tyranny, 

I wonld expend it with all willingnefle. 

But mine is made the Prologue to their Play : 
For thouſands more, that yer ſaſpeR no perill, 
Wil not conclude their plotted Tragedy. 
Beaxfords red ſparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice, 
And Swffolkes cloudy Brow his ſtormy hate z 
Sharpe Buckingham unburthens with his tongue, 
The cnvieus Load that lyes upon his heart ; 

And dogged Yorke, that reachesat the Moone, 
Whole over-weening Arme I have pluckt backe, 
By falſe accuſe dothlevell at my life. 

And you, my Soveraigne Lady, withthe reſt, 
Cauſclefſchave lay'd Aigracks on my head, 

And with your beſt endeyour have ſtirr'd up 


I, all of you have lay'd your heads together, 
My ſelfe had notice of your Conventicles, 
Andall to make away my guiltleſle life. 
I ſhall not want falſe Witneſſe, to condemne me, 
Nor ſtore of Treaſons, to augment my guilt : 
Theancient Proverbe will be well etfected, 
A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 
(ard. My Liege, hisrayling is intoilcraþle. 
If thoſe that care to keepe your Royall Perſon 
From Treaſons ſecret Knife, and Traytors Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 
And the Offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, 
*Twill make them coole in zeale unto your Grace. . 
Suf. Hath h:not twit our Soveraigne Lady here 
With ignomintous words, though Clarkely coucht? 
ASif ſhe had ſuborned ſome to ſweare 
Falſe allegations, to o'rethrow his ſtate. 
Qae, But I can givetheloſer leaveto chide, . 
Gheteft, Farre tract (poke then wean: Iloſe indeed, 


And well ſuch loſers may havelcavero ſpeake. 
Back. He'll wreſtthe ſence, and hold us here all day. 


(ard. Sirs,take away the Duke, and guard him ſure, 
Gtoceft. Ah, thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch 


Before his Legges be firme to beare his body. 

Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy ſide, _ 

And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gnaw thee firſt. 
For-20od King Hemwy,thy decay I feare. Exit GloreFters 
| King-My Lords,what to your wiſdomes ſcemeth beſt, 


{ Doe, or undoe, as if our ſelfe were here. j 


Lucene: What, 
ment? LW bt | | 
King. 1 Mergeret : my heart is drown'd with gricfe, 
W hoſe floud begins to flowe within mine eyes; | 


will 'your highnefle lcave the Parlia- 
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For what's more miſerable then Diſcontent? 
Ah Vnckle Humfrey, in thy face I ſee 
The Map of Honor, Truth, and Loyalty : 
And yet, good Hamfre, 1sthe houre to come, 
That ereI prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy faith. 
What lowring Starre now envics thy eſtate ? 
That theſe great Lords, and Margaret our Queene, 
Doe ſeeke ſubverſion of thy harmelefle Life. 
Thou never didſt them wrong, nor no man wrong : 
And asthe Butcher takes away the Calfe, 
And bindsthe Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrayes, 
Bearing it tothe bloody Slaughter-houſe; 
Even ſo remorlſclefle have they borne him hence: 
And asthe Damme runnes lowing up and downe, 
Looking the way her harmelefle young one went, * 
And can doenought but wayle her Darlings lofle ; 
Even ſo my ſelfe bewayles good Glofters caſe 
With ſad unhelpefull teares, and with dimi'deyes ; 
Looke after him, and cannot doe him good : 
So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 
His fortunes I will weepe, and 'twixt each groane, 
Say, who'sa Traytor ? G/oFer he 1s none. 
Dee. FreeLords: 
Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : 
Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Afﬀaires, 
Too full of fooliſh pitty : and Glofters ſhew 
Begniles him, as the monrnetull Crocodile 
Wh ſorrow ſnares relenting paſſengers ; 
Or as the Snake, roll'd ina flowring Banke, - 
With ſhining checker'd ſiough doth iting a Child, 
That for the beauty thinkes it excellent. 
Belceve ine Lords, were none more wiſe then TI, 
And yet hexein | jadge mine owne Wit good ; 
This Gleft#r ſhould be quickly rid the World, 
. To rid us from the feare we bave of him. 
Card. That he ſhould dye, is worthy pollicy, 
But yet we want a Colour for his death : 
*Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of Law. 
S#ff. But in my mind, that wereno pollicy : 
The King will labour ſtiil to fave his Life, 
The Commons haply riſe, to ſave hisLife ; 
Andyet we have but triviall argumenr, 
More then miſtruſt, that ſhewes him worthy death. 


Exits 


Yorke. So that by this, you wouid not have him dye. 


Suff. Ah Yorke, no man alive,ſo faine as I. 


Yorke, *'Tis Yorke that hath more reaſon for his death. 


But my Lord Cardinall, and you my Lord of Swffotke, 
Say as you thinke, and ſpeake it from your Soules : 
Wer*tnotall one, anempty Eagle were ſer, 

To guard the Chicke from a hungry .Kyte, 

As place Duke Hwmfrey for the Kings ProteRor ? 


Dee. So the poore Chicken ſhould be ſure of death, 
Sf. Madam tis tiue'; and wer'tnot madneſle then, 


To make the Fox ſurveyor of the Fold ? 


{ Whobcing accusda crafty Murtherer, 


His guilt ſhould be but idly poſted over , 
Becauſe his purpoſe is not executed, 

No : let him dye, in that heis a Fox, 
By nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flocke, 


' Before his Chaps be'ſtayn'd with Crimſon blood, 


As Humfrey proy'd by Reaſonsto my Liege. 
And doe not ſtandon Quillets how to flay him : 
Beit by Gynnes, by Snares, by Subtlety, 
Sleeping, or Waking, 'tisno matter how, 


| Sohe be dead; for that is good deceit. 


W hich mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. 


| Lord S»ffzlke,you and I mult talke of thatevent. 


Dmee. Thrice Noble Suffolke, "tis reſolutely ſpoke, 
Saff. Notreſolute, except ſo much weredone; 

For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldome meant, 

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 

Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preſerve my Soveraigne from his Foe, 

Say but the word, and I will be his Prieſt. ſes. 
Card. ButI would have him dead, my Lord of Sofakte 

Ere you cantake dne Orders for a Prieſt : an 

Say you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, 

And Ile provide his Executioner, 

I render ſo the ſafety of my Liege. | 
Szff. Here is my hand, the Sedis worthy doing, 

* 2ucc, Andſofayl1. of OY 
York, And1 : and now we three have ſpokeit; 

Is skills not greatly who impugnes our doome. 


Enter a PoSte, 


Poſs. Great Lords, from Ire/ayd am I come anne, 
To fignifie, that Rebels there are up, 
And put the Engliſhmen untothe Sword, 
Send Succours (Lords) and ſtopthe Rage betime, 
Before the Wound doe grow uncurable; 
Forbeing greene, thercisgreat hope of helpe. 
Card, A Breach that craves a quicke expedientſtop, 
W hat counſaile give you in this weighty cauſe? = 
Yorke. That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thither x 
"Tis mect that luckye Ruler beimploy'd, 
Witneſle the fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. If Torke,. with all his farre-fet pollicy, 
Had beene the Regent there, in ſtead of me, 
He never would have ſtay'd in France ſolong. 
Yorke, No, notto loſe it all, as thou haſt dene. 
I rather would have loſt my life betimes, 
Then bringa burthen of dis-honour home, 
By ſtaying there fo long, till all were loſt. 
Shew me one skarre, charater'd on thy skinne, 
Mens fleſh preſerv*'d ſo whole, doe ſeldome winne. 
Lace. Nay then, this ſparke will prove a raging fire, 
If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with: 
No more, good Yorke ; ſweet Somerſet be ſtill. 
Thy fortune, Yorke, hadſt thou beene Regent there, 
Might haply have prov'd farre worſe then his. 
my W hat, worſe then nanght 2 nay, thena ſhame 
take all. | 
Somerſet, And in the number , thee, that wiſhe 
ſhame. | | | 
(ard. My Lordof Yorke, try what your fortune is: 
Thuncivill Kernes of Ireland are in Armes, 
And temper Clay with blood of Engliſhmen. 
To 1re/and will youleadea Band of men, 
ColleRted choycely, from each County ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the Iriſhmen ? 
Yorke. I will, my Lord, fo pteaſe his Majeſty, 
Suff. Why, our Authority is his conſent, 
And what we doe eſtabliſh, he confirmes ; 
Then, Noble Yorke, take thou this Taskein hand. 
Yorke. IT am content : Provide me Souldiers ,;L 
Whiles I take order for mine:owne affaires. -  ,,, 
Suff. A charge, Lord Yorke, that I'will ſee perfor d 
But now returne we to the falſe Duke Humfrey. - 
Card. No more of him : for I will deale with lum, + | 
Thathenceforth he ſhall trouble us no mores | | 
Ando breake off, theday is almoſt ſpent, 
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| Iwbss MyLord of Suffolk, within foureteene dayes 


AtBriſtow I expe& my Souldiers, 
For there Ile ſhip themall for Ireland. 


Manet Yorke, 
Yorke. Now Torke ,or never,ſtcele thy 
And change mi{doubt to reſolution 3; 
Be thatthou bop'ſt robe, or what thou art; 
Reſigne to death it is not worth th'enjoying : 
Let pale-fac't feare keepe with the meane-borne man , 
finde no harbor 1aa Royall heart, 
Faſter then Spring-time ſhowres, comes thought on 
And not/a thought, out thinkes on Digritye. 
My braine, more buſic then the labouring Spider, 
Weves tedious Snares totrap mine Enemies. 
Well Nobles, well: "is policikely done, 
Toſcnd me packing with an Hoalt of men : 
I feare me, you'but warme the ſtarved Snake, 


| Who cheriſht in your breaſts, will King your hearts, b 


'Twas men I lackt, and you wiil givethem me 3 
I take it kindly 2 yet be wellaflur'd, 

Youput ſharpe Weapons ina mad-mans hands. 
Whiles I in /relandnouriſha mighty Larid, 

I will ſtirre up in E:g/avdſome black: \turme, 
Shall blow ten thouſand Soules to heaven, or hell: 
And this fell Tempeſt ſhall nor ccatr co rage, 
Vitillthe Golden Circuit on uy inad, b 
Liketo the glorious Sunnes tranſpacant Beames, - 
Doecalme the fury of this mad-bred Flawes 

And for a miniſter of my intent, | 

I have ſeduc'd a head-{trong Kentiſhman, 

lobn (ade of Aſtford, > 

Tomake Commotion, as full well he can, 

Vnder the Title of [ohm Afortimer, 

In Ir:/and have I ſeene this {tubborne ("ade 

Oppoſe himſelfe againſt a Troupe of Kernes, 

And toughtſo long, till that his thighes with Darts 
Werealmolt like a ſharpe-quill'd Porpentine z 
Andinthe end being reicued, I have feene 

Him caper upright, like a wilde Moriſco, 

Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 

Full often, like a ſhag-hayr'dcrafty Kerne, 

Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 

And undiſcover'd, cometo me againe, 

And given me norice of their Villanies. 

Thisdevill here ſhall be my ſubſtitute , 

For that /ohn Mortimer, which now is dead, 
Inface, in gate, in ſpeech he doth refemble. 

Bythis, I ſhall perceive the Commons mind, 

How they affect che Houſe and Clayme of Yorke. 
Say he be taken,rackt, and _—_ h 

I know, nopaine they can inflit upon him, 
Willmake bim ſay, I mov'd bim to choſe Armes. 
Yythar he thrive, as'ris great like he will, 

Why then from Ircland come I with my ſtrength, 


eee eee | 


And reape the Harveſt which thar Raſcall ſow'd- 
For Humfrey ; being dead, as he ſhall be, 
And Hew-ypur apart; the next for me. Exit. 
Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the 
Marther of Duke Humfrey. 
1. Runne to my Loxdof Swffolke : let him know 
We have dif; patchrthe Duke, as he commanded. 
2. Uh, that it were to doe ; what have wedone ? 
Mever heare man ſo penitent®= Emter Suffolkg. 
1. Heere comes my Lord. 


Suff. Ile ſec:it trucly done, my Lord of Torkg.Exennt. 
fearfull thoughts 


(thought, 


Suff. Now Sirs; have you diſpatcht this thing ? 
I. I, my gbod Lord, he's dead. | eNY | 
Suff. Why thar's\well ſaid. Goe,get you ro my houſe, 
I will reward yorrfor this venturous deed: * | 
The King and all thePeeres are here at hand. 
Have you layd faite the Bed ? are-all things well; 
According as I gave direQions ? Tn: 
1. *'Tis, my good Lord; 
Suff. Away, be gone. 


Emer the King, the Q neene, (ar dinall, Suſſolke, 
Somerſet, with Atten- 
dans. wht, 
King... Goecall our Vnckle to ourpreſence ſtraight : 
Sav, we intend totry his Graceto Cay, 
[+ he be guilty, as*cis publiſhed. 
*#ff. lle call him preſently, my Noble Lord, 
King. Lordstake your places; and I pray you all 
eroccedno ſtraiter *g2inft our Vnckle Glofter,' 
Then from true evidence, of good eſteeme, 
He be approv'd in praiſe culpable. Hh, 
wee. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevayle, 
Thar taultleſſe may condemne a Noble man 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſaſpition. 


Exennt, 


Exit, 


much. F 

Enter Suffotke. © | 
How now? why look'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 
Whereis our Vnckle? what's the matter, S»ffolke? 

Szff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord: Gloſter is dead. 

Duee. Marry God forfend: DO: 

Card. Gods ſecret Iudgement-1I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe, and could'nor ſpeake a word. 

King ſounds. 15 5. os 
— How fares my Lord ? tleipe Lords, the King is 
cad. | 
Som.Rearenp his Body, wring himby the Noſe, 
Lee. Run ,goe,helpe,helpe: Oh Henry ope thine eyes 
Suff. He doth reviue againe, Madam be patient. 
Kmg. Oh heavenly God. ' 
Oxee. How fares my gracious Lord? 
p Suff. Comfort my Soveraigne, gracious Henry com- 
Ore. 

King. W hat, doth my Lord of S»ffekke comfort me? 
Came he right now to ſing a Ravens Note, 
Whoſediſmall tunne berett my Virall powres : 

And thinkes he, that thechirping of a Wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound? 

Hide not thy poyſon with luch ſagred words, ” 
Lay not thy hands on me : forbeare I ſay, 

Their touch affcights meas a Serpents ting. 

Thou balefull Meflenger, out of my fight : 

Vpon thy eye-balls, murderous Tyranny 

Sits in grim Majeſty, to fright the World. 

Looke not upon me, for thine eyes are wgunding ; 
Yetdoe not goe away ; come Baſiliske. 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight : 

For inthe ſhade of death, I ſhall find joy ; 

Inlife, but double death, now Gloſter sdead. 

#ee. Why doe you rate my Lord of S»ffolke thus ? 
Alrhough the Duke was enemy to him, CER. 


| Yethe moſt Chriſtian-like laments his death ; 


And for my ſelfe, Foe as he was rome, 


Mightliquid teares, or heart-offending groancs, 


——————. —_—— 
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King. I thanke thee Nell, theſe wordes-content 'me 


Or blood-confuming ſighesrecall his Life ; ; s | 
F — 2 
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1 I would be blind with weeping, fickewith grones, . | By Suffpkes, and the Cardinall Beavfordrmeanes:'.  . 
Looke pale as Prim-roſe with RT iking ſighes, The Commons like an angry hive of Bees irdtd | 
Andallto havethe Noble Duke alive: , That want their Leader, icatter up and downe, 

What know Ihow the-world may deeme of me? - And care not who ley Bag in his revenge. ... 
| For it is knowne we were but hollow Friends : | My ſelfe have cala'd their ſpleenfull mutiny, 
It may be judg'd I made the Duke away- ; | Vatillthey heare the order of bisdeath. -  . | 
So ſhall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded, | Ming. Thathe is dead good'Warwicke, tis too true, 
And Princes Courtsbe fill'd with my reproach: But how he dyed, God knowes, not Henry: Fre! 
This get I by his death : Aye me unhappy, Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefle Corpes, . .// 
To be a Queene, and Crown'd with infamy. And comment then upon his ſodaine death. _- .. ©. 
King. Ah woe is me for Gloſter, wretched man. Warw. That ſhall Idoe my Licge : Stay Salrbary 
Lee, Be woe for me, more wretched then he 1s, With therude multitude, till I returne. 1 
What, Doſt thou turne away, and hide thy face ? King.O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my thoughts: | 
Iam noloathſome Leaper, looke on me. My thoughts, that labour to perſwade my ſoule, . | 
What ? Artthoulike the Adder waxen deafe? Some violent hands were laid on Humfroes life : *- 
Be poyſonoustoo, and ki)l thy forlorne Queene. If my ſuſpe& be falfe, forgiue me God, | 
Isall thy comfort ſhut in Gloiters Tombe ? For judgement onely doth belongro thee : | 
Why then Daine &{awer was ne re thy joy» Faine would I goe to chafe hispaly lips, | 
Ere& his Statue, and worſhip it, With twenty thouſand kiſſes, and to draine 
And make my Image but an Alc-houſe figne. | Vpon his face an Ocean of ſalt teares, 
Was I for this nye wrack'd upon the Sea, {| Totell wy loveunto his dumbe deaferrunke, 
And twice by aukward winde from Eng/ands banke And with my fingers feele his hand, unfeeling; 
Drove backe againe unto my Native Clime. But all in vaineare theſe meane Obſequies, 
What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winde __ forth. 
Did ſceme tofay, ſeckenot a Scorpions Neſt, And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Image : 
Nor ſet no footing on this unkind Shore. What were it but to make my ſorrow greater ? 
Whar did I then? But curſt the gentle guſts, FWarw. Come hither gracious Soveraigne, view this 
And he that loos'd tbem forth their Brazen Caves, body. | | 
And bidthem blow towards England: bleſſed ſhore, King. Thatisto ſee how deeepe my grave is made, 
Or turne our Sterne upona dreadfull Rocks ; For with his ſoulc fledall my worldly ſolace; 
| Yet Zolas would not be a murtherer, oy For ſceing him, I ſee my lite in death. 
 Butleft that hateful! office untothee. War. As {urcly as my ſouleintendstolive | 
| The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drowne meg | With that dread King that tooke our ſtateupon him, 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhore | To freeusfrom his Fathers wrathfull curſe, 
| With teares as (alt as Sea, through thy uokindneſle, I doe beleeue that violent hands were laid 
| The ſplitting Rockes cowr'd inthe finking ſands, Vpon the life of this thrice-famed Duke. 
| And would not daſh me with their ragged ſides, Suff. Adreadfull Oath,ſworne witha ſolemnetongue; 
| Becauſe thy flimy heart more hard then they, What inſtance gives Lord Warwicke for his vowt 
| Might in thy Pallace, periſh Eder, IMma'g YT. War. See how the blood is ſetled in his face. 
| As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes, Oft have I feene a timely-parted Ghoſt, 
{ When from thy Shore, the Tempeſt beate us backe, Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale,and bloodleſle, 
| I toad upen the Hatches inthe ſtorme : Being all deſcended to the labouring heart, 
And when the dusky sky, began to rob | Who in the Conflict that it holds with death, 
My carneſt-gaping-ſight of the Lands view, ArttraRts the ſame for aydance *gainſt the enemy, 
I tooke a coltly Iewell from my necke, W hich with the heart there cooles, and ne're 
A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, To bluſh and beaurifie the Cheeke againe. 
Andthrew it towards thy Land: The Sca recciv'dit, Burt ſee, his face is blacke, and full of blood : 
And ſoI wiſh'd thy body might my Heart : His eye-balles further out, than when he lived, 
And even with this, Iloſt faire Englands view , Staring full gaſtly, like a ſtrangled man :; 
And bid mineecyes be packing with my heart, | His bayre up rear'd, his noſtris ſtretch wich Rirugling? | | 
And call'd them blind and dusky Spectacles, His bands abroad diſplay'd, as one that graſpt ; 
For loſing ken of Atbions withed Coaſt, And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrength ſubdude. 
How often have I tempted Suffolkes tongue Looke on the ſheets his haire (you ſee) is ſticking, 
(Theagent of thy foule inconſtancy ) His well proportion'd Beard, maderuffe and rugg, 
Toit and watch me as Aſcanixe did, Liketo the Summers Corne by Tempeſtlodged: 
When heto madding Dido would unfold | It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 

—- Þ His Fathers Ads, commencd in burning Troy, The leaſt ofall theſe fignes wereprobable. | | 
Am1 not witcht like her? Or thounot falſe like him ? Suf. Why Warwicke, who ſhoulddoe the D.to death? 1 
Ayeme, Icanno more : Dyc Zines, ih My ſelfe and Beauford had him in proteRion, 
For Henry weepes, that thou doſt live ſolong. And we, I hope fir, are no murtherers- ; 

; War. But bothof you were vowed D. Hamfrie death. 
Noyſe within. Enter Warwicke, and many Ard you ( forſ ad the good Duke to keepe? 
( ommons. Tislike yougye xt fealt him like afriend, 
| reported, mighty So As {qo urraere Noblemes, k 
War. It is d, mig veraigne, ' wen, Tin You beli | e 
. | That good Duke Hwmfrey Traiterouſly 1s murdered As guilty of®uke Sar ics timeleſſe death. mY = 
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wWarw. Who finds the Heyfer dead,and bleeding freſh, 


And ſees faſt-by, a Butcher withan Axe, 
But will ſuſpect, 'twas 
Who Tere Partridge in the Puttockes Neſt, 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, | 
Although the Kyte ſoare with unbloudicd Beake ? 
Even ſo ſuſpitious is this Tragedy. , 


he that wade the ſlaughter 


Q#.Areyou the Butcher S»ffolke? where's your Knife? 
Is Beawford tearm'd a Kyte ? where are his Tallons ? 

Suf. I weare no Knife, to ſlaughter ſleeping men, 

But here's a vengefull Sword, rulted with cale, 

That ſhall be ſcowred in his rancorous heart, 

That dandersme with Murthers Crimſon Badge. . 

Say, if thoudar'ſt, prow'd Lord of Warwickſhire, 

ThatI am faulty in Duke Hamfr yes death. TE, 
Warw. What daresnot Warwick, if falſe Suffolke dare 
him ? | | | 

#:. He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 


Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 


Though S#foke dare him twenty thouſand times. 


Wav, Madam be tilt ; with reverence may 1 fay, 


For every word you ſpeake.in bis bebalfe, 
Isflander to your Royall Dignity. 


| S»ff. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor, 


Ifever Lady wrong'd her Lord ſo much, 

Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed, 

Some ſterne untutor'd Churle ; and Noble Stocke | 
Was graft with Crab-tree ſlip, whoſe Fruit thouart, 


And never of the Newi/s Noble Race. 


Few. But thatthe guilr of Murther bucklers*thee, 
And I ſhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting theethereby of tenthouſand ſhames, 

And that my Soveraignes preſence makes me mild, 


{ [would, falſe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 


Makethee beg pardon for thy paſled ſpeech, 
And fay,it was thy Mother that thou meant'ſt, 


'That thou thy ſelfe waſt borne in Baſtardy ; 


And after all this fearefull Homage done, 


Give theethy hyre, acd thy Soule to hell, 
Pernicious blood-ſucker of ſleeping men, 


; Swf. Thou ſhalt be waking, while I ſhed thy blood, 


Iffrom this preſence thoudar lt goe with me. 
Wary, Away even now, orT willdragthee hence, 
Vawerthy though thou att, Ile cope with thee, 
And doe ſome ſervice to Duke Humfrezes Ghoſt, _ 
Exeunt. 


Ky, What ſtronger Breſt-plate thena heartuntainted? 
| Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his Quarrell juſt ; 


And he but naked, though lockt up in Steele, 


Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice is corrupted. 


A noyſe within, 


| Ae" What noyſe is this? 


Snter Suffolke 4nd Warwicke, with their 
Weapons drawne. 


Ring. Why how now Lords ? 
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne, 


 Hereinour preſence? Dare you be ſo bold ? 


hy what tumultuous clamor have we here? 


. 


3 +» 


Sof. The trayt'rous Yarwicke, with the 
*allupon ine, mighty Soveraigne.. k. 


AVLDQS 


Tr Enter Salubuti tt: 
= Sirs ſtand apart, the KiDgFB 


| of Salisbury. 


| Miſchance unto my State by Suffolkgs meanes. 


| T have great matters to 1atpart to-thee. 


| There's two of you, the Devill made third, 


| Were there a Serpent ſeene, with forked Tongue, 


| No more l ſay : ifthou do'ſt pleadefor him, 


| Onany ground that I-am-Ryler of, - 


And let thy S»ffoke take his heavy leave. 


T— ——_— 


Dread Lord, the Commons ſend you word by me, 
Vnleſſe Lord Suffolke ſtraight be done to death, 

Or baniſhed faire Englands Territories, 

They will by violence teare him from your Pallace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death.. 
They tay, by him the good Duke Hamfrey dy'de : 
They fay, in him they teare your Highneſle death ; 
And mecere inſtin& of Love and Loyalty, 

Free from a {tubborne oppoſite intene,. 

As being thought to contradie your liking, 

Makes themrhus forward in his Baniſhments 
They ſay, in care of your moſt Royall Perſon, 

That if your Highneſſe ſhould intend to ſleepe, 
And charge, that no man ſhould diſturbe your reſt, 
In paine of your diſlike, or paine of death ; 
Yetnotwithſianding ſuch a ſtrait Edict, 


That ſlyly glyded towards your Majeſty, 

It were but neceflary you were wak't: 

Leaſt being ſuffer'd inthat harmeleſſe ſlumber, 

The mortall Worme might make the ſleepe eternall. 

And therefore doe they cry, though you forbid, 

That they will guard you, where you will, or no, 

From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe Suffolke is 3 

With whoſe invenomed and farall ſting, 

Your loving Vnckle, twenty times his worth, 

They ſay is ſhamefully bereft of life. % 
Commons within. An Anſwer from the King, my Lord 


Suff. *Tislike the Commons, rude unpoliſht hinds, - 
Could ſend ſuch Meſſage to their Soveraigne : 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be imploy'd, 
To ſhew how queint an Orator you are. F- 
Butall the Honor Se/ubary hath wonne, = 
Is, that he was the Lord Embaſlador, | 
Sent from a ſort of Tinkers to the Kings | 
Within. An anſwer from the King, or wee will all | 
breake in. | 
King. Goe Salubxry, and tellthem all from me, 
I thanke them for their tender loving care ; 
And had I not beene cited foby them, 
Yetdid I purpoſe as they doecntreat z 
For ſure, my thoughts doe hourely prophecy, 


And therefore by his Majeſty 1 ſweare, 

Whoſe farre-unworthy Deputy Lamy 

He ſhall not breathe iafeRtion 1n this ayre, 

But three dayes longer, on the paine of deach. 
ue. Oh Henry, let me pleade for gentle Suffoke. 
King. Vngentle Queene, to call him geatle Suffolke- 


Theu wilt but adde encreaſeunto my Wrath. 
Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my word ; 
But when Iſweare, it-isirrevocable; . 

If after three dayes ſpace thou here. hee'ſt found, 


The World (hallnot be Ranſome for thy Life. | 
Come F/ wicke,come good #rwicke, goc wERMe, f 
Xt, 
ue. Miſchance and Sorrow goealong with you 
Be play-fellowes to keepe you company : 


And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your ſteps. 
Saff. Ceaſe, gentle Queene, theſe Execrations, 


= — 
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Lug. Fye Coward woman, and ſoft hearted wretch, 


-Haft thou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemy? 


"4 A plague upon them : wherefore ſhould I curſle 
them ? | 

Would curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone; 
I would invent as bitter ſcarching termes, 
Ascurſt, as harſh,and horrible to heare, 

Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 

With full as many fignes of deadly hate, 
Asleane-fac'denvy 1n her loathſome cave. 

My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine carneſt words ,. 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the þeaten Flint, 
Mine hairebe fixtanend, as one diſtra& : 

I, every joynt ſhould ſeeme to curſe and ban, 
Andeven now my burthen'd heart would breake 


| Should I not curſe them. Poyſon be their drinke; 


Gall, worſe then Gall, the dainticſt that they taſte : 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade; a grove of Cypreſle Trees : 
Their cheefeſt ProſpeR, murd*ring Bafiliskes : 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lyzards ſtings : 
Their Muſicke, frightfull as the Serpents hifle, 

And boading Screech-Owles, make the Conſort full. 
All the foule terrors in darke ſeated hell- 

Due. Enough ſweer Suffolke,thoutorment*lt thy felte, 
And theſe dread curſes like the Sunne 'gainſt glaſke, 

Or like an over-charged Gun, recoile, | 
And turnes the force of them upon. thy ſelfe. 

Suff.. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 

Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 
Well could 1 curſe away a Winters night, 
Though ſtandingnaked on a Mountaine top, 
Where byting cold would neverlet grafle grow, 

Andthinke it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 

2 uce, Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe, give me thy hand, 
That { may dew it with my mournfull teares ;. e 
Nor lct the raine of heaven wet this place, 

Towaſh away my wocfull Monuments. 

Oh, could this kifle be printed inthy band, 

That thou might'ſtthinke upon theſe by the Seale, 
Through whom a thouſand fighes are breat'dfoc thee, 
So get thee gone, that I may know my griefe, 

"Tis but ſurmiz'd, whikes thou art ſtanding by, 

As onethat ſurfers, thinking ona want + 

I will repeale thee, or be wellaſſur'd , 

Adventure to bebaniſhed my ſelfe : 

And baniſhed I am, if but from thee. 

Goe, ſpeake not tome; even now be gone, 

Ohgoe not yet. Eventhus, twofriends condemn'd, 
Embrace, and kifle, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Loathera hundred'times to partthen dye ; 

Yet now farewell,and farewelllife with thee, 

' Su#ff, Thus is poore Snffoketen times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three timesthrice by thee. 

*Tis not the Land I care for, wer'*t thou henee, 

A Wildernefiz is populous enough, 

So Seffolke had thy, heavenly company : 
For wherethou art, there is the World it ſeKe, 
With every ſeverall pleaſure inthe World : 


< And where thouartnot, Deſolation. 


I can vo more : Fivethou to joy thy life; . 
My ſelfe no joyin nought, burthatthouliv'ſt, 


Wa, 


BY Enter Vanx. 


lh. 


, 


| And cry out for theeto cloſc up mine eyes: 


| Soveraigne- 


| Enough to purchaſe {uch another Iſlan 


' Dy'de he not in his bed > Where ſhould he dye? 


” * DP — 
UVaxx. To ſignific unto his Majeſty, , _ 
That Cardiuall Beasfor2 is at point of death ; 

For ſodainelya greivous fickeneſle tooke him, 

That makes him gaspe, and ſtare, and catch theayre 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing men on earth. , 
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Hanfryes Ghoſt 
Were by his {ide : Sometime, he calles the King, 
And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, TY 
Theſecrers of his over-charged ſoule, | 
And I am ſent :0 tell his Majeſty, | RY 
Thateven now he criesalowd for him. 

Lwxee. Goe tell this heavy Meſſage to the King, ' &xj, 
Aye me f! What is this World ? What newes arethe? 
But wherefore greeve Iat an houres poorelofle, 
Omitting Suffolkes exile, my ſoules Treaſure? 

Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ? * 

And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teares? 
Theirsfor the earths encreaſe; mine for my ſorrowes, 
Now getthee hence,the King thou know'lt is comming 
If thou be found by me, thou artbat dead. 

Szff. TfI depart from thee, I cannot live, 

Andinthy fight to dye, what wereit elſe, 

But like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap? 

Heere could I breath my ſoule into theayre, 
As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 

Dying with mothers dugge betweeneit's lips, 
Wheie from thy ſight, I ſhould be raging mad, 


To have thee with thy lippes to ſtop my mouth; 
So ſhould'ſt thon either turne my Aving ſoule, 
Or I ſhovld breathe it ſo into thy body, 
And then it liv'd in ſweet Elizium. 
To dye by thee, were but to dye in jeſt, 
From thee to dye, were torture more then death : 
Ohler me ſtay, befall what may befall. 
Lee. Away : Though parting be a frerfull corofive, 
It 1s applyed to a deathfull wound. 
To France ſweet Suffolke : Ler at heare from thee: 
For whereſoever thou art in this worlds Globe, 
He have an Irs that ſhall find thee out, 
S of, I gOCs Y 
Luce, Andtake my heart withthee. 
Suff. A Tewell lockt into the wofulft Caskez 
Thatever did containeathing of worth, 
Even as a ſplitted Barke, fo ſunder we : 
This way fall I to death. | 
Lee, This way for me. Even, 
Enter the King, Saliubury, and IVarmicke, t the 
Cardinallinbed, | 


King. How fare's my Lord ? Speake Beavford to thy 
Ca.If thou beeſt death, Me givethee m__—_ Treaſure, 
bl 


So thou wilt let me live, and feele no paine- 
King, Ab, what a figne it is of evill life, 

Where death's approach is ſeene ſo terrible. __ 
War. Bearford, it is thy Soveraigne ſpeakes tothe» 
Bean. Bring me unto my Triall when you will. 


Can T make men live where they will orno ? 
Ohtorture me no tore, I will confefſe. 
Alve agame? Then ſhew me where he 15, 


| 2wuee. Whither goes Vanx ſo faſt? what hewes1 | He giveathbyſandpound to looke upon him, + 
| prethee? AT OY He hath no &es, theduſt hath blinded them; 
[_ . ; ES Fg ; BE 50S —_—_ = We "2 FIG: £5 LY is Es 5 Combe.) 
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Like Lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged ſoule : 

Give me ſomedrinke, and bid the Apothecarie 

Bring the ſtrong poyſon that I bought of him. 

King. Oh thoueternall moover.of the heavens, 
Looke witha gentic eye upon this Wretch, 

Oh beateaway the bube medliag Fiend, 

Thatlayes ſtrong ſiege unto this wretches ſoule, 

And from his boſome purge this blacke deſpatre- _ 
ar. See how the pangs of death do make him grin, 
Sal. Diſturbe him not, let him pafle peaceadly. 

King. Peace to his ſoule,if Gods good pleaſure be. 
Lord Card'nall, if thou think'ſt on heavens bliſle, 


'| Hold up thy hand, make ſignall of thy hope. 


He dycs and makes no ſigne : Oh God forgive him, 
War. So bad a death, argues a monſtrous life. 
Kmg. Forbeare to-judge,for we are {innersall. 
Cloſe up his eyes, and draw the Curtaine cloſe, 


And let us all to Meditation.* Exenunt. 


eAlarum. Fight at Sea, Ordenance goet off. 
Enter Lieutenant, Suffolke, and others. 
Liew. The gaudy blabbing and remorſcfull day, 
Is crept into the boſome of the Sea : 
Andnow loud houling Wolves arouſe the Tades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night : 


| Who with their drowſie, flow, and flagging wings 


Cleape dead-mens graves; and from their miſty Iawes, 
Breathe foule contagious darkneſſein the ayre: 

Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 

For whilſt our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 

Here ſhall they maketheir ranſome ontheſand, 

0c with their blood ſtaine this diſcoloured ſhore. 

Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee. | 

Andthou that art his Mate,make boote of this : 

The other Walter Whitmore is thy ſhare. 

1.Genr, What is my ranſome Maſter, let me know. 
Ma.A thouſand Crownes,orclſe lay down your head! 


Lies. What thinke you much ro pay 2000.Crownes, 

And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? _ 
Cut both the Villaines throat, for dye you ſhall ; 
Theliyes ofrhoſe which we have loſtin fighr, 
Fe counter-poys'd with ſuch a pettie ſummc. 

. 1.Gent, lle give it fir, and therefore ſpare my lite. 
..2 Gent. Andſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. 

Wiitm, loſt mine eye in laying the prize aboord, 

Andtherefore to revenge it, ſhaltthou dye, 
And ſo ſhohld thefe; if I might have wy will. 
. Zizz. Benotſo raſh, take ranſome;ler him live. 
$f, Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
Riteme at whatthou wilt, thou ſhalt be payed. 

hit. And ſo am'T : my name is Walter Waitmore., 
How now? why ſtarts thou 2 what dot affright? 
| Saf. Thy nameaffrights me,in who isdeath: 
Acunning man did calculate my Birth, 
And told me that by water 1 ſhoulddye : 
Yer lt not this make thee be bloody-minded, 
| Thyname is Gualter, being rightly ſounded. 
FFit. Gualtieror VVatter, which itis I care not, 
Never yer did baſe diſhonour blurre our name, 
With our {word we wip'd awy the blot. 
 Mrefore, when Merchant-likeT {ell revenge, 
| Broke be my ſword, my Armes torneand defac'd, 


| And proclaim'd a Coward through the world, 


Combedowne his haire; looke, looke, it ſtands upright, | 


— ——— 


Mate. And {o much ſhall you'give, or off goes yours. 


| When I have feaſted with Queene Xargaret ? 


. And duly waited for my comming forth? | 


' Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threats more 
*. + Then Bargalws the ſtrong 1llyrian Pyrate. 
' Drones ſacke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hives ; 


Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Priſoner isa Prince, 
The Duke of Suffolke, William dela Pole. - © 
'hit.The Duke of Suffolke, muffied up in ragges? 
S#f. I, but theſe raggs are no part ofthe Duke. 
Liex. But love was never ſlaine as thou ſhalt be, 
Obſcure and lowſie Swaine,King Henries blood. . 
Suf. The honourable blood of Lancaſter 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groome: . 
Haſt thou not kiſt thy hand, and held my ſtirtop'? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when I ſhooke my head. 
How often haſt thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord, 


Remember it, and let it makethee Creli-falne, 
I, and alay this thy abortive Pride: 
How inour voiding Lobby haſt thon ſtood, 


This hand of chine hath writ in thy behalfe, 
And therefore ſhall ir charme thy riotous tongue. T 
Whit. Speake Caprtaine, ſhall I tab the forlorn Swain? 
Lies, Firit let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 
Sf. Baſe flave, thy words are blunt; and ſo art thou. 
Liex. Convey him hence, and on.our long boats ſide, 
Strike off his head. Sf. Thou dar'ſt not forthy owne. 
Lien, Poole, Sir Pools ? Lord, ES 
I kennell, puddle, finke, whoſe filth and durt | | 
Troubles the filver Spring, where England drinkes : 
Now will I dam up thisthy yawning mouth, 
For ſwallowing the Treaſure of the Realme. . 
Thy lips that kiſt the Queene, ſhall ſweepethe ground : 
And thou that ſmil'dit at good Duke Humfries death, 
Againſt the ſenſelefſe windes ſhaltgrinin vaine, 
Who in contempt ſhall hiſſe atthee againe. 
And wedded bethou to the Hagpes of hell, 
For daring to afyca mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter of a worthlefle King, 
Having neither SubjeR, Wealth, nor Diadem:; 
By diveliſh policy art thou growne grear, 
And like ambitious Syllaover-gor'd, 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart. 
By thee eAn10u and Maine were fold to France. 
The falſe revolting Normans thorough thee, 
Difdaine to call us Lord, and Piccaraie 
Hath flaine their Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts, 
And ſent the ragged Souldiers wounded home: 
The Princely Warwicke, and the Nevz/s all, 
Whoſe dreadfull ſwords were never drawue in vaine, 
As hating thee, and riſing up in Armes. 
And now the Houſe of Yorke thrult fromthe Crowne, 
By ſhamefull murther of a guiltkfle King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burnes with revenging fire, whoſe hopefull colours 
Advance our halfe-fac'd Snnne.ftriving to ſhine ; 
Vnder the which is writ, /n#it#9 aubibus. 
The Commons heere in Kentare up inarmes, 
And to conclude, Reproach,and Beggeric, 
Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 
And all by thee +away convey him hegce. - | 
- Sf. O thatI were aGod, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Vpon theſe paltry, ſervile, abjet Drudges : | 
Small things make baſe men proud. This Villaine heere, | 


' 


It is impoſſible that I ſhald dye 
CERT IM 5 


%*. . \ 


i. 


L 


| 


| brave miade, then a hard hand. eaver. TheClearke of Chatram ; hee can writeatd | 
Hol, Iſcethem, Iſce them : There's Befs Sonne, the Mb gy caſt accompt. ws. 
Tanner of Wingham. | Cade. O monſtrous! 
Sex, He ſhall have the skinnes of our enemies, to | ws. Werooke him ſetting boyes Coppics- : 
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By ſuchalowly Vaſſall as thy ſelfe. 
Thy words move Rage, and not remorſe in me : 


| 1goe of Meſlage fromthe Queene to France : 


I charge thee waft me ſafely crofſe the Channell. 
Liew. Water : W. Come Suffolke, I muſt waftthee 
to thy death. 
Suf. Gelidua timor oorupat artns, it is thee feare. 
Wal.Thou ſhalt have catſeto feare before I leave thee. 
What,are ye danted now? Now will yeſtoope? : 
I, Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him,ſpeak him fair. 
Sf. . Suffolkes Imperiall tongue is ſterne and rough ; 
Vs'd tocommand, untaught to pleade for favour. 
Farre be it, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
With humble ſuite : no, rather let my head 
Stoope tothe blocke, then theſe knees bow to any , 
Save to the God of heaven; and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Then ſtand uncover'd to the Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobiliry, is exempt from feare : 
More can l beare, then you dare execute. 
Liew. Hale him away, and let him talke no more : 
Come Souldiers, ſhew what cruelty ye can. 
Sf. That this my death may never be forgot. 
Great men oft dye by vilde Bczonians. 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandetto flave 
MurJer'd fiveet Tully. Brutres Baſtard hand 
Stab'd [x/izzs Ceſar. Savage Tilanders 
Pompey the Great, and S»ffolke dyes by Pyrats. 
Exit Walter with Suffolke. 


. Lieu, Andas for theſe whoſe ranſome we have (ct, 


It is our pleaſure one of them depart: 

Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

+ Exit Lientenant, and thereſt. 
CManet the firit Gent. Enter Water with the body. 
Wal. There let his head, and fivelefle bodie lye; 

Vntill the Queene his Miltris bury it. Exit Walter. 

T.Gent. O barbarous and bloudy ſpeRacle, 

His body will I beareuntothe King : 

If he revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 

So willthe Queene, that living, held him deere. Ext. 

Enter Bents , and Iohn Holland, 


Benz. Come and getthee a ſword , though made of a 


Lath, they have bene up theſe two dayes. 


Hol. They havethe more necdeto {leepe now then; 

Benz, [tell thee, Iacke Cade the Cloathicr, meanes to 
dreffe the Common-wealh and turne it , and ſet a new 
napupon it. | 

Hof. So he had need, "tis thred-bare. Well, I ay, 
it was never merrie world in England , ſince Gntlemen 
came up. 

Beuts. O miſerable Age: Vertue is not regarded in 
AHandy-crafts men. 

Hol. The Nobilitie thioke ſcorne to goe in Leather 
Aprons. 

Beni. Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 


| Workemen. 


Hol. True: and yet it is faid, Labour inrhy Vocati- 
on : which is as muchto ſay,as let the Magiſtrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore ſhould we be Masiſtrates. 

Bexis, Thon halt hit it: for there's no better ſigne of a 
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| ſhall have ten hoopes,and I will make it Fellony todrink 


make Dogges Leather of. 
Hol. And Dicke the Butcher. 


Benis, Then 1s fin firucke downe like an Oxe, and in | 


quities throate cut like a Calfe. 
Hol. And Smith the Weaver. 
Zes, Argo, their thred of life is ſpun. 
Hol. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 


Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Wang, 


and 4 Sawyer with infinite numbers. 


Cade, We Toby 
ther. 

But. Orrather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings, 

Cage. Forour enemies ſhall faile before us, inſpired 


Cade, ſo term'd of 'our ſuppoledF+ 


with the ſpirit of putting down Kingsand Princes, Com. | - 


mand ſilence. 

But. Silence, 

(ade. My Father wasa Mortimer. 

But, He wasan honeſt man, and a good Bricklayer, 

Cade. My mother a Plantagener. | 

Butch, 1 knew her well, ſhe wasa Midwife. 

Cage. My wife deſcended of the Lacies. 

R, But. She was indced aPedlers daughter and ſold many 

CESs 

Feaver, Butnow of late, not able to travell with he | 
furr'd Packe, ſhe waſhes buckeshere at home. 

{ ade. Therefore am I of an honorable houſe, 

But. I by my faith the field is honourable , and there 
was he borne, under a hedge : for his Father had nevers 
houſe but the Cage. 

Cage. Valiant am. 

Weaver, A muſt needs, for beggery is valiant. 

(ade. Tam able to endure much. 

But. No queſtion of that : for I have ſeenc him whipt 
three Market dayes together. 

Cage. I feare neither ſword, nor fire. 

rea. He need not feare the ſword, for his Coateisof 
proofe. | 

But. But methinkes he ſhould ſtand in feare of fires 
ing burnt th hand for ſtealing of Sheepe. 

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captaine is Brave, and 
Vowes Reformation. There ſhall be in England , feven 
halfe peny Loaves ſold for a peny: the three hoop'd pot, 


ſmall Bcere. All the Realme ſhall be in Common, andin 
Cheapfide ſhall my Palfrey gotograſſe : and when lam 
King, as King 1 will be. 

All. God ſave your Majeltie. Neb 3d 

Cade. Ithanke you good people. There ſhall bee n0 
mony, all ſhallcate and-drinke on my ſcore , and Iwil | 
apparrell them all in one Livery, thatthey may agreelike 
Brothers,and worſhip me their Lord. 

But; The fixſt thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers. 

Cade. I meane todo, Is notthis alaments 
ble thing, t the skinofan innocent Lambe ſhould 
be made Parchment ; that Parchment being ſcribeldore, | 
ſhould undoea man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, bal th, | 
"tis the Bees wax : for] did but ſeale once to a things 


» . 
I was never my owne man ſince. How now? Whos | . 


there 2, | 
Emer « Clenrke. 
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| Cade. Here's a Villaine, | ; 
ea; Ha's a Booke in his pocket with red Letters in't. 
Cade. Nay then he is Conjurer. \ 
But. Nay, he can make Obligations,and write Court 
hand, | 
Cade. Tam ſorry for't: The man isa proper 'man of 
mine Honor : unleſſe I finde him guilty, he ſhall not die. 
Come hither firrah, I muſt examine thee ; What 1s thy 
name ? 

Clearke. Emannell. | , | | 

Bur. They uſe to write it onthe top of Letters : * Twill 
go hard with you. ; 

Cade. Let me alone : Doſt thou uſeto write thy name? 
Or haſt thou a marke rothy ſelfe, like an honelt plain 
dealing man ? 

Clarke. Sir I thanke God, TI have bin ſo well brought 
| up,that I can write my name, CES 
- Al, He hath confeſt : away with him: he is a Villaine 
and a Traitor, 


and Inke-horneabout his necke, 
. Exit one with the C learke 
Enter Michael. 
Mich, Where's our Generall ? 
Cade. Heere I am thou particular fellow. PF 
Mich. Fly fly fly Sir Humfrey Stafford and his brother 
zre hard by, with the Kings Forces. 


ſhall be encountred with a man as good as himſelfe. He 
is but a Knight, is a? 

Ach. No. ; 

Cade, Tocquall him T will make my ſelfe a knight pre- 
kntly ; Riſe up Sir lob Mortimer, Now have at him. 


Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford, and bis Brother, 
with Drum and Soldiers. 


Stef. Rebellious Hinds, the filthand ſcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the Gallowes ; Lay your Weapons downe, 
Home to your Cottages : forſake this Groome. 
The King is mercifull, if you revolt, | 
Bro, But angry, wrathfull, and inclin'd to blood, 
If you goforward ; therefore yceld, or dye. 
Cade, As for theſe filken-coatcd ſlaves I paſſe not, 
Itistoyou good people, that I ſpeake, . 
| Overwhom (in timeto come) I hope to reigne : 
Forl am rightfull heyre unto the Crowne. 
Staf, Villaine, thy Father was a Playfterer, 
Andthou thy ſelfe a Sheareman, art thou not ? 
- (ade. And Adam was a Gardiner: 
Bro And what of that ?_ - ES \ Kit, 
(ade, Marry,this Edmond Mortimer Barle of March, 
marriedthe Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not? '- 
Stef. I fir. 
| Cade, By her he had two Childrenat one birth. 
| 'Sro, That's falſe, 


| - Code; I, there*s the queſtion ; Bur * fay, tis true : 
| Theelderof them being put to nurſe, | 
: Wasby a begger-woman ſtolne away, - 
B- | Ard ignorant of his birth and parentage, . 

ame a Bricklayer, whetthe came toage. 
His ſonne am I, detw'it if you cats - 

Txt. Nay, ti8yovtruc, thereforehe ſhall be Kings... : 
' Wea, Sir,he mad#a Chimney in my Fathers houſe, arid- 
tiehrickesare aliveat this day to teſtific it: _ 


| deny itnor, 


Cade. Away with him I fay : Hang him with his Pen | 


Cade. Stand villaine, ſtand, or Ile fell thee downe 2 he 


that ſpeakes he knowes not what? 
el. I marry will we, thereforeiget you:gene. 
Bro. Tacke Cade, the D. of Yorke harh taught youthis. 


Cade. He lyes, for linvented it my ſclfe. Gotoo Sir- 
rythe fit, (in whole time boyes went to Spari=counter 
be Protector over him. 


head,for ſelling the Dukedome of Aſaine. 


more then thar,he can ſpeake French, and therefore heis 
a Traitor, 


Staf. O grofſe and miſerable ignorance. 


with the tonge of an enemy, be a good Councellour , or 
no? | 
All. No, _ therefore _ have his head. 
Bro. Well, ſeeing gentle words willnotpr e, 
Affayle them whos Army ofthe King. by 7 
Staf. Herald away ,and throughout every Towne, 
Proclaime them Traytors tharare up with Cade, 
That thoſe which fiye before the battell ends, 
May evenintheir wives and Childrens fight, 
Be hang'd up for exampleat their doores : F 
Andyon thatbe the Kings friends follow me. -. Exit, 
Cade. And youthat love the Commons folloyw.me: - 


| Now ſhew your ſelves men, *cisfor Liberty. 


We willnotleave one Lord, one Gentleman : 
Spare none, but ſuch as go inclouted ſhooen, 
For they are thriftyhoneſt men,andſuch 
As would (bur that they dare not) take our parts. 
But. They are are all in order, and march toward us. 
Cade. Bart thenare we in order, when we are moſt oat 
of order, . Come, march forward.: . | | 


Alarums to the fo UA wherein both-the Staffords ave ſain. 
| Enter Cate and the re$3. WW 


Cade. Where's Dicke; the Butcher of Aſhford > 


But. Hcere fir. o | | 
(de. They fell befate thee like ſheepe and Oxen, and 


. thou behaved'(tthy ſelfe, asif thou hadſt -beene-inthine 


owne Slaughter-houſe: Therefore thus wil I reward thee, 


the Lent ſhall beeas-long-againe as iris, andrhoyſhalr 


have a Licenſeto kill fora hundred lacking one. 

But. I delireno more., /. © :. 7 
(ade, And to ſpeake truth, thou deſerv'ſt no lefſe. 
This Monument of the vitorie will I beare, and the ho- 


London, where we will have the Maiors fword bortbe- 
fore us. :- 13 5) chic! : TISINY 
Bat. If we meaneto thrive ,and do good, breake.opery 
the Gaoles, and let out:thePrifoners. ; ': ©. tv7 oe 
Cade. Feare notthat1mwhirrant thee, Come,tet's match 
towardsLondon. 218 , 9. 177 JO TOE : Ext#t, 


: 


Ce G2 
fulerhead, the Dilkg of Backinghain, and the '* © 


. 
. 


>* 
» 


- 
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"> 
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hd ee a et 
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= And 


_ Staf, And will you creditthis bate Druoges Wordes , 


tor French Crownes) I am content he ſhall reigne; bat Ile | 
Purcher, And furthermore wee'le have the Lord Sages 
(ade, And good reaſon : for thereby is England main'd 
And faineto goe with a ſtaffe,but that my puiſſance holds ' 


It up, Fellow-Kings, Itell you , that that Lord Say hath || - 
geided the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: and | 


Caae. Nay anſwer if you can: The Frenchmen are our | 
enemies.; go toothen: I ask but this:: Can he that ſpeaks | 


dies ſhall be dragg'd at my horſe heeles, till I docometo | 


9 uzene.Oft have Theard that greefeſoftensrhe mind, - 


} 


if 


rah, tellthe King from me, thatfor his Fathers ſake-Hen- | 


DP, 


Fn. 


| 


| 


] 


{ For God forbid,ſo many ſimple ſoules 


1 Thou would'{ nor halfc have mourn'd fo much for me. 


{ Andcalls your Grace Vſurper, openly, 
| His Army is a ragged multitude 


; 


. 
. 


? 


 Willparly with Jacke (ade their Generall. 


And could it not inforcethem to relent , 


' head. 


 Thereforeaway with us to Killingworth: 


_ +; 2%. Myhope isgone, nowSaffolke is deceaſt. | 
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate, 
Thinke therefore on revenge, and ceaſe to weepe. 
But who can ceaſe to weepe, and looke on this? 
Here may his head lye on my throbbing breſt : 
But where's the body that I ſhould imbrace? 
Buc. What anſwer makes your Grace tothe Rebells 
Supplication ? . 
King. le ſend ſome holy Biſhop to intreate + 


Should periſh by the Sword. And | my ſelfe, 
Rather then bloody warre ſhall cut them ſhort, 


But ſtay, le reade it over once againe. 
2%. Ahbarbarous villaines : Haththis lovely face, 
RuP'd like a wandring Plannet over me, 


That were unworthy to behold the ſame? 
King. Lord Say, lacks Cade hath ſworne to havethy 


Sey.I, but I hope your Highneſle ſhall have his. 
King. How now Madam ? | 
Stil lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death ? 
I feare me( Love) if that I had beene dead , 


Ro No my Love, I ſhould not mourne, but dye for | 
neces 
| Emer a Meſſenger, | 


King. How now? What newes? Why com'ſtthouin 
ſuch haſte ? BET, 
Hef. The Rebels are in Southwarke : Fly my Lord': 
Lacks Cade proclaimes himſelfe Lord Mortomer, - 
Deſcended from the Duke of {Zarence houſe, ' ' 


And vowes to Crowne himſelfein Weſtminſter, | 


Of Ainds gnd Pezants, rude and mercileſle ; 
Sir Hwnfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 
Hath given them heart and courage to proceede': 
All Schollers, Lawiers, Courrtiers, Gentlemen, . 
They call f?Iſe Catterpillers, and intend their death, | 
Kin,Oh graceleſſe.men : they know not what they do. 
Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Vnrill a power be rais'd to put them do wne. 
9%, Ah were'the Duke of Suffolke now alive, 
Theſe Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoone appeas'd. | 
' King. Lord Say, the Traitors hate thee, 


_ $4. So miglit your Graces perſon beindanger : | 
The fight of me is 0dious in their: eyes ; 
And therefore in this City will Litay, 
Andliye alone as fecret as 1 may. 


Enter another Meſſerigers 


Hef, Tacke Cade bath gotten London-bridge, 
The Citizens flye him and forſake their houſes : 
The Raſcall people, thirſting after prey, 

Ioyne with the Traitor, and they; joyntly ſweare 

To-ſpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. © 
Be. Thenlinger not my Lord, away,.take horſe. 
King. Come Margaret,God our hope will ſaccour us. 


King.: Farewell myLord,'t nortoKentiſh Rebels. 
Bnc. Truſt no body for feare-ydube betraid, 


Pr en 


| 


| burneallthe Recordsof the Realme, my mouth ſhales 


| Sap. The truſt T have, isin minc/innocence, | 


which ſold the Townesin France, Hethar made uspa) 


— A 


And therefore am I bold and reſolute. Exenm, 


Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enters 
two or thee Citizens below, | 


Scales. How now ? Is Jacke ( adeſlaine ? 
I.C*. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine: 

For they have wonne the Bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them : 
The L. Maior craves ayd of your Honor from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels, | 

Scales. Such ayd as I can ſpare you ſhall command, 
But Iam troubled heere with them my ſelfe. 
The Rebels have affay'd to winthe Tower. 
But get you into Smithfield ,and gather bead, 
And thithes I will ſend you CHathew Goffe, 
Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 
Ando farewell, tor I mult hence againe. Exen, 


Enter Iacke Cage and the reſt, and trikes bu 
ſtaffe os Londos tone, 


Cage. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And heere {;tting upon LondonStone, 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coſt 
The pifſing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 
The firſt ycere of our raigne, 
And now henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon forany, 
That calics me otherthen Lord Mortimer, 
Enter a Souldier running. 
Sonl, Tacke Cade, Iacke (ade. 
Cage. Knecke him downethere. T hey kiln, 
But. It this Fellow be wiſe, hee'l never call yee lu 
Cage more, I thinke he hatha very faire warning. 
Dicke. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together 
in Smithfield. . 
Cage. Come, then let's go fight withthem : 
But firlt, go and ſet London Bridge on fire, 
And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 
Ccme, let's away. Ex ent one. 


eAlarums. Mathew Goffe is ſlaine, and all therdh. 
Thenenter Iacke Cade, with his Company, 


Cage. So firs: now go ſome and pull down theSwy: 
Others to'th Innes of Court, downe with themal: 

Sat, I have aſitit unto your Lordſhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordſhippe, thou ſhalt have it forthat 
word. 

Bur, Onely that the Lawes of England may comeolt 
of your mouth, 

1ohn. Maſſe *twill be ſore Law then, for he was th 
in themouth with a Speare, and 'tis not whole yet- 

Smith. Nay John,it will be ſtinking Law, for hisbretth 
ſtinkes with toſted Cheeſe. | | 

Cade. T havethought upon it, ir ſhall bee ſo, AWiys 


the Parliament of England. 

lohn, Then we are like to bave biting Statutes 
Vnleſſe his teeth bepull'd out. © 

Cade. And hence-forward all things ſhall bein Com 
mon. Enter a CHMeſſenger. | 
Meſ. My Lord, a prize, a prize, heeres the Lord50) 


oneand twentie.Fiftecnes, and one ſhilling to the 
the laſt Sublidie. 


* 
* 


Zo 
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Enter George with the Lord $ AJ» 


Cade, Well , he ſhallbe beheaded for it tentimes : 
Ah thou Say, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord,now 
art thou within point-blanke of our Iurifaition Regall. 
What canſt thou anſiver to my Majeſty,for giving up of 
Normandie unto Mounſier Baſimect, the Dolphin of 
France ? Be it knowne unco thee by theſe preſence,ceven 
the preſence of Lord Mortimer , that i am: the Beeſome 
that muſt ſweepe the Court cleane of ſuch filth as thou 
art : Thou haſt moſt traicorouſly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme,in erecting a Grammar Schoole: and where- 
2s before, our Fore-fathers had noother Bookes but the 

Score and the Tally,thou haſt cauſed printing to be us d, 

and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity,thou 

haſt buile a Paper-Mill. It willbee proved to thy Face, 

that thou haſt men about thee , that uſually talke of a 

Nowneand a Verbe, and ſuch abominable wordes , as 

no Chriſtian care can endure to heare. Thou haſt appoin- 

ted Iuſtices of Peace,to call poore men before them , a- 

bout matters they were not able toanſwere. Moreover, 

thou haſt put them in priſon , and becauſe thy .could not 

reade, thou haſt hang'd them, when (indeed) onely for 

that cauſe they have beene moſt worthy to live. Thou 

doſt ride on a foot-cloth, doſt thou not ? 

Saz. What of that ? : ; 

Cade. Marry, thou vught'ſt notto letthy horſe weare 
aCloake, when honeſter men then thou go intheir Hoſe 
and Doublets, | 

Dicke. And worke in their ſhirt too, as my ſelfe for ex- 
ample, that am.a butcher: ; 

Say. You men of Kent. 

Dic, What ſay you of Kent, | | 

Say. Nothing but this : *Tis bonaterra, mala gens. 

Cade, Away with him,away with him, he ſpeakes La- 
tine. DE, 

Say, Heare me but ſpeake , and beare mie wher'e you 

will : 
Kent inthe Commentaries (ſar \writ, 
ISterm'd the civel'ſt place of all this Ifle : 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
The People Liberall, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou artnot void of pitty» 
I fold not 24ine, I io{t not Normandie, 
Yetto recover them would loſe my life : 
lyſtice with favour have I alwayes done, 
Prayers and Teares have moy*d me, Gifts could never; 
When, have I ought exactedat your hands ? 
|Kentto maintaine, the King, the Realme and you, 
| Large gifts have 1 beſtow'don learned Clearkes, 
becauſe my Booke preferr'd me tothe King. 
[And ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the W ing-wherewith we fiye to heaven, 
Vnkſle yoube poſleft with divelliſh ſpirits, 
Youcannot but forbeare to murther me * | 
This Tongue bath parlicd unto Forraigne Kings 
br your behoofe. | 
Cade, Tut, when ftruck*ſt thou one blow in the field ? 
Say, Great men havercaching hands:oft have I ſtruck 
| Thoſethax I neve ſaw, and ſtrucke them dead. 
l on 0 monſtrous Coward j W hat, te come behinde 
es | 
S9.Theſe cheeksare palewith watchingfor your good. 
# ; on Give him a box o'th'care,and that will make'em 
v8 againe, : 


CC — 


| Say. Long ſitting to determine poore mens cauſes, 
Hath made me full of fickneſſe aud diſcſes: 

Cade, Ye ſhall have a hempen Candle then, & thie help 
of a hatchet, 

Dicke, Why doſt thou quiver man? 

Say. The Palfie,and not feare provokes me. - 

(ade, Nay he noddes at us ,as who ſhould ſay, Ile be 
even with you. Ile ſce if his head will ſtand Reddier on 
a pole, or no ; Take him away and behead him, 

Say. Tell me: wherein have I offended molt ? 

Have I affected wealth, or honor ? Speake: = 

Arc my Chelts fill'd np with extorted Gold? 

Is my apparrell iamptuous to behold ? 

Whom havel injur'd, that ye feeke my dearh? 

Theſe handsare free from guiltlefſe bloodſhedding, 
This breſt from harbouring ftoule deceitfall thoughts, 
O let me live. 

Cade. i tecleremorſe in my ſeife with his words : but 
Ile bridle it: he ſhall dye, and it be but for plcading ſo 
well for hislife. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar un- 
der his Tongue, he ſpeake not a Gods name. Goe, take 
him away I ſay,and ſtrike oft his head preſently,and then 


and ſtrike off his head , aud bringthem both upon two 
poles hither: -. | 

All, It ſhall be done, 

Say. Ah Countrimenz If when you make your prarrs, 
God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your ſelves : 


' How wouldit fare with your departed ſoules ? 


And therefore yet relent, and fave my life. 


proudeſt Pecre in the Realme ; ſhall not wearea head on 
his ſhoulders, unleſſe he pay me tribute : there ſhall not 
a maid be.married, bur ſhe ſhall pay ro me her Mayden- 
head ere they have it : Men hall hold of mee in Capite. 
And we charge and command, that their wivesbe as free 
as heart can wiſh, or tongue can tell. | 

Dickg.. My Lord, . .- 

When ſhalt we go to Cheaplide, andrake up commodi« 
ties upon Our billes ? | 
Cage, Marry preſently, 

All, O brave. | 


E nter one with the heads. 


Cade, Butis not this braver ; + 
Let them kifle one anothert Forthey lov'd well 
Whenthey werealive. Now partthem againe, 
Leaſt they conſult about the giving up | 
Of ſome more Townes in France, Soldiers, 
Deferrethe ſpoyle of the Cititie untill night ; 
For with thete borne before us, in ſteed of Maces, 
Will we ridethrough the ſtreets,and at every Corner 
Have them kifle. Away. Exit, 


eMlarnm, and Retreat Enter againe ( ade, 
and all bu rabblement. 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames ; 
Sound a parky. 
What noyſe is this Theare? - 


Dare any be ſobold to ſound Retreator Partey 
WhenI command them kill > 


| 


th. 


_ 


—_ 


| 


| 


| 


breake into his Sonne in Lawes houle , Sir /ames Cromer, | 


Cade. Vp Fiſh-ſtreete; downe Saint Magnes coryer, | 


Cade, Away with him, and do as Icommand ye : the | 


»” 


p 3 .* © ney 


j 
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| Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. 
Bac: I heerethey be, that dare and will diſturb thee: 


| Know Cade, we come Ambaſſadors fromthe King 


Vnto the Commons, whomthou haſt miſled, 
And heere pronounce free pardon tothem all, 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace. 
_ (if. What ay ye Counttimen, will yerelent 
And yeels to mercy; whit *cis oftered you, 
| Or letarabble leade you to your deaths. 
Who loves the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap and ſay ,God fave his Majeſtic; 
Who hateth him, and honors not his Father, 
Henry the fift, that made all-France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and paſle by. 

All. God favethe King, God fave the King, 
Cade, What Buckingham and Clifford are yeſo brave? 
| And you baſe Pezants,doe ye beleceve him,will you necds 
be hang'd wich your Pardons about your neckes? Hath 
my ſword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you ſhonldlecave me at rhe white-heart in Sourhwarke. 
I thought ye would never have givenoutthelſe Armes til 
you had revovered your ancient Freedome : but youare 
all Recreants and Daſtards, and delightto live inſlaveric 
' to the Nobility. Let them breake your backes with bur» 
thens, take your houſes over your heads , raviſh your 
Wivesand Daughters before your faces. For me, 1will 
| _ ſhiftfor one, and ſo Gods Curſſc light uppon you 
alt. : 

All. Wee'l follewy Caae, 
| Weell follow Cade. : 
Clif. Is Cad: the ſonne of Hewry the fift, 
{ That thas youdo exclaime you'lgo with him. 
Will he conduc you throughthe heart of France, 
And makethe meaneft of you Earles and Dakes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, tio place to flye too : 


1 Nor knowes he how tolive , but by the ſpoyle, 


Vnleſſe by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wer't , not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at 1arre, 
The fearfull French, whom you late vanquiſhed 
Should makea tart orc-ſeas, and vanquiſh you? 
Me thinkes alreadie 1 this civill broyle, 
I ſee them Lording it in London ſtreets, 
Crying Vilzago unto all they meete. * 
- Better ten thouſand baſe-bor ne Cages miſcarry, 
' Then you ſhould ſtoopeuntoa Frenchmans mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you haveloſt ; 
Spare England, for it 1s your Native Coaſt: 
Hewry hath mony, you arc ſtrong and manly : 
God on our ſide, doubt not of ViRorie. 
_e#ll. AClifford, a Clifford, 
Wee'l follow the King and Clifford. | 
Cage. Was ever Feather fo lightly blowne too & fro, 
as this multitude? The name of Henry the fift,hales them 
ro an hundred miſchiefes, and makes them leave mede- 
ſolate. 1 ſee them lay their heads together to furprize 
me. My ſword make way for me,for hecre isno ſtaying: 
in deſpight of the divels and hell, have through the verie 
| middeſt of you,and heavens and honor be witnefle, that 
' Ho want of reſolution in'mee , but enely my Followers 
baſe and ignominious treaſons, make me betake mee to 
| my heeles. | 2, Ext. 
Back. Whatgis he fled ? Goſome andfollow him, 
' And he that brings his head unto theKing, 
Shall have athouſand Crownes for his reward. 
Exennt ſome of them, - 


— —» 


Is ſtraight way claimd, and boorded with a Pyrate, 


"Tell him, Tie ſend Duke Edwwndto the Tower, 


' Or untodeath, to do my Countrey good. 


Follow me ſouldiers, weell deviſe a meane, 
To reconcile youall unto the King. 


Sonnd Trumpets. Enter King, Yneene, and 
Somerſet on the Tarras. 


King. Was ever King that joy'd an earthly Throne, 
And could coinmand no more content then I ? 
No ſooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was madea King, at nine moneths olde. 
Was never ſubject long'd to be a King, 
AsI dolong and wiſh to bea Subjet. 


Enter Buckingham aud Clifford. 


Buc, Health and glad tydings to your Majelty. 


Km, Why Buckingham,is the Traitor Cade ſurprigdf | 


Or is he but retir'd tomake him ſtrong ? 


E uter Maltitndes with Hatters about their 
Neoker 


| Clif-He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeld, 
And humbly thus with halters on their neckes, 
Expect your Highneſfſe doome of life, or death. 

King. Then heaven ſet ope thy everlaſting gates, * 
To entertaine my vowes of thankes and praiſe. 
Souldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, +- 
Andſhew'd how well you loye yonr Prince & Country: 
Continue ſiill in this ſo good a minde, 

And Henry though he be infortunate, 

Aflure your ſelves will never be unkinde : 
And ſo with thankes, and pardon to youall, 
I dodiſmiſſe you to your ſeverall Countries. 

All, God fave the King, God ſave the King. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

Aeſ. Pleaſe it your Grace to beadvertiſed, 
The Duke of Yorke is newly come from Ircland, 
And witha puiſſant anda mighty power 
Of Gallow-glaſſes and ſtout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proudarray, 
And ftillproclaimeth as he comes along, 
His Armies are onely to remove fromthee ; 
The Duke of Somerſet, whom he tearmes a Traitofe 

King. Thas ſtands my tate, *twixt Cade and Yorke 

diſtr elt, | 

Like toa Ship, that having,ſcap'da Tempeſt, 


Butnow is Cade driven backe, his men diſpierc'd, 
And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him, 

I pray thee Buckingham go and meet him, 

And aske him what's the reaſon of theſe Armes: 


And Somerſer we will commit thee thither, 

Vntill his Army be diſmiſt from him- 
Somerſet. My Lord, 

He yeeld my-felfe to priſon willingly, 


Ex enant omnes, 


King. In any cafe, be not toorough in termes, | 
For he is fierce, and catinot brooke hard cam. 4 
-% 


Buc. I willmy Lord, anddonbe tot ſoro 
As all things ſhall redound unto your good- | 
Kiny*Come wife, tet'sin, andlearne'to governe bettfrs 


[] 


For yet may England curſe my wretched m__ 
Entir 


— TIOnnn —_— 
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Cade. Fye on Ambition : fic on my (elfe, that have a 
ſword,and yet am ready to famiſh. Theſe five dayes have 
I hid me in theſe Woods, and durſt not /peepe out, for all 
the Country is laid for me ; but now am I hungry, that 
if I mighthavea Leaſe of my life for a thouſand yeares, 1 
could itay no.longer- Wherefore on a Bricke wall have 
Iclimb'd into this Garden, to ſee if I can eate Grafle, or 
picke a Sallet another while, which is not amiſſeto coole 
amansſtomackethis hor weather: and I think this word 
Sallet was borne todo me good z for many atime bur for 
aSallet, my braine-pan hadbeene cleft with a brown Bill; 
and many a time when have beene dry,& bravely mart- 
ching, it hath ſerv'd me inſteede of a,quart pot to drinke 
| in: ard now the word Sallet muft ſerve me to feed on. 


Emer Iaen. | 

[den. Lord who would live turmoyld inthe Court, 

And may enjoy ſuch quiet walkesas theſe ? 

This ſmall inheritance my Father left me, 

Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 

Iſeeke notto waxe great by others warning, 

Ocgather wealth I care not with what envy : 

Sufficeth, that I have maintaines my (tate, 

And ſends the poore well pleaſed from my gate. . 

{ds, Heete's the Lord of the ſoike come to ſeize mee 
for aſtray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. A 
Villaine, thot wilt betray me, and geta Iooo. Crownes 
ofthe King by carrying my headto him , bur Ile make 
theeeate Iron like an Oſtridge, and ſwailow my Sword 
like a great pin,ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why rude Companion, whatſoerethou be, 

| 1 know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee? 

| IFt not enough to breake into my Garden, 

Andlike a theefe tocome to rob my grounds: 

Climbing my walles in ſpight of me the Owner, | 
Butthou wilt brave me with theſe ſawcic tearmes? _ 
(ade, Brave thee? Iby the beſt blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee to. Looke on me well , I have 
eate no meare theſe five dayes , yet come thou and thy 
hve men, and if 1 doe not leave youallas dead as adoore 
naile,I pray God I may never cate grafle more. 

Iden, Nay, it ſhall ne're be ſayd,while England ſtands, 
That eAlexander 1denan Eſquire of Kent, 
 Tooke oddes ro combate a poore famiſht man. 

Oppoſe thy ſtedfaſt gazing eyesto mine, 

%e ifthou canſt out-face me with thy lookes : 

&tlimbe tolimbe, and thouart farre the leſſer ; 

Thy hand is ut a finger tomy filt, | 
Thy legge a ſticke compared with this Truncheon,/ 

My foote ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, 
Andifminearme be heaved in the Ayre, 

Thy grave is digg'd alreadie in the carth: 

as for words, whoſe greatneſſe anſwer's words, 

Let this my ſword report what ſpeech forbeares. 

Cade. By my Valour: the moſt compleate- Chainpi- 
that ever I heard. Steele, if thou turnethe edge, or, 
oUutnot out the burly bon'd Clowne in chaines of Beefe, 
crethou ſleepe in thy Sheath, I beſeech love on my knees 
thou mayſt be turn'd to Hobnailes. 


Beere they fioht. 


Olamflaine, Famine and no other hath ſlaine meylet ten 


| 


—_ 


' On Sheepeor Oxen could Ifpend my furie. 


—— 


thouſand divelles come againſt me, andgive me bur the 


ten meales I havelolt, and I'dedefie themall. Wither |} 


Garden, and be henceforth a burying place toall thatdo 
dwell in this houſe, becauſe the unconquered ſoule of 
(ade is fled. | 
Iden, Is't Cadethat I have ſlain,that monſtrons traitor? 
Sword, I will halloy thee for this thy drede, 
And hang thce o're my Tombe, when I am dead. 
Ne're ſhall this blood be wiped from thy point, 
But thou ſhalt weare it as a Heralds coate, - 
To emblaze the Honor thy Maſter got. Re 
Cade. Iden farewell,and be proud of thy victory: Tell 
Kent from me, the hath loſt her beſt man , and exhort all 
the World to be Cowards : for I that never feared any , 
am vanquiſhed by famine, not by Valour. Dyes. 
1d, How much thou wrong me heaven be my judge; 
Die damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee : 
Andas I thruſt thy body in with my ſword, 
So with T, I might thruſt thy ſoule to hell. 
Hence will I dragge thee headlong by the heeles 
Vrtoa dunghill, which ſhall be thy grave, 
And there cur off thy moſt ungracions heaJ, 
Which I will beare 1n triumph ro the King, 
Leaving thy trunke for Crowes to feed upon. Exit, 
Enter Yorke, and his Army of Iriſh, with 
$2 Drumme and: Colours, 


Yor. From Irelandthus comes Yorke to claim his right, 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henries bead. 
Ring, Belles alowd, *burnc Bontices cleare and bright 
To entertaine great Englands lawfuli King. 

Ah Sanfta Majeita) who would nor buy thee deere ? 
Let them obey, that knowesnort how toRule. 

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 

I camotgivedueaction tomy words, 


Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. © | &: 


A Scepter ſhall it bave,havel a ſoule, 
On which Ie tofle the Flenre-de-Luce of France» 


Enter Buckingham, 


Whom have we heere? Buckingham to diſturbe me? 


\ The king hath ſent him ſure ; I mult diflemble. 


Bac. Yorke, if thou meaneſt well, I greetthee well, 
Yor. Humnfrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Artthou a Meflenger, or come of pleaſure. 
Buc, A Meſſenger from Henry, our dread Licge, 
To knoty the reaſon of theſe Armes in peace. 
Or why, thou being a Subje, as Tam; , 
Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegeance {worne, 
Should raiſe ſo greata power withour his leave? 


| Ordareto bring thy Force ſoncere the Court ? 


Ter. Scarte can I ſpeake, my Choler is fo great. 
OhlI couid hew up Rockes, and fight with Flint, 


I am ſo angry attheſe abject termes. | 


And now like e-Gax Telamonins, 


/ 
I am farre better borne then is the King : | 
Morelike a King, more Kingly inmy thoughts. 

But I muſt make faire weather yeta while, 
Till Hexry be more weake, and I more ſtrong- =. a43e 
O Buckingham, Iprethee pardon me, 

That I have given noanfwer all this while : | 
My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly. 


| 


The cauſe why I have bronghtthisarmie hither, 


"rune 


» 


Is } 


——_—_ 


The ſecond Part of King Henry the Sixt. 


Isto remove proud Somerſet fromtbe King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

Buc, That is too much preſumption on thy part: 
But if thy Armes be to no other end, 
The King hath yeelded unto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. _ 

Yorke. Vponthine Honor is he Prifoner ? 

Buc. Vpon mine Honor he is Priſoner ? 

Yorke. Then Buckingham, I do diſmiſſe my Powers» 
Souldiers I thanke yoy all : diſperſe your ſelves : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges Field, 
You ſhall have pay, and every thing you with. 
And let my Soveraigne, vertuous Here, 
Command my eldeit ſonne, nay all my tonnes, 
As pledges of my Fealtie and Love, 
Ile ſend them all as willing as I live : 
Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armor, any thing I have . 
Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſer may dye. 

Banc, Yorke, I commend this kinde ſubmiſſion, 

We twaine will gointo bis Highnefle Tent. 


Enter King and «A teendants, 
King. Buckingham,doth Yorke intendno harmeto us, 
Fhat thus be marcheth with the Arme in Araje ? 
Yorke. Inall ſubmiſſion and humility, 
| Yorke doth preſent humſclfe unto your Highneſle. | 
K. Then what intends theſe forces thou doſt bring ? 
Yor. To heave the Traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againſt that monſtcous Rebell Caar, 
Whom ſince I heard to be diſcomfited. 


Enter [den with (ales bead. : 
Idn. If one fo rude, and of ſo meane condition 
May paſſe into the preſence ofa King : 
' Loe, I preſent your Grace a Traitors head, 
The head of { ade, whom I in combate flew. * 
King.The head of Cade? Great Gad,how juſt art thou? 
Ohlcr me view bis Viſage being dead, 
"That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell memy Friend, art thou the man that ſlew him? 
[den. I was, an't like your Majcltie. 
King, How artthou call'd? And whatis thy degree? 
Iden. Alexander [des, that's my name, 
A poore Eſquire of Kent, that loves the King. 
Bc. So pleaſe it you my Lord, 'twere not amiſle 
| He were created Knight for his good ſervice. 
King, Iden, kneele downe, riſeup a Knight: 
We give thee for reward a thouſand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
Idan. May 1den live to merit ſuch a bountie, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 


| Enter © neene and Somerſct. 
X.See Buckingham,Somerſet comes with th' Queene, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 
| 2m. For thouſand Yorkes he ſhall not hide his head, 
But boldly ſtand, and front him to his face, 
Tor. How now ? 1s Somerſet at libertie ? 
Then Yorke unlooſerthy long impriſoned thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the (ight of Somerſet ? 
Falſe King, why balt thov broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brooke abuſe? 
King did I call thee?no,thou art no King: 
Not fit to governeand rule multitudes, 
Which durſt not, no nor canſt not rulc a Traitor. 


| If thou dar'ſt bring them to the bayting place- 


RE 


That Head of thine doth not become a Crowne : 

Thy hand is made tograſpe a Palmers ſtaffe, 

And not to grace an awefull Princely Scepter. 

That Gold, muſt round engirt the browes of mine, 

Whoſe Smile and Frowne, like Achiles Speare 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure. 

Heere isa hand to hold a Scepter up , 

And with theſame to acte controlling Lawes: 

Give place: by heaventhou ſhalt rule no more 

O're him, whom heaven created for thy Ruler. 
Som. O monſtrous Traitor !I arreſt thee Yorke 

Of Capitail Treaſon *gainſt the King and Crowne: 

Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace. 


CCC —_—_— 


If they can brooke I bow a lence to man : 
Sirzab,call in my ſonnes to be my baile? 
I know ere they willlet me goe to Ward, + 
They'lpawne their Swords for my infranchiſement, 

2x, Call hither Chfford, bid hum come amaine, 
Toa [ol that the Baſtard boyes of Yorke 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 

Yorke. O blood-beſpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-caſt of N aples,Englands bloody Scourge: | 
The ſonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their birth, © * 
Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thidſe 
That for my Surety will refuſe the Boyes. = 

Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, Ile warrant they'l make it good, 
E wter C biffor d. 
2. And here comes (ffordto deny their baile, 


———————_ 


Yor.I thanke thee Clifford:Say whatnewes withthee? 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry looke : 
Weare thy Soveraigne Clifford, kneele againe ; 

For thy miſtaking ſo, We pardon thee. 
Clif. This is my King Yorke, I do not miſtake, 
But thou tniſtakeſt me much to thinke I do, 
To Bedlem with him, is the man growne mad? 
Keg. I Clifford, aBedlem and ambitious humor 
Makes him oppole himſclfe againſt his King. 
| Clif. He isa Traitor, let him tothe Tower, 
| And crop away that factious pate of his. 

2x. He is arreſted, but will nor obey : 

His ſonnes (he fayes) ſhall givetheir wordsfor him: 

Yor. Will you-notſonnes ? | 

Eaw. I Noble Father, if our words will ſerue, 

Rich, And if words will not,then our Weapons ſhall, 

(if. Why what a brood of Traitors have we heers? 

Yor. Looke ina Glaſle, and call thy Image ſo. 
I amthy King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor : 
Call hither tothe ſtake my two brave Beares, 
That with the very ſhaking of their Chaines, 
They may aftoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curres: 
Bid Salisbury and Warwicke come to me. 


Enter the Earles of Warwicke, and 
Salurbary. 


(tif. Are theſethy Beares? Wee'l baitethy Bears t0 death, 
And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, | 

| "Rich. Oft have 1 ſeene a hot ore-weening Cuite, 
Run backe and bite, becauſe he was with-held, 
Who being ſuffer*d with the Beares fell paw, | 
Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride, 


York. W old'ſt have me kneele? Firſt let measke of thee, | | 


4%? 


Clif. Health and all happinefle to my Lord the King, :} 


And ſuchapeecce of ſervice will you do, if 


rm... 
— 
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If youoppoſe your ſelves to match Lord Warwicke. 
{lif. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigeſted lumpe, 
Ascrooked in thy manners, asthy ſhape. 
Torke. Nay we (hal heate youthoroughly anon. 
Clif. Take heed lealt by your heate you burne your 
ſelves; 
' King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salisbury, ſhame to thy ſilver haire, 
Thou mad miſleader of thy brain-ficke ſonne, 
What wilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruifian? 
And ſecke for ſorrow with thy ſpeRacles ? 
Oh where is Faith? Oh, where is Loyalty ? 
If itbe baniſht from the froſty head, 
Where ſhall it finde a harbour in the carth ? 
Wilt thou go digge a prave to finde out Warre, 
And ſhame thine honourable age with blood ? 
| Why artthou old, and want'lt experience ? 
Or wherefore docſt abuſe it, if thou haſt it ? 
For ſhame in datie bend thy knee to me, 
That bowes unto the grave with milckie age. 
{ $4. My Lord, I have conſidered with my ſclfe 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 
Andinmy conſcience, do repute his grace 
The rightfull heire to Englands Royall ſeate. : 
King. Haſt thou not ſworne Allegeance unto me ? 
Sa. I have.. 
Kj; Canſt thou diſpenſe with heaven for ſuch an oath? 
- Sal. It is great ſinne, to ſweare unto a ſinne * 
Butgreater tinne to keepe afinfull oath : 
Who can be bound by any folemne Vow 
Todoe a murd'rous deede, to.rob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſſe Virgins Chaſtitie, 
To reave the Orphan of his Patrimonie, . _ 
Towring the Widdow from her cuſtom?d right, 
And have no other reaſon for this wrong, 
But that he was bound by a ſolemne Oath ? 
28. A ſubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter. 
King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himſclfe. 
Yorke. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou haſt, 
I am refoly'd for death and dignity. 
OlaClif.The firſt I warrant thee, ifdreames prove true. 
War. You werebelt to go to bed, and dreame againe, 
Tokeepethee from the Tempeſt of the field. 
Old Clif. Tam reſolv'd to bearca greater ſtorme, 
Thenany thou canſt conjure up to day : 
Andthat Ile write upon thy Burgonet, 
MightI but know thee by thy houſes Badge. 
War. Now by my Fathers badge, old Newi/s Creſt, 
The rampantBeare chain'd co the ragged ſaffe, 
Thisday Ile weare aloft my Burgonet, 
Ason a Mountaine top, the Cedar ſhewes; 
That keepes his leaves in pight of any ſtorme, 
Even ſo affcight thee with the view thereof. 
O14 Clif, And fromthy Burgonetlle rend thy Beare, 
Andtread it under foot with all contempt, 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Beare. 
To.Clf. And fo to Armes vidtorious noble Father, 
Toquellthe Rebels, and their Complices. 
Rich. Fic, Chatitie for ſhame, ſpcake not in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſup with Teſa Chriſt to night. 
To. Clif. Foule ſtigmaticke,that's more then thou 
j canſt tell, | 
Rich. If notin heaven, you'l ſurely ſup in hell. Exeunt, 
; _ Emer Warwickg, _ | 
Fay. Clifford of Cumberland, *tis Warwicke calles * 
Andifthou doſt not hide thee from the Beare, 


| 


w__ 


Now when the aogrie Trumpet ſoundsalarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the ewptie ayre, 
Clifford I ſay,come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee toarmes- 
Enter Yorke, ; 
War. How now my Noble Lord? Whatall a-foot. 


| 


Yor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my ftecd ; 
But matchto matchTI have encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Even of the bonnie beaſt he loved fo well. 
| Emer (llifford. 
Far. Of one or both of us the time 1s come. | 
Yor, Hold Warwicke: ſeek thee oit ſome other chace, 
For I my ſelfe muſt bunt this Deere to dearth. 


As I intend Clifford to thriveto day, 


(%f. What ſceſt thou in me Yorke? 
Why doſt thou pauſe ? 
Yorke. With thy brave bearing ſhould T be in love, 
But that thouart ſo faſt mine enemie. 
Clif. Nor ſhould thy proweſle want praiſe and eſteeme, 
But that *tis ſhewne ignobly, and in Treaſon, 
Yorke, So let it helpe me againſt thy ſword, 
ASI in juſtice, and true right expreſle it, 
Clif. My ſoule and bodie on the ation both. 
' Torke. A dreadfull lay, addreflethee inſtantly. 
Clif. La fin Corronne les oevres, Dies, 


Peace with his ſoule, heaven if it be thy will, 
' Enter young Clifford, © 

Clif. Shameand Confuſionall is on the rout; 
Feare frames duforder, and diſorder wounds 
Where it ſhould guard. O Warre, thou ſonne of hell, 
Whom angry heavens do make their miniſter, 
Throw inthe frozen boſomes of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldicrs flye. 
He that 1s truely dedicateto Warre,: 
Hath no ſelfe-love : nor he that loves himſclfe, 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circnmſiance 
The name of Valour. Olertthe vile world end, 
And the premiſed Flames of the Laſt day, 
| Knit earth and heaven together. | 
Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blaſt, 
Particularities, and petty ſounds 
To ceaſe. Was't thou ordained (O deere Father) 
To loſe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 
The Silver Livery of adviſed Age, 
And in thy Reverence, and thy Chayre-dayes, thus 
Todye in Ruifian battell ?. Even atthis ſight, 
| My heart is turn'd to ſtone : and while*tis mine, 
It ſhall be ſtony. , Yorke, not our old men ſpares : 
No more will Itheir Babes, Teares Virginall, 
Shall be-to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beantie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall ro my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax : 
Henceforth, I wili not have to doe with pitty, | 
Meet I an infant of the houſe of Yorke, 
* Irto as many.gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde Medea yong Abſprtis did. 
In cruelty, will I ſeeke out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords houſe ; 
As did c/E£neas old eAvnchiſes beare, 
So beare I thee upon my manly ſhouldiers; 
But then, e/£neas barealiving loade ; 


t EE 


VERIFIES 


, 


| 


' 
War, Then nobly Yorke,'tis for a Crown thou fightit: 


*13 Set | 
It greeves my ſoule toleave thee unaſſaild, ExitWar, 


Tor. Thus Warre hath given thee peace, for y art ſtill; 


| 


j 


| 


| 


| 
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' The ſecond Partof King Henry the Sixth, 


Nothing ſo heavy as theſe woes of mine.. 


Enter Richard, and Somerſet to fight. 


Rich. Solye thou there z 
For underneathan Ale-houfe paltry ſigne, 
The Caltle in S. e4/boxs, Somerſet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in bis death : 
Sword, hold thy teraper ; Heart, be wrathfull ill : 
Prieſts pray for enemies , but Princes kill. 
Fight. E-xcurſons. 


Enter King, Queene,and others. 
2u, Away my Lord, youare ſlow, for ſhame away. 
Kmp, Can we out-run the Heavens? Good CHMargaret 


Ys 
L#, Whatare you made of? You'l nor fight nor flye : 


Now is it manhood, wiſcdome,and defence, 
 Togivethe enemy way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, whichcan no more but flye, 

Alarum afarve off. 

If you be tane, we then ſhould ſee the botrome 

Ofall our, Fortunes : but if we haply ſcape, 

(As well we may , if not through your negle& ) 

We ſhall toLondonget, where you are lov'd, 

And wherethis breach now in our fortunes made 

May readily be ſtopt, 


Enter ( lifford. 


Cf. But that my heart's on future miſchiefe ſet, 
I would ſpeake blaſphemy ere bid you fly : 
But flye you muſt : Vncureable diſcomfite 
Reignes inthe hearrs of all our preſent parts. 
Away for yourreliefe, and we will live 
To ſee their day, and them our Fortune give. 


Away my Lord, away. Exeunt, 


| 


| 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Torks, Richard, Warwicky 
and Souldiers with Drum &- Colours, : 
Yerke. Of Salsbury, who can report of kim, 
That winter Lyon, who inrage forgets 
Aged contuſions, andall bruſh of Time : 
And likea Gallant, in the brow of youth, 
Repaires him with Occaſion, This happy day 
Isnot it ſelfe, nor have we wonre one foot, 
If Salsbury be loſt. 
Rich. My Noble Father : 
Three times to day I hope him to his horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him : Thrice T led him off, 
Perſwaded him from any further at : 
But ſtill wheredanger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And likerich hangings in a homely houſe, 
So was his will, in his old feeble body. 
But Nobleas he is, looke where he comes. 
Enter Salubury. 

+ Sal. Now by my Sword, well haſt thou fought todg; 
By th'Maſſe ſo did we all. I thanke you Richard, 
God knowes how long itis I haveto live : 

And it hath pleas'd him thatthreetimes to day 

You have defended me frow imminent death. 
Well Lords, we have uot got that which we have, 
Tisnot enough our foes are thistime fled, 

Being oppoſites of ſuch repayring Nature. 

Yorke, Iknowour ſafety 1s to follow them 

For (asI heare)the King 1s fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 


| Let us purſue him ere the Writs go forth. 


W hat ſayes Lord Warwicke, ſhalt we afterthem? 
War. After them ! nay before themif we can; 
Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day. - 

Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 

Shall be eterniz'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, © 
And more ſuch dayes as theſe, to us befall. _ Exmmty 
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vvich the death of che Duke of 
YORKE. | 
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Alaram, "x | And baſhful Heary depos'd, whoſe Cowardize, 
Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Norfolke, 3ount- Hath madeus by=words to our enemies. 
agne, WV arwicke, and Souldiers. Plant, Then leave me not, my Lords be reſolute, 
/ I meane to take poſſeſſion of my right, 
Warwicke. Warw. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beſt, 


PL hile we purſu'drhe Horſmen of North, | Dares ftirrea Wing, if #arwicke ſhake his Bells. 
He ſlyly ſtole away, and left his men : le plant P/antagenet, root him up who dares +: 
W hereat the great Lord of Northumberland, | Reſolve thee Richard, clayme the ingliſh Crowne. 
Whoſe W arlike cares could never brovuke retreat, 


ME po how the King eſcap'd our hands ? The prowdelt he that holds up Laxcafter, 


Chear'd up the drouping Army,and himſelfe. | Enter King m—_—_ Clifford, Northumberland, 

Lord Clifford and Lord Steffordall a-breſt Weitmerland, Exeter, and the ret. | 
| Charg'd our maine Barrailes Front : and breaking 1n, 27 T2130, Jo 
{ Were by the, Swords of common Souldiers {laine. Hetry. My Lords, looke where'the ftardy Rebell fits, | 

Edw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham; Even inthe Chayre of Stare ; belike he meanes, > | 

[$either {laine or wounded dangerous. | Backr by the power of Farwicke, that falte Peere, 

Ickefc his Beaver with a down-right blow : To afpireunto the Crowne, and reignt as King. | 


That this is true (Father) behold his blood. _E :; | Earleof Northumberland, he flewthy Father, | 
UMeznt. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wiltſhires | And thine, Lord (%fford, 8 you beth have vow'drevenge 


Whom I encountrcd as the Battels joyn'd, (blood, | On him, bis ſonnes,his favorites, and his friends. 


| Rich. Speake rhou for me, and tell them what did, Northumb. 1f I be not, Heavens beteveng'd en-me; 
Plan, Richard hath beſt deſerv'd of all my ſonnes: (#fford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne th | 
Buc 1s your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſer ? -. Steele, $77 DES 18 ns - ogy 
Nor. Such hope have all the line of /oby of Gawnt, Weftm. W hat,ſhall we ſuffer this?let'spluck himdoywn, | 
Rich. Thusdo I hopeto ſhake King Henries head... My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke ite 1 '+;: 11 F 
Weary, And ſo doe 1, victorious Prince of Yorke: ++ | Henry. Be patient, gentle Earlcof Weltmerland.. 
Before I ſee thee ſeated in that Throne, | Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones, and1uchighe : 
Whichnow the Houſe of Lancaſter uſurpes, He-durſt not ſit there, had your Father liv ds | 
Trowby Heavev, theſe eyes ſhall never cloſe. | My gracious Lord, here inthe Parliament arm | 
| Niaidths Pallace of the fearefull King, 3JA Let us affayle the Family of Torke:7 ' 1 Cd kn! 
AndthistheRegall Seat : poſſefſe it Yorke, _ | N 9rth. Well haſt thou (poken;Coutin be. it fos - | 
For thisisthine ,and not King Henries Aeires, © Hewy. Ah, know you not the City favoursthem,' 
Plot, Aﬀſiſt methen, ſwees Parwicks, and I will; | - | And they have troopes of Souldiers'ar their becke?-. 


For hither we have broken in by force, D Weitn, But when the Dake is flaine, they! quickly | 

Norf. Wee'le all affiſt/you : he that flyes,ſhall dye... | flye. Oe hl UTC CIO 129113 Fit | 
Plat, Thanks gentle Norfolke, ſtay by me my Lords, | Henry Farre be thethought of this from'Hemrierheart, | 
"Rſs ſtay and lodge by me this Night. To makea Shambles of the Parliament Houſes: 2! i. + * 


. Theygoewp, | Coutin of Exeter, frownes, words; and rhreats,./. - 
{ Yaw.And when the King comes,offer him no violence, | Shaltbe the Warre that Hemy meancsto uſe: | -— + | 
Vnleſle he ſeeke to thrult you out perforce- | Thou fatious Duke of Yorke deſcend my Throne, | 
. Plant, The Queene this day here holds her Parliamient, | And knedle for graceand mercie at my feet, | 
But little thinkes we ſhall be of her counſaile, '\*, | I amv cy Soveralgne. Forte vo 
By words or blowes here let uswime our right. Yorke, IT am thine. | 
Rich. Arm'd as weare, let's ſtay within this Honſe, | Exer. For ſhame comedowne, he made thee Duke of 
| Faw. Theblandy Parliament (allthis be call'd, Yorke; | 
Vnkeſſe Plawagerer, Duke of Yorke, be King, Yorke, It was my Inheritanco, as the Earledome _ 
- | | Exet, y 
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| For hethat interrupts him, ſhall not live. ' 


——_ 
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| Thethird Part of King Hem the Sixth, 


L OE——_—_— 


Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor tothe Crowne. 
Farw. Exeterthou arta Traytor to the Crowne, 
In following this uſurping Henry. 
Clifford. Whom thould hee follow, but his naturall 


| King? | 


Warw.True Chfford,and that's Richard Dake of Yorke. 
Hemy, And ſhall I ſtand, and thou fit in my Throne? - 
Yorke. Tt muſt and ſhall be fo, contenttby ſelfe. 
Farw, Be Duke of Lancaſter, let him be King. 
Weftm, He is both King, and Duke of Lancaſter, 
And that the Lord of Weſtmerland ſhall maintaine. 
Warw. Arid Warwicke ſhall diſprove it. You forget, 
That weare thoſe which chas'd you from the held, 
And flew your Farhers, and with Colours fpread 
Martcht rarough the Cttie to the Pallace Gates. 
Northumb, Yes Warwicks, | remember itto my gricfc, 
And by his Soule, thou and thy Houſe ſhall rue it. 
weſtm. Plantagenet, of thee andrheſe thy Sonnes, 
Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, Iic have more lives 
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 
(uf. Vrge it no more, left that in ſteed of words, 
I ſend thee, #arwicke, ſich a Mcilenger, 
As ſhall revenge his death, before I itirre. 
Warw. Poore Chiford , how I ſcorne his worthleſle 
Threats. | 
Plant. Will you we ſhew our Title to the Crowne? 
If not, our Swords ſhall-pleade it in the-field. 
Hewry. What Title haſt thou Traytor ro the Crowne ? 
My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 
Thy Grandfather Roger CHortimer,Earlc of March. 
Iam the'Sonne of Heary the Fift, | 
Who made the Dolphin and the French to ſtoupe, 
And {eiz'd upon their Townes and Provinces. 
Wars, Talke not of France, fith:thou haſt loſt it all. 
Henry. The Lord ProteQor loſt it, and not I : 


| When. wascrown'd I was but nie moneths old. 


Rich. Youare old enough now, - / 
And yermethinkes you loſe : _ *:' 
Fatber teare the Crownefrom the Vſurpers Head. 
' Edward. Sweet Father doe ſo,ſctit on your Head. 
CHMount.: Good Brother, a 
Asthan lov'ſt and-honoreit Armes, 


| Let's fight it out, and.not ſtand cavilling thus. 


Richard. | Sound. Drummes and 
King will flye. | 
Plait.' Sonnes peace. 
Henry. Peace thou, and 
ſpeake. 273 
Warw. Plantagenet ſhall ſpeake firſt: Heare him 
And beyou ſilent and attentive too, ; 


Trumpets, and the 


give King Hexry - leave to 
Lords, 


H#.Think'ſtthou;that 1 will leave my Kingly Throne, 
Whereih my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 
No: ficſt ſhall Warreunpeople this my Realme ;- 
I, and their Colours often borne in France, 
And how in England, to our bearts great ſorrow, 
Shall be my Winding-ſheet:' Why faint you Lords ? 
My Title's good, and better farrethen his. -- -: - 
Warw. But prove it Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 
Hewes: Henry the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crowne. 
Plant. *Twas by Rebellion againſt his King. 
Hery. T know not what to ſay, my Titles weake : 
Tell me, may not a King adoptan Heire? "\Þ 
Plajtt. 'W hat then? IB OUSnwy, F008 
Henry. And if he may, theram I lawfull King ; 


For Richard, in the view of many.Lords, En 


q 


| 


gy 


Reſign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Heire my Father was, and Iam his. 
Pla», He roſe againſt him, being his Soveraigne 
And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce. s 

Warw. Suppoſe, my Lords, he did itunconſtrayy' 
Thinke you 'twere prejudicial to his Crowne? ; 
; Exet. No : for he could not ſo reſigne his Crowne, 


| Butthaethenext Heire ſhould ſucceed and reigne, 


Henry. Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter ? 
Exer. His is the right, and therefore pardon me, 
Plane. Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not? 
Exer. My Conſciencetells mehe is lawfull King, 
Henry. All will revolt from me, and turne to him, 
Northamb. Plantagenet, for all the Clayme thon lyſt 

Thinkenct, that Hewry ſhall be ſo depos'd. 
Warw. Depos'd he ſhall be, indeſpight ofall. 
Northumb. Thou art deceiv'd : 

*T1s not thy Southerne power 

Of Eſſex, Norfolke, Sutfolke, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus preſumptnous and prowd, 

Can ſet the Duke up in defpight of me. 

Clifford. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord Chfford vowes to fight 1n thy defence : 

May that ground gape, and ſwallow me alive; 

W here I ſhall kneele to-him that ſlew my Father. 
Heary, Oh Chiffrd, how thy words revive myhear, 
Plant. Henry of Lancaſter, refigne thy Crownex; 

W hat mutter yon, or what conſpire you Lords #-. 
Warw. Doe rightuntofhis Princely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fillthe houſe with armed men, 

And ore the Chayre of State, w here now he fits, 

Write up his Title with uſurping blood. 

He flampes with bis foot, and the Souldint 
ſhew themſclues. | 
Herry. My Lord of Warwick, heare but one word, 

Let me forthis time reigne as King. | 
Plant,Confirme the Crowne to meand to miteHeires, 

And thou ſhaltreigne in quiet while thou liv'ft, 
Hemw'y. 1am content : Richard Plantagenet 

Enjoy the Kingdome after my deceaſe. 

Clifford, W hat wrong is this unto the Prince, your 

Sonne e. 

Warw, What good is this to England, and himſele? 
Weitm. Baſe, tearefull, and deſpairing Henry, 
(#fford.How haſt thou injur'd both thy ſelfe ard us? 
Weftm. I cannot ſtay to heare theſe Articles. 

N orthumb. Norl. | 
(#ford. Come Coufin , letu 
EWES. ;13 7 a7 

© VV/iitm. Farewell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 

In whoſe cold blood nofparke of honor bides. ©. * 
Northumb. Be thou a prey anto the houſe of Yorks, + 

And dye in Bands, for thisunmanly deed. 

Clif. In dreadfull Warre may'ft thou be overcome, 


stell the Queene theſe| 


. | Orlivein peaceabandon'd and deſpis'd. 


Warw, Turne this way Henry, and regard them 0% 
Fxceter. They ſeeke revenge,” and therefore will nt 
celd, 
c Henry, Ah Exeter. 
Warw. Why ſhould you ſigh, my Lord ? _ 
Henry. Not for my ſelfe Lord 17/arwicke,but my SOON, 
Whom I unnaturally ſhall difinherite. | 
But be itas it may : I here entayle 


| The Crownetothee and to thine heires forever, 


Condirionally, that herethou'take an Oath, 
Toccaſe this Civill Warre : and whiP{t 1 ive, 
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To honor meas thy'King,and Soveraigne: , 

| Neither by Treaſon notHoſtility, 

| Toſecke toput me downe,and reigne thy ſelfe. 

1 ple. This Oath I willingly take,and will-performe. 
War.Long live King Hemry: Plantegeret embrace him. 


Plant. Now Terke and Lancafter are reconcil'd. 
Exet. Accurſt be hetharſeckes to-make them foes. 


Sonet, Here they come downe, 
ant. Farewell my gracious Lord,lle to my Caſtle. 
war. And Ile keepe London with my Souldiers, 
Norf.And I to Norfolke with my followers. | 
HMonnt. And T untothe Sea,from whence I came. + 
Him.And I with griefe and ſorrow to the Court, = 


Emxter the Dnuecent, 


Exet, Heere comes the Queene, 
Whoſe Lookes bewray her anger: 
Ile ſteale aways © 

Henry. Exeter,{o will T, he | 

Qucene. Nay,goe not fromme,I will follow thees 

Her. Be patient gentle Queene, and I will ſtay. | 

wee. Who canbe patient in ſuch extreames?'' - 
Ah wretched mangwould I bad dy'dea Maid, 
And never ſeenethee, never borne thee Sonne, 
Sceing thon haſt prov*d ſo unnaturalla Father. 
Hath he deſerv*d to loſe his Birth-right thus? 
'Haditthou butlov'd him balfe ſo well as I, 
Oc felt that paine which Idid for him once, 
Or nouriſht him,as I did with my blood; 
Thou would'ſt have left thy deareſt heart-blood there, 
Rather then made that ſavage Duke thine Here, 
And dif-inherited thine oneiy Sonne. 
Prin, Father,you cannot diſ-inherite me: 
If you be King,why ſhould not I ſucceede? 
Hen, Pardon me CH/argarer,pardon me ſweet Sonne, 
| TheE:rle of Warwick and the Dukeenforc't me. . 

Owe. Enforc't thee? Art thou King,and wilt be fotc'c? 
I ſhame to heare thee ſpeake:ah rimorous Wretch, 
Thou haſt undone thy (elfe,thy Sonne,and me, 

Andgiv'n untothe Hoſe of Yorke ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt reigne but by their ſufferance, 
Toentaile him and his Heires unto the Crowne, 

What is it,bur to makerhy Sepulcher, 7 
Andereepe imo it farre before thy rime? 
Warmicke is Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, 
Sterne Fafconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, 
The Duke is made Protedtor of the Realme, 
And yer ſhalt thou be ſafe?Stich ſafety findes 
Thetrembling Lambe,invironned with Wolves. 
HadT becne there, whicham afſilly Woinan, 
TheSontdiers ſhould have toſs'd me on their Pikes, 
BeforeI would have granted to that AR. \ | 
But thou preferr*ſt thy Life, before thine Honor, 
' And ſeeing thou do'ft, [ here divorce my felfe, 

Both from thy Table Henry and thy Bed, 

Vneill that AQ of Parſiamenrbe repealed, * + 12h 
Whereby my-Sonne is diſcinherited. / 125 
The Northerne Lords;that have forſworne thy Colouts; 
Will follow mine,if oncerhey ſee them ſpreads © © - 
And ſpread they ſhall be;to thy foule diſgrace, ' | 
And utter ruine of the Houſe of Forks, © 
Thus doe] leaverhiee: Cotte Sonne.let's away, 


Henry. And longlivethou,8 theſe thy forward Sonnes. 


| Henry, Stay gentle Margaret, and hee meſpeake. 
#eexe. Thuu Eaſt ſpoke too mach already : get thee 
gone. 
Hen. Gentle Sonne Edward,thou wilt Nay with me? 
Lue, I,to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
| Frm, When 1 returne with victory from'the field, 
| Ile ſee your Grece:till then,lle follow ker. 
Qze. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus. 
Hen. Poore Queene, 
How love to me,and to her Sonne, 
Hath made her breake out into termes of Raoe. 
Reveng'd may ſhe be onthat hatefull Duke, © 
Whoſe haughty ſpirit, winged with deſire, 
Will coſt my Crowne,andlike ar-empty Eagle, 
Tyre onthe fleſh ofme,and of my Sonne, 
The lofle of thoſe three Lords torments wy heart: 
Ile write unto theth and entreat them faire; 
Come Cotulſin,you ſhall be the Meſſenger. 
Exxet. And I hope, ſhall reconcile them all, 


Exit, 


Emer Richard, Edward,and 
AMountagae, 


Richard, Brother ,thoughI bee youngeſt, pivemec 
leave. h | 
Eaw, No, I can better play the Orator. hk 
Afonn..But I have reaſons ſtrong and forceable. © 


| Emer the Duke of Yorke: q 


_ Tor: Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a ſtrife? 
What is your Quarrell?how began ir firſt? | 
Eaw. No Quarrdll;but aſlight Cofention. 

Tor. About what? _ | 
Rich About that which concernes yottt Grace 
The Crowne of England;Father,which yours. 


| ſpeake. 


Henry had none, but did uſurpe the place. 
| Your Oath;ty Lord, je vaine at 


$-__ 


*-*- | Brorher,chbu thate to London prefenrly, 


Our Army is teady,coitic; wet'le after them. 


CO IS 


TIE 


Atid whet on //4#ickto this Enterpriſe, © 


and ns, 
Tor. Mit Boy?nottill Kits HemtSbedead. - 1 
Rich;Your Riphsdependsnot on his fife;or death, 
Eaw. Now you areHeiregtherefore&joy it now: » 
By givingthe Houſe of Leneafter leavetybreithe;' 
It will out-runne you, Bather;n the 6c. oO 
Tor. T took an Oath thar he ſhould quietly reigne. | 
Edv. But for a KinedGimhe ary Oy th be " 
I would breake thouſand Oarhe3, to7cighe ont yerre, © * | 
Richard; No:Godforbid your Grace ſhould be'For- | 
ſworng © 509 0197 £1,250 7 ; 3 aka ; nk : 
Tor. I ſhall be,if | claſmeby dpetiWirge,. 7 210! 
_ Richird, Ile provethe contrary , ifyoirle hears thee | 


Yor. Thou canſt not;Soithe tit is itApoftble;”- ul Vi | 

Rich. An Oath is of to moment,bcing not tooke 
Before a true and lawfull Magiſtrate, - | 
That hath authority over himrhar ſweares," | 


- 
id * 
- Ya 


Oe, weft 
frrvoloris; 


Therefore to Armes:and Father doe but thinke, 


How ſweeta thing iSiSTOWBaareh Crowne, 
Within whoſe Circuitis E/zium 


Then ſeting was he har wade 


14ak> 


And lthat Poets Fake of Be ang ae 10S, 
Why doe we linger thag?Iearmot tet, GG 


Vntillthe White Roſethat I Wears way gps od 7 

Everſin th&tuke-warmeblood of Bp Tots NAP m1 
Tor. Richard ynough:I will be King, dye. * _ 

r 44 6 4 « by 
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Thou! 
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| Leaſtthoube hated both of God and Man, | 


| Andthus moſt humbly I doe take 
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The third Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


Thou Richerd ſhalt tothe Duke of Norfolke, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You Edward ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 


} With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly riſe. 


In them I truſt:for they are Souldiors, 

Witty ,courteous,liberall,full of ſpirit. 

While you are thus imploy'd, what reſteth more? 
Butthat I ſeeke occaſion how toriſe, 

And yet the King nor privy to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 


Enter Gabriel. 


poo ſtay,what Newes? Why commYſt thou in ſuch 
polte? Bae 
Gabriel. The Queene, 
With all the Northerne Earles and Fords, 
Intend heere to beſiege you in your Caſtle. 
She is hard by,with twenty thouſand men: 
And therefore fortific your Hold,my Lord. 
Yor. I, with my Sword. 
W hat?thinl©ſ thou,that we feare them? 
Edward and Richard,you ſhall ſtay with me, 
My Brother CI/ountagne ſhall poite to London, 
Let Noble Farwicke, Cobbars, and the reſt, 
Whom we haveleft ProtcRors of the King, 
With powrefull Pollicy ſtrengthenthemſelves, 
And truſt not ſimple Herry,nor his Oathes. 
CHorr. Brother, I goe:Ile winne them, feare it not. 
my leave. 
E xit Aounague. 


Enter Mortimer and bis Brotheri 


Tor. Sir John,and Sir Hugh Xortimer, mine Vnckles, 
You are come to. Sandall in a happy-houre- 'P 
The Armie pf the Queene meane to beſiege us.- - 
Tohn. Shee ſhall natncede, wee'le meete her in the field, 
Tor, What, with five thouſand men? | 
Rich. I, with five hundred, Father,for anecde. 
A Woman's Generall: what ſhould we feare? -. _ 
91 1.4 eAcHMarchafarreoff. 
y. 1 hearetheir Drummes:- -. 
Letsſ{ctour menin order,  .(1 | oF 
Battaile ſtraight. .. 


Emer Rutland,avd bis T tor, \ 


Retl.Ab, whither ſhall i fiye,to ſcape their hands? 
Ah Tutor, looke'where bloody, (ifford comes... . 


©1012 Emer Chord, 
( Gifford. Haplaineaway,thy Prieſthood faves thy life, 


| Asftorthe Brat oF this accuſed, Duke, 


Whoſe Father ſlew my Fatherhe ſhalldye.., 
Tutor. AndT, my Lord, will beare hiai company. 
Clif. Souldiers,away, with him, D | 
Twtor. Ah Ciford,murthernot this innocent Child, 
Excite 


| 
—_—— 


Clifford. How now?is he dead already? 
Or is it feare,that makes him cloſe his eyes? 
Ie epen them. TT | 
K#1l. So looks the pent-up Lyon o're the Wretch, 
That trdmbles under his devouring Pawes: 
And ſo he walkes, inſulting o're his Prey, - 
And ſo he comes,to rend bis Limbes aſunder. 
Ah gentle (ford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſucha cruell threatning Looke: 
Sweet Clifford heare me ſpeake,before 1 dyc: 
I am too meane a ſubie for thy Wrath, 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and [et me live. 
C 4ff. In vaine thou ſpeak*ſt,poore Boy: 
My Fathers blood hath ſtopt the paſſage 
W here thy words ſhould enter. 
Rmil, Then let my Fathers blood open it againe, 
He isa man,and (ford cope with him. 
(7%. Had I thy Brethren here,their lives and thine 
Were not revenge ſufficient for me: 
No, if [ digg'd up thy fore-fathers Graves, 
And hung their ratten Cofinsup in Chaynes, 
It could not ſlake mine ire, nor eaſe my heart. 
The ſight of any of of the Houſe of Yorke, 
Isas a Fury to torment my Soule: 
And till I root out their accurſed Line, - 
And leave not one alive,] live in Hell. 
Therefore---= 
R«tl. Oh let mepray,before I take wy death: 
To thee I pray;ſweet C{ifford pitty me. - 
(ford. Suchpitty as my Rapicrs pointaffords. 
Rat. i never did thee barme:why wilt thou ſlay 


me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath. 
Rat. Bur 'twas ere I was borne: 
Thou haſt,one Sonne,for his ſake pitty me, 
Leaſt in revenge thereof,fith God is jult, 
He be as miſerably flaine as I, 
Ah)let me live in Priſon all my dayes, 
And whenT give occaſion of offence, 
Then let we dye,for now thou haſt no cauſe. 
Ck, No cauſe?thy Father ſlew my Father:therefore 
dyC. | 


Rutl. Dij faciant laudis ſumma [it ifta tne. Dich 
Cli. Plantagenet,] come Plantagener: 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleaving to my Blade, 

Shall ruſt uponmy Weapon:till thy "4 

Congeal'd withthis, doemake me wipe off both, Exit: 


Alarum. Enter Richard, Dnke of Torke. 


Yor. The Army of the Queene hath got the ficld: 
My Vnckles bothare ſlaine,in reſcuing me; 


F 


| And all my followers,to the cager foe 


Turne back and fiye,like, Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lambes purſu'dby hunger-ſtarued Wolyes. 

My Sonnes, God knowes what hath bechancedthem: 
But this I know,they have demean'd themſelves 
Like men borne to Renowne,by. Life or Death. 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 

And thice cry*de,Courage Father,fight ir out: 
And full as oft came Edwardto my fide, 

With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 

In bleod of thoſe that had enconntred him: 
And when the hardyeſt Warriors did retyre, 
Richard cry'de,Charge,and give no foot ef ground, 


Andcry'de,A Crowne,orclſca glorious Tombe, 


Fu —*” 


” —_ 


The third Part of Kin 


o Henry the Sixth, 


I51 


A Scepterzor an Earthly Sepulcher. | 

With this we charg'd againe:but out alas, 

Webodg'd againe,asT have ſecne a Swan 

With boothlefſc labour ſivimme againſt the Tyde, 

And ſpend her ſtrengtli with over-matching Waves. 
A foort Alaramwithin. 

Ah hearke,the fatall followers doe purſue, 

And I am faint,and cannot flye their fury: | 7 

And werel ſtrong, would not ſhunne their fury. 

The Sarids are numbred,thart make uþ my Lite, 

Here nuſt I tay,and here my Life muſt end. 


Enter the Qncene,( lifford, Northumberland, 


the young Prince,and Souldiers. 


Come bloody ('/;fford,rough Northwmberlard, 
I dare your quenchleſſe fury ro more ragc: 
I am your But, and I abide your Shot. | 
North. Yeeld to our mercy,proud Plantagenet 
Clif. I, to ſuch mercy,as his ruthleſſe Arme | 
With downe-right payment, ſhew'd unto my Fathcr. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 
And made an Evening at the Noone-tide Prick. 
Tor. My afhes,as the Phoenix,may bring forth 
A Bird,that will revenge upon you ali; 
And in that hope,l throw mine eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning what ere you canafflit me with. 
Why come you not? what,mulritudes,and feare? 
Clif. So Cowards figbt,when they can fie no further, 
$0 Doves doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 
So deſperate Theeves,all hopelefle of their Lives, 
Breathe out Invectives *gainſt the Ordicers. 
Tor. Oh (#fford, but bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy thought ore-run my former time: 
And if thou canſt,for bluſhing,view this face, | 
And bite thy tongue,that ſlanders him with Cowardice, 
Whoſe frowne hath made thee faint and flyeercthis. 
Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. 
2x4, Hold valiant Chfford, for a thouſand cauſes 
I would prolong a while the Traytors Life: _ 
Wrath makes him deafe;ſpeake thou Northumberland, 
Nth. Hold {Lfford,doenot honor kim ſo.much, 
Toprick thy finger,.though to wound his heart. 
What valour wereit, when a Curre doth grinne, 
For oneto thruſt his Hand betweene his Teeth, i 
When he mightſpurne him with his Footaway? 
Itis Warres prize,to take all Vantages, 
And tenne to one,isno impeach of Valour. . : 
a Clifford. I, I, ſo ſtrives the Woodcooke with the 
ynne. 
4 Northumberland. Sodoth the Conny ſtruggle in the 
ef, 
Tor, So triumph Theevesupon their conquer'd Booty, 
So True men yeeld, with Robbers ſo o're-matchr. 
_ What would your Grace have done unto him 
now EE 4 
Are. Brave Warriors,( lHfordand Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand upon this Molg-hill here, 
That raught at Mountaines with out-ſtretched Armes, 
Yet parted but the ſhadow withhis Hand. 
What,was it you that would be Englands King? 
Was youthat revell'd in our Parliament, 
And made aPreachment of your high Deſcent? 
Whereare your Meſſe of Sonnes,to back you now? 
The wanton Edn@rd,and the luſty George? 
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And where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky,yonr Boy,that with his gtumbling voyce 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies? 

Or with thereſi,where is your Darling, Rutland? 
Looke Torke,l ſtayn'd this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant C4fford;with his Rapiers point, 
Mad iflue trom the boſome of the Boy, 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I givethee this to dry thy Cheekes withal]. 
Alas poore Yorke, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate. 


Ho grieve,to make me merry,Yorke. 


hat,harh thy fiery heart ſo parcht thine entrayles, 
Thar not a Teare can fall, for Rutl/ands death? * 
W hy art thou patient,man?chou ſhould*lt be mad: 
And I,to make thee mad,doe mock thee thus. 
Stampe,rave,and fxet,that I may ſing and dance. 
Thou would'lt be fe:*d,1 ſee,to make me ſport: 
Torke cannot {peake,unleſſe he weare a Crowne. 
A Crowne for Yorke;and Lords,bow love to him; 
Hold you his hands, whileſt I doeſet it on. 
I marry Sir,now lookes he likea King: 
I, this 1s he that tooke King Henries Chaite, 
Andthis is he wasisadopted Heire. 
Bur how is it,that great P/amagenet 
Iscrown'd ſoſoone,and broke his ſolemne Oath? 
As I bethinke me,you ſhould not be King, 
Till our King Henry had ſhooke hands with Death. 
And will you pale your head in Henries Glory, 
Androb his Temples of the Diademe, 
Now 1n his Life,againſt your holy Oath? . 
Oh ris a fault too too unpardonable. 
Off with rhe Crowne:and with thECrowne, his. Head, 
And whileſt we breathe,take time to doe him dead. 

Cifford. That is my Oitice,for my Fathers ſake. 

Qzecene. Nay ſtay, let's heare the Orizons hee 
makes. 
Yorke. Shee-Wolfe of France, 

But worſe then Wolves.of France, 
W hoſe Tongue more poiſons then the Adders Tooth: 
How iil-beſeeming is it inthy Sex, 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 
Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates? 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like,unchanging, 
Made impudent with uſe ofevill deedes, 
I would affay,prowd Queene,to make thee bluſh. 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom deriv'd, 
Were ſhame enough,to ſhame thee, 
Wert thou not ſhameleſſe, 
Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils,and Ieruſalem, 
Yetnot ſo wealthy asan Englith Yeoman. 
Hath that poore Monarchtaught thee to inſult? 
It needesnot,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene, 
Vnleſſe the Adage mult be verify'd, 
That Beggers mounted, runne their Horſe to death. 


*Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women prowd, 


But God he knowes,thy ſharethereof'is (mall. 
"Tis Vertue-that doth makethem moſt admir'd, 


The contrary doth make thee wondred at. | 


Tis Government that makes them ſeeme Divine, 
The want thereof, makes thee abhominable. 
Thouart as oppolſiteto every good, 
As the Antipedesare unto vs, 

Oras the South to the Septentrian, 

Oh Tygres Heart,wrapt in a Womans 
. ** ZOOM 
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How could'ſt thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withal!, 
And yet be ſecne to beare a Womans face? 
Women are ſoft, milde.pittiful,and flexible; 
Thou ſterne,obdurate,flinty,rough,remorſcleſle. . 
Bidſt thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. | 
Would'ſt have me weepe?why now thou haſt thy will. 
For raging wind blowes up inceflant ſhowers, 
And whenthe Rage allayes,the-Raine begins. 
Theſe Teares are my ſweet Rutlands Obfequies, 
Andevery drop cryes vengeance for hisdeath, 
Gainſt thee fell Ciford,and thee falſe French-woman. 
RN #arthumb, Beſhrew me, but his paſſions move ax {5, 
That hardly can I check wy eycs from Teares. 
Yor. That face of his, 
The hungry Caniballs would not have toucht, 
Would not have ſtayn'd the roſes juſt with blood: 
But you are more inhumane,more innexorable, 
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthleſſe Queeve,a baplede Fathers Tearcs: 
This Cloth thon dipd'ſt in blood of my ſweet Boy, 
AndI with Teares doe waſh the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boaſt of this, 
And ifthou telP{t the heavy ſtory right, 
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will ſhed Teares: 
Yea,even my Foes will ſhed faſt-fallingTeares, 
And fay,Alas, it wasa pittious deed. 
There,take the Crown,and with the Crowne,my Curſe, 
And ia thy nced,ſuch comfort come tothee, 
As now Ireape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hcarted (%ford,take me fromrhe World, 
My ſoule to Heaven,my Blood upon your Heads. | 
North. Had he been ſlaughter-man to all my Ktnne, 
I ſhould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To ſee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 
ne. What weeping ripe, my Lord N\prtbumberlana? 
Thinke but upon the wrong he did us 2ll, | 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Teares. 
Clifford. Heere's for my Oath, heere's for my Fathers 
Death. 
Durene, And heere's to right our gentle-hearted 
King. 
Tor. Open thy Gate of Mercy,gracious God. 
My Soule flyes through theſe wounds , to ſceke out thee, 
Buce. Off with his Head, and ſet it on Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke may over-looke the Towne of Yorke. 
Exennt. 
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A Manch. Enter Edward, Richard, 


and their power, 


Eaw.I wonder how our Princely Father ſcap'c: 
Or whether he bc ſcap't away,or no, 

From Ciffordsand Nothumberlands purſuit? 

Had he been Cane,we ſhould have heard the newes: 
Had he beene {laine,we ſhould have heard the newes: 
Or had he ſcap't,methinkes we ſhould have heard 
The happy tidings of his good eſcape. 

How fares my Brother?why is he ſo ſad? 

Rich. I cannotjoy,untill I be reſoly'd 

Whereour right valiant Father is become. 

I ſaw him inthe Battaile range about, 

And watcht him how he ſingled ( !iford forth, 
Methought he bore him in thethickelt troupe, 
Asdoth a Lyon ina Heard of Neat, _ 

Or asa Bcarcencompals'd round with Dogges: 


Who having pincht a few,and madethem cr y, 
Thereſt ſtand all aloofe,and barke at him. 
So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
Me thinkes 'tis prize enough to be his Sonne. 
See how tht Morning opes her golden Gares, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious Sunne. | 
How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 
| Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Love? - 
Ed, Dazle mine eyes,or doe I ſee three Sunneg? __ 
Rich, Three glorious Sunnes,cach one aperte& Sunne, 
Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, SD 
But ſever'd in a pale cleare-ſhining Skies 
Sce,ſee they joyne,embrace, and ſeeme to kiſle, 
As1fthey vow'd ſome League inviolable.. 
Now are they but one Lampe, one Light,one Sunnez 
In this,the Heaven figures ſome event. 
Eamw, Tis wondrous ſtrange, 
The like yet never heard of. 
I thinke itcites us(Brother )to the field, 
That wee,the Sonnes of brave Planzagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our meedes, 
Should notwithſtanding joyne our Lights together, 
And over-ſhine the Earth,as this the World. 
W hat ere it budes, hence-forward will I beare 
Vpon my Targuet three faire ſ}uning Sunnes. 
Rich. Nay,bearethree Daughters: 
By your leave, 1 ſpeake it, 
Youlove the Breeder better then the Male. 


Enter one blowing. 


. But whatart thou,whoſe heavy Lookes fore-tcll 
Some dreadfull ftory hanging onthy Tongue? 
--. Meſſ. Ah,one that wasa wofull looker on 
Whenas the Noble Duke of Yorke was ſlaine, 
Your Princely Father,and my loving Lord, 
_— Oh ſpeake no more, tor Thave heard tbo 

much. 

Rich, Say how hedy'de,for I will heare it all. 

Meſ]. Environed he was with many foes 
And ſtood againſt them,as the hope of Troy 
Againſtthe Greekes,thatwould have entred Troy. 
But Hercules himſelfe muſt yeeld to oddes: 
And many ſtroakes,though with a little Axe, 
Hewes downe and fells the hardeſt tymber'd Oake, 
By many hands your Father was ſubdu'd, h 
But onely {laught*red by the irefull Arme 
Of un-relenting Clfford,and the Queene: 
Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
Laugh'din his face:and when with griefe he wept, 
The ruthlefſe Queene gave him,to dry his Cheeke, 
A Napkin,ftceped in the harmeleſſe blood 
Of ſweet young Ratl/and,by rough Chfford(laine: 
And after many ſcornes , many foule taunts, 
They tooke his Head,andon the Gates of Yorke 
They ſet the ſame,and there it doth remaine, 
The faddeſt ſpeRtacle that ere I view'd. 
Eaw.Sweet Duks of Yorke,our Prop ro leane upon, 
Now thouart gone,wee haveno Staffe,no Stay. 
Oh Clifford, boyit'rous Chffora,thou haſt ſlaine 
The flowre of Europe, for his Chevalry, 
And trecherouſly haſt thou vanquiſht him, 
For hand to hand he would have vanquiſhtthee. 
Now my Soules Pallace is become a Priſon: 


—_—  Y 


Ab, would ſhe breake from hence,that this my 
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Might in the ground be cloſed up iy reſt; 

For never henceforth ſhall I Joy againe: 

Never,oh never ſhall I ſee more joy. 

Rich. 1 cannot weepe:for all my bodies moyſture 
Scarſe ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning heart: 
Nor can my tongue unloade my hearts great burthen, 
For ſeife-fame windethat I ſhould ſpeake withall, 

Is kindling coalesthat fires all my breſt, 

And burnes me up with flames,that tears would quench. 
To weepezis to make kefle the depth of grecte: 

Teares then for Babes;Blowes,ana Revengefor mce. 

| Richard,] beare thy name, lle venge thy death, 

Or dye renowne@by attemping it. Lg 

' E4.His namethar valiant Duke hath left with thee: 
HisDukedome.and his Chaire with me is lefr. 

\ + Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
 Shew thy deſcent by gazing *gainſt the Sunne: : 
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome ſay, 
Either that is thine; or elſe thou wer't not his. 


March, Enter Warwicks, Marqueſſe Mountacute, 
. » andtheir Army. Fs 
Warwick. How cow faire Lords? What fare 2 What 
| | newes abroad? | 
Rich. Great Lord of Warwicke, if we ſhould recompt 
Our balefull neweszand ateach wordsdeliverance 
| Stab Poniards in our fleſhztill all were told, 
The words would adde more anguiſh thenthe wounds. 
O valiant Lord,the Duke of Yorke is ſiaine. 
Edw. O Warwicke, Warwicke,that Pla»tagener 
Which held thee deerely,as bis Soules Redemption, 
Is by the ſterne Lord Chfford done to death = — 
Yar. Tendayes ago,l drown'd theſe newes 1n teares, 
And noiwtoadde more meaſure to your woes, 
Tcome to tell you things ſith then befalne. 
After the. bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave Father breath'd his lateft gaspe, 
Tydings,as ſwiftly as the Poſtes could runne, 
| Were brought me of your Loſle,and his Depart. 
 Irhen in London, keeper of the King, : 
Muſter'd my Soldicrs,gathered flockes of Friends, 
Marchttoward S. Albons,to intercept the Queene, 
. Bearing the King 1n my debalfe along: 
For by my Scouts, T wasadvertiſed 
That ſhe was comming with a fuilintent 
Todaſh our late Decree in Partiament, | 
Touching King Herries Oath,and your Succeſsion: 
Short Tale to make, we at S. Albons met, 
Our Battailes joyn'd,and both ſides fiercely fought: 
But whether *twas the coldnefle of the King, 
Who looked full gently on his warlike Queeney 
That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Splecne. 
Or whether *twas report of her ſucceſle, 
Or more then common feare of Cffords Rigour, 
Whothunders to his Captives,Blood and Death, 
I cannot judge:butroconclude with truth, - 
Their Weapons like to Lightning,came and wem: 
Our ſouldierslike the Night-Owles lazic flight, 
Orlike alazie Threſher witha Flaile, 
Fell gently downe,as if they ftrucketheir Friends. 
I cheer'd themup with juſtice of our Cauſe, 
With promiſe of high pay,and great Reward: 
Butallin vaine,they had no heart eo fight, 
And we(inthem)no hope to win the day, 
50 that we fled:the King unts the Queene 
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- With ayde of Souldicrsto thisneedfull Warre. 


| Tis love I bearethy glories makes me ſpeake: 


 Andtherefore comes my Brothet CMonntagne: 
| Attend me Lords,the proud infulting Queene, 


 Andof their Feather,many moe proud Birds, | 


| Now.if the helpe of Norfolke,and my ſelfe, 
1 Among'ſt the loving Welſhmen can't procure, | 
And once againe,bcſtride our foaming Steeds, 
' And once againe cry Charge uponour Foes, 

| But never once againe turne backe and flye. 

| Ne're may he live to ſeea Sun-ſhine day, 

| And when thou failſt(as God forbid the houre) 
' Muſt Edward fall, which pcrill heaven forefend. 


| The next degreegis Englands Royall Throne: 
| For King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 


" And he that throwes notup hiscap tor joy, 
| Shall for the Faulr make forfeir of his head, | 


Stay weno longer, dreaming of Renowne, 
| But ſound the Trumpers,and about our Taske- 


As thou haſt ſhewne it flinty by thydeeds, | [ 


In haſte, poſt haſte,are come to joyne with-you: 
For in the Marches hcere we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight againe. os 
Ed, Whereis the Duke of Nortolke,gentle Warwick? | 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 
FVar.Some ſix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers; 
And for your Brother he was lately ſent | 
From your kinde Aunt Dutchefſe of Burgundy; 


Ric. "Twas oddes bclike, when valiant Warwick fled; | 
Oft have | heard his praites in Purſuite, 
But ere til! 20w, his Scandall of Retire. EP Et 
Var. Nor now my Scandall Richard,doſt thou heare: 
For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right hand of mine, 
Can plucke rhe Diadem from taint Hemses head, 
And wring the awcfull Scepter from his Fiſt, 
Were heas famous,and as bold in Warre, 
As heis fam'd for Mildneſle, Peace,and Prayer. 
- Rich, T know it well Lord Warwick,blame me not, 


But inthis troublous time, what's to be done? 
Shall wee go throiw away our Coates of Steele, 
And wrap out bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numb'ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads? | 
Or ſhail we on the Helmets of our Foes 
Tell our Devotion with revengefull Armes? 
If for the /aſt,fay I,and to it Lords. 

War, Why therefore Warwick cameto ſeek you out, | 


With C/fford, and the haught Northumberland, 
Have wrought the calic-melting King,like Wax» 
He ſwore conſent to your Succeflion, 

His Oath enroiled in the Parliament. 

And now to Londonal' the crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his Oath,and what beſide 

May make againſt the houſe cf Lancaſter. 

Their power(l thinke)is thirty thouſand ſtrong; 
With all the Friends that thou brave Earle of March, 


Wyul butamount to tive and twenty thouſand, [1 
Why Via,to London will we march, 


Rich.T, now mz thinks [I heare great Warwick ſpeak; } 
That cries Retire,if Warwicke bid him ſtay. 
, Ed. Lord Warwick,onthy ſhoulder will L leane, 
War. Nolongcr Earle of March,but Duke of Yorke: | 
In every Burrough as we paſſe along, 
King Edward,valiant Richard Aountague: | . 
Rich. Then Clifferd,uere thy heart as hardas Steele, | 


I cometo pierce it,or to givethee mine. | 
Edw, Then ſtrike up Drums,Godand $. George for us. | 


| Lad ewe your Brother, Norfolke,and my Self 


Py 
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Emnter a Meſſenger. 
War. How now?w hat newes? 


The Queene is comming with a puiflant Hoaſr, 
And craves yonr company,for ſpe: dy counſel]. 
War. Why then it forts,brave Warriors,let's away. 
E xennt omnes. 


Yong Prince , with Drumme and 
Frumpcies, 


Pe Welcome my Lord, tothis brave town of York, 
Yondcrs the head of chat Arch-enemy, 
That ſought to be incompatt with your Crowne, 
Doth rorthe objec cheere your beart,my Lord. 

K.i,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
To ſeerthis fight, it irkes my very ſoulc: 
With-hold revenge(deere God)'tis not my fault, 


Nor witringly have I infring'd my Vow. 


Clif. My gracious Licge,thistoo much lenity 
And harmfull pitty mult be layd aſide: 
To whom do Lyons caſt their gentle Lookes? 
Not tothe Beaſt, that wou!d uſurpe their Den. 
Whoſe hand is that the Forreſt Beare doth licke? 
Not his that ſpoiles her yong before her tace. 
Who ſcapes the lurking Serpents mortall [ting? 
Not he tharſets his foot upon her backe. 
The finalleſt Worme will turne,being troden on, : 
And Doves will pecke infſafegard of their Brood. 
Ambitious Yorke,did levellat chy Crowne, 
Thou ſmilling,while he knit hisangry browes. 
He but a Duke,would have his Sonne a King, 
And raiſe his iflue like a loving Sire, 
Thou Being a King,bleſt with a goodly ſonne, 
Did'ſt yeeld conſent to diſinherit him: 
Which argued thee a moſt unloving Father. 
Vaoreaſonable Creatures feed their young, 
And though mans face be fearetull cotherr eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender oncs, 
Who hath not ſcene them even wirththoſe wings, 
Which ſometime they have us'd with tearfull fight, 
Make warre with him that chmb'd unto their neit, 
Offering their owne lives in their yongs defence? 
For ſhame,my Liege,mai.e them your Prefident; 
Wereit not pitty that this goodly Boy 
Should iooſe hisBirth-right by his Fathers fault, 
And long heexcafter ſay unto his childe, 
What my great Grandſather,and Grandſite got, 
My carcleſſe Father fondly gave away. 
Ab.whata ſhame werethis? Looke on the Boy, 
And lerhis manly fece, which promiſeth 
Succeſſefull Fortune ſteele thy melting heart, 
To hold thine owne,and leave thine owne with him. 
King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring arguthents of mighty force: 
But (ford tell me,did'it thou never heare, 
That things ill got, had ever bad ſucceſſe. 
And happy alwayes was ic for that Sonne, 
Whoſe Father for his hoording went to hell: 


| Heleave my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde, 


And would my Father bad left me nomorc: 
For all the reſt is held atfucha Rate, 
As brings a thouſand fold morecare to keepe, 


' Then in poſſeſſionany jot of pleaſure. 


ef. The Duke of Norfolke ſends you word by the, 


Enter the King,the Qncent, (liford , Northumberland and 


' The execution of my big-ſwolne heart 


Lre.My Lord cheere up your fpirits,our foes ar 
Andthis ſoft courage malice yenr Followers falns- 
You promiſt Knighthood to our forward ſonne; - - 
Voſheath your ſword,and dub him preſently. 
Edward, kneele downe. 
King. Edward Plantagenet,ariſe a Knight, 

Andlearne this Lefſon, Draw thy Sword inright. 

Fria. My gracious Father,by your Kingly leave, 
lie draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, 
Andin thatquarrell,uſe it to thedeath. 

Chf.Why thatis ſpokenlike a toward Prince, 


Enter « Meſſenger. 
cf. Royall Commandcrs, be 1n readinefle, 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Dukeof Yorke, 
And in the Townes asthey do march along, 
Proclaimes him King,and many flye to him, 
Darraigne your battell, they are at hand. 


The Queene hath beſt ſucceſle when you are abſent, 
22. good my Lord,and leave us to our Fortune, 
King. Why,that's my fortune toogtherefore Ile ſtay; 
North. Be it with refolution then to fight: 

F:m. My Royall Father,cheere theſe Noble Lords, 

And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence: 

Vniheath your Sword,good Father:Cry S. George. 


Marich. Enter Edward JVarwicke Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolke, Monntagne,end Soldiers, 


Ed. Now perjur'd Henry,wilt thou kneel for grace? 
And ſetrhy Dancers apt head? TR 
Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field. 

Q#.Goratethy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes, 

Betore thy Soveraigne,and thy lawfull King? 

Ed. I am his King,and he ſhould bow his knee: 

I was adopted Heire by his conſent. | 
Since when, his Oath is broke: for as I heare, 

You thatare King,though he do weare the Crowne, - 
Have causd him by new A& of Parliament, 
To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in. 
(4f. And reaſon too, 
W ho ſhoula ſucceede the Father, but the Sonne? 
Rich. Are you there Butcher? O,1 cannot ſpeake. 
Ctif, I Crooke-back,here I ſtand to anſiver thee, 
Or any he,the proudeſt of thy ſort. 

Rich.” Twas youthat kill'd yoog Rutland,yvas it not? 
Clif. L,and old Yorke,and yetnot fatisficd. 
Rich. For Gods ſake Lords give ſrgnall to the fight. 
War. What ſay'ſt thon Herr), 
Wiltthou yeeld the Crowne? (you ſpeake? 
Quee. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwick , dare 
When youand I,metat S.e4thons lat, 
Your legges did better ſervice then your hands» | 
ar. Then'twas my turne to fly,and now 'tisthune: 
Clif. You ſaid ſo much before,and yet you fied. 
War. Twas not your valor Clifford drove me thence, 
Nor.No,nor your manhood that durſt make you fay- 
Rich. Northumberland,]I hold thee reverently, 
Breake off the parley, for ſcarſe I can refraine 


Vpon that C4fford,that cruell Child-killer. 


Ah Cofin Yorke,would thy beſt Friends did know, 


Clif. I flew thy Father,cal'ſt thonhim a Child? EY 


_———_—_— 
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How it doth greeve methat thy head is heere. 


Cf. I would your Highneſſe would departthe field, 


_ 
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Rich. I like 2 Daſtard,and atreacherous Coward, 
As thou didd'ſt kill our tender Brother Ratland, 
| But ere Sunſet, Ile make thee curſe the deed. 
King. Have done with words(my Lords)and heare 
me ſpeake. Fits REY © 
24, Defie them then,or els hold cloſethy lips. 
Kmg. Iprythee give.no limits tomy Tongue, -.-. 
Lama King,and priviledg'd toſpeake. 
. Ckf:My Liege, the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur'd by Words,therefore be ſtill. 
Rich. Then Executioner vnſheath thy ſword: 
By himthat made us all, I aw reſolv'd, | 
That Cffords Manhood, lyes upon his tongue. 
Ed, Say Henry ſhall I have my right,or no: 
A thouſand men have broketheir Faſtsto day, 
That ne*re ſhall dine,unleſſe thou yeeld the Crowne» - 
War, If chou deny their Blood uponthy head. 
For Yorke in juſtice put's his Armour on. 1465 
Pr. Ed, If chat be right, which Warwick faics is right, 
There is n0 wrongbut every thing is right. 
War, Who ever gotthee,there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well l wot,thou haſt thy Mothers tongue. 
2. But thou art neitherlike thy Sire nor Damme, 
But i1© a Foule miſhapen Stygmaticke, 
Mark'd by the Deſtinics to be avoided, 
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull ſtings: 
ich, Iron of Naples,bid with Engliſh gilt, 
Whoſe Father bearcs the Title ofa King, 
(As ifa Channell ſhould be call'd the Sea) 485 
Sham'ſt thou not,kyowing whence thou art extraught, 
Tolet thy tongue deteR thy bafe-borne hearr. 
£4. A wiſpe of ſtraw were wortha thouſand Crowns, 
To make this ſhameleſle Callet know her ſelfe: 
Helen of Greece was fairer farrethen thou, 
Alchongh thy Husband may be IMenelans; 
And ne're was Agamemmnors Brother wrong'd 
By that falſe Woman,as this King by thee. 
His Father revel'd inthe heart of France, 
And tam'd the King;and made the Dolphin ſtoope: 
And had he aratch'd according to his State, 
He might have kept that glory to this day- 
But waen he tooke a beeger tohis bed, 
And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
Even then that Sun-{hine brew*d a ſhowrefor him, 
That waſh his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd ſedition on his Crowne at home: 
For what hath broach'd tbis tumult burthy Pride? 
Had'ſt thou bene meeke,our Title {till had lepr, 
And wen pitty of the Gentle King, 
Hadlipt our Claime,uytill another Age. | 
Cha. But when we ſaw,our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 
Andthat thy Summer bred us no increaſe, 
Welſetthe Axe tothy uſurping Roote: 
Andthough the edge hath ſomething hit our 
| Yet know thou, ſince we have begun to ſtrike, 
Wee'l never leave,till we have hewne thce downe, 
Or battd thy growing, with our heated bloods. 
Ed. And inthis reſolution, I defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Confcrence, | 
| Sincethou denied it rhe gentle Kingto ſpeake. 
Sound Trumpets,lct our bloody Colours wave, 
And either Victory,or elſe a Grave. 
- 24Stay Edward. 
Ed. No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longer {ta 


ſelves; 


xr ſlay, 
Theſe words will coſt ten thouſand lives this day. 


| | Exennt omnes. 


— ——— 
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Alarum.Excufions, Enter Warwicke. 


War. Foresſpent with Toile, as Runiers with a Race, 
Ilay me downe alittle while to breaths | 

For ſtrokes receiv*d,and many. blowes repaid, | 
Have robb'd my ſtrong knit finewes of their ſtrength, 
And ſpight of ſpight, needs muſt 1 reſt a-while. . | 


Enter Edward running. 

Ed. Smile gentle heaven, or ſtrike ungentle death; 
For this world frownes,and Edwards Sunne is clowded. 

War. How now my Lord , what happ<c? what hope of 
good? | 
Enter Clarence. . ? 

Cla.Out hap isloſſe,our hope but ſad deſpaire; - 
Our rcankes are broke,and ruine folloiwes us.. - 
What counſaile give you?whither ſhall we flye? | 

Ea. Bootleſle is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weake we are,and cannot ſhun purſuites 7 - 


| ' Enter Richard, _ 3 2646-1 
Rich. Ah Warwicke,why haſt Y withdrawn thy (elfc? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirſty earth hathdrunk, 
Broach'd with the Steely point of ('4fords Launcez 
And in the very pangs of death,hecryde, 
Like toa diſmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwickezrevenge;Brother revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 
That ſtain'd their Fetlockes in. bis ſmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gayc up the ghoſt. - _ ' 
War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 
Ile kill my Horſe becauſe I will not flye: 
Why ſtand welike ſoft-hearted women heere, 
Wayling our lofles,whiles the Foe doth Rage, . 
Andlooke upon,as if the Tragedy $= 
Were plaid1n jcſt,by counterfetting Aﬀtors, 
Heere on my knee, I vow to God above, 
Ilenever Pawlſe againe,never ſtand ſtill, 
Till either death hath clos'd theſe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſureof Revenge. 67 
Ed, Oh Warwicke,I do bend my knee withthine, 
Andin this vow do chaine my ſoule to thine. - 
And eremy knee riſefrom the Earths cold face, 
Ithrow my hands,mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou ſetter up,and plucker downe of Kings, 
Beſeeching thee(if with thy will it ſtands) 
That to my Foesthis body muſt be prey, 
Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give ſiveet paſſage to my ſinfull ſoule, 
Now Lords,take {caveuntill we meecte againe, 
W here cre it be,in heaven,or in earth. 
« Rich, Brother, , 
Give me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke, - 
Let me embrace thee in my wearry armes: 
I that did never weepe,now inelt with wo, - 
That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring-time ſo. 
War. Away,away: 
Once more {ſweet Lords farewell. | | 
(a. Yetlet us altogether to our Troopes. | 
And give them leave to fize,that will not ſtay: 
And call them Pillars that will ſtand tous: 
And if wethrive,promiſe them ſuch rewards 
As Vitors weare at the Olympian Games. | 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet 1s hope of Lite and ViRtoty: 163 


a 
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For I my {cife will hunt this Wolfetodeath. 


In 


—_— 


 Foreſlow no longer,make we hence amaine. 


Excurſions. EnterRichard and (lifferd. 
Rich; Now Clifford, T have ſingled thee alone, 


Suppoſethis arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 
And this for Rutland, buth bound to revenge, 
Wer'tthou inviron'd witha Brazen wall. 


(if. Now Kechard, I am with thee heere alone, 


This isthe hand that ſtabb'dthy Father Yorke, 

And this the hand,thar flew thy. Brother Rutland, 

And here's the heart,chat triumphs in their death, 

And cheeres theſe bands;that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like upon thy lelfe, 
And ſo have atthee. 


T bey Fight Warwicke comes, Ciifford fiyes. = 
Rich.Nay Warwicke,ſing!e out ſome other _ 
Xenrnt, 


2652 + eAlerum, Enter King Heory alone. 
Hen, Thisbarttell fates like to the mornings Warre, 


When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 

W hat time the Shepheard blowing of his nailes, 

Can neither call it perfe day,hor night. 

Now ſwayes it this way,likea Mighty Sea, 

| Forc'd bythe Tide,ro.combat with the Winde: 

| Now ſwayes it that way/like the ſelfc-ſame Sea, 

{1 Forc'd to retyre by fury of the W inde. : 
Somerime;the Flood prevailes;and then the Winde! 

] Now,one the better:thehanother beſty = | 

Both tugging to be Vidors,breſt tobreſi: 

Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 

So is the equall poiſe of this fell Warre. 

Heere on this Mole-hillwull i fit medowne, 

To whom God will;therc be the viory: 

For Margaret my Queene,and Chfford too 

Have chid me from the Battell:Syearing both, 

| They proſper beſt of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead,if Gods good will were ſo; 

For what is inthis world, but Greefe and Woe, 

| Oh Godlme thinkes it werea happy lite, 

To beno better then a homely Swaine, 

To fit upon a hill,as I doe now, 

1 Tocarve outDialls queintly,point by point, 

| Thereby toſeethe Minutes how they runne: 

| How many.makes the Houre full compleate, 


How many Houres bring about the Day, 


| How many Dayes will finiſh up the Yeare, 


How many Yeares, a Mortail man may live. 
When this is known?,then to divide the Times: 
So many Houres,muftI tend my Flocke; 


| So many Ronres,muſt 1 take my Reſt; 

So many Honres, muſt I Contemplare: 

| So many Houres,mult L Sport my felfe: 

| Somany Dayes,my Ewes have bene with yong: 


So many weekes,erethe poore Fooles will Eanc: 


| So many yeares,creI ſhall ſhecre the Fleece: 


So Minntes, Houres,Dayes,Monthes,and Yeares, 
Paſt over tothe end they were created, 
Woul4 bring white haires,unto a Quiet grave. 
Ah! what alife werethir?How ſweet? how lovely? = 
Gives notthe Hawthorne buſh a ſweeter ſhade 
To Shepheards,looking on their filly Sheepe, 
Then doth-arich Imbrowdcr'd Canopy 
To Kings, that fearheir Subjects 
h yes, tdoth;a choubnd fold it doth. 

to conclude,the Shepherds homely Cucds, 


—_ 


2 


Exeunt. | 


| 
| 


———— 


Y 


ms, 


His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Bortle, | 


His wonted ſleepe;under a freſhrtrees ſhade, - 
All which ſecure,and tweetly he enjoyes, 

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates: 

His Viands ſparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched'in a ctirious bed, _ 

When Care, Miſtruſt;and Treaſon waits on him, 


Alarum, 
one acore. and a Father that hath kil'd his Soune at 
another apore. 


Sox. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
This man whom hand to hand i ſlew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crownes, 
And I that (haply)take them from'/him now, 
May yet(erenight)yeeld both my lifeand them 
To ſome man eiſe;as this dead man doth me, 
W ho's this?Oh God!Itis my Fathers face, 
W hom in this Confli, I(unwares)have kill'd: 
Oh heavy timeslbegetting ſuch Events. 
From London,by the KinÞ was 1 prelſt forth, 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man, 
Came oathe partof Yorkezpreit by his Maiſter: 
And 1,who a: his hands receiv'd my life, 
Have by my hands,of Life bereaved him. 
Pardon me God,I knew not what I did: 
And pardon Father, for I knew not thee. 
My Tcares ſha'l wipe away theſe bloody markes: 
And ho more words, tilthey have flow'd their fill. 
King. O pittcous ſpecacle!O bloody Times! 
Whiles Lyots watre,and battaile for their Dennes, - 
Poore harmicfle Lambes abide their enmity. 
Weepe wretched inan:1le ayde thee Teare for Teare; | 
And let our hearts and eyes,like Civill Warre, © 
Be blinde with teares, and break ore-charg'd withpriefe 
Enter Father bearmg of his Soune. | | 
Fa. Thou that to ſtoutly hath refiſted me, 
Give,me thy Gold, ifthou halt any Go!d; 
For I have bought it with an hundred blowes. 
But jet me ſec:1s this our Foe-mans face? 
Ah,nogno,no, it is mine onely Sonne. 
Ah Boy,it any life be left inthee, 
Throw up thine eyc:ſee,fee, what ſhowres ariſe, 
Blowne with the windie Tempelt of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds.that kiiles mine Eye,and Hearts 
O pitty God this miſerable Age! 
W hat Stragemshow tell}how Butcherly? 
Erroneous,nutinous,and vnnaturall; 
This dcad!y quarrell daily doth beger? 
O Boyithy Father gave thee life too ſoone, 
And hath bereftthee of thy life too late. 

K+. Woe above woe: griefe,more then common greefe; 
O that my death wou'd ſtay theſe ruthfull deeds: 
O patty,pitty,gentle heaven pitty: h 
The Red Rofeand the White are on his face, 

The Farall Colours of cur ſtriving Houſes: : 
Theone, his purple Blood right well reſembles, 
The other his pale Cheekes(me thinkes)preſenteth: 
Wither one Roſe,and lerthe other flouriſh; 
If you cantend.athouſand lives mult wither. 

Son, How will my Mother, for a Fathers death 


| Takeon with me,and n'erec be farisfi'd? 


Fa. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter ofmy Sonne, 
Shed ſeas of Teares;2nd ne*re be fatisfi'd? 


Enter a Sonne that hatb hill dbis Father, « . 


| King. How will the Country, tor theſe wofull chances, 


Miſ-thioke 


—_ —_— 
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Miſ-thinke the King,and not be ſatisfied? 

Som, Was ever ſonne,ſo rew'd a Fathers death? 
Fath. Was ever Father ſo bemoan'd his Sonne? 
Hen, Was ever King ſogreev'd for Subjets woe? 
Much is your ſorrow; Mine,tentimesfo much. 

Son, Ile beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill, 
Fath. Theſe armes of mine ſhall bethy winding ſheer: 
My heart (ſweet Boy)ſhall be thy Scpulcher, 

For from my Þeart, thine Image ne're thall go. 

| My fighing breſt,ſhall be thy Funerall bell; 

And ſo obſequious will tby Father be, 

Men for the lofſe of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his Valiant Sonnes, 

Tle beare thee hence,and let them fightthat will, 

For I have murthered where 1 ſhould not kill. Exit, 
Hen. Sad -hearted-men,much overgone with Care; 
Heere ſits a King, more wofull then you are. 


eAlarnms, Excurſions, Enter the 2neen,the 
Prince and Extter. 


Pris. Fly Father,flyc:for all your Friendsare fled. 

And Warwicke rageslikea chafed Bull: 

Away, for death doth hold us in purſuite. 

Que, Mount you my Lord,towards Barwicke pot a- 

maine: 

Edward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 

Having the fearfull lying Hare in fight, 

With fiery eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, 

Andbloody ſteele graſpt 1n their yrefull hands 

Are at our backes,and therefore hence amaine. 

Exet. Away:for vengeance comes along with them. 

Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate,make ſpeed, 

Oc elſe come after, tle away before. 

Hen, Nay take me \vith thee,good ſweet Exeter: 

Not that I feare to [tay,but love to goe 
Whither the Queene intends. Forward,away. Exennt. 

Alowd alarum. Enter Clifford Wounded. 


(if. Heere burnes my Candle out;T, heere it dies, 
Which whites it lalted,gave King Hexry light. 
OLancaſter! I feare thy overthrow, 
| Morethen my Bodiesparting with my Soule: 

My Love and Feare, plew'd many Friends ro thee, 
Andow T fall, Thy rough Commixtures melt, | 
Impairing Herry, ſtrength'ning miſproud Yorke; 
And whither flye theGnats,but to the Sunnc? 

And who ſhines now,but Henries Enemies? 
0Pheebus!had?ſt thou never given conſent, 

That Phaeton ſhould checke thy fiery Steds, 

Thy burning Carrenever had ſcorch*dthe earth. 
And Henry, bad'ft thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, 
Oras thy Father,and his Father did, 

Givingno ground untothe houſe of Yorke, 

They never then had {prung like Sommer Flyes: - 
Landten thouſand inthis lucklefſe Realme, 

Had left no mourning Widdowes for our death, 
Andthou this day,had'ſt kept thy Chair? in peace. 


For whatdoth cherriſh Weeds, bur gentle ayre? 
what makes Robbers bold, but roo much lenity? 
ottleſſe are Plaints,and Curelefle are my Wounds? 
Noway toflye,nor ſtrength to hold our flight: 
a Foe 1s mercileſſe,and will not pity: 
Forzttheir hands I have deſerv'dno pitty. 
Tteayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 


And much effuſe of blood,doth make me faint: 
Come Torke,and Richard Warwicke, and the reſt, 
I ftab'd your Fathers boſomes;Splt my breſt. 


Alarum &- Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwicke, Richard ,and | 
Sordiers, Montague, Clarence. | 
Ed.Now breathe we Lords ,good fortune bids us pauſe, 
And ſmooth the frownes of War,with peacefulllookes: 
Some Troopes purſue the bloody-minded Queene, 
That led calme Henry,chough he werea King, 
As doth a Saile;fill'd with a fretting Guſt 
Command an Argofie to ſtemme the Waves: 
But thinke you{Lords)that Clifford fled with them? 
War, No, ts impoſſible he ſhould eſcape: 
(For though before his face I ſpeakethe word) 
Your Brother Richard markt him for the Grave. 
And whereſoere he is,hee'sſurely dead. Clifford grones 
Rich, W hoſe ſoule is that which takes hir heavy leave? 
A deadly grone,like life and deaths departing. 
| See who itis, 
Ed. And now the Battaile's ended, 
if Friend or Foe,let him be gently uſed. 
Rich. Revoke that doome of mercy,for 'tis Chfford, 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaves put forth, 
But ſet his murth'riag knife unto the Roote, 
From whence thattender ſpray did ſweetly ſpring, 
I meane our Princely Father, Duke of Yorke. | 
War. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down 5 head, 
Your Fathers head, which Ciford placed there: 
In ſtead whereof,let this ſupply the roome, 
Meaſure for meaſure,muſt be anſwered. 
Ed.Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle to our houſe, 
That nothing ſung but death,to usand ours: 
Now death ſhall ſtop hisdiſmall threatning ſound, 
} And his ill-boading tongue, no more ſhall ſpeake. 
War. I thinke his underſtanding is bereft: 
Spcake Chffora,doltthou know who ſpeakes to thee? 
| Darke cloudy death ore-ſhades his beames of life, 
And he nor ſees,nor heares ws,what wedſay. 
Rich. O would he did,andto(perhaps)hedoth, 
\ *Tis but his policy to counterfet, 
| Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 
Whichinthe time of death he gave our Father. 
Ca. If ſo thou think*ſt, 
Vex him with eager Words. 
Rich. Clfford,aske mercy,and obtaine no grace. 
Ea, Chfford,repent in bootleſſ- penitence. 
Var. Clifford, deviſe excuſes for thy faults. 
CA. While we deviſe fell Torturesfor thy faults! 
Rich. Thou didd'ſt love Yorke,and I am ſon to Yorke. | 
Eaw. Thou pittied'ſt Rutland, Þwill pirty thee. 
; Cla. Where's Captaine Aargaret, to fence you now? 
V Var. They mocke thee ( {:fford, 
Sweare as thou was't wont. _ 
Ric. What,not an Oathe Nay then the world go's hard, 
W hen (Vfford cannot ſpare his Friends an oath; 1 
I know by that he's dead,and by my Soule. | 
Ifthis right hand would buy but two howres life, 
That T(in all deſpight)might rayle at him, 
This hand ſhould chop it off:& with the iſſuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine,whoſe unſtanched thirſt - © | 
Yorke,aad yong Rutland could not fatisfie. | | 
V/rar. I, but he's dead. Off withthe Traitors head, | 
And reare it in the place your Fathers ſtand, | | 
Aud now to London with Triumphant martch, 


There \ 
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There to be crowned Englands Royall King: 
From whence,ſhall Warwicke cut the Sea to France, 
Andagske the Lady Bonatorthy Queene: 
So ſhalt thou ſinovw both theſe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend,thou ſhalt not dread 
The ſcattred Foe, that hopes to riſe agine: 
For though'they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
Yet looke to have them buz to offend thine cares. 
Firſt,will 1 ſee the Coronation, 
And then to Brittany lle croſſc the Sea, 
To efte& this marriage,ſo it pleaſe my Lord. 

Ed. Even as thou wilt ſweet Warwicke,let it be: 
For on thy ſhoulder dol builde my Seate; 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy counfaile and conſent is wanting: 
Richard, 1 will create thee Duke of Glouceſter, 
And George of Clarence;Warwickeas our Sclfe, 
Shall do,and undo as him plcaſcth beſt. 

Rich.Let mebe Duke of Clarence,George of Gloſter, 
For Gloſters Dukedome is roo ominous- 

Far. Tut,that's a fooliſh obſervation: 
Richard,be Duke of Gloſter: Now to London, 
To ſee thele Honors in poſleſſion. Exennt. 

Enter Sinklo and Hamfrey with ('roſſe-bowes 

in their hanas, 
(our {clves: 

Sink, Vnder this thicke growne brake,wee'l ſhrowd 


For through this Laund anon the Deere will come, 


And 1n thiscovert will we make our Stand, 
Cullins the principall of all the Deere. 

Hum. Vic ſtay above the hill.{o both may ſhoot, 

Sink. That cannor be,the noiſe of thy Crofſe-bow 
Will ſcarre the Heard,and ſo my ſhoot 1s loſt: 

Heere itand we both,and ayme we at the beſt: 
Andfor the time ſhall not ſeeme tedious, 
Ile tell thee what befcll me on a day, 
Inthis ſelfe-place, where how we meane to ſtand. 
Smb.Heere comes a man,let's ſtay till he be paſt: 
Enter the King with a Prayer books. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ſtolne even of purelove, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wiſhfull ſight: 
No Her, Harry, tis no Land of thine, 

Thy place is fill'd,thy Scepter wrung from thee, 

Thy Balme waſht off, wherewith thou was Annointed: 
No bending knee will call thee (eſar now, | 

No humble ſuters preaſe to ſpeake for right: 

No, nota man comes for redreſle of thee: 

For how canT helpe them,and not my ſelfe? . 

Sin. T, heere's a Deere, whoſe skin's a Keepers Fee: 
This is the quondam King;Let's ſeize upon him, 

Hes. Let me embrace the ſowre Adverſaries, 

For Wiſe men fay,it is the wiſc{t courſe. 

Hum. W hy linger we?Let us lay hands upon him. 
Sink.Forbeare a-while,wee'l heare alittle more. 
Hen. My Queeneand Son are gone to France for aid: 

And(as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke 

Is thither gone,tocrave the French Kings Siſter 

To wife for Edward. If this newes betrue, 

Poore Queene,and Sonne,your labour is but loſt: 

For Warwicke is a ſubtle Orator: 

And Lewisa Prince ſoone wonne with moving words: 
By this account then, Margeret may winne him, 

For {he's a woman to be pitttied much: 

Her ſighes will make a batt'ry in hisbreſt, 

Her teares will pierce intoa Marble heart: 


| 


The Tyger will be milde,whiles ſhe doth mourne; 


And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 

To heare and ſee her plaints,her Briniſh Teares. 
I, but ſhee's come to begge, Warwicketo give: 
.Shee on his left fide,craving ayde for Hey; 
Heon his right,asking a wife for Edward. 

Shee Weepes,and ſayes,her Henry is depos'd: 
He Smiles,and ſayes,his Edward is inſtauFd; 
Thar ſhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can ſpeake tio more: 
Whiles Warwicke tels his Title,ſmooths the Wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty ſtrength, | 
And in concluſion winnes the King from her, 

With promiſe of his Siſter, and whar elſe, 

To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Edwards place. 

O Margaret,thus twill be,and thou(poore ſoul) 


Artthen forſaken,as thou went forlorne. 

Hum, Say,what art thoutalk'ft of Kings & Queens 

King. More then I ſeeme,and lefſe then I was bornto; 
A man at leaſt, for lefle I ſhould not be: | 
And men may talke of Kings,and why not I? 

Hum.F,but thou talk*ſt,as if thou wer'ta King, 

King. Why ſo I am (in Minde)and that's enough, 
Hum. But if thou be a King,where is thy Crowne? 
King. My Crownei1s in my heart,not on my head: 

Not deck'd with Diamonds, and Indian ſtones: 

Nor to beſcene:my Crowne,is call'd Content, ' 

A Crowne it is,that fildome Kings enjoy. 

Hum, Well,if you be a King crown'd with Content, 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muſt be contented 
Togo along with us. For (as we thinke) 

Youare the king,King Edward hath depos'd: 

And we hisſubjeRs,{worne inall Allegeance, 

Will apprehend you,as his Enemy. 

King. But did you never ſweare,and breakean Oath. 
Hum. No, never ſuch an Oath,nor will notnow. 
King. W here did youdwell when I was K.ofEngland? 
Hum. Heere in this Countrey, where we now real, 
King.i was annointed King at nine monthesold, 

My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings: 

And you were ſworne true SubjeRs unto me: 

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oathes? 
$i.No,for we were Subje&ts,but while you were king, 
King. Why? Am Tdead?Do I not breath a Man? 

Ah ſimple men,you know not what you ſweare: : 

Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 

And as the Ayre blowes it tome againe, 

Obeying with my winde when I do blow, 

And yeelding to another,when it blowes, 

Commanded alvayes by the greater guſt: 

Such is the lightneſſe of you, common men. 

But do not breake your Oathe,for of that ſinne, 

My milde intreaty ſhall not makeyou guilty. 

Go where you will.the King ſhall be commanded; 

And be you kings, command,and Ile obey. 

S#k, We arc true Subjeds to the King, 

King Edward, 

Kimg.So would you be againeto Heyy, 

If he were ſeated as King Edward is. 130 

Sink. We charge you in Gods name & the KingS, | 
Togo with us unto the Oilicers. 

King. In Gods namelead,your Kings name be obeyd, 
And what God will, thatlet your King performe, 

And what he will,I humbly yeeld unto. Exenmt, 


Enter K. Edward,Gleſter,Clarence, Lady Gra) 


King. Brother of Gloſter,ac S. Aibons field 


© "8 
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This Ladyes Husband,Sir Richard Grey,was ſlaine, 
His Land then ſciz'd on by the Conqueror, 
Her ſuit is now,to repoſleſle thoſe Lands, 
Which wee in Iuſtice cannot well deny, 
Becauſe in Quarrell of the Houſe of Torke, 
The worthy Gentleman didloſe his Life, , , 
Rich. Your Highneſle thall doe well to graunt her ſuit: 
It were diſhonor to deny it her, | 
King. It were noleſſe,but yet Ile makea pawſe 
Rich. Yea, is it 10: 
I ſee the Lady bath a thing to graunt, + 
Before the King will graunt her humble ſuit. 
{la. Hee knowes the Game, hoy true hee keepes the 
winde? 
Rich. Silence. 
King. Widow, we will conſider of your ſuit, 
And come ſome other time to know our minde. 
wid. Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay, 
May it pleaſe your Highneſle to reſolve me now, 
And what your pleaſure is,ſhall ſatisfie me. 
Rich. 1 Widow?then Ile warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleaſes hiem,(hall pleaſe you: 
Fight cloſer,or good faith you'le catch a Blow. 
Cle, 1 feare her nor, unleſle ſhe chance to fall. 
Rich. God forbid that, for hee'le take vantages. 
King. How many Children haſtthou ; Widow ? tell 
me. | | 
Cla, Ithinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Rich. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather give her two» 
Wid. Three,my molt gracious Lord. | 
Rich. You ſhall have foure,if you'le be rul'd by him; 
King. *Twere pitty they ſhould loſe their Fathers 
$ 


#id. Be pittifull, dread Lord,and graunt it then. 

King. Lords give usleave, Ile trye this Widowes 
wit» | 

Rich. I, good [cave have you,for:you will have leave, 
Till Youth take leave,and leave you tothe Cruch. 

King. Now tell me, Madame , doe you love your 
.----.-.: 

Wia. I, full as dearely as I love my ſelfe. 
dar And would you not doe much to doc them 
80002. - a» 
Mey Todoe them good, I would ſuſtayneſome 

King, Then get your Husbands Lands,to doe them 


id. Therefore I came unto your Majeſty. 
King. Ile tell you how theſe Lands are to be got, 
Wia. So ſhall you bind me to your Highnefle ſervice. . 
hy What ſervice wilt thou doe me if I givethem? 
; ia, What you command, that reſts in me to doe. 
a But you will take exceptions to my, Boone. 
Wig, No,gracious Lord,except [| cannot doe it. 
a -but thou canſt doe what I meane to aske. 
= « Why then I will doe what your Grace com- 
Manas, 


- 


Clar. ASredas fire?nay then, her Wax muſt melt. 
h _ Why ſtoppes my Lord ? (hall 1 not heare my 
aske EY 
my An caſie Taske,'tis butto lovea Kings - 
Wis. That's ſoone perform'd,becauſe I ama Subje&. 
M's Why then,thy Husbands Lands I freely give 


»: »> 
pe EE 


Rich. Hee plyes her hard, and muchRaine wearesthe 
Marble. | 


| I ſpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 


| Iknow,lam too meane to be your Queene, 


. you Father. 


- And by Gods Mother,[ being but a Batchelor, 
' Have other-ſome. Why, 'tisa happy thing, 


W1A. I take my leave with many thouſand thanke. 
Rich..The Match is made,ſhe ſeales ic witha Curtſie. 
King. But ſtay thee,tis the fruirsof love I meane. 
ia, The fruits of Love, I meane,my loving Liege. 
King. 1,but I feare me in another ſence. 
What Love,think*ſt thouyl ſue ſo much to get? 
id. My love till death.my hamble thanks,my prayers, 
That love which Vertue begges,and Vertnegrauuts. 
Kwsg, No, by my troth,I'didnot meane ſuch love. 
Wid. Why then you meanenotas 1 thought you did, 
Kg. But now you partly may perceive my minde.. - 
1d. My minde will never graunt what I perceive 
Your Higneffe aymesat,if I ayme aright-. | 
K#ng. To tell thee plaine,T ayme to lye with thee. 
Wid, To tell you plaine,I had rather lye in Priſon. 
. WE W hy then thou ſhalt not have thy Husbands 
ands. 2 
1d. Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be my Dower, 
For by that loſſe, I willnotpurchaſe them. , 
King. Thereinthou wrong'ſt thy Children mightily. 
71d.Herein your Highneſſe wrongs both them & nie: 
But mighty Lord,this merry inclination 
Accords not with the ſadaeſſe of my ſuit: 
Pleaſe you diſmifſe me, either with I,or no. 
Kivg. I, it thou wilt ſay I to my requeſt: 
No,if thou do'ſt ſay No romy demand, 
iid. Then No,my Lord:my ſuit is at an end. _ 
Rich. The Widow likes himnot , ſhes knits her 
Browes:. | | | - 
; Clarence, Hee is thee blunteſt Wooer.in Chriſten« 
5 | | BE”, 
King. Her Looks doe argue her replete with Modeſty, 
Her Words doe ſhew her Wit incomparable, 
All her perfe&tions challenge Soveraigaty, 
One way,or other,ſhe is for a King, 
And ſhee ſhall be my Love,or elſe my Queene. - 
Say that King Edwardrake thee for his Queene? 
id. Tis better ſaid then done,my gracious Lord: 
Tama ſubject fitto jeaſt withall, 
But farre unfit tobe a Soveraigne. | 55 
King. Sweet Widow,by my State I ſweare tothee, 


And that 1s,to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Wid. And that is more thenI will yeeld unto: 


And yettoo good to be your Concubine. TREE 
King. You cavill, Widow, I did meane my Queene. 
wid *T will grieve your Grace,my ſonnes ſhould call 

; q . 

King. No more,then when my Danghters 

Call thee Mother. . | | | 

Thou arta Widow,and thou haſt ſome Children, 


To be the Father unto many Sonnes: =, 

Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queene., --- 
Rich. Thie Ghoſtly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
{"la. When hee was madea Shriver, *twas for ſhift. 
King. Brothers , you muſe what Chat wee two have | 


Richard, The Widow likes itnot, for ſhee lookes 
fad. a "TFY FE ET ET. 
King, You'ld thinke it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry. 
RM = | 
Cla.To whom my Lord? | 
King. Why Clarence, to my ſelfe, EL 

| ah, Tia: |, 


Y 
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Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at thelcaſt. 

Cler.That's a day longer then a Wonder laſts. 

Rich. By ſo much is the Wonder in extremes. 

King. Well,jeaft on Brothers : I can tell you both, 
Her ſuit is graunted for her Husbands Lands. 


Emer 4 Noble man. 


Nb. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Pallace Gate- 
King. See that he be convey d unto the Tower: 
And goe wee Brothers io the manihartooke nm, 
Toqueſtion of his apprehenſion. 
Widoi goe you along:Lords uſe her honourably 


<  Manet Richard. 
Rich. 1,Edward will uſe Women hoaourably. 
Would he wcre waſted, Marrow,Bones,andall, | 
Tat from his Loyncs no hopetull Branch way ſpring, 
To croſle me fromthe Goldcn time I looke for: 
And yet,betweene my Soules deſire,and me, 
The luitfull Edwards Title buryed, 
Is (tarenxce, Henry,and bis Sonne young Edward, 
And allthe unlook?d-for Iffue of their Bodies, 
To take their Roomes, ere I can place my clfe: 
A cold premeditation for my purpoſe, 
Why then I doe but dreame on Soveraignty, 
Like one that ftands upona Promontorie, 
AnJ ſpycsa farre-oft ſhore,where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his foot were equall with his eye, 
.| And chides the Sea,that ſunders him from thence, 
Saying hec'le lade ic dry,to have his way: 
So doe I wiſh the Crowne, being ſofarre off, 
Aud fo1 chide the meanesthat keepes me from 1t, 
And {o(Ifay)lle cut the Cauſes off, 
Flattering me with impoſſibilities: 
My Eyestoo quicke , my Heart o're-weenes too much, 
Vnleſſe my Hand and Strength could equall them. 
Weli,fay there is no Kingdeme then for Richard: 
W hat other Pleaſure can the World affoord? 
Ile make my Heaven in a Ladies Lappe, 
And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And* witch ſweet Ladies with my Wordsand Lookes. 
Oh miſerable Thought!and more unlikely, 
Then to accompliſh twenty Golden Crownes, 
Why Love tor{wore me in my Mothers Wombe: 
And for IT ſhould not deale in her ſoft Lawes, 
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with ſome Bribe, 
To ſhrinke mine Arme up like a wither'd Shrub, 
To make an envious Mountaine on my Back, 
Where ſits Deformity to mocke my Body; 
To ſhape my Legges of an unequall ſize, 
To diſ-proportion me 1n every part? 
Like toa Chaos,or an un-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
That carryes no impreſſion likethe Damme, 
And am TI then a mar to be bcloy'd? 
Oh monſtrous fault,to harbour ſuch a thought, 
+ Then ſince this Earth affoords no Ioy to me, 
But to command,to check,to o're-beare ſuch, 
As are of better Perſon then my {cIfe; 
Ilemake my Heaven,todreame upon the Crowne, 
And whiles I live,t'account this World but Hell, 
Vntill my mis-ſhap'd Trunke, thas beares this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne. 
And yetI know not how to getthe Crowne, 
For many Lives ſtand betweene me and home: 


Exenvnt. 


| And I,like one loſt in a Thorny Wood, 


Secking & way,and {traying from the way, 

Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre, 

But toyling deſperately to finde it out, 

Torment my ſelfe,to catch the Engliſh Crowne: 
And from that torment I will free my ſelfe, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. 

Why I can ſmile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 

And cry,Content,to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Cheekes with artificiall Teares, 

And frame my Face toall occaſions. 

le drowne moreSaylers then the Mermaid ſhall, 
Ieſlay more gazers then the Baſiiiske, 

Ile play the Oratoras wellas Neſtor, 

Deceive more lyiy then Viyſſes could, 

And like a S#on,take another Troy. 

I can adde Colours tothe Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Prozews, for advantages, 

And {ct the murtherous Hachevilt to Schoole. 

Can Idoe this,and cannot gera Crowne? 

Tut,were it farther off, Ile plucke it downe. Emi, 


Flowiſh. 

Enter Lewis the French King, his Sijter Bona, his © + 
eTamiral.calld Fourben: Prince Edward,” 
Lueene Margaret, and the Earle of Oxford, 

Lewis fits, and riſeth up againe. X 


Sit downe with us : it ill befits thy State, / 

| And Birth,that thou ſhould tand,while Lewi dothiſit, 
Mar. No,mighty King of France:now CMargan, - 

Muſt ſtrike her {aile,and leorne a while to ſerve, * 

Where Kings command. I was(I muſt confeſſe): 

Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes: 

But now wiſchance hathtrod my Title downe, 

And with diſ-honor layd me on the ground, 

W here I muſt takelike Seat untomy fortune, 

And to my humble Sear conforme my ſelfe, 


Lewis. Faire Queene of England, worthy Maar, 


deepe deipaire? | | 
ar. From ſich a cauſe,as fills mine eyes with tears, 

And ſtops my tongue, whiie heartis drown'd in cats. 
Lew.What ere it be,be thou ſtill like thy ſelfe, ' 


Yeeld not thy ixcie to Fortunes yeake, SY 

But let thy daintlefſe minde ſtill rideir: triumph, © 

Overall miſchance, | , 94 47 HON 

Be plaine, Queene Hargaret , and tell thy griefe, * 

It thall be cas'd,if France can yeeld reliefe. 6-26 

Ma. Tholcgracious words 

| Revive my drooping thoughts, | &, a 

And give my tongue-ty*d ſorrowes leaveto ſpeake: . 

| Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewis, © _ 
That Hewy,ſole peſleſſor of my Love, 

; Is,of a King,become a baniſht man, 

| And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorne; 


& 


Vſurpes the Regall Title,and the Sear | 
Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King. 

This is the cauſe that I, poore Margaret, 5 
With this my Sonne, Prince Edward Henries Helif, 
Am come to crave thy juſt and lawfullayde: 
And if thou faile us,all our hope is done. 


| Scotland hath will tohelpe,but cannot helpe: 


That rents the Thornes,and is rent withthe Thornes, i 


And fit thee by our fide. Seats her by him. . | 


——RY 


While prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke; wh | 


4 


| 


Lewis, Why fay, faire Queene, whence ſpringsthis | 
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le, and our Peeres, are both mis-led, 
oO Freakure {eiz'd, our Souldiers putto flight, 
And (as thou ſeeſt) our ſelves in heavy plight. 
Lew, Renowed Queene, 
With patience calme the Storme, : 
While we bethinkea meanes to breake it off. | 
Marg. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger growes our 
_—_ The more I ſtay, the more Ile ſuccour thee. 
Marg. O, but impatience waiteth on true forrows 
And ſce wherecomes the breeder of my ſforrow- 


Enter Warwicke, 


Lw, What's he approacheth boldly to our pre- 


ſence ? : 
Marg, Our Earle of Warwicke , 


friend. : ; 
Levis Welcome brave Warwicke, what beings thee 
to France? He deſcends.  Sheariſeth. 
Harg. T,now beginsa ſecond Storme to rife, 
Forthisis he that meves beth Winde and Tyde. 
warm. From worthy Edward, King of eAlbion, 
My Lord and Soveraigne, and thy vowed Friend , 
come (in Kindneſſe, and unfayned Love) 
Firſt, todoe greetings tothy Royall Perſon, 
Andthento crave a League of Amity : - 
And laftly, ro confirme that Amity 
With Nuptiall Knot, if thou vouchſafe to graunt 
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy faire Siſter, 
ToEnglands King, in hawfull Marriage. s—”— 
Marg. Tf thatgoe forward, Henries bope is done. 
Farw. And gracious Madam, Speaking to Bona. 
I our Kings behalfe, 
lan commanded, with your leaveand fayour, 
Humbly to kifſe you Hand, and with my Tongue 
Totellthe paſſion of my Soveraignes Heart ; 
Where Fame, late entring at his heedfull Eares, 
Hath plac'd thy beauties Image, and thy V ertue. 
Marg. King Lewis, and Lady Boa, heare me ſpeake, 
before you anſwer Parwicke. His demand - . 
Ppringsnot from Edwards well-meant honeſt Love, 
but fromDeceit, bred by Necellity : 
For how can Tyrants ſafely governe home, 
Valeſſe abroad they purchaſe great allyance ? 
Toprove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ſuihce, 
That Henry liveth ſtill : but were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edwardftands, King Henries Sonne. 
Lookethercfore Lew#, that by this League and Marriage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Dis-honor : 
tor though Vſurpers ſway therule a while, 
let Heavens are juſt, and Time ſupprefſeth Wrongs. 
Far. Iurious Margaret. 
Eaw, And why not Queene? 
Far, Becauſe thy father Hewry did uſurpe, 
Andthou no moreart Prince, then ſhe is Queene. 
Of. Then Warwicke diſanulls great /obn of Gaunt," 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine 3 
Andafter Jobu of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Wiſdome wasa Mirror to the wiſcſt : 


Edwards greateſt 


And after that wiſe Prince, Hemr) the Fift, 
Whoby his Proweſſe conquered all France : 
Fromtheſe, our Henrylineally deſcends, 
on Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth diſcourſe,” 
in told not, how Hemrythe Sixt hath loſt 
that, which Henry the Fift had gotten ; « | 


EE 


| My ſelfe have ofcen heard him fay, and ſweare, | 


| Vnleſſe the Lady Boxa quit his paine. 


| Draw neere, Queene 4argaret, and be a witneſle, 


| But if your Title to the Crowne be weake, 


— 


Me thinkes cheſe Peeres of France ſhould ſmile at that: 
Rut for the reſt : you tella Pedigree | 
Of threeſcore and two yeeres, alillytime 
To makepreſcription for a Kingdomes worth. 
Oxf.Why rarwicke,canſt thouſpeake againſt thy Liege 
Whom th62 obeyd'ſt thirty and fix yecres; 
And not bewray thy Treaſon witha bluſh ? 
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right; 
Now buckler falſchood witha Pedigree ? 
For ſhameleave Hesry,and call Edward King. 
Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doome 
My elder Brother, the Lord Ambrey Vere | 
Was done to death ? and morethen ſo, my Father, 
. Eveninthe downe-fall of his mellow'd yeeres, | 
W hen Nature brought him tothe doore of Death ; 
Nowarricke,no : while Life upholds this Arme, 
This Arme upholds the Houſe of Lanca#er. 
Warw, And I the houſe of Yorks. 
Lew. Quecne Margaret , Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchſate at ourrequeſt, to ſtand aſide, 
WhileI ufe further conference with Warwicke, : 
They 7. and aloofe. : 
"Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwickes words bewitch 
himnot. | 
Lew.Now Warwicke, tell moeven upon thy conſcience 
Is Edwardyour true King ? forT wereloth-i ' 
Tolinke with him, that were not lawfull choſen. 
nores ; Toy 
Lew. But is he gracious in the peoples eye? 
Far. The more, that Hewry was unfortunate. 
Lew. Then further : all difſembling ſet afide, 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his love, 


War. Such it ſeemes, TX 
As may beſceme a Monarch like him(clfe; 


That this his Love was an externall Plant, 

Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 

The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauties Sunne, 
Exempt from Envy, but notfrom Diſdaine, 


Lew Now Siſter, let us heare your firme reſolye. 
Boys, Your graunt, or your deny, ſhall be mine, 

YetI confeſle, that often erethis day, Speaks to Wart 
WhenT have heard your Kings deſert recounted, 

Mine eare hathtempted judgement to defires 

Lew. Then Warwicke, this ; 

OurSiſter ſhall be Edwards. 

And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawne, 
Touching the Ioynture that your King muit make, 

W hich with her Dowry ſhall be counter-poys'd : 


That Bo»a ſhall be Wife ro the Engliſh King. 

Prin, Edw, To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King, 
IHarg. Deceitfull Parwicke, it was thy device, | 
By this alliance to make voyd my ſuit ; 

Before thy comming, Lews was Henries friend. 
Lew. And ſtillis friend to him, and CMargarer, 


As may appeare by Edwards good ſucceſle ; 
Then 'tis but reaſon, that I be reieas'd 

From giving ayde, which late I promiſed. 
Yet ſhall you have all kindnefſeatmy band, 
That your eſtate requires, and mine can yeeld, 
Warw, Henry now lives in Scotland, at his caſe; 


Vnto our Siſter Bona: | | | | 


Warw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho- | 


? 


| 


m—_ —__— 


r Where ! 
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Where having nothing, nothing can he loſe. 

And as for you your ſelfe (our quondam Queene) 

You have a Father ableto maintaine you, 

And better *twere, you troubled him, then Frances 

Mar. Peace impudent,and ſhamelefſe Warwicke,Peace, 
Proud ſerter up, and puller downe of Kings, * 


| I willnot hence, till with my Talke and Teares 


(Both full of Truth) I make King Lews behold 
Thy ſlye conveyance, and thy Lords falſc love. 
Poſte blowing a horn within: 
For both of you are Birds of ſelfe-ſame Feather. 
Lew. Warwicke, this is ſome poſte to us, or thee. 
Emter a Poſte. 
Poſte. My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Thele Letters are for you. Speaks to Warwicke. 
Scnt from your Brother Marqueſle Aountague. 
Theſe from our King, unto your Majeſty. 
And Madam, theſe tor you, 
From whom, I know not. 
T hey all reade therr Letters, ED 
Oxf. T like it weil, that our faire Queene and Miſtris 
Smiles at her newes, while Warwicke frownes at his. 
Prince dw. Nay marke how Lewis ſtampesas he were 
netled. I hope, all's for the beſt. 
; Lew. Warwicke, what ase thy Newes? 
And yours, faire Queene? 
Mar. Mine ſuch, as fillmy heart with unhop'd joyes: 
.-Far. Mine full of ſorrow, and hearts diſcontent. 
Lew. What ? has your King marrycd the Lady Grey ? 
And now t6 footh your Forgery, and his, 
Sends me a Paper to per{wade me Patience ? 
Is this th'Alliance that he ſeekes with France ? 
Dare he preſumeto {corne us in this manner ? 
Mar. I told your Majeſty as much before : 
This proveth Edwards Love, and Warwickes honeſty. 
War. King Lew, I here proteſt in fight of heaven, 
And by the hope have of heavenly bliſſe, 
Thar I am cleere from this miſdeed of Edward; ; 
No more my King, for he diſhonors me, 
But moſt himſelfe, if he could ſee his ſhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of Torke 
My father came untimely to his death ? 


To Lew. 
To Margatets 


| DidTI let paſſe thabuſe doneto my Neece ? 


Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 
Did I put Henry from his Native Right ? 
| And am I guerdon'd atthe laſt, with Shame? 
Shame on himſclte, for my Deſert is Honors 
And to repaire my Honor loſt for him, 
I hetre renounce him, and returne to Hem. 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges paſſe, 
And henceforth, I am thy true Servitour : 
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Hevry in his former tate. 
Har. War Picke, 
Theſe words have turr'd my Hate, to Love, 
And I forgive, andquite forget old faults, 
And joy that thou becom'ſt King Henries Friend. 
Far. So much his Friend, I, his unfained Friend, 
That if King Lewss vouchſafe to furniſh us 
With ſome few Bands of choſen Souldiors, 
Te undertaketo Land them on our Coaſt, 
And force the Tyrant from his ſeat by Warre. 
Tis not his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him, 
And as for (!arexce, as my Letters tell me, 
He's very likely now to fall from hin, 


——.. 
b 


| For matching more for wanton Luſt, then Honor, 


| 


Or then for ſtrength and ſafery of onr Country . 


| Vnleſle thou reſcue him from foule deſpaire? 


] 


| 


FE 


But by thy helpeto this diſtreſſed Queene ? 


To revell it with him, and his new Bride. 


And heere to pledge my Vow, 


| 


Boua, Deere brother, how ſhall Bonabe reveng, 


Afar. RenownedPrince, how ſhall Poore Hemy live, 


Bona, My quarrell, and this Engliſh Queens, are one, 
War. And mine faire Lady Boys, joynes with yours, 
Lew. And mine, with hers, andthine, and Margery, 
Thereforeart laſt, I firmely am reſoly'd | 
You ſhall have ayde. . | 
Aar, Let me give humble thankes for all, at once, 
Lew, Then Englands Meſlenger, returne in Poſte, 
And tcll falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewes of France, 1s ſending over Maskers 


Thou ſeeſt what's palt, goe feare thy King withall, 
Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly, 
I wearethe Willow Gai land for his ſake. 
Har. Tell him, my mourning weedsare layde alide, 
And I am ready toput Armor on. he 
War. Tell him from me;that he hath done mewrong, 
And therefore Ile un-Crowne him, er't belong. - 
There's thy reward, be gone, ExutPoftt, 
L:tw, But Warnicks, 
Thou and Oxford, with five thouſand men 
Shall croſſe the Seas, and bid falſe Edwardbattaile: 
And as occaſion ſerves, this Noble Queehe- 
And Prince, ſhall follow with a freſh Supply, 
Yet ere thou goc, but anſwer me one doubt - 
W hat Pledge have we of thy firme Loyalty? 
War.This ſhali afſure my conſtant Loyalty, 
Thar if our Queene, and this young Prince agree, 
Ile joyne mine eldeſt daughrer, and myeloy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands. _ 
Mar. Yes, I agree, and thanke you for your Motion 
Sonne Edward, ſhe is Faire and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And with thy band, thy faith irrevocable, 
That onely Warwickes daughter ſhall be thine. _ 
Pri. Ed. Yes, l accept her, for ſhe well deſerves It, 
I give my hand. | 
He gives his hand Warwick! 
Lew. Why ſtay we now? Thele ſouldiers ſhalbelevicd, 
And thou Lord Bexrben, our High Admirall 
Shalt waft them over with our Royall Fleetc- 
I long till Edward fall by Warres miſchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France» | 
| Exennt. Mane Warwick 
War. I came from Edward as Ambaſſador, 
Bur Ireturne his ſworne and mortall Foe : 
Matter of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadfull Warre ſhall anſwer kis demand. 
Had henone elſe ro makea ſtale but me ? 
Then none but I, ſhall turne his Ieſt ro Sorrow, 
I was the Cheefe that rais'd him to the Crowne | 
And Ile be Cheefe to bring him downe againe * 
Not that 1 pitty Hewries miſery, 
But ſeeke Revenge on Edwards mockery- 


$ 


Exit 


K 


Enter Richard, (erence, Somerſet, and 
CHMountagne. | 


Rich. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinkeJ0 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Grey? 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choyce? _ 
(lar. Alas, you know, 'tis farre from hence to " 


Y 
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How conld he ſtay till 77/arwicke made returne ? 
Sev. My Lords, forbeare this talke : here comes the 


de Flouriſh. 
Enter King Edward, Lady Grey, Pembrooke, Staſ- 
ford, Haftings : fonre land on one ſiae, 
#nd forte on the other, 


Rich. Arid his well-choſen Bride: 

{lar. I mind to tell him plainly what I thinke. 

King. Now brother of Clarence, 

How ike you our Choyce, 
That you ttand penfive, as halfe malecontent ? 
Clar. As well as Lewa of France, 
Or the Earle of Varwicke, ; 
Whichare ſo weake of courage, and in judgement, 
That they'le take no offenceat our abuſe. 2 

King. Suppoſe they take offence withouta cauſe z 
Theyare but Lewwand Warwicke,l am Edward, 

Your King and FYarwickes, and muſt have my will. 

Rich. And ſball have your will, becauſe our King : 
Yet halty Marriage ſeldome ptoveth well. | 

Kins. Yes Brother Richard, are you offended too ? 

Rich, NotI :no: ; 
God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, 

Whom God hath joyn'd together : 
I, and *twere pitty, to ſunder them, 
That yoake ſo well together. bs 

King. Setting your skornes, and your millike afide, 
Tell me ſome reaſon, why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queene ? 
And you too, Somerſet and ountagne, 

Speake freely what you thinke. 

Clar. Then this is mine opinion : 

That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 

For mocking him about the Marriage 

Of the Lady Bona. | 

Rich, And Warwicke, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now dis-honored by this New Marriage. 

King, What, if both Lew and Warwicke be appeas'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can deviſe ? 

Mount. Yet,to have joyn'd with France in ſuchalliance, 
Would more have ſtrehgthined this our Commonwealth 
'Gainſt forraine ſtormes, then any home-bred Marriage. 

Ha#t, Why, knowes not Aountague, that of it ſelfe, 
England is ſafe, if true within it ſelfe ? 

* Moun.Yes,but the ſafer, when'tis back'd with France. 

HaZF, *Tis better uſing France, then truſting France ; 
Letusbe back*d with God, and with the Seas, 

Which he hath giv'n for fence impregnable, 
And withtheir helpes, oncly defendour ſelves : 
Inthem, and inour ſclves, our ſafety yes. 

Clar, For this one ſpeech, Lord HaFtings well deſerves 
 Tohave the Heire of the Lord Hungerford. 

King. I, what of that ? it was my will, and graunt, 
| And for this once, my Will ſhall fttand for Law. 

Rich. And yet me thinks, your Grace hath not done wel 
Togive the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales +: 
Vntothe Brother of your loving Bride ; 

She better would have fitted me, or (rence: 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. > 

Clar, Or elſe you would not have beſtow'd the Heire 
Ofthe Lord Bonwillon your new Wives Sonne, 
Andleave your Brothers to goe ſpeede elſewhere, 

King. Alas, pooxe Clarence: isit fora Wife 
Thatthonart malecontent? I willprovide thee. 


Clar. In chuling for your ſelfe, 
You ſhew'd your judgement : «os 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhallgive me leave; 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe; 
Andtothat end, I ſhortly mind to leave you- 
King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King, 
And not be ty'd unto his Brothers will. 
Lady Grey, My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majeſty 
To raiſe my State to Titleofa Qreene, 
Doe me but right, and you mutt all confeſle, 
That I wasnot ignoble of Deſcent, 
And meaner then my ſelfe bave had like fortune. 
But as this Title honors me and mine, 
So yourdiſlikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 


Doth cloud my joves with danger, and with ſorrow. 
King. My Love,forbeare to fawne upontheir frownes: 
W hat danger, or what ſorrow can betallthee, 
So long as Edward is thy conſtant friend, 
And their true Soveraigne, whom they muſt obey? 
Nay, :whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Vuleſle they ſeeke for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they doe, yet will I keepe thee ſafe, 
And they ſhall fecle the vengeance of my wrath. 
Rich, I heare, yer fay not much, but thinke the more. 


Emer a Poſte, 


King. Now Meſſenger, what Letters, or what Newes 


| from France? 


Prſt.My Soveraigne Liege, no Letters,and few words, 
But ſuch, as I (without your ſpeciall pardon) , 
Dare not relate. * 

King, Goe too, we pardon thee : 
Theretore, in briete, tell their words, 
As nxeere asthou canft gueſſe them. 
Wi hat anſwer makes King Zews, unto our Letters? 

Pot, At my depart, theſe were his very words ; 

Goe tell falſe Edward, the tuppoſed King, 
That Zews of France is ſending over Maskers, 
To revell/it with him, and his new Bride. 

King, Is Lews lo brave? belike hethinkes me Henry. 
But whavſaid Lady Bonato my Marriage? 

Pot. Theſe were her words,utt'red with mild diſdaine: 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widowcr ſhortly, 


| He weare thc Willow Garland for his fake. 


King, I blame noc her ; ſhe could ay littlelefle : 
Sne had the wrong. But what ſaid Hemrses Queene ? 
For I heard, that ſhe was there in place. 
Poſt, Teil him (quoth ſhe) 
My mourning Weedes are done, 
And Iam ready to put Armour on. 
King. Belike the minds to play the Amazon. 
But what ſaid Warwicketo theic injurics? 
Poit. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty, 
Then all the reſt, di\charg'd me withtheſe words : 
Txll him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ileuncrowne him, er't belong. - 
Kin.Ha?durſt theTraytor breath out ſo prowd words? 
Well, I will arme me, being thus fore-warn'd : 
They ſhall have Warres, and pay for their preſumption. 
But ſay, is Parwicke friends with Margaret ? 
PoFt. I, gracious Soveraigne, 
They are ſolink'd in friendſhip, 
That yong Prince Edwards marryes '7arwicke Daughter. 
(tar, Belike, the elder ; 


Clarence will have the yonger. SES 
r 2 _Now 
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Now Brother King farewell, and fit youfaſt, 

For I will hence to Farwickes other Daughter, 
That though I want g Kingdome, yet in Marriage 

I may not prove inferior to your ſelfe. 

You that love me, and #Yarwicke, follow me. 


E-xit Clarence, and Somerſet followes. | 


| Rich. NotI: 
My thoughts ayme at a further matter : 
Iſtay not for the love of Edward, but the Crownee 


King, Clarence and Semerſet both gone to Warwicke ? 


Yet am I arm'd againſt the worſt can happen : 
And haſte is needfull in this defp'rate caſc. 
Pembrooke and St«fford, you in our behalfe 

Goe levy men, and make prepare for Warre ; + 
They are already, or quickly will be landed: 

My ſelfe in perſon will ſtraight follow you. ? 


Exennt Pembrooke, aad Stafford. 


But creI goe, Haſtings and Adonntague 

Rofplve my doubt : youtwaine, of all the reſt, 

| Are neere to Warwicke, by bloud, and by allyance : 
Tell me, if you jove /arwicke more then me ; 

Ifit be {o, then both depart to him : 

I rather wiſh you foes, then hoilow friends. 

But if you minde to hold your true obedience, 
Give me afſurance with ſome frieadly Vou, 

T hat I may never have you in ſuſpect. 


Monnt, So God helpe Hountague , as he proves 


truce | 
Haſt. And Haftings, as he favours Eawaras cauſe, 


King. Now, brather Richard, will you ſtand by us? 


Rich, TI, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 
King. Why ſo : then am I ſure of Vitory. 

Now therefore let us hence, and loſe no howre, 

Till we meet #arwicke, with his forraine powree 


Exennit, 


Enter WNrwicke, and Oxford in England, : 
with French Souldiors. 


warw. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers {warmeto us. - 
Enter Clarence, and Somerſet. 
But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence comes 2 
Speake ſuddenly, my Lords, are wee all triends ? 
Clar. Fearenot that, my Lard. 


Warw, Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwicke, 


And welcoine Somerſet : I hold it cowardize, 
Toreſt miſtruſtfull, where a Noble Heart 

Hath pawn'dan open Hand, in figne of Love : 

Elſe might I thinke, that {Yarence, Edwards brother, 
Were burta fained friend to our proceedings : 


But welcome ſweer ( larence,my daughter ſhall be thine. | 


And now, whatreſts? but in Nights Coverture, 
Thy Brother being careleflely encamp'd, 

His Souldiors lurking in the Towneabour, 
And bur attended by a ſimple Guard, 

We may {urprizeand take him at our pleaſure, 
Oar Scouts have found theadventure very ealic : 
That as Y/yſſes, and ſtout Diomeae, 

With lleight and manhood ſtole to Rheſas Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian farall Steeds 
| So we, well coverd with the Nights blacke Mantle, 
At unawares may beat downe Zawards Guard, 
And ſeize himſelfe : Iſay not, ſlaughter him, 

For I intend but onely to ſurprize him. 
| You that will follow me to this attempt, 


la i 


Applaud the Name of Hemy, with your Leader. 
| bey all cry, Henry. 

Why then, let's on our way in ſilent ſort, | 
| For Farwickeand his friends, God and Saint George, 


uite ſuppreſt. 


— 


King Edw. TheDuke ? 

W hy Ferwicks, when we parted, 
Thou caldſt me King. 
' Wary. I, butthecaſc is alter'd. 
| When you diſgrace'd me in my Embaſlade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of Torke. 
Alas, how ſhould you governeany Kingdome, 
That knownot how to uſe Embafſadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wite, 
Nor how to uſe your Brothers brother 
Nor how to ſtudy for the Peoples Wel 

Nor how to ſhrowd your ſelfe from Encmids ? 

| King Fav. 


oe 


EE — 


Exeny, 


Emer three Watchmes to guard the Kings Tent, 


I,#atch.Come on my Maſters,cach man tak©his ſtand, 
The King by this, isſet him downe to ſleepe.. 

2. Watch. W hat, will he not to Bed ? 

I. Watch. Why, no: for he hath made aſolemne Yay, 
| Never tolye and take his naturall Reſt, 
Till #arwicke, or himſcife, be 

2.Watch. To morrow then belike ſhall be the day, 
If Warwicke be ſo neere as men report. 

3. Watch. Burt fay, I pray, what Noble man 15that, 
That with the King here reſteth in his Tent? _ 

I. #atch. 'T1s the Lord Haſtings, the Kings chilfe 

3- Watch. O, is it ſo? but why commandsthe King, 
That his cheife followers lodge in Townes abouthin, 
While he himſelfe keepes inthe cold field ? :,,. |. 
2.Watch. *Tisthe more honour, becauſe more dange- 


048 


3.Watch. 1, but give me worſhip, and quictneſk, | 
T like 1t better thena dangerous honor. 
If Warwicke knew in what eſtate he ſtands, 
'Tis to be doubred he would waken him. 

1,7/atch. Ynleſſe our Halberds did ſhut up his pf 


g . 
2. Watch. 1 : whereforeelſe guard we his RoyallTent, 
But to defend his Perſon from Night-foes ? 


Enter Warwicke, Clarence, Oxford, Semerſu, 
and French Souldiers ſilent all, 


War. This is his Tent,and ſee where ſtand hisGuard: 
Courage my Maſters: Honor now, or never : 
But follow me, and £4wayd {hall be ours. 
I. Watch, Who goesthere? 
2. Fatch, Stay, or thou dycit. | 
Warwicke and thereft cry all, Warwicke, W arwiche, #6 
ſet upon the Guard, who flje, crying, eArme, ere, 
Warwicke and the ret following them. 


The Drumme playing, and Trumpet ſounding. 
Enter Warwicke, er oh and thereft, res. the King 
ent in his Gowne, fitting in a Chaire : Ricbard 
t aud Haſtings flyes over the Stage. 
Sem. W hat are they that flyethere ? ; 
Warw. Richardand Haſtings, let them goe, heere 18 


Fl 
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£, Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 
ou here too? 
ys = | ſee, that Edward needs muſt downes 
Yet Warwicke, in deſpight.ofall milchance, 
Of thee thy ſelfe; and allrhy Complices, | 
Edward will alwayes beare himlelfe as King : 
Though Fortunes mallice overthrow my Statey 
My minde exceeds the compaſle of her Wheele. _ 
ar, Then for his mind, be Edward Englanas King>, 


T akes off his C Yorwne, 


But Henry now {ball weare the Engliſh Crowne, 

And betrue King indeed : thou bur the ſhadows- 

My Lord of Somerſet, at miy requett, 

See that forthwith Duke Eaward be convey'd 

Vntomy Brother Arch-Biſhop of Yorke: — _ 

When I have fought with Pembroke, and his fellowes, 
Ile follow you, and tell whatanſwer 

Lews: and the Lady Bonaſend to him. — 

Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Torke. 

They leade hims ont forcibly. 


1 It boots not to reſiſt both wind and tide. Exemnnt 
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for us to doe, 
But march to London with our Souldiers? 
war. I, that's the firſtthing thit we have to doe, 
Tofree King Herry from 1wpritonment, 
And (ee him ſeated inthe Regall Throne. Pg 
xXit, 


Emer Rivers, and Lady Gra). 


Ris. Madam, what makes you in this ſodain change? 

Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learne 
What late misfortune is befalne King Edward? 

Rin. Whart,lofle of ſome pitcht bairell 
Apainlt 1/arwicke ? 

Gray. No, but theloſſe of his owne Royall perſons 

Ris. Then 1s my Soveraigae flaine? — _ 

Gray, lalmoſt {laine, for he israken priſoner, 
Ettherbetrayed by tailhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz'd at unawares ; 

And asI further have to underſtand. 

Isnew committed to the Biſhop of Torke, 
Fell Parwickes brother, and by chat our Foe. 
Ris, Theſe Newes I mult confeile are full of griefe, 

Yetgracious Madam, beare it as you may, 
Warnick: way looſe, that now bath worne the day. 

Gray. Ti!l then, tairc tope mult hinder lives decay : 
AndIthe rather. waine me trem deſpaire 
Forlove of £dzards Off-{pring in my wombe : 
Thisisit tha makes me bridle my patſien, 

And beare with Mildneſſe my misfortunes croſle : 
II, forthis I draw in many a teare, _ 

| And ſtop the riſing of vlood-ſucking ſighes, 

| Leaſt with iny ſfighes or teares, I biaſt or drowne 


Ris, Buc Madam, 

| Where is Warwigke then become 2 
Gray, I aminform'd thac he comes towards London, 

Toſer the Crowne once more on Henries bead: 

{ Guciſe thou the reſt, Kings Edwards fricnd muſt downe. 
utto prevent the Tyrants violence, 

Fortruſt not him that hath once broken faith) 
Te hence forthwith unto the SanRuary, 


en 


He hathgood uſage, and great liberty, 


K_Ed.What Fates impoſe,that men muſt needs abide; 


| King Edwards Fraice, true heyreto thi Engliſh Crowne, 
' I then crave pardon of your Majelty. | 


| They quite forgettheir loile of liberty. 


_— 


To fave (at leaſt) the heire of Edwards right : 
There ſhall Irelt ſecure from force and fraud : | 
Come therefore let us flye, while we may flye, | 
It Varwicke take us, we are ſure to dye. Exennt. 


Enter Richard, Lord Haftings, and Sir Willians 
& tauley. 


Rich. Now my Lord Heitings, and Sir Williams Stanley 
Leave off to wonder why Idrew you hither, 
Into this cheefcſt Thicket of the Yarke. Ea | 
Thus ſtands tne caſe: you kiuow our King, my Brother, 
Ispritoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe hands 


And often but attended with weake guard, 
Comes hunting this way ro difport hunſeife. 

I have advertis'd him by ſecret meanes, 

That ifabour this houre be makerthis way, 

V nder the colour of his uſuallgame, 

He ſhall here find his friends with Horſe and Men, 
Toſet him tree from his Captivity. 


Enter King Edward, and 4 Huntſman 
wub him, 


Hunt. This way my Lord, 
For this way lies the Game. 
King Edw. Nay this way man, | | 
See wherethe Hantſmen ſtand. nw 6 
Now brother of GloFter, Lord Haftings,and the reſt, | 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteale the Biſhops Deere? 
Rich. Brother, the time and cale, requireth haſt, 
Your horle ftands ready at the Parke-corner, 
King Ed. But whither (hall we then? 
Haſt: To Lynmy Lord, 
And ſhip from thetice to Flanders. 
Rich. Well gueft beieeve me,for that was my meaning. 
Kg Edw. Stanley, | will requite thy forwardneflcs | 
Rich. But wherefore ſtay we ? *tisno time totalke. | 
King Edw. Huinrtman, whar fay*it chou? 
Wiltthou goe along ? 
Hwnt. Better doc to, then tarry and be hang'd, 
Rich. Come then away, lets ha ro more adce. + ! 
King Edw. Biſhop farzwell, | 
Sheeld thce from #arwickes fiowue, 
And pray that I may re-pullcfſe the Crowne. . Exennm. 


Emer Kin g Henry the ſixt, Clarence, Warwicke, 
Somer/et, young Henry, Oxford, Monntagne, 
and Licutenant. 


King Hen, M. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends 
Have ſhaken Edward from the Regall icate, 
And turn'd my captive ſtateto liberty, 
My feare to hope, my ſorrowes unto joyes, 
At our enlargement what arethy due Fees? 
Liew.Subjecs may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains 
Burt, if an humble prayer may prevaile, 


King Hen. Foy what, Lieutenant 2 For well viing me ? | 
Nay, be thou ſure, Ite well requite thy kindnefle» * 
For that it made may umpriſonment,apleaſure : 
I, ſucha pleaſure, as incaged Birds ER 
Conceive ; when after mauy moody Thoughts, 
Atlaſt, by Notes of Houſhold harmony, 
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But Warwicke, after God, thou ſer'{t me free, 
And chiefely therefore, 1 thanke God, and thee, 
He was the Author, thou the inſtrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the peopleof this bleſſed Land 
May not be puniſht with my thwarting ſtarres, 
Warwicke, although my head ſtill weare the Crowne, 
I here rcfigne my Government to thee, 
For thou a:t fortunate in all thy deeds. 
War. Your Grace hath ſtill beenc fam'd for vertuous, 
And now may ſeeme as wile as vertuous, 
By ſpyingand avoiding Fortunes malice, 
For few men rightly temper with the Starres : ' 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chuſing me, when Clarence is 1n place. 
( {ar. No Warwicke, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 
Adjndg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likely to be bleſt in Peace and Warre : 
And therefore I yeeld thee my free conſent. 
Warw. And I chuſe {arence oncly for Proteftor. 
King. arwitke and (arence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyne your hands, and with your hands your 
That no difſention hinder Government ; ( hearts, 
I make you both Protectors of this Lane, 
While I my ſelfe will leadea private Life, 
And in devotion ſpend my latter dayes, 
To finnes rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. 
Warw, What anſwers Clarence to his Soveraignes 
will? : 
Clar. That he conſents, if Warwicke yeeld conſent, 
For on thy fortune [ repoſe my \celte, 
= Farw. Why then, though loth, yet muſt Ibecontent: 
We'll yoake together, likea double ſhadow 
To Henries Body, and ſupply his place; 
I meane, inbearing weight of Government, 
While heenjoyes the honor, and his eaſe, 
And (larence, now then it is more then needfull, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Trayter, 
And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. 
(ar. What cle ? and that Succeition be determined. 
Warw. }, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 
King. But with the firſt, of all your cheife affaires, 
Letme intreat (for I command no more) 
That 2argaret your Quceene, and my Sonne Eaward, 
Be ſent for, toreturne trom France with ſpeed : 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtfull feare, 
My joy of liberty is halfe eclips'd. © 
_ Car. It ſhallbe done, my Soveraigne, with all ſpeed. 
King. My Lord of Somerſet, what Yourhis that, 
Of whom you ſeeme to have ſo tender care? 
Somer. My Licge, it is young Hewry, Earle of Rich- 
mond. | 
King. Come hither, £»g/anas Hope : 


Layes his Hand on hiz Head. 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 
To my divining thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries blifſe. 
His lookesare full of peaccfall Majeſty, 
His head by naturefram'd to weare'a Crowne, 
His hand to wielda Scepter, and himſelfe 
Likely in time to bleflea Regall Throne : 
Make much of him, my Lords ; forthis is he 
Muſt helpe you more, then you art hurt by me. 


'| For many men that ſtumbleat the Threſhold, 


Enter a Poſte. 


Warw. What newes, my friend? 
; Poſte. That Edwardis eſcaped from your brother, 
And fled (as he heares ſince) to Burgundy. 
Warw. \\nſayory newes: but how made he eſcape? 
Poſte, He was convey*d by Richard, Duke of Gloſter, 
And the Lord Haſtings, whoattended him 
In fecret ambuſh, onthe Forreſt ſide, 
And from theBiſhops Huntſmen reſcu'd him : 
For Hunting was his dayly Exerciſe. 
warw. My Brother was too careleſſe of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Soveraigne, to provide 
A falve for any ſore, that may beride. Exenn, 


Aanent Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford, 


Som. My Lord, Ilike not of this flight of Edward: 
For doubtleſſe, Barganady will yeeld him kelpe, 
And we ſhall have more Warres befor't be long. 
As Henries late preſaging Prophecy 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond: 
So doth my heart miſ-give me, in theſe Conflids, 
W hat may befall him, to his harme and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to preventthe wort, 
Forthwith we'll ſend him hence to Brittany, 
Till ſtormes be paſt of Civill Enmity. 

Oxf. I: forif Eawardre poſſefle the Crowne, 
"Tis like that Richmond, with thereſt, ſhall downe. 

Som. It ſhall beſo ; he ſhall to Brittany. 
Come therefore, lct's about it ſpeedily. Exe, 
Enter Edward, Richard, Haftings, 

and Soulders. 


Edw.Now btother Richard, Lord Haſtings,andtherell 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh us amends, 
And ſayes, that once more I ſhall enterchange 
My wained ſtate, for HenriesRegall Crowne-, 
Well have wepaſs'd, and now re-paſi'd the Scas, 
And brought deſired helpe from Burgundy. 
W hat then remaines, we being thus arriv'd 
From Ravenſpurgh Haven, before the Gates of Tok, 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedome ? 

Rich. The Gates made faſt ? 
Brother, Ilike not this. 


Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within. 

Edw.Tuſh man, aboadments muſt not now affright us: 
By faire or foule meanes we muſt enter in, pz; 
For hither will our friends repaire to us. 

_ My Liege, Ile knocke once more, to ſummon 
them. 

Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of Yorke, 

and bis Brethren. 
Atayor. My Lords. 

We were fore-warned of your comming, 
And ſhut the Gates, for ſafety of our ſelves ; 
Fornow weowe allegeance unto Hemry. 

Edw. But, Maſter Mayor, if Hemy be your King 
Yet Edward, atthe leaſt, is Duke of Yorke. ] 
—_— True, my good Lord, I know you for 10 
eſſe. | 

Edw.Why,andT challenge nothing bat my Dukedome, 
As being well cogtent with that alone. rid. 
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Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Noſe, 
He'llſoone find meanesto make the Body follow. 
Haft, Why,Maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 


' Open the Gates, wearc King Henries friends. 


}, ſay you ſo? the Gares ſhall then be opened. 
He deſcends. 

Rich. A wiſe tout Captaine, and ſoone perſwaded. 

Ha#, The good old man would faine thatall were well. 

So*twere not long of him : bur being entred, 

I doubt not I, bur we ſhall ſoon perlwade 

Both him, and all his Brothers, unto reaſon, 


Mayor. 


Emter the Major, and twoeAldermen: 
£dv.So, Maſter Mayor : theſe Gates mult not be ſhut, 
But inthe Night, or in the time of Warre. 
What, feare not man, - but yeild me up the Keyes, 
T akes bu Keyes. 
For Edward will defend the Towne, and thee, 


And all thoſe friends, that deine to follow me, 


March. Enter Mountgomery, with Drumme 
and Soxladiers. 
Rich. Brother, this is Sir John Mountgomery, 
Our truſty friend, unlcſſe I bedeceiv'd. : 
Edwar, Welcome Sir [hn : bat why confe you 1n 
Armes? | 
' Mount. To helpe King Edward in his time of ſtorme, 
Asevery loyall Subject ought to doe, 
Eaw. Thankes good Aſonntgomery : 
But we now forget our Title tothe Crowne, 
And onely clayme our Dukedome, 
Till God pleaſe to ſend the reſt, | 7 
Mount. Thenfare you well, for I will hence againe, 
I came to ſerve a King, and not a Duke : 
Drummer ſtrike up, and ct us march away- 
The Drumme begins to March. 
Edw. Nay ſtay, Sir John, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe meanesthe Crowne may be recover'd. 
| Mount. Whattalke you ofdebating ? in few words, 
If you'll tot here proclaime your {elfe our King, 
Ile leave you to your fortune, and be gone, 
To keepe them backe ,that cometo ſuccour you. 
Why ſhall we fight, if you pretend no Title ? 
Rich, Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice 
points? 
Edw. When we grow ſtranger, 
Then we'll make our Clayme : 
Tillthen, *&s wifdome to conceale our meaning» 
"a Away with ſcrupulous Wir, now Armes muſt 
rule, 
Ric. And feareleſſe minds clymbe ſooneſt unto Crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaime you our of hand, 
The bruit tzereof will bring you many friends. 
Edw. Then be ir as you will : for*us my right, 
And Henry but uſurpes the Diademe. 
' Ment. I, now my Soveraigne ſpeaketh like himſelfe, 
| Andnow will I be Edwards Chawpion. 
Heft-Sound Trumpet, £avard ſhall be here proclaim'd: 
Come, fellow Souldier, make thou proclamation . 
F lowriſ9. Sound, 
Soul. Edward the Foxrth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland,c- 
- Mount. And whoſoe're gainſayes King Edwards right, 
By this challenge him to ſingle fights 
T hrowes downe his Gannulet, 


| Al, Long live Edwardthe Fourth. 


eee rm eee em 


————— 


Eadw, Thankes brave CMonntgomery, 
And thankes anto you all : | 
If fortune ſerve me, Ile requitethis kindneſle . 
Now for this Night, let's harbor here in Torke : 
And when the Morning Sunne ſhall railc his Carre 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwicke, and his Mates ; 
For well I wor, that Henry is no Souldicr. 
Ahfroward Clarence, how evill it belcemes thee, 
To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother ? | 
Yetas we may, we'll meet both thee and War wicke, 
Come on brave Souldiors : doubt nor of the Day, : 
Andthar once gotten, doubt nor of large Pay. — Exemnynt. 


Enter the King, Warwicke, Monuntagne, Clarence, 
Oxford, and Somerſet. 


War. What counſaile, Lords ? Edward from Belgia, 
With haſty Germanes, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath paſs'd in fafety throngh the Narrow Seas, 
And with his troupes doth march amaine to London, 
And many giddy people flocke to hin:. 

King. Let's levy men, end beat him backe againe. 

Clay, Alittle fire is quickly trodden our, 
Whichbeing ſuffer'd, Rivers cannot quench. 

War. In WarwickſhireTI have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous inpeace, yetbold in Warre, 
Thoſe will I muſter up : and thou Sonne ({larence 
Salt ſtirre up in Suffolke, Norfolke, and in Kent, 
The Knightsand Gentlemen, to come withthee. 
Thou brother Mountagnue, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicefterſhire, ſhalt find 
Mea well enclin'd to heare what thou command't 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd, 
In Oxford/aire ſhilt muſter up thy friends. 
My Soveraigne, with the loviog Citizens, 
Like to his Iland, gyrt in withthe Ocazn, 
Or modeſt Dan, circled with her Nymphs; 
Shall reſt in London, till we come to him : 
Faire Lords take leave, and tand not to reply. 
Farewell my Soveraigne. 

King, Farewell my Heftor,and my Troyes true hope. | 

Car. In ſigne of truth, 1 kifie your Highneſle hand, 

King, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 


Mount. Comfort, ary Lord, and fo 1 rake my leave. | 


Oxf. Andthus I ſeale my truth, and b:dadieu. 
King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Honnagne, 
And allat orice, once more a bappy tarewell. 


War. Farewcll, (weet Lords, let's meet at { oventry, + 


| Execunt, 
King. Here at the Pallace will I relt a while, 
Coulin of Exeter, what thinkes your Lord(hip ? 
Me thinkes, the Power thar Edward hath in field, 
Should not be able tocncounter mine. 
E xet. The doubt 1s, that he will ſecuce the reſt. 
King. That's not wy feare, my meed hath got me fame: 
I have not ſtopt mineeares to their demands, 
Nor poſted oft their ſuites with flow delayes, 
My pitty hath beene balme to heale their wounds, 
My mildnefle hath allay*d their fwelling griefes, | 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowiog tcares. 
T have not beenedefirous of their wealth, 
Nor much oppreſt them with great Subſidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more then me ? 
No Exeter, theſe Graces challenge Grace : 
And | 
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And when the Lyon fawnes upon the Lambe, 
The Lambe will never ccaſe to follow him. 
Shout within, A Lancaiter, 4 Lancaster. 
Exe. Harke, hearke, my Lord, what Shouts are 


thele ? 
Enter Edward and his Souldters. 


Edw. Seize on the ſhametac'd Herry, beare him hence, 
And onccagaine proclaim: us King of England. = 
You are the Fount, that wakes ſmall Brookes to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuckethem dry, 
And {well fo much the higher, by theirebbe. 
Hence with him to the Tower, let bim gor ſpeake: 

Exit with King Henry, 

And Lords,towards Coventry bend we our courie, 
W here peremptory Warwicke now remaines : 
The Sunne ſhines hot, and if we ufc delay, 
Cold biting Winter marres our hop'd-for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes, before his forces joyne; 
Andrake the great-growne Traytor unawares: 


Brave Warriors,march amaine towards Coventry. 
E -xenr?. 


Enter Warwiche, the Mayor of Coventry, two 
Meſſeng:rs, and athers upon the Walts, 


War Where is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxford? 
How farre hence is thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 
AMeſſ. 1. By this at Dunſmore, marching hitherward. 
Far. How farre off is our Brother Aforuntagre ? 
Where is thc Poſt that came from Ionuntagae e 
Cleſſ. 2. By this at Daintry, with a puiſlant troope. 
Enter Somervile, 
War. Say Somervile, what ſayes my loving Sonne ? 
And by thy guefle; how nigh 1s C/arcxce now ? 
Somer. Art Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And doe expe him here {ſome two houres hence, 

War. Then (arence 1sat band, I heare his Drumme. 
Somer, It is nothis,my Lord, hcare-Southam lyes : 
The Drum you Honor heares, marcheth from Warwicke. 
War. W ho ſhould that be?belike unlook'd for friends. 
Somer. They arc at hand, and you ſhall quickly know. 


Atarich. Flowrdh. Enter Edward, Richard, 
and Sonlasers. 
Edw. Goe, Trumpcr, tothe Walls, and ſound a Parle. 
Rich. Sce how the ſurly Warwicke mans the Wall. 
War, Oh uabid fpight, is ſportfull Eawardcome ? 
Where {leptour Scouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 
That ve couid heare no newes of his repayre. 
Eqaw. Now ##rwicke, wilt thou ope the City Gates, 
Speake gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward King, andart his hands begge Mercy, 
And he fall pardon thee theſe Outrages ? 
War. Nay rather, wiltthou draw thy forces hence, 
Confeſſe who fer thee up, andpluckt thee downe, 
Call 7armickePatron, and be penitent, 
And.thou ſhair ſti!] remaine the Duke of Torke. 
Rich. [ thought at leaſt he would have faid-the King, 
Or did he make the Ieaſt againſt his will ? 
tar. Is not a Dukedome, Sir, a goodly gift ? 
Rich, 1, by my faith, for apoore Earle to give, 
Ile doe thee ſervice for ſo gooda gift. 
Warw. *T'was I thatgave the Kingdome ro thy Bro- 
ther. 
Ear. Whythen *cis mine, if but by Warwickes gift, 


| 
| 
} 
| 


| What is the Body, when the head is off? 


War. Thou art no eNtlas for ſo great a weight : 
And Weakeling, Warwicke takes his gift againe, 
And Hewry is my King, Warwicke his Subject. 

Edw, But tParwickes King is Edwards Priſoner : 
And gallant Warwicke, doe but anſwer this, 


Rich, Alas, that Warwitke had no more fore-caft, 

Bur whiles he thought to ſteale the ſingle Ten, 

The King was ſlyly finger'd from the Decke : 

You letr poore Henrjat the Biſhops Pallace, 

And tenne to one you'll mecthim in the Tower, 
Edw. *Tis evenſo, yet you are Warwicke ſtill. 
Rich. Come Warwicke, 

Take the time; kneele downe, kneele downe : 

Nay when ? ftr:zke now, or elſe the Iron cooles. 
Var. I had rather chop this hand off ata bloy, 

And with the other; fling it at thy face, 

Then beare ſolow a fayle, to ſtrike to thee. 

Eaw. Sayle bow thou canſt, 

Have Windeand Tydethy friend, 

This hand, faſt wound about thy coale-blacke hayre, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warme, and new cut off, 

Write inthe duſt this Sentence with thy blood, 

Waind-changing #/armicke now can change no more: 


Enter Oxford, with Drummeand Colonrs, 


War. Oh chearefull Colours, ſee where Oxford comes; 
O-xf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster. 
Rich. The Gatesarc open, let us enter t00. 
Eaw. So other toes tnay ſet upoti our backes, 
Stand we in goodarray : for they no doubt 
Will iffuc out againe, and bid us battaile ; 
It not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rowze the Traitors in the ſame. 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, tor we want thy helpe, 


Enter Mountagne, with Drumme and Coloure, 


AMount, Mountagne, Mountagne, for Lancaſter. 
Rich, Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treafot 
Even with the deareſt blood your bodyes beare. 
Edw. The harder matcht,the greater Viory, 
My mind preſageth happy gaine, and Conqueſt. 


Enter Somerſet, with Drunmie and Colowrs. 


Som, Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. 

Rich. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somerſt, 
Haveſold their Livesuntorhe Houſe of Yorke, 
And thou ſhale be the third, if this Sword hold. 


Enter (larence, with Drumme and ( olowrs, 


War. Andloe, where George of (larence ſweepes along 
Of force enough to bid his brother Battaile ; | 
With whom,an upright zealeto right, prevailes 
More thenthenature of a Brothers love. 

Come C/arexce,come : thou wilt, if Warwicke call. 

Clar.Father of Warwicke,know you what this meanes? 

Looke here, I throw my infamy at thee : | 
I will not rainate my Fathers Houſe, 
Who gavc his blood to lyme the ſtones together, 
And ſet up Lavcafter. Why, troweſt thon, Wartickts | 
T hat Clarence is ſo harſh, ſoblunt,unnaturall, 
To bend the farall inſtruments of Warre 


Againſt | 
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Againſt his brother ,and hislawtull King. 

Perhaps thou wilt obje& my holy Oath - 

To keepe that Oath, were more implety, _ 

Then Jepbab, when he ſacrific'd his Daughter, 

I am ſo ſorry for my Treſpas made, 

Thattodeſerve well at my brothers hands, 

I here proclaime my ſelfe thy mortall foe 3 

With reſolution, whereloe're I meet thee, 

(AsI will meer thee, if thou ſtirre abroad) 

Toplague thee, for thy fouie mis-leading me. 

And fo, prowd-hearted Warwicke, I dehie thee, | 

And to my brother turne my bluſhing Checkes. 

Pardon me Edward, I will make amends : 

And Richard, doe not frowne upon my faults, 

For I will henceforth be no more unconſtants 
Edw.Now welcome more,and ten times more belov'd 

Then ifthou never hadſt deſerv'd our hate. 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
arw. Oh paſling Traytor, perjur'd and unjuſt. 
Edv. What Warwicke, 

Wilt thou keave the Towne, and fight? 

Or ſhall we beat the Stones about thine Eares? 
wWarw, Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence : 

I will away towards Barnet preſently, 

And bid thee Battaile, Edward, if thou dar ſt. 
Edw. Yes Warwicke, Edward dares, and leads the way: 

Lords to the field : Saint George, and Victory, Exeunt. 

Martch, Warwicke and hu company followes. 


Alarum, and E XCMY ſions. Enter Edward bringing 
farth Warwickg wonnded, 


For # arwicke was a Bug that fear'd us all, 
Now AMonntagne (it fait, I feeke for thee, 
That Warwickes Bones may keepe thine company. - 


War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, freind, or foe, 
And tell mg who is Victor, 7erke, or Warwicke ? 
Why aske I that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 
My blood, my want of {trength, my licke heart ſheyes, 
That I muſt yeeld my body to the Earth, 
And by.my fall, the conquelit to my foe. 
Thus yeelds the Cedar tothe Axes edge, | 
Whoſe Armes gave ſhelcer to the Princely Eagle, 
Vnder whoſc ſhade the ramping Lyon ſlepr, 
Whoſe top-branch over-pecr*d loves ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from W inters pow'rfull Winde. 
Theſe Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veyle 
Haye beene as pigrcing as the Mid-day Sunne, 
To ſearch the ſecret Treaſons of the World : 


| - Wrinckles in my Browes, now fill'd with blood, 


Werelik'ned oftto Kingly Sepulchers : 
for wholiv*d King, but I couid digge his Grave? 
And who durſt ſmile,when Wamrickebent his Brow 2 
Loe, now my Glory ſmcardin duſt and blood. 
My Parkes, my Watkes, my Mannors that I had, 
ven now forſake me ; and of all my Lands, 
isnothing left me, but my bodics length. 
Why, whatis Pompe, Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duſt? 


dlive we how we can, yet dye we muſt. 
Enter Oxford and S omerſet. 


Som. Ah Warwicke, Warwicks, wert thou as we are, 


We might recover all our Lofle againe « 


Edw. So, Ive thou there ; dye thou,and dye our feare, 


E xs. 


i 


| 


The Queene from France hath brought a puiſſane power 

Even now we heard the newes : ah, could'it thou flye. . 
Warw. Why then I wouldnat flye. Ah Adaumegue, 

If thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while, 

Thou lov'ſt me not : for, brother, if thou didſt, 

Thy tcares wouid waſh this cold congealed blood, 

That glewes my Lippes, and will not ict me ſpeake. 

Comequickly Mounrague, or I am de2d, 


| 


Som, Ah Warwicke, Adountagse hath breath'd his laſts 
Aud tothe lateſt gatpe, cry'd out for Wa wicke : 
And faid, Co.nmend me to my valiant Brothers 


{ But chearely ſeeke how to redreffe their harmes. 
What though the Malt be now blowne over-boord, 


| | Ah what a ſhame, ah wha afault were this. 


And more he would have ſaid, and more he ſpoke, 

Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 

T hat mought not be diſtinguiſht: bur ar laſt, 

I well might hcare, delivered witha groanc, 

O farewell Farwicke. 
War. Sweet reſt his Soule : 

Hye Lords, and fave your ſelves, | | 

For arwicke bids you all farewell, to meet in heaven. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queenes great power. 

Here they beare away his Bady. E xennte 


Florin, Enter King Edward in triumph, with 
| Richard, Clarence, and the reſt. 

King. Thus farre our fortune keepes an upward courſe, 
And wearegrac'd with wreaths of ViRory :; 
But in the midſt of this bright-ſhining Day, 
py a blacke tuſpiciousthreatning Cloud, 
That will encounter with aur glorious Sunne, 
Ere he attaine his eaſefull Weſterne Bed: 
I meane, my Lords, thoſe powers that the Queene 
Hath rays'din Gallia, have arrived our Coaſt, 
And,as we heare, march on to fighe with us, 


And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 
Thy very Beames will dry thoſe Vapours up, 
For eyery Cloud engenders nar a Storme. 

Rich, The Qucene is valued thirty thouſand Rirong, 
And Semerſet, with Gaxford, fled toher 
If ſhe havertimeto breathe, be well afſur'd 
Her faftion will be full as ſtrong as ours. 

King. Weare advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they doe hold their courſe toward Tewksbury. 
We'having now the belt at Barnet field, __; 
Will thither ſtraight, for willingnefle rids way, 

And as we martch, our ſtrength will be augmented : 
In every County as we goe along, | 
Strike op the Drumme, cry coutage, and away, Exemnt. 


 CMartch. Enter the 2 ueene, 1amg Eaward, 
Samerſet, Oxford, and 
Sonfdirrs. 


2a.Great Lords,wiſe men ne'r fit and waile their loſſe 


The Cable broke, the hoiding-Anchor loſt, 

And hgife our 5aylors fwailow'd inthe Rood ? 
Yet lives our Pilot ſtill. Ist meet, that he 
Should leave the Helme, and like a fearefull Lad, 
With tearefull Eyes adde Water tothe Sea, 

Ang give more {trength ro that which hath too much, | 
W hiles in his moane; the Ship fplits on the Roche, 
Which induſtry and'Couage might have fav'd? 


Clar. Alutle gale will ſoone diſperſe that Cloud; | 


Say Warmicke was our Anchor : whatof that ? 


And | 


——_ —— ——— 
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And Montague our Top-Malt : what of him ? 

Our ſlaughr'red friends, the Tackles : what of theſe ? 
Why is not Oxford here, another Anchor ? 

And Somerſet, another goodly Malt ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 
And thoughunskilfvll, why not Ned and I, 

For onceallow'd the skilfull Pilots Charge? 


We will not from the Helme, to fit and weepe, 


But keepe our Courſe (thoughthe rough Winde ſay no) 
From Shelves and Rocks:that threaten us with Wracke. 
As good to chide the Waves, as ſpeake them faire. 

And what is Edward, buta ruthleſſe Sea ? 

What (erence, but a Quick-ſand of Deceit? 

And Richard, but a raged fatall Rocke ? 

All theſe,the Enemies to our poore Barke» 

Say you can ſwim, alas tis but a while : 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 
Beſtridethe Rocke, the Tyde will waſh you off, 

Or clſe you famiſh, that'sa three-fold Death. 

This ſpeake 1 (Lords) to let you underſtand, 

If caſe ſome one of you would flye from us, 

That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
Morethen with ruthlefſe Waves, with Sandsand Rocks: 
Why couragethen, what cannot be avoided, 

*T'were childiſh weakenefle to lament, or feare. 

Prin. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should , if a Coward heard her ſpeake theſe words, 
Infuſe his Breaſt with Magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foyle a manat Armes. 

I ſpeake not this, asdoubring any here; 

For did I but ſuſpett a fearefull man, 

| He ſhould have leave togoeaway betimes, 

Leaſt in our need -he might infee another, 

And make him of like ſpiritto himfclfe. 

If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 

Let him depart, before we neede his helpe. 
' Oxf. Women nd Children of ſo high a courage, 


— 


{ And Warriors fai. *, why *twere perpetuall ſhame. - 


Oh brave young Prii.ce : thy famous Grandfather 


| Dothlive againe in thee ; long may'ſt thou live, 
4 Tobcarc his Image, and renew his Glories. 


_ 


Som. And he that will not tight for ſuch a hope, 


| Goe home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, 


If he ariſe, bemock*d and wondred at. 
2 we, Thankes gentle Somerſet, ſweet Oxford thankes. 
Prince, And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 


Elſe. | 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


| Meſſ. Prepare you Lords, for Edward isat hand, 
Ready to fight : therefore be reſolute. 
Of. I thoughtno leſle : it ts his Policy, 
To haſte thusfaſt, to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he's deceiv'd, weare m readinefle. 
ue. This cheares my heart, to ſee your forwardneſle, 
Oxf. Here pitch our Batraile,hence we will notbudge. 


CMartch. Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence, 
and Souldicrs. 


Edw.Brave followers,yonder ſtands the thorny Wood 
 Whichby the Heavens affiſtance, and your ſtrength, 
' Muſt by the Roots be hew'ne up yetere Night. 
' I need not adde more fuell to your fire, 
For well I p_ blaze, to burne them our : 


Lo ENS 


| Give fignall to the fight, and toit Lords. 


mm... 


| 


| . . ich. That you might ſtill have worne the Petticoat, 


His Curriſh Riddles ſorts not with this place» 


| Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur'd Georges 
And thou miſ-ſhapen Dicke, I tell ye all, 


2x, Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen,whatI ſhould ſay 
My teares gaine-ſay ; for every word I ſpeake, 
Yee ſeeI drinke the water of my eye... 
Therefore no more but this : Henry your Soveraigne 
Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp'd, 
HisRealmea ſlaughter-houſe, his Subjedts ſlaine, 
His Statutes canecll'd, and his Treaſureſpent : 
And yonder isthe Wolfe, that makes this ſpoyle, 
Youtight in Tuftice : then in Gods-Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give ſignallto the fight. 2 

eAlarum, Retreat, Excurſions, Exent, 
Enter Edward, Richard, 2 weene, Clarence, 
Oxford, Sommer ſex . 


Edw. Now here'sa period of tumultuous Broyles, 

Away with Oxford to Hames Caſtle ſtraight : 

For Semerſer, off with his guilty Head. 

Goe beare them hence, I will not heare them ſpeake, 
Oxf. For my part, Ile not trouble thee with words, 
Som, Nor I, but ſtoupe with patience to my fortune, 

h Exen, 
2mee. So part weſadly inthis troublous Work, 

To meet with Ioy in ſweet /ernſalem; 

Eaw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward, 

Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life ? 

Rich, It 18, and loe where youthfull Edward comes. 


Enter the Prince, 


Edw.Bring forth the Gallant, let us heare himſpake, 
What? can 1o younga Thorne beginto I 
Edward, what (atisfaCtion canſt thou make, 

For bearing Armes, for ſtirring up my ſubjects, 
And all trouble thou haſt turn'd me to? 

Prin. Speake like a Subjeq, prowd ambitions !wke- 
Suppoſe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 
Reſigne thy Chayre, and where I ſtand, kneelethou, 
WhiF{tI propoſethe ſelfe-ſame words to thee, 
Which (Traytor) thou would'ſt have me an{werto. 

Lee. Ah, that thy Father had beene ſorclalvd. 


And ne're have ſtolne the Breech from Lancafer. 
FPrinc, Let e/E£ſop fable ina Winters Night, 


Rich. By Heaven, Brat, Ile plague ye for thatword: 

2ue. Ethou walt borne to bea plague to men- 

Rich. For Gods ſake, take away this Captive Scold. 

Prine. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crooke-backe, 
rather. | 31 

Edw.Peace wilfull Boy, or 1 will charme your tongit- 

Clar. Vntutor'd Lad, thouart too malapert» 

Prin. 1 know my duty, you are all undutifull: 


I am your better, Traytorsas yeare, 
And thouuſurp'lt my Fathers-right and mine. 
Edw. Take that, the likenefle of this Rayler _ 
s 


Rich, Sprawl'ſt thou ? takethat, toend thy agony 
ns ; Rich. þs.. 


Clar. And ther's fortwitting me with perjury, 


Clar. Stabs 
Lue. Oh, kill me too. : 
Rich. Marry, and ſhall. \ Offereto kill her 


Edw. Hold,Richard,hold,for we have done t90 ”k 


th. 


W__ —_— 


A —_—__— 
: kn. 


——_ 


| 


' Can'it choa not - mg ? O Traitors, Murtherers |! 


| And ſee our gentle Queene how well ſhe fares, 
| By this (Lhope) ſhe hath a Sonne for me, Exit. 
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Rich: Why ſhould the live, to fill the World with 


ds? 
” Bad What 2 doth ſheſwowne ? uſe meanes for her 


recovery. ; 

Rich. Clarence excuſe me to the King my Brother : 

Ie hence to London ona ſerious matter, 

Ece ye come there, be ſure to heare ſome newes. 

Clar. What ? what? 

Rich. Tower, the Tower. Exit, 
ve, Oh Ned,ſweet Ned,fpeake tothy Mother Boy. 


They that ftabb'd Cfar, ſhed no blood atall : 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

If this foule deed were by, to equall 1t, 

He was a Man ; this (in rcſpe&t) a Child, 

And Men, ne're ſpend their fury on a Child. 

What's worſe then Murtherer, that I may name 1t ? 

No, no, my heart-will burſt, and if I ſpeake, 

And 1 will ipeake, that ſo my heart may burſt. 

Butchers and Villines, bloody Canniballes, 

How tweet a Plant have you untimely cropt ; 

You have no children ( Butchers)if you had, 

The thought of them would have ſtirr*dup remorſe; 

Bur if you ever chance to havea Child, 

Looke in his youth to have him ſo cut off. 

As deathſmen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 

King. Away with her, goe beare her hence perforce. 
ve. Nay, never beare me hence, diſpatch me heere : 

Here ſheath thy Sword, Ile pardon thee my death : 

What? wilt thou not? Then Clarexce doe it thou. 

| Clar, By heaven, I willnot doe thee ſo much caſe. 

#.Good Clarence doe, {ſweet (larencedo thou do it. 

Cla.Did'ſt thou not heare me fweare I would nor do 
2ue.T but thou uſeſt to forſwearethy lelfe. (it? 

Twas fin before, but now tis Charity. 

What wilt thou not? W here isthat dive!s butcher Richard 

Hard favor'd Richard? Richard, where art thou ? 

Thou art not heere ; Murther is thy Almeſdecd, 

Petitioner for Blood, thou ne're pui'ſt backe. 

Edw. Away I ſay, I charge ye beare her hence. 

2 ue, So come to you,and yours, as tuthis Prince. 

Exit Yugene, 


Edw, W here's Richard gone. 

(, To London all in poſt, and asI gueſſe, 
To makea bloody Supper in the Tower? 

Edw. He's ſodaine 1fa thing comes in his head, 
Now martch we hence, diſchargethe common ſort 
With Pay and Thankes, and let's away to London, 


Enttr Henry the ſixt, and Richard, with the Lieutenant 
| on the Walls. 


epn Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke ſo 
| ard e 


| Tis ſine to flatter, Good was little better : 


| And next his Throate, unto the bntchers Knife. 


Hen. 1my good Lord: my Lord I ſhould fay rather, 


Good Gloſter, and good devill, were alike, | 
And both prepoſterous: therefore, not Good Lord. 
Rich. Sirrha, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt conferre. 
Hen.So flyes the wreaklefſe ſhepherd from the Wolfe: 
So fir{t the harmeleſſe Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 


What Scene of death hath Ro//ius now to Ace? 


Rich. Suſpitionalwayes haunts the guilty mind, - 


The Theefe doth feare each buſh an Odnhcer, 


Hey. The Bird that hath beenelimed ina buſh, 
With trembling wings mi{doubtcth every buſh ; 


AndI the hapleſſe Maleto one {wee Bird, 
Have now the fatall Obje&t in my eye, 


Whore my poore yong was limb'd,was caught,and kild. 
Fich. Why whata peeviſh Foole was that of Creet, 


Thattaughe his Sonne the office of a Fowle, 


And yet for alihis wings, the foole wasdrown'd. | 


Hey. I Dedalus, my poore Boy Icarw, 
Thy Father fines, that deni'd our courſe, 


The Sunne thar ſear'd the wings of my ſweet Boy, 


Thy Brother Edvard, and thy ſelfe, the Sea 
Whoſe envious Gulfe did ſwallow up his life : 
Ah, Kill me with thy Weapon, not with werds, 
My breſt can better brooke thy Daggers point, 
Then can my cares that Tragicke Hittory. 


But wherefore doſt thou come? Is't for my Life? 


Rich. Think'ſt thou I aman E xecutioner ? 
Hen. A perſecutor 1 am ſure thouart, 

If murthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thouart an Executioner, 
Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his preſumption. 


Hen. Hadſt thou bin kill d, when firſt thou did pre- 


Thou had'f-norliv'd to kill a Sonne of mine ; 
AndthusI propheſie, that many a thouſand, 
Which now miſtruſt noparceli of my feare, 


( ſame, 


And many an old mans figh, and many a Widdowes, 


And many an Orphans water-ſtandivg-eye, 


Men for their Sonnes, Wives for their Husbands fate, 


And Orphans, for their Parents timeles death, 
Shall rue the houre that ever thou was't borne. 
The Owle ſhriek'd at thy birth, an cvill ſigne, 


The Night-Crow cry'de, aboding lucklefletime, 


| 


Dogs howl'd, and hiddeous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees: 


The Raven rook'd her on the Chimnies top, 
Andchatt*ring Pies in diſmall Diſcords ſung : 
Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine, 


To wit, an indigeſted deformed lumpe, 
Not like the fruit of fucha goodly Tree. 


| Andyet brought forth leſſe then a Mothers hope, 


Teeth had'ſt thou in thy head, when thou was't borne, 


To fignifie, thou cam'ſt to bite the world : 
Andifthe reft betrue, which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt — 

Rich. Ile heare no more : 


Dye Prophet in thy ſpeech, Stabs him, 


For this (among'ſt the reſt) was 1 ordain'd. 


Hes, T,and for much moreſlaughter after this, 


O God forgive my finnes, and pardon thee, 


Dyes. 


Rich, W hat ? will the aſpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke inthe ground? Irhought it would have mounted. 
See how my {word weepes for the poore Kings death. 


O may ſuch purple teares be alway ſhed 


From thoſe that wiſh the downefall of our houſe. 


If any ſparke of life be yet remaining, 


Downe, downete hell,and ſay I ſent thee thither. 
Stabs hins againe, 


I that haveneither pitty, love, nor fearc, 
Indeed 'tis true that Henrie told me of : 

For I haveoften hcard my Mother ſay, 

I came into the world with my Legs forward. 
Had I notreaſon (thinke ye) to make haſt, 
And ſeeke their Ruine, that uſurp'd our Right e 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cride 
O Iclus blefle us, he is borne with teeth, 


—_— iu. _ 
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And ſo I was, which plainely ſignified, | 
That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the dogge : 
Then ſince the Heavens have ſhap'd my body lo, 
Let hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer it. 

I haveno brother, Iam like no brother : : 
And this word|[Love] which Gray-beards call Divine, 
Be reſident in men like one another, 

And not in me : Iam my ſclfe alone. 
Clarence beware, thou keept'ſt me from thelight,; 
But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will bazze abroad ſuch Propheſies, 

That —_— {hall be fearefull of his life, 

And then to purge his feare, Ile be thy death, 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 

( larencethy turne is next, andthen the reſt, 
Counting my ſelfe but bad, tillI be beſt. 

Ile throw thy body in another roome, 

And Triumph Hevry, in thy day of Doomes. 


Enter King, Queene, Clarence, Richard, Hailings, 
N urſe; and Attendants. | 


King, Once more wefit in Englands Royall Throne, 

Re-purchac'd with the Blood of Encmics: 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 
Have we mow'd downe in topsof all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renowne, 
| For hardy and undoubted Champions: 

Two Clifford, as the Father and the Sonne, 
And two Northumberlands : two braver men, 
Ne're ſpurr'd their Courſcrsatthe Trumpets ſound. 
With them,the two brave Beares, #/arwickeand Monnta- 
That in their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, (gae, 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd, 


A. ———_ 


Exits | 


— 


Thus have we ſwept Suſpition from our Seate, 
And made our footitoolc of Security. 
Come hither Zeſſe, and let me kiffe my Boy : 
Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles, and my felfe, 
Havein our Armors watcht the Winter night, 
Wentallafoote in Summers {calding heate, 
That thou might'ſt repoſſeſle the Crowne in peace, 
And of our Labours thou ſhalt reape the gaine. 
Rich. llc blaſt his Harveſt, if your head were laid 

For yetTI amnot look*d onin the world. 
This ſhoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, to heave, 
And heaveit ſhall ſome waight, or breake my backe; 
Workethou the-way, and that ſhalt execute. 

King. (tarence and G/ſter, love my lovely Queene, 
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both. 

Car. The duty that I oweunto your Majeſty, 
I Seale upon the lips of this ſweet Babe. 

Clar.T hankes Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks, 

Ri. And that Ilove the tree from whencethou ſprang 


| Witneſle the loving kifle I give the Fruite: | A 


Toſay the truth, ſo /udas kiſt his maſter, 
And cryedall haile, when as he meant all harme. 

King: Now amlI ſeated as my ſoule delights, 
Having my Countries peace, and brothersloves. 

Clar. What will your Grace have done with/Margara? 
Reynard her Father, to the King of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jersalem, 
And hither have they ſent it for her ranſome. 

King. Away with her, and waft her henceto France: 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend thetime 
With ſtately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke ſhewes, 
Such as befitsthe pleaſure of the Court. 
Sound Drummes and Trumpets, farewell ſowre annoy, 
For heereI hope begins our laſting joy. ZE xennt onme, 


D_—— 


—_— 
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ter Richard Duke of Gl5fter, ſolns. ; | That waltes upon your Grace ? ; 
"mn hes! 7 (4a. His Mojeltictendring my perſons ſafety, 
>= Ow is the Winter of our Diſcontent, Hath appointed this Conduct,to convey meto th'Tower, 
Iv Made glorious Summer by this Son of Yorke: | Rich. Vpon whar cauſe ? ; | 


b And all the clouds that lowr'd upon our houſe | Ca. Becauſe my name is George, 


deepe boſome of the Ocean buried. Rich. Alacke my Lord, thar fault is vone of yours : 

Now are = tobe with Victorious Wreathes, | He ſhould for that commit your Ceres | 
Onr bruiſed armes hung up for Monuments; | O belike, his Majcſty hath ſome intent, 

Our ſterne Alarums chdbig'd to merry Meetings ; That you ſhould be new Chriſtned inthe Tower. 
Our dreadfull Martches, to d:lightfull Meaſures. But what's the matter Clarence, may I know ? 
Grim-viſig'd Warre,hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled Front: | Ca. Yea Richard, when I know :but1 proteſt 
Andnow, in ſteed of mounting Barbed Stecds, AsyetI donor; Butas Ican learng,... _.. 

To fright the Soules of fearefull Adverſarics, He hearkensatter Propheſies and Dreames, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, And from the Crofle-row pluckes thelctter G : 

Tothe laſcivious plcafing of a Lute» — _ And ſayes, a Wizard told hiw, thatby G, 
| But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive trickes, His iflue dffinherited ſhould be, 

Nor made to courtan amorous Looking-glafle : _ And for my name of George begins with G a 

I, that am Rudely ſtampt, and want loves Majeſty, If followes in his though that | am he. 
Toſtrur beforea wanton ambling Nymph : Theſe (as1 learne)and ſnchlike toyes as theſe, 

I, that am curtail'd of this faire Proportion, Hath moov*d his Highnefle to commit me now. 
Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, * Rich. Why thisit is, when men arerul'd by Women: | 
 Deform'd, unfiniſh'd,ſent before my time : Tis not the King thar ſends youtothe Tower, 
 Iotothis breathing World, ſcarſe halfe made up, My Lady Grey his Wife, (larence tis ſhe, 

And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, - | Thattempts him to this harſh Extremity. 

That dogges barke at me, as I halt by them: Was 1t not ſhe, and that good man of Worſhip, 

Why I (inthis weake piping time of Peace) Ambony Wooavilte her Brother there, 

Havenodelight to paſſe away the time, That made him ſend Lord Haſtings tothe Tower ? 


Vnleſſe toſee my Shadow inthe Sunne, 


| From whence this preſent day he is delivered. 
And deſcant on mine owne Deformity. 


| Wearenot ſafe (latence, we are not ſafe, 


And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, (7, By beaven, I thinke there is no man ſecure 
Toentertajnic theſe faire well ſpoken dayes, Burthe Queenes Kindred, and nig br-walking Heralds, 
Iam determined to provea Villaine, That trudge betwixt the King, and Miſiris Shore, 
And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe dayes. | Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Mots havel laide, Inductions dangerous, | Lord Haitovgs was, for his deliver ye 
By drunken Propheſics, Libels, and Dreames, Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitie, 
Toſetmy Brother (arence and the King | Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty. 
In deadly hate, the one againſtthe other ; Ile tell you what, Ithinke it js our way, 
Andif King E»4rdbe as truc and juſt, If we will keepe in favour with the King, 
Aslam Subtle, Falſe, and Treacherous, Tobe her men, and weare her Livery: 
$ day ſhou'd Clarence cloſely bemew'd up : The jealous ore-worne Widdow, and her ſelfe, 
About a Propheſie, which fayes that G, S1nce that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, | 
- Edwards heyres the murtherer ſhall be. Are mighty Goſſips in our Monarchy. EY 


Vie thoughts downe to my ſoule, here Clarence comes, bra. I beſeech your Graces both to pardon\ me, 
Oh #2 Abtrat 5, His Majeſty hath ſtraightly given in charge, 
': . Enter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. + That no man ſhall have private Conference 
{| *rother, good day : What meanesthis armed guard (Of what degreeſoever) with your Brother... f "BY 
_— ROE | PDE | { 5 : Rich, 


A F —_——— — 


i 


—— 7 


. Rich, Evenſo and pleaſe your Worſhip Brakenbury, 
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You may partake of any thing weſay: _ *.- + 
We ſpeake no Treaſon man; Weſay the King . 
Is wiſe and vertuons, and his Noble queene  - - 
Well ſtrooke jn yeeres, faire and not zealtous. 
Welſay,that Shores Wife hath a En . 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye,a paſling pleaſing tongue : 
And that the Queenes pocpagyce made gentle Folkes. 
How fay youſir 2 can you deny all this? _ ED 
Bra. With this (my Lord) my ſclfe have noughtto 


OC. A 

Rich. Naught to doe with Miſtris Shore? * 
Itell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beſt to doe it ſecretly alone. 

Bra. W hat one,my Lord? 
Rich. Her Husband Knave, would'ſ thou betray me ? 
Bra. Ido beſeech your Grace 
To pardonme, and withall forbeare 
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. 
Cla. We know thy charge Brakenbury, and will obey. 
Rich. We arethe Queenes abjeRs, and muſt obcy- 
Brother farewell, I will unto the King, 
And whatſoere you will imploy me in, 
Were it to call King Edwards Widdoy, Siſter, 
I will performe itto infranchiſe you. 
Meane time, this deepe diſgrace of Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 
Cla. I know it pleaſeth neither of us well. 
Rich. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long, 
I will deliver yot, or clſe lyc for you: 
Meanetime have patience « 
Cl, I muſt perforce: farewell. Exit Clar. 
. Rich. Go tread the path that thou ſhalt ne're return: 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do love thee ſo, 
Thar I will ſhortly ſend thy Souleto Heaven, 
If Heaven willtake the preſent at our hands, 
But who comes heere ? the new delivered Heftings? 


Enter Lord Haitings. 


Haf. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord, 

Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcometo this open Ayre, 

How hath your Lordſhip brook'd impriſonment? 

Ha#?. With patience (Noble Lord) aspriſonecs muſt: 
But I ſhall live (my Lord) to give them thankes | 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 

Rich, No doubt, nodoubt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies, are his, 

And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 
 Haſt. More pitty, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards playatliberty. 

Rich. What newes abroad ? 

Ha#t, No newesſo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The King is ſickly, weake and melancholly, 
And his Phyſitians feare him mightily. 
Rich. Now by Saint Tohn, that newes is bad indeed. 
O he hath keptan evill dietlong, 
Andover-much —— = md Perſon ; 
'Tis very grecvousto be t tupon. 
Where is x his bed? TY” 
Ha#t. Heis. 
Rich. Go you before, and I will follow 


— 


————— — 


YOu, 
Exit Haitmgs. 
He cannot live I hope, and muſt not dyc, 


| Till Georgebe pack with poſt-horſeup to Heaven, 


llein to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With Lyes well teel'd with weighty arguments, | 
And if I faile not iney deepec intent, 

Clayence hath not another day to live: 


And leave the world for me to 
For then, Ile m 


- Whilt Ia-while obſequviouſly lament 


| Stab'd by the ſelfeſame hand that made theſe wounds. 


—_ 


Ile make a Coarſe of him thatdiſobeyes. 


A —_ 


Which done, God take King Edweardto his mercy, 
buſsle in, | 

Warwickes youngeſt daughter, 

Whatth6ugh I kill'd her Husband, and her Father, 

The readieft way to make the Wench amends, 

Is to become her husbandand her Father : 

The which will I, not all ſo much forlove, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horſe to Market : 

Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward ſtill lives and reignes, 

W hen they are gone, then muſt I count my gaines. Exi 


Rr ——— — 


Scana Setunda. 


RO ———————— 


Enter the (oarſe of Henrie the fixt with Halberds tognardit, 
Lady Amie being the Monrner, 


ere. Set downe, ſet downe your honorable] 
If Honor may be ſhrowded in a Herle ; | 
Th' untimely fall of Vertuous Lancafter, 
Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale aſhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 
Thou bloodlefſe Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Be it lawfullthat T invocate thy Ghoſt, 
To heare the Lamentations of poore Anne, 
Witetothy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonne, 


Loe, intheſe windowes that let forth thy life, 
Ipowre the helplefſe Balme of my poore eyes. 
Ocurſed be the hand that made theſe holes : 
Curſed the heart, that had the heart tudo it : 
Curſed the Blood, that let this blood from hence: 
More direfull hap beride that hated Wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Then I can wiſh to Wolves, to Spiders, Toades, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives, 

If ever he have Childe , Abortive beit, 
Prodigeous, and untimely broughtto light, 
Whoſe ugly and unnaturall Aſpect 

May frightthe hopefull Mother atthe view, 
And that be Heyreto his nnhappineſle. 

If ever he have Wife, let her be made 

More miſerable by thedeath of him, 

Then Iam made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards Chertſey with your holy Lod, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 

And ſtill as you are weary of this waight, | 
Reſt you, whiles I lamentKing Henries Coarle. 


| Enter Richard Dake of Gloſter. 


Rich, Stay youthat beare the Coarſe, 8 ſetit downs 
en. What blacke Magitian conjuresup this Field» 
To ſtopdevoted charitable deeds ? 
Rich. Villains ſet downe the Corſe; or by S. Paul, 


ti 


. et. S.- adea. 
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Gem. My Lord fland backe, andlet the Coitin paſte. 
Rich, Vnmanner'd Dogge, | 
Stand thou when T commaund : ' _ 
Advance thy Halbert higher then my breſt, 
Or by S. Paul Ile ſtrike theetomy Foote, _ 
And ſpurne upon thee Begger for thy boldneſle. 
 Anze, What do you tremble ? are you all affcaid? 
Alas, 1 blame you not, for you are Morrtall, 
And Mortall eyes cannot endure the Divell. 
Avant thou.dreadfull miniſter of Hell ; 
Thou had'{t but power over his Mortall body, _.. 
His foule thou canlt not haye : Therefore be gone- 
Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be nor ſocurit. 
As. Foule Divell, | 
For Gods ſake hence, andtrouble us not, 
For thou haſt wade the; happy carth thy Hell : 
Fill'd it with curſing cries, and deepe exclatmes : 
If thou delight to view thy heynous deeds, 
Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries. 
Oh Gentlemen, ſee, ſee dead Hernries wounds, 
Open their congeal'd mouthes ,andbleed atreſhs 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lumpe of toule Deformitic : 
For "tis thy preſence that exhales this blood \ 
From coldand empty Veines where no bload dels. 
Thy deeds inhumane and unnaturall, 
Provokes this Deluge moſt unnarurall. 
0 God ! which this Blood mad'ſt, revenge his death 3 
O Earth | which this Blood drigk'ſt, revenge his death. 
Either Heav'n with Lightning ſtrike the murth'rer dead- 
Or Earth gape open wide, and catchimquicke, 
Asthou doſt fwallow upthis good Kings blood, 
Which his Hell-goveri'd arme hath butchered, 
Rich, Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which .xenders good for bad, Bleſſings for Curſes. : : 
en. Villaine,thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBraſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſometouch of pitty. .- 
Rich. But I know none , and therefore am no Beaſt, 
An. O wonderfull, when divels tell the truth ! 
Rich, More wonderfull, when Angels are ſo angry : 
Vouchfafe (divine perfection of a Woman) 
Oftheſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave 
By ons but to acquit iny ſclfe. 
eAn, Vouchſafe ( defus'd infetion of a man ) 
Oftheſe knowne evils, butto give me leave 
Bycircumſtance, to curſe thy curſed Selfe. | 
Rich, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me have 
dome patient leyſure to excuſe my {clfe. 
en, Fouler then heart can thinke thee, 
Thou can'ſt make no excule currant, 
Butto hang thy ſclfe. 
Rich. By ſuch deſpaire, I ſhould accuſe my ſelfe. 
Az. And by deſpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excuſed, 
for doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſeife, 
Thardid'it unworthy {laughter upoo others. 
Rich. Say that I ſlew them not, 
eln. Then fay they were not laine : 
butdear they arc,and diveiliſh ſlave by thee, 
Rich, I did not kill your Husband. 
4%. Why then he isalive. 
Rich, Nay, he isdead, and {laineBy Edwards hands. 
&. Inthy foule throat thou Ly'it, 
| UQrene Margaret ſaw 
Thy murd'rous Faulchion fi moaking in his blood : 
Us which, thou once didd'ſt bend againſt her breſt, 
ut that thy Brothers beate aſide the point. 
+ Iwas provoked by her {land'rous tongue, 


mm... 
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That laijdtheir guilt, upon my guiltlefle Shouſders. 
ef», Thou was't pronthent by thy bloody,yainde, 

That never dream'{} on ought but butcheries : 

Did'(t thou nor kill this King? 

Rich, I graunt ye. | 
Ax. Do'ſt grant me Hedge-hogge, 

Then God grant me too | 

Thou may'{t be damned for that wicked deede: 

O he was gentle, milde, and vertuous, yo. 
Rich. The better for the King of heaven that hath him | 
An. He isin heaven where thou ſhalt never comes - 
= Let him thanke me, that holpe to ſend him thi- 

rher ; | 

For he was fitter for that place then earths 
ef. And thou unfit for any place bur hell. 

Rich, Yes one placeelſe,if you will heare mename it, 
An. Some dungeon. 

Rich. Your Bed-chamber. 

An. 1ltreſt betide the chamber where thou lyeſt. 
Rich, So will it Madam, till I lye with yous 

An. I hope ſo. 

Rich. I know ſo, But gentle Lady Anze, 

To leave this keene encounter of our wits, 

And fall ſomething intoa ſlower method, 

Is notthe cauſer ofthe timeleſſe deaths 

Oftheſe Plantagenets, Henrie and Edward, 

As blamefulLas the Executioner? 

An, Thou was'tthe cauſe, and moſt accurſt effe&. 
Rich. Your bcautyWas the cauſe of that effect : 

Your beauty,that did haunt me in my fleepe, 

| Toundertake the death of all the world, 

S01 might live one houre in your ſweer boſome, 

Azn.1f I thought thar, I tell thee Homicide, 

Theſe Nayles ſhould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. | 
Rich. Theſecyes could natendure y beauties wrack, 

You ſhould not biemiſh it, if I ſtood by ; 

Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne, | 

So I by thart : It is my day, my life. oY 
An, Blacke night ore-ſhade thy day, & death thy bfe. | 
Rich, Curſe not thy ſelfe faire Creature, 

Thouart both, | 
eAn, I would I were, tobereveng'd onthee. 

Rich. It is aquarrell moſt unnatural, 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 
An, It isa quarrell juſt and reaſonable, . 

To berceveng'd on himthat kil'd my Husband. 
Rich. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 

Did it to helpe thee toa better husband. 
en. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. - 
Rich, He lives, that loves thee þetter then he could. 
An. Name him. 

Rich. Plantagenet, 

An. 'W hy that was he, 
Rich. The ſelfeſame name, 
&4n. Whereis he? 

CHeere : | 

Why doſt thou ſpit at me. | 
An. Wouldic were mortall poyſon, for thy fake. 
Rich, Never came poyſon from ſo ſweetaplace. 
An, Never hung poyſon ona fowler Toade. 

Our of my ſight, thuu doſt infect mine eyes — —- 
Rich. Thineeyes ({weet Lady) have infected mines | 
An. Would they were Baſiliskes, to ſtrike thee dead. 
Rich. T would they were, that I mighe dye at once: 

For now'they kilf me with a living death. 


but one of better Nature. 
Spits at bim.. 


| 


Thoſeeyes of thine, from mine _ drawne fale Tees; F 


—_ 


— 
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Sham'd their Aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops : 
Theſe eyes, which never ſhed remorſctall teare, * 
No, when my Father Yorke, and Edward wept, 
To heare the pittious moane that Rurland made = 
When black-fac'd Cifford ſhooke bis ſword at him. 
| Nor when thy Warlike Father likea Childe, 
Told the ſad ſtorie of my Fathers death, 
And twenty times, made pauſe to ſoband weepe 
| That all the ſtanders by had wet their cheekes 
Like Trees bedaſh'd withraine: in that ſad time, 
My manly eyes did ſcorne an humble teare : 
And what theſe ſorrowes could not thence exhale, 
'Thy Beauty hath, and made them blinde with weeping. 
I never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy : 
My Tongue could never learne ſweet ſmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty ispropos'd my Fee, 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake. 
She lookes ſcornefully at him. 
Teachnot thy lip ſuch Scorne ; for it was made 
For kiſling Lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy revengefull heart cannot forgive, _ 
Loe heere I lend thee this ſharpe-pointed Sword, 
Which if thou pleaſe to hide ia this true breſt, 
Andlet the foule fourth that adoreth thee, 
I lay itnaked to the deadly ſtroke, - 
And humbly begge tbe death upon my knee. 
| He layes his breſt open, ſhe offers at it math bus ſword, 
Nay do not pauſe : For I Gid kill King Henri, 
» | But *cwas thy Beauty that provoked me. 
' Nay now diſpatch :*Twas I that ſtabb'd yong Edward, 
But *twas thy Heavenly face that ſet me on. 


Take up the ſword againe, or take up me. 
An. Ariſe Difſenibler, though I wiſh thy death, 
I willnot be thy Executioner. 

Rich. Then bid me kill my ſelfe, and I will do it» 

. An. Thavealready. 

Rich. That was in thy rage : 

Speake it againe, and even with thy word, 

This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall for thy love, kill a farre truer Love, . 

To both their deaths (halt thou be acceſlary. 

An, I would Iknew thy heart. 

Rich. 'Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

es. I teare me, both are falſe. 

Rich, Then,never Man was true. 

An, Well, well, put up your Sword. 

Rich. Say then my Peace is made. 

An, That ſhalt thou know heereafter. 

Rich. But ſhall I live in hope? 

A». All menT hope live ſo. 

Vouchſafeto weare this Ring. 

Rich. Looke how thy Ring 1acompaſicth my Finger, 
Evenſo thy Breſt incloſeth my poore heart: 

Weare both of them, for both of them are thine. 
Andif thy poore devoted Servant may 

But beg one favourat thy gracious hand, 

Thou doſt confirme his happyneſle for ever. . 

Az. Whatisit ? 

Rich. That it may pleaſe youleave theſe fad deſignes, 
To him that hath moſt cauſe to bea Mourner,” 
And preſently repayre to Crosbie Houſe : 
Where (after I have ſolemnly interr*d 
At Chertſey Monalt'ry this Noble King, 

And wet lus Grave with my Repentant Teares) 
I will with allexpediecnt duty ſee you. 


s 


She fals the Sword, 


| For divers unknowne Reaſons, Ibeſeech you, 
Grant me this Boon. 
 4n. Withall my heart and muchit joyes me too, 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Barkley, goalong withme-. 
Rich. Bid me farewell. BRUT 1 
Ar. Tis morethen you deſerve : 
But ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine TI have ſaid farewell already. 
| Exit two witheAwn, 
Gene. Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord ? 
Rick,Now to White Friars, thereattend my comming 
| Exit Conrfe.” 
Was ever woman in this humour Woo'd? | 
Was ever womar'in this humor wonne ? 
Ie have her but I will not keepe her long. 
W har ? I that kill'd her husband, and his Father, 
Totake ber 1n her hearts extrcameſt hate, 
With curſes 1n her mouth, Teares in her eyes, 
The blecding witnefſe of my hatred by, 
Having God, her Copſcience, and theſe bars againſt me, 
And I vo friends to backe my ſuite withall, Tk 
| But the plaine Divelli and diflembling lookes ? 
_ yet to winne her? All the worldro nothing, 
71a ! 
Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 
Edward, her Lord whom I (ſome three moneths lince) 
Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkesbery ? | 
A iweeres and a lovelicr Gentleman, 
Fram'd inthe prodigallity of Nature : 
Yong, Valiant, Wiſe, and (nodoubr) right Royal, 
The ſpacious word cannot againe afford ; 
And wi!i ſhe abate her eyes on me, 
T hat cropr the Goldenprime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow toa.wofull Bed ? 
On me, whoſe All not equals Edwards Moytie? 
On me, that balts, and am miſhapen thus? 
| My Dukedome, toa Beggerly denier ! 
I do miſtake my perſon all this while : 
Vpon my lite ſhe findes (although I cannot) 
My ſelfe to be a maru'llous proper man. 
\ le be at Charges for a looking-glaſſe, 
' And eitertaine a ſcore or two of Taylors, 
To ſtudy faſhions toadorne my body: 
Since I amcrept in favour with my {clfe, 
I will maintaine it with ſomelittlecoſt, 
But firſt Ile turne yon fellow in his Grave, 
And then returne lamenting to my Love. 
Shine out faire Sunne, till I have bought a glaſſe, 
That I may {ce my ShadowasI paſſe. 


Scena T ertia. 


_——_—————T 


Enter the 2 neene Mother, Lord Riners, 
Dn Lord Gray. 


Ris,Have patience Madam,there'sno doubt bus Majcliy 
Will ſoonerecover his accuſtom'd health. 

Gray. Inthat you brooke it ill, it makes him work, 
Therefore for Gods ſake entertaine good comfort, 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry cycs- 
2x. It he were dead, what would betide on me ? 


—_ — 
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ray. Noother hartme;bur toffe of ſuch a Lord: 
"9s. Thelofſe of ſucha Lord, includesal! barmes: . 
747, The Heavens have ble(t you with a good!y Son, 
Tobe your Comforter, when he 1s gone. 
9. Ah! he is yorgs 'and His minority 
Is put unto the truſt of Richard GloyFer, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv. Is it concluded he ſhall be protector ? 
s. It is determin'd,not concluded yet : 
But {o it muſt be, if the King miſcarry. 


Enter Butkingham and Derby. 


Gray:Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 

Bnc. Good time of day unto your Royall Grace. 

Der. God make your Majeſty joyfull;as you have bin. 
| 2, The Coumteſle Richmond, good my L.of Derby. 
To your good prayer, will ſcarſeiy fay, Amen. 

Yet Derby, notwithſtanding ſhee's your wife, 
And'loves not me, be you good Lord afſur*d, 

I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Dex. 1 dobeſcech you, cither not belceve 


| The envious ſlanders of ber falſe Accuſers : 


Or if ſhe be accug'd on true report, X £ 
Beare with her weaknefle, which I thinke proceeds 
From way ward ſickneſſe , and no grounded malice. 
2%. Saw youthe King today my Lord of Derby? 
Der. But now the Duke of Buckingham and1T, 
Are come from viſiting his Majeſty- 
0». What likelyhood of his amendment Lords? 
Buc, Madam good hope, his Grace ſpeakes chearfully- 
9. God grant him health,did you confer with him? 
Buc, I Madam, hedefires to make attonement. 
Betweene the Duke of Glouſter, and your Brothers, 
And betweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 
And ſent to warne them to his Royall preſence. | 

9%. Would all were well, but that will never be, 
| feare our happineſke is at the height. | 


Emr Richard. 


Rich, They do me wrong, and I will notindure it; 
Whois it that complaines unto the King, 
ThatI (for{ooth) am ſterne, and love them not ? 
By holy Paxd, they love his Grace but lightly, 
That ill hiseares with ſuch difſentious Rumors» 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and looke faire, | 
Smile in mens faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cogge- 
Ducke with French nods, and Apiſh curteſie, 
Imuſt be held a rancorous Enemy. 
Cannota plaine man live, and thinke no harme, 
but thus his ſimple truth minſt be abus'd, 
With filken, ſlye, inſinuating Iackes ? 
| Grey. To whom in all this preſence ſpeakes your Grace? 
Rich, To thee, that halt nor honey, nor Grace : 
When haveT injur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 
Orthee ? or thee? or any of ygur Faction ? 
A plague upon you all. His Royall Grace 
(Whom God preſerve better then you would with) 
Catnot be quiet ſcarſe a breathing while, 
But you mult trouble him with lewd complaints. 
28. Brother of Gloſter, you miſtake the matter : 
The King on his owne Royall diſpoſition, 
(And not provok'd by any Sutor elſe) 


Ayming (belike) at your interior hatred , 


lm. 


U 


| That in your outward ation ſhewes it ſelfe 
Againſt my Children, Brothers, and my Selfe, - 
Makes him to ſend, that he may learne the growid. 
Rich, 1 cannot cell, the worid is-growne ſobad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch. 
Since everie Tacke became a Gentleman, _ 
There's many a gentle perſon made a Tacke. - | 
| 24. Come, come, weknow your meaning Brother 
Youenvy my advancement, and my friends: Gloſter, 
God grant we never may have ncede of you. 
Rich. Meane time, God grants that I have need of you. 
Our Brother is impriſor'd by your meanes, 
My ſclfe diſgrac'd, and the Nobilitie | 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily given roennoble thoſe | 
That {carte ſome two dayes lince were worth a Noble. 
L#, By himrthat rais'd me to this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which I injoy'd. 
I neverdid incenſe his Majeſtic 
Againſt the Duke of (arence, but have bin ' 
Anearne(t advocate to plead for him. 
My Lord you do me ſhamefull ivjurie, 
| Falſely to draw mein theſe vile ſuſpes. 
Rich. You may dcny that you were not the meane 
Of my Lord Haſtings late impriſonment. 
Riv. She may my Lord, for — 
Rich. She may Lord Rivers, why who knowes not, ſo? 
She may do more {ir then denying that : t 
She may helpe you to many faire preferalthrs L 
Andthen (cny her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thoſe Honors os your high deſert. 
W hat may ſhenot, ſh2 may, I marrie may ſhe, 
Aiv. What marrie may ſhe? 
Rich, What marrie may ſhe? Marrie with a King, 
A batcheller, anda bandſome ſtripling too, 
I wis your Grandam had a worler match. 
2. My Lordof Glouſter, I have toolong borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter ſcoffes : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his Majeſtie 
Of thoſe grofle taunts that oft haye endur'd. 
] had rather be a Countrie ſervant maide 
Then a great Queene, with this condition, 
To be {o baited, ſcorn'd, and ſtormed at, 
Small joy have Tin being Englands Queene, 


Enter old © weene Margaret. 


Har. And leſned be that ſmall, God I beſeechhim 
Thy honor, ſtare, and ſeate, is due to me. 
Rich. What ? threat you me withtelling of the King ? 
I will avouch't in preſence of the King : 
Idare adventure to be ſent toth' Tower. 
"Tistime to ſpeake, 
My paines arequite forgot. 
_ Aargaret, Out Divell, 
I doremember them too well: . | 
Thou: killd'&t my Husband Henrie in the Tower, 
And Edward my poore Son, at Tewkesbury. 
Rich. Ere you were Queene, 
I, or your Husband King : =S 
I was a packe-horſe in his greataffaires: 
A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries, 
A liberall rewarder of his Friends, 
To royalize his blood, I ſpent mine owne. 
Margaret. IT and mach better blood 
Then his, or thine. 


- Rich. 


hh — 
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Rich. Tnall whichtime , you and your Husband Grey 
Were facious, for the houlc of Lencaiter ; 
And Rivers, ſo were you: was not your Husband, 
In cMargarers Battaile, at Saint eAlbors, ſlaine? 
Let me put in your mindes, if you forget 
What you have beene ere this, and what youare : 
Withall , what I have beene and what I am. us 

2.2. A murth'rous Villaine, and ſo ſtillthouart. 

' Rich. Poore (larence did forſake his Father arwicks, 
I, and for{wore himſelfe (which Ieſu pardon. ) 

2.24. Which God revenge. 

Rich. To fight on Edwards partie, for the Crowne, 
And for his meede, poore Lord, he is mewed up : 

I would to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 

Or Edwards ſoft and pittifull, like mine 

I am toochildiſh foeliſh for this World. 
2.M.Highthee to Hell for ſhame,& leave this World 

Thou Cacodemon, therethy Kingdome is. 

Riv. My Lord of Gloſter : in thoſe buſie dayes, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, ; 
Wefollow'd then our Lord, our Soveraigne Kirg, 

So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. - 

Rich. IfT ſhould be ? 1 had rather bea Pedler: 


{ Farrebe it from my hearr, the thought thercot. 


Qs. Aslittle joy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy , were you this Countries King, 
As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
Thar I enjoy, being the Queene thereof. 
2.MH. A lWe joyenjoyesthe Queene thereof, 
For I am ſhe and altbgcther joyleſle - 
I can no longer hold mepaticnt. : 
Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 
In ſharing that which yon have pill-d from me : 
Which of you trembles nor, that lookes on me 2? 
If not, that I am Queene, you bow like Subjects ; 
Yetthatby you depos'd, you quake like Reblls. 
Ah gentle Villaine doe not turge away. (fight? 
Rich.Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak'*it thou in my 
.2. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 
That will I make,beforel let thee goe. 
Rich. Wert thou not baniſhed on paine of death? 


9.M. TI was: but Idoe find more paine in baniſhment, 


Then death can yeeld me here, by abode. 

A Husband and a Sonnethou ow'lt to me, 
And thou a Kingdome ; all of you allegeance ; 
This Sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 


f And allthePleaſures you a{urpe are mine, 


Rich. The Curſe my Noble Father layd onthee, 
When thoudidſt Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And withthy ſcornes drew'it rivers from his eyes, 
And then to dry them, gav the Duke a Clowt, 

Steep'd inthe faultlefſe blood of prettic Ratland : 
His Curſesthen, from bitterneſle of Soule, 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are talne upon thee : | 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

.2#.S0 jult is God, to right the innocent. 

Haſt. O, 'twas the fouleſt deed to flay thar Babe, 
And the moſt mercileſſe that exe was heard of. 

Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept when it was reported. 

Dorſ. No man but prophecied revenge for it. 

Buck, Northumberland, then preſent wept to ſee it. 
9.cM. What? were you ſnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
And turne you al your hatred now on me? 
Did Yorkes dread Curſe prevaile ſo much with Heaven, 
That Hemries death,my lovely Edwards death, 


FY Ah 


As ours by Murther, to make him a \King, 


Out-live thy gloric, like my wretched ſelte 


| Andſce another, as I ſee thee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as theu art ſiall'd in 


Revers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 


But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off. 


O [ct them keepe it, till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 


Thou that waſt ſcal'd in thy Nativitie 
The ſlave of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell 
Thou flander of thy heavie Mothers Wom 


Thou Ragge of Honor, thou dereſted. 
Rich. Margaret. 


YM. Richard. Rich. Has 
L.A. I callthee nor. 


Oh let me make the Period tomy Curſe. 


Whoſe deadly Web enſnareth thee about ? 


| Foole, foole, thou whet'ita Knife to kill thy {elfe: 
The day will come, that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curſethis poyſonous Bunch-backt Toade. 
Ha#Zt.Falſe boding Woman,end thy franticke Curle, 
Leaſttothy harme, thou move our patience. : 
2..Foule ſhame upon you, you have all moy'dmine- 
Rz. Were you wel ſery*d, you would be taught your duty- 
2.2.To ſerve me well,you all ſhould doe me duty, 
Teach meto be your Qneene, and you my __ jeds : 
uk Ys 
Dorſ. Diſpute not with her, ſhe is lunaticke. | 
D.M. Peace maſter Marqueſle, youarc malepert; 
Your tire-new ſtampe of Honor isſcarce currant-' 


— 


O ſerve mie well, and teachyour ſclves that 


Their Kingdomes lofſe,my wofull baniſhmene, 
Should all but anſwere for that peeviſh brat ? 

Can curſes pierce the Cloudes and enter Heaven? 

W hy then give way dull Cloudes to my quicke Curſes. 
Though not by warre, by Surfer dye your King, - 


Eaward thy Sonne, that now is Prince of Wales, 
| For Edward our Sonue that was Prince of Wales, 
Dye in his youth, bylike untimely violence. 
Thy ſelfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 


Long may'it thou live,to waile thy Childrens death, 


Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death, 
And after many length'ned howres of griefe, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Englands Queene,' 


And ſo waft thou, Lord Heftmgs, when my Sonne 
Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers: God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live his naturall age, 


Rich. Have done thy Charme,) hatefull wit 

Q0.24.Andleave out thee?ſtay Dog,for y ſhalt hearene, 
It Heaven have any grievous plague in ſtore, 
Excecding thoſe that I can wiſhupon thee, 


On thee, the troubler of the poore Worlds peace. 
The worme of Conſcience ſtill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends ſuſpe forTraytors while thou liv'ft, 
And take deepe Traytorsfor thy deareſt Friends: 
No fleepe cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
Vnleſle it be while ſome tormenting Dreame 

| Afﬀrightsthee with a Hell of ougly Divells. 

Thou <&viſh mark*d, abortive rooting Hogge, 


Thou loathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes, 


Rich, I cry thee mercie then : for Idid thinke, 
That thou hadſt call'd me all theſe bitter names. 
2. H-W hy fol did, bur look'd for noreply. 


Rich. 'Tis done by me, andends in Iſargarete 

.2.Thus have you breath'd your curſe againſt your ſelf. | 

2. AM.Poore painted Quyeen,vain flouriſh of my fortune, 
W by ſtrew'ſt thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, 


ay 


mine. 


T 
. 


be, 


her'd Hagge, | 


b 


0 
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O that your young Nobilitie can judge | 

What *twere to loſe it, and be miſerable. O78 

They that ſtand high, have many blaſts to ſhake them, 

And if they fall, they daſh themſelves to pecces. _ 

Rich. Good counſaile marry, lcarne it, learne it Mar- 
ueſle. ; 

Or ſt touches you my Lord, as much as me. : 
Rich. 1, and much more : but. I was borne {o high : 

Our ayerie buildeth in the Cedars top, | 

And daliies with the winde, and fcornes the Sunne- 

ar. And turnes the Sun to ſhade : alas, alas, 

Witnefſe my Sorne now in the ſhade of death, 

Whoſe bright out-ſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 

Hath in <teroall Darkenefle folded up. 

Your ayery buildeth in our ayeries Neſt : 

O God that ſeeſt irdo not ſuffer ut, 

As itis wonne with blood, loſt be ito. ETA 
Buc. Peace, peace for ſhame * It not for Charity: 
Mar. Vrge neither charity, nor ſhame to me ; 

Vncharitably with me have = dealt, - 

y you) are butcher'd, 

My Charity is outrage, Life wy ſhame, 

And inthat ſhame, {till live my ſorrowes rage. 

Banc. Have done, have done. F-” 
Mar. O Princely Buckingham, Ile kifle thy hand, 

In Ggne of League and amity with thee : 

Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houſe: 

Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our blood : 

Nor thou within the compaſle of my curſes 
Fac. Nor no one heere: for Curſcs never paſſe 

Thelips of thoſe that breathe them in the ayre. 

Mar.l willnot thinke but they aſcend the sky, 

And there awake Gods gentle ſleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge : 

Looke when he fawnes, he bites ; and whea he bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death x 

Have not todo with him beware of him; 

Sinne, death, and hell have ſet cheir markes on hum, 

Andall their Miniſters attend on him. 

Rich, W hat doth ſhe ſay,my Lord of Buckingham? 
Bue Nothing that I reſpe& my gracious Lords 
Mar. What doſt thou ſcorne me 

For my gentle counſell ? 

And ſooth the divell that I warne thee from. 

O but remember this another day : 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow : 

And fay (poore CMHargarer) wasa Propheteſle : 

Live each of you the ſubje&s to his hare, | 

And he to yours,” and,all of you to Gods; Exit. 
Buc, My haire doth ſtand an end to heare her curfes. 
tv. And ſodoth mine, I muſe why ſhe 'sar liberty, 
Rich, T cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

OMar, Inever did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich, Yet you have allthe vantage of her wrong: 
I wastoo hot, to doe ſome body good, 
15 too cold in thinking of it now : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 

teis frank'd up to fatting for his panes, 

Godpardon them, that are the cauſe thereof. 

. A vertnous, and a Chriſtian like concluſion; 
ogy for them that have done ſcath to us. 

Ach, Sodol ever, being well advis'd. 


Speakes to bimſelfe« 


For had I curſt now, I hadcurſt my ſelfe. 


Fm . 


The Life and Deatbof Richard the Third. 
w, 


Enter Cateby. 


(ates. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours my gratious Lord. 
Ln. (ateby T come, Lords will you go with me. 
Riv. We wait upon your Grace. | 
| Exennt all but Gloſter, 
Rich. I do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawle. 
The ſecret Miſcheefesthat I ſet abroach, 
I lay unto the greevous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I indeede have caſt in darknefle, 
I do beweepe to many fimple Gulls, | 
Namely to Derby, Haſtings, Buckingham, 
And tell them'tis the Queene, and her Allies, 
That ſtirre the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 
Now they belceve it, and withall wher me 
Tobe reveng'd on Rsvers,Dorſer,Grey. 
But then I figh, and witha peece of Scripture, 
Tell then that God bids us doe good for evill : 
And thus I cloathe my naked Villanie 
With odde old ends, ftolne forth of holy Writ, 
Andſeemea Saint, when molt'I play the divell. 


Enter two murtherery. 
But ſoft, heere come my executioners, 
How now my hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 
Are you now going to diſpatch this thing ? 
Ui.Weare my Lord, and come to have the Warraht, } 
That we may be admitted where he is. | 
Rich, Well thought upon, I have it heereabonr me ; 
W hen yon have done, repayre to (osby place ; 
Bur firs be ſodaine 1n the execution, 


=_ 


. For Clarente js well ſpoken, and perhappes 


' Go, go, diſpatch, 


Withall obdurate, do not heare him plcade ; 


May move your hearts to pitry,if you marke him. 

Yi. Tur, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtard toprate;,ji 
Talkers are no good dooers,be afſur'd ; 
Weego to uſe ourhands,and not our tongues. 

Rich, Your eyes drop Mill-itones, when Fooles eyes 
fall Teares. | 
I like you Lads, about your buſineſſe ſtraight. 


Ui. We will my Noble Lord. 


Scana Quarta. '1 


E Enter Clarence and Keeper, 
Keep, Why Iookes your Grace fo heavily to day? 
| (7a, O,I have paſt a miſcrable night, 
So full of fearefull Dreames, of ugly ſights, 
That as [am a Chriltian faithfull man, 
I would not ſpend another ſucha night 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy dayes :' 
So full of diſmall terror was the time. 7 
Keep.What was your dream my Lord,I pray youtel me. 
-C/a.Me thoughts thar T had broken fromthe Tower, 
And was embark*drocrofſe to Burgundy, 
And in my company my Brother Glouſter, 
Who from my Cabin tempted metowalke, _ | 
Vpon the Hatches: There we look'd toward England, 
And cated up a thquiand heavy times, 
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter 
That had befalne us us. As he pac'd along 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 
Me thought that Gloſter ſtumbled, and in falling 
Strooke me (that thought to ſtay him) over-boord , 
Into the turabling billowes of the maine. 
O Lord, me thought what paine it was todrowne, 
What dreadfull noyſe of water in mine eares, 
W har ſights of ugly death within mine eyes. | 
Me thoughts, Iſfaw a thouſand fearefull wrackes ; 
A thouſand men that fiſhes gnaw'd upon : 
Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 
Ineſtimable Stones, unvalewed Iewels, 
All ſcatterred in the bottome of the Seaz 
Some lay in dead-metis Sculles, and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inbabit , there were crept 
(As *rwere in ſcorne of eyes) refleting Gemmes, 
T hat woo's the ſlimy botrome of the deepe, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcattred by. 
Keep. Had you ſuch leyſure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon theſe ſecrets of the deepe? _ 
Cla. Me thought T had, and often did I ſtrive 
To yeeld the Ghoſt : but ſtill the envious Flood 
Stop'd in my ſoule, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty; vaſt, and wand'ring ayre : 
But ſmother'd it within my panting buike, 
Vho almoſt burſt, to belch irin the Sea. 
Keep. Awak'd you not in this ſore Agony ? 
| Clar. 'No,no, my dreame waslengrhen'd after life. 
O then, began the Tempeſt to my Soule, 
I paſt (me thought) the Melancholly flood, 
With that ſowre Ferric-man which Poets write of, 
Vanto the Kingdome of perpctuall Night. 
The firſt that there did greet my Stranger-ſoule, 
Was my great Father-in-law renowned Warwicke, 
Who ſpake alowd : W hat ſcourge for Perjurie, 
Can this darke Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? 
And ſo he vaniſh'd. Then came wand ring by, 
| A Shadow like an Angell, with bright hayre 
Dabbel'd in blood, and he ſhrick'd out alowd 
Clarence is come, falſc, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 
That ſtabb'd me inthe field by Tewkesbury : 
Seize on him Furies, take him unto Torment. 
With that (me thought) a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine cares 
Such heddeous cries, that with the very Noiſe, 
I (trembling) wak'd, and fora ſeaſon after, 
Could not beleeve, bur that I was in Hell, 
Suchterrible Impreſſion made my Dreame. 
Keep. No marvell Lord, though it affrighted you, 
I am affraid (me thinkes) to heare you tell it, 
Cla. AhKeeper, Keeper, I have done theſe things 
(Thar now give evidence againſt my Soule ) 
For Edward: ſake,and ſee how herequites me. 
O God ! if my deepe prayres cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt beaveng'd on my miſdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath inme alone: 
O ſpare my guiltleſſe Wife, and my poorechildren. 
Keeper, I prythee ſit by mea-while, 
My foule is heavy, and I faine would fleepe. 


Enter Brakgnbury the Lievienant. 


Bra. Sorrow breakes Seaſons, and repoſing houres, 
{ Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide night ; 


Keep. 1 will my Lord,God give your Grace good reſt. 


Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle, 

And for unfelt Imaginations | 
They often feele a world of reſtlefle Cares : 

So that betweene their Titles, and low name, 
There'snothing differs but the outward famc; 


Entor two Martherers. 


I. Mer, Ho, who's hcere? 
Bra.What would {& thou Fellow ? And how camnv 
thou hither. EN / 
2. 4, 1 would ſpeake with Clarence, and I camehj: 
ther on my Legges, | | 
Bra. W hat fo breefe? 
I, Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious: 
Let him ſee our Commiſſion,and talke no more, Read 
Bra. I amin this, commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of C/arexceto your hands. 
I will not reaſon what is meant heereby, 
Becauſe I willbe guilrleſſe ftom the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aſfleepe, and therethe Keyes. 
He to the King, and fignihe to him, 
That thusI have refign'd toyou my charge. 
 T Youmaylir, tis apoint of wifedome : 
Fare you well. 
2 What,ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleepes. 
I No: hee'lfay 'twas done cowardly,when he wakes, 
2 Why he ſhall never wake , untill the great ludge- 
ment day, s 
£ 1 Why then hel fay, weſtab'd him ſleeping, 
- 2 The urging of that word Indgement, hath breda 
kinde of remorſe in me. | 
T What ? art thoa affraid ? 
2 Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
I I thought thou had'ſ bin reſolute, 
2 Sol am, to let him live. 
1 Ie backe to the Duke of Glouſter, and tell himſo, 
2 Nay, Iprythee ſtay a little : 
I hope this paſſionate humor of mine, will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty. 
1 How do'ſt thon feele thy ſelfe now ? 
- 2 Somecertaine dregges of conſcience areyet with- 
in me. | 
I Remember our Reward, when the deed's done. 
2 Come, hedies : I had forgot the Reward. 
I Where's thy conſcience now. 
2 O,in the Duke of Gloſters purſe. 
| TI Whenhe opens hispurſe to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flyes out. 
2 'Tisno matter,let us goe : There's few oruonewill 
| entertaine it. 
1 Whatif it come to thee againe ? 


Em, 


Sweare, but it Checkes him: A man cannot lye withhis 
Neighbours Wife, but it dere&ts him. *Tis a bluſhing 
| ſhamefac'd ſpirit , that mutinies ina mans boſome 3 It 
filles a man full of Obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a 
Purfſe of Gold that (by chance) I found : It beggarsany 


ties for a dangerous thing , and every man that meanst0 
Iive well, endeyourstotruſtto himſclfe, and live with» 


| Out its 


| 2 lenot meddle with it, it makes a man a Cowatd: 
| A man cannot ſteale, bur it accuſeth him : A man cannot. | 


man that keepes it : It is turn'd out of Townes and Cit- | 
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L 'Tis even now at my elbow, perſwading me not to 
kill the Duke. 


 . 2, Take the divell in thy minde,and beleeve him not: 


He would infinuate with thee bur to make thee ſ1gh. 
1 lam ſtrong fram'd, he cannot prevaile with me- p 
2 Spoke like = man, IE thy reputation. 
1a;l we fallto wor | 
_— him on the Coftard, - with the hiltes of thy 
Syord,and then throw him into the Malmeſcy-Butte in 
next roOMme» | ; 
= O excellent device; and make a ſop of him. 
1 Soft, he wakes. | | 
2 Strike," _ | 
x No, we'll reaſoh with him. CE 
Cla. Where art thou Keeper? Give mea cup of wine. 
2 You ſhall have Wine enough my Lord anon- 
Clar. In Gods name; whatart thou ? 
1 Aman, aS youAare. TN 
Clar. But not as 1 am Royall.' 
1 Nor you as we are, Loyall. 64 
Cle. Thy voyceis thunder,but thy lookes arc humble. 
I My voyce is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne, 
Cla, How darkly, and how deadly doeſt thou ſpeake ? 
Youreyes doe menace me : why looke you pale ?, 
Wholſent you hither > Wherefore doe you come? 
2 To, tO, tO wnmnnnn. 
Cle, To murther me? 
Both. I, 1. | Ge 
Clar. You ſcarſely have the hearts to tell me fo, 
And therefore eannot have the hearts to doe it. 
Wherein my friends have offended you ? 
1 Offended us you have not, but the King- 
Clar, I ſhall be reconcil'd to him againe. 
2 Never my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 
Clar. Are you drawne forth among a world of men 
Tolay the innocent > W hat 1s my offence ? | 
Where is the Evidence that doth accuſe me? 
What lawfull Quelt have giventheir Verdict up- 
Vato the frowning.Indge ? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poore (, /arence death ? 
before 1 be convict by courſe of Law, 
Tothreaten me wirh death, is moſt unlawful. 
| charge you, as you hope for any goodneile, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me : 
Thedezd you undertake 1s.damnable.. 
I, What we will doe we doe upon command - 
2 And he that hathcommanded,-1s our King. . 
Cla, Erroneous V aſlals, the great King of Kings 
Nath in the Table of bis Law commanded © -.. 
Thatthou ſhall doe no murther, Will you then 
\ purneat his Edict, and falfill a Mans ? ; 
Take heed :tor he holds Vengeance in his hand 
To hucleupon their heads that breake his Law. - 
2 And that ſame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
Forfalſe forſwyearing, and for murther too : 
Thou did'ſt receiverhe Sacrament to fighr 
lnquirrellof the Houſe of Larcaſter. 
1 And like a-Traitor tothe name of God, 
Did'ſtbreake that V ow,znd with thy treacherous blade; 
Viripſtthe Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. 
2 Whom thon was't {worne to cheriſh and defend. 
I How canſt thou urge Godsdreafull Law tous, 
Wixnthou haſt broke it in ſuch deere degree? 
(le. Alas for whoſefake did I that ll deed? 
or Eavard,for my Brother, for his ſake. 


tle ſends younot to murther me for this : 


— 


j And I will ſend you'romy Brother Glonſter; . 


. And hugg'd me in his armes,and {wore with ſob 
| That he would labour my delivery. | | 


. To do this deede, will hate you for the deede. 


| Would not intreat for life, as you would begge 


My Friend, Iſpy fome pitty-in thy lookes 


For in thar ſinne, he isasdeepeas I; 
It God will be avenged for thedeed; - 
O kriow you yet , hedoth it publiquely, 
Take not the quarrell from his powrefull arme : 
He needs no1ndire, or lawlefle courſe , | 
To cut off thoſe thathave offended him: - 
I Who made thee then a bloudy miniſter, 
When gallant ſpringing brave Plantagener, 
That Princely Novice was ſtrucke dead by thee ? 
Ca. My Erothers love, the Divell, and my Rage: 
I Thy Brothers Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee: 
Ca. If you doe love my Brother, hate not me : 
Iam his brother, and I love himwell. _ | 
If youare hyr'd for meed,go backe againe, 


| Wo ſhall reward yomberrerfor my life, -- 0 
Then Edward will for tydings of my death. | 
2 Youare deceiv'd, | : 
Your Brother Glouſter hates you. METS We 
Ca. Ohno, he loves'me, and he holds me deere » 
Goyouto him from me. ; 
1 Iſowe will, :- , 
Cla, Tell him, when that our Princely Father Yorke 
Bleſt his three Sonnes with his viAorious Arme, | 
He little thought of this divided Friendſhip: : 
Bid Glouſter thinke onthis, and he will weepe, 
1 I Miltitones, as helefſoned us to weepe. 
| Cha, O donot ſlander him, for heis kinde, 
1 Right, as Snow in Harveſt : 
Come, you deceive your ſelfe, | 
"Tis hethat ſends us ro.deſtroy you heere, © | 
Ca, It cannot be, for he bewept my Fortune, 


. I Whyſohe goth, when hedelivers you | 
From thiscarths thraldome, to the joyes of heaven. 
2 Makepeace with God, for you muſt die my Lord. 
( {a. Have you that idly feeling in your foules, 
To counſaile me to make my peace with God, 
Andare yonyet to your owne ſoules fo blinde, 
That you wil warre wich God,by murd*ring me? 
O firs conſider, they thar ſet you on HR 
2 What ſhall wedo? 
Ca, Relent,and fave your ſoules: = 
Which of you, if you were a Princes ſonne, 
Being pent. from Libcrty,'asI am now, 
If rwo ſuch murtherers as your ſelves came to you, 


Were you in-my diſtrefle. 
1 Relent? no; *Tis cowardly and womaniſh, 
(7a. Notto relent, is beaſtly, favage ,divelliſh, 


O, if thine eye be nota flatrerer, | 
Come thou on-my fide, and intreat for me, - 

A begging Prince, what begger pitties not? 

2 Looke behinde you, my Lord.. ne 
Take that;and that, ifall this willnotdo, Srabs him.-| 
Ile drowne you'inthe Malmelſcy-But within. Exit. 
2. A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatchts 

How faine (like Pi/ate) would I waſh my hands 

Of this moit greevous murther. Enter 1. IMurtberer | 
1 How now ?.whatmean'ſt thou that thou help'{ me | 
not?By heaven the Duke ſhall know how flacke you 


? 


have beene. > 33.5] 
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2. 24w+r.1 would he knew that I had fav'd his brother ; 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I ſay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is ſlaine: 

I. Mr. Sodoe not I: goc Coward as thou art. - 
Well, le goe hide the body in ſome hole, 

Till that the Duke give order for his buriall : 

And whenl have wy meede, I will away; 

For this will out, and then I muſt not ſay. 


Exit. 


Exit, 


oe ner ED 


Attus Secundns. Sceena Primas 


A EE ms 


| Flowriſh. 
Entexthe King ficke, the 2ucme; Lord Margqueſſe 
@ Dorſet, Rivers, Haſtings, Catesby, 
Buckingham, Weoduil. 


King. Why ſo:now have I done a\good dayes worke. 
You Peeres, continuethis united Ecague : 
I, every day expect an Embaſlage 
From my Redectner, to redeeme me hence. 
And more to peace my foule ſhall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my Friends at peace onearth. | 
Dorſet and Rivers, take eachothers hand, 
Diflemble not your hatred, Sweare your love. | 
Riv. By heaven, ny foule is parg'd'from grudging hate, 
And with my hand { feale my true hearts Love. 

Haft. Sothrive I, as I truly ſwearethelike. 

King, Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Leſt he that is the ſupreme King of Kings 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft. So proſper 1, asI ſwewe perfett love. 

Rev. And I, as Hove Haftiwgs with my heart. = 

Kixg. Madam, your felfe is not exemptfrom thus : 
Nor you Sonne Dorſet, Bucki»gham nor you ; 

You Love becne factious one againſt the other, 
Wife, loveLord Haitings,let him kifle your band, 
And what you doe doe it unfeignedly. 

One. There Haftmgs, I willnever more remember 
Our former hatred, ſothrive I, and mine. 

King. Dorſet imbrace him : 

Haftings, love Lord Marqueſle. 

Doy. This interchange of love, I heere proteſt 
Vpon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 

Ha#. Andſoſweare I - : 
King. Now Princely Buckingham, ſeale thouthis league 
Withthy embracements to my wives Allies, 

And make me happy in your unity. : 
Buc. Whenever Buckingham doth turne his hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious love, 
Doth cheriſh you, and yours, God puniſh me. 
With hate in thoſe where Iexpect molt love, 
WhenT have moſt needto imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he isa Friend, 
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be heunto me : Thisdoel begge of heaven, 
WhenlT amcold in love, to you, or yourss Embrace. 
King. A pleaſing Cordiall, Princely Buckinghans 
Is thisthy Vow, unto my ſickely heart . 
There wanteth now our. brother Gloſter heere, 
To makethe blefſed period of this peace. 

Buc. Andin time, 

Heere comes Sir Richard Ratchffe, and the Duke. 


| Among this Princely heape, if any heere 


' Which I will purchaſe with my durious ſecvi®%” 


| Of you and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfer, 


| With whom my ſoule isany jot at oddes, 


Emer Ratcliffe, and Gloſter. 


 Rich.Good morrow tomy SoveraigneKing & | 

And Princcly Peeres, a hows time - day :. vo 

King. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day : 

Giolter, we have done deeds of Charity, 

Made peace of enmity, faire love of hate, 

Betweene theſe ſwelling wrong incenſcd Peeres, - 
Rich. A bleſſed labour my moſt Soveraigne Lord z 


By falte intelligence, or wrong ſurmize 

Hold me a Foe : if Iunwillingly, or in my rage, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne, 
Toany in this preſence, I defire | 
To reconcile me to-his friendly. peace: 
'Tisdeathto me tobe at enmity: 

I hate it, and defireall good mens love, 

Fird Madam,I intreate true peace of yon, 


Of you my Noble Cofin Backengham, 
Ifever any grudge werelodg'd betweeneus. 


That all withour deſert have frown'd on me ; 
Of yowLord Weodwild, and Lord Scates of you, 
Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
I doe not know that Engliſhman alive, 


More thenthe infant that is borne to night: 

I thanke my God for my Humility, 

| 2xe. A holy day ſhall thisbe kept hercafter : 

| T would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded, 
Ny Sovereigne Lord, I doe beſeech your Highneſle 
To take our brother C/arenceto your Grace. 

Rich. Why Madam, have I oftred love tor this, 
Tobeio flowted in this Royall preſence? | 
Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? * Thy 
Youdoe him injury to ſcorne his Coarſe. altar, 

Keg. Who knowes not he is dead ? 

W ho knowes he is ? 
Lne, All-ſecing heaven, what a world is this? 
Bac, Looke Ifopale Lord Dorſer, as the relt? 
Dor. I my good Lord, and no man in the prelence, 
But his red colour hath forſooke his checkes- 

King. Is ( larence dead? Theorder was reverſt 

Rich. But he (poore man) by your tirſt orderdyed, 
And thata winged Mercury did beare - 

Some mrdy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That come too lagge to ſee him buried. 

God grant, that ſome lcfſe Noble, and lefſe Loyall, 
Neerer in bloudy thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve not worſe then wretched Clarence did, 
And yet goe currant from ſuſpition. 


EnterEarle of Derby. | 
Der. A boone my Soveraigne for my ſervicedole. 
King. I prethce peacc, my foule is full of ſorrow. 
Der. I will notriſe, unlefſe your Highnes heare mc 
King. Then ay at once, what is it thou requelts. 
Der. The forfeit (Soveraigne) of my ſervantsli, 
Whoſlew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Lately artendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 
King, Have Ia tongue to doome my Brothers death? 
And {hill that tongue give pardon toa ſlave? 
My brother kil''d no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his puniſhment wasbitter death Who 


Wil 
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Whoſaed to me for him? Who (in my wrath) 
Kneel'd at my feer:and bid me be advis'd?_ | 
Who ſpoke of Brotherhood? whoſpoke 1n love? 
Whotold me how the poore ſouledid forſake 

The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me: | 
Whotold me inthe Field at Tewkesbury, | 

When Oxford had me downe,he reſcued me: 

And faid deere Brotherlive ,and be a King ? 

Who told me, when we both lay inthe Field, 

Frozen (almoſt) rodeath, how be did lap me 

Even in his Garments, and did give himſelfe 
(Allchinand naked)to the numbe colde night ? 
Alfthis from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 
Sinfally pluckt,and nota man of you 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my mindes 

But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſlalls 

| Have done a drunken Slaughter, aud defac'd 

The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 

You ſtraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 
And 1 (Mjjuſtly too) muſt grantit you. 

But for my Brother, not a man would ſpeake, 

NorI (ungracious) ſpeake unto my {elfe 

For him poore Soule. The proudeſt of you all, 
Have beene beholding to him in his life : 

Yet none of you, would once begge for his life. 

O God ! I feare thy juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you ; and mine, and yours for this. 
Come Haſtsngs helpe me to my Cloſſet. 

Ahpoore Clarence. Exennt ſome with K.c5- Dmen. 


Rich. This is the fruits of raſhnes; Markt you nor, 


How that the Kindred of the Queene _ 
Look'd pale, whenthey did heare of Clarence death ? 
0 ithey did urge 1t ſtill unto the King, 

God will revenge it> Come Lords will you goe, 
Tocomfort £award with our company ? 


Buc. We waitupon your Grace. Exeunt. 


b 


| 
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Scena Secunda, 


mm 


Enter the old Dutcheſſe of Yorke, with the two 
children of Clarence. 


Eaw, Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead ? 
Dach, No Boy. go ; 
Daygh.Why do you weepe ſo oft? And beat your Breſt? 
Andcry, O Clarence, my unhappy Sonne? 
Bey. Why do you looke onus, and ſhake your head, 
Andcallus Orphans, Wretches, Caſtawayes, 
Ifthat our Noble Father were alive ?_ 
Dat. My pretty Coſins, you miſtake me both, 
Ido lament the fickneſle of the King, 
A3loath to loſe him, not your Fathers death: . 
were loſt ſorrow to waile onethat's loſt, —_ 
Bo. Thenyou conclude, ( my Grandam ) he is dead: 
King mine Vnckle isto blame for it, 
d will revenge it, whom will importune 
With earneſt prayers,all to that effec, 
Daxgh. And ſowill I. 


Dat. Peace children,peace;rhe King dothlove you wel. | 


pable and ſhallow Innocents, - 
You cannot gueſſe who cauſ'd your Fathers death,  , 
boy. Grandam we can ; for my good Vnkle Gloſter 


L SIT 0 - _— 


She for ati Edward weepes, and ſodo] : 


Told me, the King provok'd to.it by the Queene, 
Devis'd gnpeachmentsto impriſon him 

And when my Vnckle told me ſo, he wept, 

And pittyed me, and kindly kiſt mychecke: 

Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 

And he would love me deerdly asa childe. 


Dm. Ah ! chat deceit ſhould ſteale ſuch gentle ſhape, 


And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice. 

He is my ſonne, I, and therein my ſhame, , 

Yetfrom my dugges, hedrew not this deceit. - . 
Boy. Thinke you my Vokle did difſemble Grandam? 
Dwe. I Boy. TN 
Boy, 1 cannot thinke it. Harke, what noiſe is this ? 


Emer the 2 ueent with her haire abont ber eares, 
Revers & Dorſet after her. 


d 
£24. Ah ! who ſhall binder me to waile and weeepe? 
Tochide my Fortune, and torment my Selfe. 


| Ile joyne with blacke deſpaire againſt my Soule, 


And tomy lelfe become an-enemie. 

Dar. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience ? 

-2#. To make an a of Tragicke violence. 
Edward my Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches, whenthe Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their ſap ? 

If you will live, Lament : if dye, be breefe, 

That our ſwift winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Subjects follow him, 

To his new kingdome of ne're-cbanging night. 

Dm. Ah,ſo much intereſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As Thad Title in thy Noble Husband : 

I have bewepta worthy Husbands death, 
Andliv'd with looking on his Images : 

But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance, 
Arecrack'din pieces, by malignant death, 

And I for comfort, have but one falle Glaſſe, 
Thar greeves me, when | ſee my ſhame in him- 
Thou art a Widdow : yet thouart a Mother, 
And haſt the comfort ofthy Childrendeft, 

Bur death hath ſcatch'd my Husband from mine Armes, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward, O, what cauſe have I, 
(Thine being but a moity of my moane) 
Toover-gv thy woes, and drowne my Cries. 

Boy. Ah Aunt | you wept not for your Fathers death: 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred teares ? 
 Davxgh. Our fatherleſle diſtrefle was lefrunmoand, 
Your widdow-dolour, likewiſe be unwept, 

2x; Give me no helpe in Lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth complaints ; 

All Springs reducetheir currents to mine eyes, 

That 1 being govern'd by the waterie Moone, 

May ſend forth plenteousteares to drowne the World. 

Ah, for my Husband, for my deere Lord £&ward. 
(bil. Ah far our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence, 
Dat, Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
2%, What ſtay had I but Edward and hee's gone, 
Chil, What ſtay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 

. Dat. What ſtayes had I butthey ? and they are gone. 

Qs. Was never widdow had ſo deere a loſſe. 
(bil. Werenever Orphans had fo deere a loſſe, 
Dar. Was never Mother had ſo deerealoffe. 

Alas }.I am the Mother of theſe Greefes, 

Their woes are parcell'd,mine is generall. 


; 
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I for a Clarence weepe, ſodoth not ſhe : 

Theſe Babes for Clarence weepe, ſo doe not theyy 

Alas | you three, on me threefold diſtreſt : 

Powre all your teares, I am your ſorrowesNurſe, 

And I will pamper it with. Lamentation. HRP 
Dor. Comfort deere Mother,God is muchdispleav'd, 

That youtake with unthankfulneſſe his doing. _ . 

In common worldly things,'tis call d ungratcfull, 

With dull unwillingneſſe to repay adebr, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : 

Much more to be thus oppoſite with heaven, 

For it requiresthe Royall debt it lent yous EL 

Rivers. Madam, bethinke you like a carcfull Mother 

Of the young Prince your ſonne : ſend ſtraight for hum, 

Lethim be Crown'd, in him your coinfort lives. 

Drowne deſperate forrow in dead Edwards grave, 

Andplant your joyes in living Edwards Throne. 


| Emer Richard, Buckingham, Derbie, Ha- 
 ffungs, and Ratcliffe, 


Rich. Siſter have comfort, all of us have cauſe 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining Starre : 
But none can helpe our harmes by wayling theme 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you mercy, 

I did not ſee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
I crave your Bleſling. | ; 
Dut.God bleſſe thee, and put meckeneſle in thy breaſt, 
Love Charity,Obedience, and true Dutie. 
Rich. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 
That isthe burt-end of a Mothers bleflmg ; 
I marvell that her Grace did leave it out. _ 

Bxc. Youclowdy-Princes, & hart-ſorowing-Peeres, 
That beare this heavie mutuall loade of Moane, 
Now cheere each other, ineach others Love : 
Though we have ſpent our Harveſt ofthis King, 
Weare to reape the harveſt of his Sorine. 

The broken rancour of your high-ſwolne hates, 
But lately ſplintred, knir, and joyn'd together, 
Muſt gently be preferv'd, cheriſht, and kept - 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Trane, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King. 
Rivers. Why with ſome little Traine, 
My Lord of Buckingham? h 
Buc. Marry my Lord, leaſt by a multitude, 


{| The new-heal'd wound of Malice ſhould breake out, 
| Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
| By how much the eſtate is greene, and yet ungevern'd, 


Where every Horſe beares his commanding Reine, 
And may dire& his courſe as pleaſe himſclte, 


As well the feare-of harme, as harme apparant, 


In my opinion, oughtto be prevented. = 

Rich. I hope the King made peace with all of us, 
And the compa@tis firme, and true in me. 

Rin. Ando in me, andſo (Ithinke )inall , 

Yet finceit isbut greene,it ſhould be par 

To no/apparant likelyhood of breach, 

Which haply by much company might be urg'd : 
Therefore I ſay with Noble Buckingham, 

That it is meete fofew ſhould fetch the Prince. 

Haſt. And {o ſay T. 

' Rich. Then be it fo, and gowe to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtrait ſhall poſte to London. 
Madam, and you my Siſter, will yougo 
To give your ceaſdres inthis bufineſle? Excunt. 


tt 
i —— ——_ C—— 


| Thatlookes not heavily, and full of dread. 


Ma 


CManent Buckingbum,and Richi4'\''| 
Bac. My Lord, who ever journies tothe Prime: 

For Gods lake fct tiot-us two ſtayat home ; 1:51! | 

For by the way,lle fort occaſion, - | 0HY 

As Index to the ſtory we late talk'd of, gta 

To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Prin 
Rich. My other ſelte, my Conifailes Conſiſtory, + 

My Oracle, My Propher, tmy deare Colin, #2! 

I, asa childe, will go by thy direAion, | 

Toward London then, for wee'l tot ſtay behinde,Exeyy, 


—_w—_a__dk.. oke 


————_— 


—— 


- Scana T erta. 


— 
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Enter one Citizen at one doore , and another a 


the other. 


, F— Good morrow Neighbour, whither away ſo 
. ” | 
2.Cit. I promiſe you I hardly know my ſelfe: 
Heareyou the Newes abroad ? | | 
I. Yes, the King is dead. 
2. Tllnewes byrlady, {eldome comes the better ; 
I feare, Ifeare,*twill provea giddy world. 
Emer anotber Citizen. | 
' 3- Neighbours, God ſpeed. | 
I. Giyc you good morrow firs 
3- Doth thenewes hold of good King Edwardideatly 
2* I fir, 1t is too true, God helpe the while, 
3. Then Maſterslooke to ſeeatroublous world, | 
I. No, no, by Gods good grace, bis Son ſhall reigne, 
3- Woe tothat Landthat's govern'd by a Childe, 
2.10 him there isa hope of Government. © ' 
Whichin his nonage, counſellander him, 
And in his full and ripened yeares, himſclfe 
No doubt ſhall then,and till then governe well, 
I. So ſtood the ſtate when Henry the fixt | 
Wes crown'd in Paris, butat nine months old. 
3+ Stoodthe State ſo? No, no, good friends,Godwet | 
Fo then this Land was famouſly enrich'd | 
With politike grave Counſell ; thenthe King 
Had vertuous Vnkles toprote& his Grace. 
1, Why ſo hath this, both by his Father and Mother- 
3+ Better it werethey all came by his Father: . 
Or by his Father there were none at all : | 
Foremulation, who ſhall now be neereſt, 
Will touch us all too neere, if God preveat not. 
O full of danger is the Dake of Gloſter, 
And the Queenes Sons, and Brothers, haught and pron 
And were they tobe rul'd, and not torule, 
This fickly Land, might ſolace as before. 
I. Come, come,we feare the worſt : all will be wel 
3-When Cloudsare ſeen, wifemen put on theircloak 
When great leaves fall, then Winter isat hand; _ 
When the Sun ſets, who d>th not looke for night? 
Vntimely ſtormes, make men expeta Dearth : 
All may be well ; bur if Gcd ſortit ſo, 
"Tis more then we'deſerve, orI expett. 
- 2. Truly, the hearrs of men are full of feare : 
You cannot reaſon (almoſt) withaman, | 


\ 


3, Before the dayes of Change, ſtill is itſo, | 
By adivine inftin&, mens mindes miſtruſt : 
DF | _Enſung| 
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arſuing danger:as by proofe weeiſrce 
The Aeeſoel before a boyſt'rous ftorme: 
But leave itall to God, Whither away? 
2 Marry we werefent for to the luſtices, 
3 And fo was 1:Ule beare you company. 


—_—_—oxw=_w 
—_———— 


_— 


© Seana Quarta. 


Enter A rcb-biſhop, yons Te whe, the Yneenc, 
a4 andthe Dutcheſſe. * 


eArchi Laſt night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
7 Andat Northampcon they doreſt to night: 
Tomotroiw,ornexcday;they will be heere. - 

Ext. Tlong withall my h:arr to fee the Prince: 

L hope he is much growne ſince laſt I ſaw him- - 

fn, But I heare no,rhey ſay my fonne of Yorke 
Ha's atmolt overtane him mm his growth. | 
Nor. I Mother, but -Þ would not have it ſo. 

Dit. W hy my good Cofin,it is good to grow. 

Tor, Grandam,one nightas we dtd fit at Supper, 

My. Vnkle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 

More then my Brother. I,quoth my VnkleGlouſter, 
Small Herbes have grace,great Weeds do grow apaces 
And fince,me thinkes T would not grow lo faſt, | 
Becauſe ſweet Fiowres are ſlow,and Weeds make halt. 
Det. Good faith,good faith,the ſaying did not hold 
In him that-did obie& the ſame tothee. 

He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was yong; 
$0long a growing and {0 lei{urely, | 
That if his rule were true, he ſhonld be gracious. 

Tor. And fo nodoubt he is,my gracious Madam. 

Dat. I hove he is,but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth,if Thad beene remembred, 
Tcould have given aiy Vnckles Grace, a four, 
Totouch his growth,neerer then he touchr mine. 

Dat. How my yorg Yorke, 

I prythee let me heare it. | 

Tor, Marry (they fay)my Vnkle grew fo faſt, 
That he could gnaw a cruit atzrwo houres old, 
Twas fulltwo yeares ere could g:t atooth. 
Grandam,chis would have beene a byting leſt. - , 

Des. 1 prythee pretty Yorke, who told thee this? 

Tor, Grandam, his Nurſe. : 

Dm. His Nurſe?why ſhe was dead,ere y waſt borne, 

Tw.If'twere not ſhe, cannot tell whotold me. 

2a, Aparlous Boy:go to,you are too ſhreiw'd* 

Dat. Good Madam, be not angry with the Childe. 

2« Pitchers have cares. | 


Enter a HMeſſenger, 


Arch. Heere comesa Meſſenger: What Newes? | 
 Meſ. Such newes my Lord,as greeves me toreport. 
| Qs. How doth the Prince? 
Meſ. Well Madam,andin health. 
Dur. What is thy Newes? | 
Meſ. Lord Rrvers,and Lord Grey, + 
Are ſent to Pomfret,and with them, 
lit Thomas Uaxghan,Prifoners. - 
Dar. Who hath committed them? hr 
Meſ. The mighty Dukes, Glouſterand Buckingham: | 


Exennt. 


_ 


_ 


—_ 


E 


efrch, For what offence? iQ 215; 
CHeſe The fumme Fall I can;I have diſctos'd: 
Why,or tor what,the Nobleswere committed;: | - 
Isall uoknowne to me,my gracions Lord. -/: 5-1: | 
Qs. Aye me!! {ee the ruine of my Houſe: 
The Tyger now hath feiz'd the gentle Hinde, 
Inſulting Tiranny begiones to Iutt 
Vpon the innocentandawelcfſe Throne: 
Welcome Deſ{truRtion, Blood, and Maſſacre, 
I fee(as in a Map)the endofall.  *. CELETRS 
Dwt. Accurſed,and unquict wrangling dayes, 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld? 
My Husband loſt his life,to get the Crowne, 
And often upand downe my ſonties were toft; 
For metoJoy,and weepe,their gaine and loſſe. 
And being ſeated,and Domeſticke broyles 
Cleane over-blowne,themlelves(the Conquerors,) 
Make warre upon themſelves, Brother to Brother; 
Bloud to bloud,ſclfe againſt ſelfe:O prepoſterous 
And franticke outrage,end thy damned ſpleene, 
Or let me dye,to looke on earth ho more. * > - 
Qz. Come,come my Boy, we will toSanuary. 


| Madam, farewell. . 


Dat, Stay,l wil go with you. 

Qs. You have no cauſe. 

Arch. My gracious Lady go, 
And thither beare your Treafare 2nd your Goods, 
Por my part,Ile refigne unto your Grace 
The Seale I keepeand fo berideit me, 
As well I tender you, a::d all of yours. 
Go,Ille condut you to the Sanctuary. 


—— 


Atus Tertius,Scena Prima, 


_ C——— 


The Trumpets (ound. 
Enter yong Prince , the Dukes of G'oc:ſter , and Buckingham, 
Lord Carainall, with others. 


Buc. Welcome {yeet Prince to London, 
To your Chamber, 
Rich, Welcome deere Coſin,my thoughts Soveraigne 


- The weary way hath made you Melancholly. 


Prim.No Vnkle,butour croſſeson the way, 
Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy. 
I want.more Vnkles heere to welcome me: 

Rich. Sweet Prince,the untainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yetdiv'd into the Worlds deceit; 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 

Then of his ourward ſhew, which Gad he knoxyes, 
Seldome or never jumpeth with the heart. 


| | Thoſe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous: 


Your Grace attended tatheir Sugred words, 

But look'd not onthe poiſon of their hearts: 

God keepe you from them,and from ſuch falſe Friends. - 
Prin, God keepe me from falfe Friends, 

But they were none., 


yOu. , 
Emer Lord Major. 


Lo. CHajor. God bleſſe your Grace, w 
happy dayes. | | 


ee I 


l 


Prin, i thanke you , good my Lord,and thank you all; 
WEED > T 


—— 
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Rich, My Lord,the Major of London comes to greet | 


| 


» 
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I thou ht-my Mother,and my Brother Yorke, | Glo. I ſay, without Charaters,Fame lives long. 
Would long,ere this, have met us onthe way. Thus,like the formall Vice, Iniquity, / afide, 
Fie,what a Slug is Haſtzgs,thar he comes not I _— _ marry in one _ s 
To tell us, whether they will come,or no. Prin, That Inlins (e/ar was a famous man; 
s . ; With what his VaJour did enrich bis Wit, | 
Tord Eldb ines. Hts Wit ſet downe,to make his Valour live: 
41-2560 68 5 Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror, 
Buck. And in good time, heere comes the ſweating | For now he lives in Fame,thongh not in Life, 
Lord. Tle tell you what,my Couſin Backingbam. 
Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what , will our Mother Buc, W har,my gracious Lord? 
come? Prin, And if I live untill I be a mann, 


Haft. On what occaſion God he knowes,not I, Ie win our ancient Right in France againe, 

The Queeene your Mother,and your Brother 7orke, | Or dye a Souldier,as 1liv'd a King. 

Have taken Sanctuary:The tender Prince Glo. Short Summers lightly havea forward Spring, 
Would faine have come with me,to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother wasperforce with-held. na4 Enter young Yorke, Haſtings and Cardinall, 


Bac. Fic,what an an indirect and peeviſh courſe | | 5 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinall will your Grace Buck, Now in good time , heere comes the Dukeof 


Perſwade the Queenegto ſend the Duke of Yorke Yorke. 
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently? Prince, Richard of Yorke , how fares our NobleBro- 


If ſhe deny,Lord Haſtings you goc with him, ther? | | 
And from her jealous Armes piuck him perforce.... Yor. Well, my deare Lord,ſo muſt I call you now. 
(ar. My Lord of Buckingham,it my weake Oratory Prin,T, Brother:to our gricte as 1t 1s yours: 

Can from his Mother wiane the Duke of Yorke, Toolate he dy'd,that might have kept that Title, 

Anon expe him here:but if ſhe be obdurate Which by his death hath loſt much Majeſty. 

4 To milde entreatics,God forbid | Glo. How tares our Conſin, Noble Lord of Yorke? 

We ſhould infringe the holy Priviledge | Por. Ithanke you,gentle Vinckie.O my Lord, 

Of bleſſed Sanfuary:not fora'l this Land, You ſaid,thar idle W eeds are faſt in growth: 

Would I be guilty of fo great aſinne. The Prince,my Brother, hath out-growne me farre. 

Buc. Y ou are too ſenceleſſe obſtinate,my Lord, Glo. He hath,my Lord. | 

Too ceremonious,and traditionall. _ Tor, And therefore is he idle? 

Weigh ir but with the groſlencſſe of this Age, Glo, Oh my faire Coulin,I mult not ſay ſo. 

You breake not SanQuary,in ſcizing him: Yor, Then he1s more beholding to you,then I. 

The benefit thereof is alwayes granted | Glo. He may command meas my Soveraigne, 

Tothoſe,whoſc dealings have deſerv'd the place, Bt you have power inme,as in a Kinſman, 

And thoſe who have the wit to clayme the place: Yor, I pray you, Vnckle,give me this Dagger. 

This Prince hath neither claim'd it,nor deferv'd it, Gle. My Dagger,little Couſin? with all my heart, 

Therefore,in mine opinion,cannot have it. Prin. & Begger, Brother? | 

Thentaking him from thence,tbat 1s not there, Yer. Of my kind Vncicle,that T know will give, 

You breake no Priviiedge,nor Charter there: Ard being a Toy,it is no griefe to give. 

Oft have I heatd of Sanctuary men, Glo. A greater gift then that, Ile give my Couſin, 

Bur Sanctuary chiidren,ne'te till now. "IR Tor. A greater gift? O, that's the Sword to it. 

Car. My Lord,you ſhall o're-rule my mind for once. Gl. 1, gentle Coulin,were it light enough. 

Come en,Lord Haſtsags will you goe with me? Yor. O then [ ſee, you will part but with light gifts, 
Haſt.1 goe,my Lord. Exit (ardmall and Haſtings. In weightier things you'le ſay a Begger nay. 
Prin.Good Lords,make all the ſpeedy haſt you may. Glo, It is too weighty for your Grace to weatre- 

Say, Vnckle Glocefter,it our Brother come, Tor. I weigh itlightly, were it heavier. 

VW here ſhall we ſojorne,ti!l our Coronation? Glo, W hat,would you have my Weapon, little Lord? 
gt. Where it think'ſt beſt unto your Royall ſclfe. Tox. I would that I mightthanke you, asyou call 

IFI may counſaile you,ſome day or two me. 

Your Highneſſe ſhall repoſe you at the Tower: Glo. How? 

Then where you pleaſe,and ſhall be thought moſt fit Tor. Little. 

For your beſt health,and recreation. Prin, My Lord of Yorke will ſtill be croſſ in talke: 

Prin. I doe notlike the Tower,of any place: Vnckle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him- 

Did Inlins Ceſar build that place,my Lord? - Toy. You meane to beare megnot to beare with me: 

Bac, He did, my gracious Lord,begin that place, Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me, 

Which ſince, ſucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. Becauſe that Iam little,like an Ape, 

Prin. Is it upon record?or cle reported He thinkes that you ſhould beare me on your ſhoulders 

Succeſlively from age to age he built it? Buc. With what a ſharpe provided wit he reaſons: 
Buc. Vpon record,my gracious Lor d. To mitigate the {corne he gives his Vnckle, 

Prin. But ſay,my Lord,it were not regiſtred, He prettily and aptly taunts bimſelfe: 

Methinkes the truth ſhould live from age tOage, % cunningzand to young.1s wounderfuil. 

As*twere retay['d roall poſterity, Glo. My Lord, wilt pleaſe you paſſe along? 

Even to the generall ending day. My ſelfe, and my good Couſin Buckingham, 

Gls. So wiſe,ſo young, they ſay doe never live long, Will to your Morher,toentreat of her : 
Prin, What fay you, V nckle? To meet youatthe Tower,and welcome you. 7. What 
or, W hat, 
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Tore What, will you goe untothe Tower,my Lord? 
Prin. My Lord Protector will have it ſo. 
Tor. I ſhall nor fleepe in quietat the Tower: 
Gle. Why,what ſhould you feare? 
Tor. Marry ,my V nckle Clarence angry Ghoſt; 
My Grandam told me he was murther'd theres 
Prin. I feare no Vnckles dead. _ 
/o, Nor none thart live, I hope. 
Frin, And if they live,I hope Inced not fearc; 
But come my Lord:and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them,goe I-unto the Tower. 
Exeunt Prince,Yorke, Haſtings,and Dorſet. 


Manent Richard, Buckinghamsand ( ateriy. 


Buc. Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torke 

Was notincenſed by his ſubtile Mother, 

Totaunt aud ſcorne you thus opprobriouſly? 

| Gb. Nodoubt,no doubt: Oh'tisa perillous Boy, 

Bold,quicke;ingenious,forward,capable: 

Hee isall the Mothers,trom thetop to toe. 

Bnc. Well,let them reſt:Come hither Catesby, 

Thouart ſworneas deepely tocffe& what weintend, 

As cloſely to conceale what we impart: 

Thou know'ft. our reaſons urg'd upon the way, 

What think*lt thou?1s it not an eaſy matter, 

To make #illiams Lord Haſtings of our minde, 

For the inſtallment of this Noble Duke 

In the Seat Roya!l of this famous !le? : 

| {Aates, He for his fathers ſake ſo loves the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againſt him. 

I W hat think'ſt thou then of Sranley ? Will not 
d | 

Cates. Hee will doe all in all as Haſtings doth. 

Bus, Well then,no more bur this: 

Goe gentle Caresby.,and as it were tarre off, - 

Sound thou Lord Haſtings, 

How'he doth ſtand affectcd to our purpole, 

And ſymmon him to morrow to the Tower, 

Toitabout the Coronation. 


| Ifthou do'it finde him tractable tous, 


Encourage him,and tell him ail our reaſons: 

| Ifhebe leaden,ycie,cold,unwiiling, 

Bethou ſo too,and ſo breake off the talke, 

And give usnotice of his inctination: 

For we tomorrow hold divided Councels, 

| Wherein thy ſelte ſhalt highly beemploy'd. 

| Rich. Commend me to Lord Willem: tell him((atesby) 

His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſarics. 

Tomorrow are let blood at Pemfret Caſtle, _ 

And bid my Lord,for joy of this good newes,. 

Give Miſtrefſe Shire one gentle Kiſſe the more. 

Bur, Good (atesby,goe effect this buſineſle ſoundly; 

_ Cates,My good Lords both,with all the heed I can. 
Rich, Shall we heare from you, Catesby,ere welleepe? 
Cates. You ſhall, my Lord. OT TORE 
Rich. At Crosby Houle,there ſhall you fiad us both. 


INF. "RN FY : ,, Exgt ( atesby. 
Bue, Now,my Lord, | - ; | 
What ſhall wee doe, if wee perceive ue 
Lord Haſtings will not yeeld to.our Complots? 
Rich, Chop off his Head: | 
Something wee will determine: 
And ooke when I am King,claime thou of me - } | 
The Earledome of Hereford,and all the moveables 


- 
- 


Whereof the King,my Brother,was poſleſt. 


een... 


Bc. Ile claime that promiſe at your Graces hand. 


Rich. And looke to have it yeelded with all kindaefſe: 


Come, let us ſuppe betimes,that afterwards 
Wee may digelt our complots in ſome forme; 
Exennt. 


Scena Secunda. 


"——OTOT— 
Re rn OC CC er ret Eee Ir A III er re eres _—— 


Enter a Meſſenger to the Doore of Haſtings. 


Aeſ. My Lord,my Lord. 

Haſt. Who knuckes? - 

CMeſ. One from the Lord Stankey. 
Haſt. What is'ta Clocke? | 
Mef. V pon the itroke of foure. 


_ Enter Lords Haſtings, 
Haft: Cannot my Lord Staz/ey {lcepe theſe tedious 
Nights? ; 
Clef. Soit appeares,by that T have to ſay: - 
Firſt,he commends him to your Noble {clfe. 
Haft. What then? | ENT 
Af. Then certifies your Lord(hip,that this Night 
He dreamt,the bore had rafed of his Helme: | 
Beſides, he fayes there are two Councels kept; 
And that may bederermiir'datthe one, 
Which-may make you and him torue at th'other. - 
Theretore he ſends to know your Lordſhips pleaſure, 
If you will pretently take Horſe with him, -- 
And withall ſpeed poti with him toward the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his Soule divines. - 
Haſ} .Goe feilow,goe returne unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not feare the {eparated Ceunce!l: 
His Honnor and my ſc!fe are at the one, 
And at the other,is my good friend Categby; 
Where nothing can proceede,thattoncheth us, 
Wherecof I ſhall not have intcllivence: 
T-1l him his Feares are ſhailow, without inſtances 
And for his Dreames,I wonder hee's ſo ſimple; 
To truitthe mock'ry of unquictſlumbersg. 
To flye the Bore, before the Bore purſues, - 
Were to incenſe the Boreto follow us, 
And mxke purſuit, where he did meane no chaſe. 
Goe,bid thy Malterriſe,and come to me, 
And we will both together tothe Tower, 


| Where he thall fee the Bore will uſe us kindly. 
. Mefe Ile goe,my Lord,and tell him what you ſay.” - 
Exits 


Enter Catesby, 


Catcs, Many good morrowesto my Noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morroew Catesby,you arc early Rirring: 
What newes,what newes,inthis our tott'ring State? 
| (ates. It isa reeling World indeed, my Lord: 
And [ beleeve will neverſtand upright, 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme., 
Haſt. How weare the Garland? p 
Doeſt thou meane the Crowne? 
Cates. I,my good Lord, | 
Ha.lle have this Crown/of mine cut fro 


| = ſhoulders, | 
| Before Ilc ſee the Crowne ſo foule miſ-plac'd: 

| But canſt thou gneſ{c,that he doth ayme at ut? | 
RS __ =n Cates.I,”\ 


| 
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Cates. I, ,on.my life,and hopes to find you forward, 
Vpon his partygfor the gaine thereof: 
And thereupon he ſends youthis good newes, 
Thar this ſame very day your enemies, + 


\ | The Kindred of the Queene,muſt dye at Pomfret. 


Haſt. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Becauſe they bave beene (till my adverſaries: 
Bur,that Ile give my voice on Rechards ſide, 

To barre my Maifters Heires intrue Deſcent, 

God knowes 1 will not doe it,to the death. : 
Cates. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious 

minde. 

Haſft. But I ſhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 
That they which brought me in my Maiſters hate, 

T live tclooke upon their Tragedy. 
Well Caresby,erca fort-night make me older, 
Ile ſend ſome packing,that yet thinke nor on'c. 

Catcs,* Tis a vile thing to dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar*d,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monſtrous,monſtrons!and fo falis it out 
With Revers, Vanghan,Grey:and 10 'twilldoe 
With ſome men elſe,that thinke themſelves as fafe 
| AsSthou and I,who(as thou know'ſt)are deare 
To Princely Richard,and Buckingham. bet oh 

{ates. The Princes both make bigh account of you, 
For they account his Head upor the Bridge. : 
Haſt. 1know they doe,and 1 have well deſery'd its 


Enter Lord Stavley, 


Come on,come on, where is your Borc-{peare man? 
Feare you the Bore,aud goe ſounprovided? 

Star. My Lord good morrow,good morrow Catesby: 
You may jeaſt on,but by the holy Rood, 
T doe not like theſe ſeverall Councels,I. 

Haſt. My Lord,I hold my Lifeasdeare as yours, 

Andnever in my dayes,I doe proteſt, 
Wasit ſo precious to me,as tis now: 
Thinke you,burthat 1 know our ſtate ſccure, 
I would be ſo triumphantas Iam? | 

Sr. The Lords at Pomfret,when they rode from Londo, 
Were jocund,and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ſure, 
And they indeed had no cauſeto miſtruſt: 
But yet you ſee,how ſoone the Day o're-caſt, 
This ſudden ſtab of Rancour I miſdoubt: 
Pray God(I fay)I proveaneedleſſe Coward. 
W hat, ſhall we toward the Tower?the day is ſpent- 

Haſt. Come,come,have with you: 

Wot you what,my Lord, 
To day the Lords you talke of,are beheaded. 

$:,They,for their truth, might better wear their Heads, 
Then ſome that have accus'd them, weare their Hats. 
But come,my Lord,let's away- 


Emer a Pur(utvant. 


Haft. Goe on before, Hle talke with this good fellow, 
Exit Lord Stanley and (/atesby. 
How now,Sirrhazhow goes the World with thee? 
Purſe. The better,that your Lordſhippleaſe to aske- 
Haft. 1 tell thee man, 'tis better withane now, 
Then when thou merit me laſt, where now we meet: 
Then was I going Priſoner to the Tower, | 
By the ſuggeſtion of the Queenes Allyes. 
But now I tell thee(keepe it to thy ſelfe ) 


y 


This day thoſe Enctnies are put to death, 


| 


| 


| 


— 


— — 


| Come,will you goe? 


AndI in better ſtate then ere I was; 
Purſ. God hold it,to your Honors good content, 
Haſt. Gramercy fellqw:there drinke that for me, 
T browesbim his Parſe, 


Purſ:1 thanke your Honor. 
Enter a Prieſt. 


Prieft. Well met,my Lord,I am glad to ſee yourHg. 
NOT. | | 
Haſt.1 thanke thee,good Sir Jobmywith all my hear, 
I am in your debt,for your laſt Exerciſe: 
Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you. 
Prieſt. Ile wait upon your Lordſhip. 


Enter Buckinoham, 


Bac. W hat,talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberline 
Your friends at Pomfret,they doe need the Prieſt, 
Your Honor hath no ſhriving worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith,and when 1 met this holy man, 


'| The men youraikeof,came into my minde, 


Wrhat,goc youtoward the Tower? 
Buc, | doe,my ].ord, but long I cannot ſtay there: 
I ſhall returne before your Lordſhip thence; 
Haſ?. Naylikeenough,for 1 ſtay Divner there, 
Buc, And Supper too,although thou know'ſ|t irnot, 


Haft.Ile wait upon your Lordſhip. Exenn, 


m—_— 
— 


Scana Terta. 


mm 


Enter Sir Richard Ratcliffe, with Halberds carriag | 
the IN obles to death at Porfret, | 


Rivers, Sir Richard Ratcliffe let me tell thee this, 
To day ſhalt thoubchold a Subje& dy, 
For truth, for Duty,and for Loyalty. Re 
Grey. God blefſe the Prince from all the Packofyou, 
A Knot you are,of damned Blood-ſuckers. 
. Vaugh. Youlive, that ſhall cry woe for thisheere- 

Rat Diſpatch,the limit of your Livesis out, 

Riv, O Pomfret,Pomfret!O thou bloody, Priſon! 
Fatall and ominous to Noble Peeres: ? 
Within the guilty Cloſure of thy Walls, 

Richard the Second here was hackt to death: ae 
And for more flander to thy diſmall Sear, 2 
We give tothee our guiltleſſe blood to drinke. 

Grey. Now IMargarets Curſe is falne upon our Heads, 
Whenſheecexclaim'd on Haftimgs,you;and I, | 
For ſtanding by,when Richard ſtab'd herSonne. 

Riv, Then curs'd ſhee Richard, 

Thencurs'd'ſhee Backinghamw, Us: 1 

Then cus'd thee Haſtings. Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayer for them,as now for us: 

And for my Siſter,and her Princely Sonnes, 

Be fatisfy*d,deare God, with our true blood, 

Which,as thou know'ſt,unjuftly muſt beſpilt. | 
Rat. Make haſte,the hovre 6f death is now expird, 


Riv. Come Grey,come Yauyhen , let'usheere cmbrac%| 


 FExenm.” 


Farewell,umill we meet againe in Heaven. 
es Oe Scand 
mmL——_— 


—_— . 
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Scena Quarta. 


——_— 
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Enter Buckingham Darby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, 
Norfolke,Ratcliffe, Lovell,with others, 
at aT able. 


Haſt. Now Noble Peeere,the cauſe why weare met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation: 

In Gods Name ſpeake,when is the Royall day? 

Buc. Isall things ready for the Royall time? 

Darb. It is,and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To morrow then I judgea happy day” | 
Buc, Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Dake? : 
Eh. Your Grace, we thinke,ſhould ſooneſt know his 
minde. 

Buc, We know each others Faces:for our Hearts, 
He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours, 

OcI of his,my Lord,then you of mine: 

Lord Haſtings,you and he are neerc in love. 

Haſt. 1 tharke his Grace,I know he loves me well: 
But for his purpoſe in the Coronation, 

I have not ſounded him,nor hedeliver*d 

His gracious pleaſure any way therein: ; 

But you, my Honorable Lord, may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfe Ile give my Voice, 

| Which I preſume hee'ke take ingentle part» 


Enter Glonceſter. 


£1}.In happy time,here comes the Dake himlſelfe. 
Rich. My Noble Lords,and Couſins all, good morrow: 
I have beene long a ſleeper: but I truſt, 
My abſence doth neglect no great deſigne, | 
Which by my preſence might have beene concluded. 
Buc. Had you not come apon your Qmy Lord, 
William, Lord Haſtmgs,had pronounc'd your part; 
I meane your Voice, for Crawniog of the King. 
Rich, Then my Lord Haſtings, no man mighr be bolder, 
His Lordſhip knowes me well,and loves me wells 
My Lord of Ely,when I was laſt in Holborne, 
Iaw good Strawberries inyour Garden there, 
Idoebeſeech you,ſend for ſome of them. 
Eh. Mary and will, ny Lord, with all my heart. 
Exit Bu/hop. 
Fich. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you, 
Caterby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſineſle, 
And findes the teſty Gentleman ſo hor, 
Thathe will loſe his Head.ere give conſent 
His Maiſters Child,as worſhipfully he tearmes it, 
Shall loſe the Roya'ty of Englands Throne. | 
Bu, Withdraw your felte a while, [le goe with you. 
Exennt. IG 
Dar. We have notyet ſet downethis day of Triumph: 
To morrow,in my judgement, is too ſudden, | 
Forl my ſeife am not ſo well provided, 
AselſeI would be,were theday prolong'd. 


Enter the Biſhopof E ths 
&h. Where is my Lord;the Duke of Sloſter? 
I have ſent for theſe Strawberries. - © c I 
Ha,His Grace looks chearfully & ſmooth this:morning, 


IAA 


Fas, 


4 


th —— 


— 


 Liveslike #driinken Sdyltr ofia Matt; 
* Ready withevery Nod totumble doyne, 


There's ſome conceitor other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with ſuch ſpirit. 
] thinke there's never a man in Chriſtendome 
Can lefler hide his love, or hate,then hee, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart» 

Darb. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any livelyhood -he ſhew'd today? 

Haft. Mary that with no man here he is offended: 

For were he,he had ſhewne it in his Lookes, 


Enter Richard, and Buthingham, 


Rh, I pray you all,tell me what they deſerve, 
That doe conſpire my death withdivellih Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft,and that haveprevail'd 
Vpon my Body with their Helliſh Charmes. 
Haf?. T he tender love I beare your Grace,my Lord, 
Makes me moſt forward,in this Princely preſence, 
Todoome th'Offendors,whoſoe're they be: 


| 1 fay,my Lord,they havedeſerved dearh. 


Rich. Then be your eyes the witnefle of their evill, 
Looke how I am bewitch'd:bechold;mine Arme 
Is ikea blaſted Sapling,wither'd up: 
And this is Edwards Wife,that monſtrous Witch, | 
Conforted withthat Harlot,Strumper Shove, 
That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Haft. If they have done this deed;my Noble Lord. 
Rich.\f?thou Proteor of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk'ſ{t rhon to me of Ifes.chou arta Traytor, 
Of with. his Head;now by Saint Pan/iſweare, 
I will not dine,untill fee thefame; oo 
Lovell and Rarchffe,looke that it be done: Exennt. 
The 1cft that love me, riſe,and follow-me. | 
CManent Lovelland Ratchffe Sith the © - + 


Haſft. Woegwoe for England,not 4 whitfor me, 
For I,too forid, might have prevetired this; 
Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowſe our Helmes, 
And I did ſcorne it,anddifdaine to fiye: 
Threetimesto day my Foot-Cloth-Horſe did ſtumble, 
And ſtarted, when helook'dupon the Tower, 


| As loth to beare me to theflaughter-haule. ' 


O now I need the Prieſt,that ſpaketo me: 

Inow repent I'toldthe Purſuivant, / 

As too trimnphing, how mine Enemies = 

To day at Pomfret bloodily were butther'd, 

And I my ſalfe ſecure, in grace and favonr. 

Oh Margaret, Marg arer,now thy heavy Curſe 

Islighted on poore Haſtings wretched Head: | 
Ra,Come,come,difpatch,the Duke woold be at ditmer: 

Make a ſhore Shrift, he longs to ſee your Head. 

Haſt. O momentary grace of martall men, 
Which we more buntforxhen the grace of God! 
Who bulfds his hope.in are of yout'g09d Lpokey,. © 
225 


_ 


Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe. 2 | ; : | . þ pg | ; 
Lov. Come,come;difpatch, *risbootleſſeto exclaitne.* || 


Haſt. Obloody Richardirniſcrable England, 
1 propheey thefearefull frimerothee, 
Thatever wretched Age hath look'dypon, © tt 
Come,leade me tothe Block,bearehim'thy Head, 
They ſinileat me,who ſhortly ſhall be dead, _ 
| : "Exeiint., 
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Enter Richard,and Buckingham, in rotten eArmonr, 
DB marvellous ul-favonred. 
Richard, Cone Couſin, 
Canſt thou quake,and ctiange thy colour, 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then againe begin,and ſtop againe, 
Asif thou were diltraught,and mad with terror? 
Buc. Tut,I can counterfeit the deepe Travedian, 
Speake, and looke backe,and prie on every ſide, 


{| Tremble and ſtart at wagging of a Straw: 


Intending deepe ſuſpition,galtly Lookes: 
Areat my ſervice,like enforced Smiles; 
And bothare ready in their Otfices, 
Atany time to grace my Stratagemes- 
But what,is Caresby, gone? | 
Rich. He is,and {ce he brings the Mator along. 


Emter the Major,and C atesby. 
Buck, Lord Major- 
Rich. Looke tothe Praw-Bridge there. 
Buc. Hearke,a Drumme. 
Rich. Catesby, o'ce-looke the Walls. 
Bac. Lord Major, the reaſon we have cnt. 
Rich, Looke back,defend threeghere are Enemies. 
Buc. God and our Innocency defend,and guard us. 


' Emer Lovell and Ratcliffe with Haſtings Head, 


Rich. Be patient,they are friends: Ratchffe,and Lovell, 
Lov. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpe&ted Haſtings. , . . 
Ricb. So deare I loy'd the man,that I muſt weepe: 
T tooke him for the plaineſt harmeleſſe Creature, . 
Thac breath'd upon the Earth,a Chriſtian: 
Made him my Bogke, wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her fecrer thoughts. 
So ſmooth he da b'd his Vicewith ſhew of Yertue, 
That his apparant, apen Guilt omitted,  _ 
I meane his Converſation with Shores Wite, 
Heliv'd from allattainder of ſuſpe&s. 


| Zuc. Well, well,he wasthe covertſt ſhelcred Traitor 
Tharteverliv'd. 


Would you imagine, or almoſt beleeve, 

Wert not,that by great preſervation 

Welivetotellt,that the fubtill-Traitor 

This day had plotted,inthe Councell-Houſe, - 

To murther me,and my good Lord of Gloſter, 
Aa. Had he done fo? 
Rich. What?thinke you we are Turkes,or Infdt 

Or that we would,againſt the forme of Law, -. | 

Proceed thusraſhly in the Villaines death, 

But that the extreme perill of the caſe, 

The Peace of England,and our Perſons ſafety, . 


x 


| Enforc'd us to this Execution. .. _ 


Mar Now faire befall you,hedeſery'd his dearh, 


' And your good Graces both haye wellproceeded, 
: To warne falſe Traitors. fromthe like Attempts. 


Bu. I never look d:for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtreſſe Shore: 


.. —& Conk ang 17-43 if 
VE oe dreaiea he houlddye, .,....”. 
\ Vatill your Lorgdſhipcame ta ſee his end, " : : 


Which now theloying haſte gftheſe our friends, 
Something agaip{F aur meanings, have prevented; 
Becauſe,my Lord;I would have had.you heard _ 
The Traitor ſpeake,and timorouſly confeſle 

The mannerandthe purpoſe of his Treaſons; 


| 


Nay for a need,thus farre come neere my Perſon: 


| Which wellappearecd in his Lineaments, 


| 


That you might well have fignify*dthe ſame 

Vnto the Citizens,who haply may 

Miſconſter as in himzand waile his death. 
A7a,But,my geod Lord,your Graces words ſhall ſerye 

As well as I had ſeene,and heard him ſpeake: 4 

And doe nor doubt,right Noble Princes both, 

But Ile acquaint our dutious Citizens 

With all your juſt proceedings in this caſe. 

Rich, And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here 
Tavoid the Cenſures of the carping World. : 
Bu. Which fince you come too late of our intent, 

Yet witnefle what you heare wedid intend; 

And ſo,my good Lord Major, we bid farewell. 

 Exu Major, 

Rich. Goe after,after, Couſin Buckgngham. | 

The Major towards Guild Hall hyes him inall poſte; 

There,at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 

Inferre the Baſtardy of Edwards Children: 

Teil them, how Zaward put to deatha Citizen, 

Onely for ſaying,he would make his Sonne 

Heire to the Crowne,meaning indeed his Houſe, 

Which,by the Signe thereof, was tearmed ſo 

Morecover,urge his hatefull Luxury, 

And beaſtiall appetite in change of Luſt, Fr 

Which ſtrercht unto their Servants, Daughter,Wiyes, 

Even where his raging eyezor ſavage heart, 

Without controll, laſted to make'a preye  -.: 


Tellthem,when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that iniatiate Edward,Noble Yorke, 

My Princely Father,then had Warres 1n France, 
And by true computation of the time, 

Found,thar the lflue was not his begot: 


Being nothing like the Noble Duke,my Father: 
Yet touch this ſparingly, as *twere farre off, 
Becauſe,my Lord,you know my Mother lives. 
Buc. Doubt not,my Lord,Ile play the Orator, 
As ifthe Golden Fee, for which [ plead, 
Were for my ſelfe:and fo,my Lord,adue. 
Rich,IFyou thrive welgbring them to Baynards Caltle, 
Where you ſhall finde me wellaccompanied 
With reverend Fathers,and well-learned Biſhops. 
Buc.T goc,and towardsthreeor foure a Clocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affords. 
f Exit Buckinghaw. 
R:ch. Goe Lovell withall ſpeed to DoQtor Shav, 


Goe thou to Fryer Fexkergbid them both 


Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caſtle, Exit. 
Now will I goe to take ſomeprivy order, 
Todraw the Brats of Clarence out of light, 
| And to give order,that no manner perſon 
E xeum, 


Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. 


_ Enter a Scrivener, 

Scr.Here is the Indictment of the good Lord Haſtings, 
W hich ina ſet Hand fairely is engroſs'd, 
That it may be to day read or'e in Panles. 
And marke how wellthe ſequell hangs together: 
Eleven houres I have ſpentto write it over, 


| For yelter-night by. Catesby was it ſent me, 


The Precedent was full as long adoing, 

And yet within theſe five houres Haſtings liv'd, 
Vnrainted,unexamin'd;free,at liberty. | 
Here'sa good World the while;whois ſo groſle, 


That cannot ſee this palpable device? _ 
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Yet who ſo bold, but ſayes he ſees irnor? 

Bad is the World,and all will come to nought, 
When ſuchill dealing muſt be ſeene in thought» Ex#. 
Enter Richard and Buckingham at ſeveral Doores. 


Rich. How now, how now, what ſay the Citizens? - 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are mum,fay not a word. . 
Rich. Toucht you the Baſtardy of Edwards Children? 
Bac. I did, with his Contra with Lady Lucy, 
And his Contract by Deputy in France, 
Th'unſatiate greedinefle of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the City Wives, 
| His Tyranny for Trifles, his owne Baſtardy, 
Asbeing got,your Father then in France, 
And his re{emblance,being not like the Duke. 
Withall,I did inferre your Lineaments, es 
Being the right 7dea of your Father, : 
Both in your formec,and Noblenefſc of Minde: 
Layd open all your ViRtories in Scotland, 
Your Diſcipline in Warre, Wiſdome in Peace, 
Your Bounty, V ertue,faire Humility: 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpoſe, 
Vmoucht, or {leightly handled in diſcourſe. 
And when my Oratory drew toward end, 
I bid them that did love their Countries good, 
Cry,God fave Richard, EnglandsRoyall King, 
Rich. Anddidthey {0 | 
Buc. No,ſo God helpe me,they ſpake nota word, 
But like dumbe Starues,or breathing Stones, 
Star'd each on other,and look'd deadly pale: 
Which when I ſaw,I reprchended them, _ 
And ask'd the Major, what meant this wilfull filence? 
His anſwer was,the people were not uſed 
To be ſpoke to,but by the Recorder. 
| Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale againe: | 
Thus fayth the Dake,thus hath the Duke inferr'd, 
But nothing ſpokegin warrant from himſclte. 
When he had done,ſome foilowersof mine owne, 
At lower end ofthe Hall;burld up their Caps, 
And ſome tenne voyces cry 'd,God laye King Richard; 
Andthus I tooke the vantage of thoſe few. 
Thankes gentle Citizens,and friends,quorth I, 
This generall applau{e,and chearefuil ſhowr, 
Argues your wildome,and your love to Richard; 
And even here brake off,and came away. 
Rich. What rongue-lefle Blockes were they, 
Would they not ſpeakc? 
Will not the Major then,and his Brethren,come? 
Bac. The Mayor 1s here at hand:intend ſome feare, 
Benot you ſpoke with,but by mighty ſuit: 
Andiooke you geta Prayer-Booke in your hand, | 
And ſtand betweene two Church-men,good my Lord, 
For en that ground Ile make a holy Deſcant: 
Andbe not eaſily wonne to our requeſts, 
Play the Maidspart,ftillanſwer nay,and take it. 
Ricb, I goe:and if you plead as well for them, 
As I canfay nay tothee - my ſelfe, 
No doubt we bring ittoa happy iſſue. T.” | 
Brc, Go,go up to the Leads, the Lord Major knocks. 


Enter the Major and Citizens. 


Welcome,my Lord,I dance attendance here, 
| Ithinkethe Duke will not be ſpoke withall. 


——— 


-| When holy and deyout Religious men 


. Soſweet is zealous Contemplation. 


Famous Plantagenet,molt gracious Prince, 


' | Andallgood men,vuf this ungovern'd Ile. 


”— 


Enter Catesby. 


Buc. Now (atesby, what ſayes your Lord to my requeſt? 
* (ates. He doth entreat your Grace,my Noble Lord, 
To viſit him to morrow,or next day: 
He is within, with tworighr reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no Worldly ſvites would he be mov*d, 
To draw him from his holy Exerciſe. 
Buc. Returne,good ( atesby,to the gracious Duke, 
Tell him,my ſelfe,the Major and Aldermen, 
In deepedeſignes,in matter of great moment, 
Nolefle importing then our generall good, 
Are cometo have {ome conference with his Grace, 
( ates. Tle fignifie ſo much unto him ſtraight, Exit, 
Bec. Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince isnot an Edward, 
He isnot lulling on a lewd Love-Bed: 
But on his Knees,at Meditation; 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, | | 
Bur meditating with two deepe Divines: 
Not ſleeping,to engroflc his idle Body, 
But prayine,to enrich his watchfull Soule. 
Happy were England,wouldthis vertuous Prince - 
Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. / | 
But ſureT feare we ſhall not winne him cot. 
CMajor. Marry God defend his Grace ſhould fay us 
nays 
” Bu. I feare he will;here Carzesby comes againes 


Emter (atesby. 


Now Catesby,what ſayes his Grace? | 
Cetes. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled | | 
Such troopes of Cicizens,to come to him. 

His Grace not being warn'd thereof before: 
He feares,my Lord,you meane nogood to him. 
Buc, Sorry I am, my Noble Couſin ſhould 

Suſpet me,that I meaneno goodto him: 
By Heaven, we come to him 1 perfit love, . 
Andſo once more returnc,and tell his Grace, Ext. | 


Areat their Beades, *tis much to draw them thence, | 


Enter Richard aloft betweene two Bilhops. 


Ma.Sece where his Grace ſtands,tweentwo Clergy me. 

Buc. Two Props of Vertue, for a Chriſtian Prince, | 
To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 
And ſeea Booke of Prayer in his hand, | 
True Ornaments to know a holy man- | 


Lend favourabke care to our requeſts, 

And pardon usthe interruption 

Of thy Devotion,and right Chriſtian Zeale. 
Rich. My Lord,there needesno ſuch Apology: 

I doe beſeech your Graceto pardon me, 

Who earnelt in the ſervice of God, 

Deferr'd the viſitation of my friends. f 

Bueleaving this, what is your Graces pleaſure? WS | 
Buc. Even that(l hope) which pleaſcth God above; 


Rich. I doe ſuſpect I havedoneſome offence, 

That femes di{gracious in the Citieseye, 
And that you'come to reprehend my 1gnorance. - _., 
£2 | Bue. You \ 
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Buc. You have,my Lord: 

Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 

On our entreaties,to amend your fault. 
Rich. Elſc wherefore breathe I ina Chriſtian Lands 
Buc.Know then,it is your fault,that you reſigne 

The Supreme Seat,the Throne Majelſticall, 

The Sceptred Otfice of your Anceſtors, 

Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth, 

The Lineall Glory of your Royail Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemiſhr Stock: 

Whiles in the mildneſle of your ſlecpic thoughts, 

(Which here we waken to our Countries good , ) 

The Noble Ile doth want his proper Limmes: 

His Face defac'd with skarres of Infamy, 


His Roya!l Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 


And almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Gulfe 
Of darke Forgerfulneſſe,and deepe Oblivion. 
Which to recure,we heartily {olicite 

Your gracious {elfe to take on you the charge | 
And Kingly Governement of this your Land: 
Not as Proteor,Steward,Subſtitute, 

Or lowly Factor,for anothers gain; 

Burt as ſucceſſively,from Blood to Blood, 


| Your Right of Birth,,your Empyry,your owne» 


For this,conforred with the Citizens, 

Your very Worſhipfull and loving friends, 

And by their vehement inſtgation, 

In this juſt Cauſe come I to move your Grace. 
Rich. I cannot tell,if to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly toſpeake in your reproofe, 

Beſt fitteth my Degree,or your Condition. 

For not to anſwer,you might haply thinke, 

Tongue-ty'd Ambition,not replying, yeelded 

To beare the Golden Yoake of Soveraignrtie, 

Which fondly you would here impoſe on me. 

If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithfull love to me, 

Then on the other fide I check'd my friends, 

Therefore to ſpeake,and roavoid the firſt, 

And then in ſpeaking,not to incurre the laſt, 

Definitively thus I anſwer you. 

Your love deſerves my thankes,but my deſert 

Vnmeritable,ſhunnes your highrequelſt. 

Firſt,if all Obſtacles were cut away, 

And that my Path were even tothe Crowne, 

As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth: 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 

So mighty,and ſo many my defects, 

That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatneſle, 

Being a Barke tobrooks no mighty Sea, 

Then in my Greatneſle covetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. 

But God be thanled,there is no need of me, 

And much Inced to helpe you, werethere need: 

The Royall Tree hathleft us Royall Fruit, 

Which mellow'd by the ſtealing howres of time, 


Will well become the Seat of Majeſty, 


And make us(no doubt)happy by his Reigne. 
On bim I lay that,you would lay on me, 
The Rightand Fortune of his happy Starres, 
W hich God defend rhat I ſhould wring from him. 
Buc. My Lord, thisargues Conſcience in your Grace, 
But the reſpeds thereof are nice,and trivial, 
All circumſtances well conſidered, 
You ſay,that Edward is your Brothers Sonne, 
So ſay we too,but not by Edwards Wife: 


| Att2nd the ſequeli of your Impolition, 


From all the impure blots and ftaynes thereof, 


For firſt was he contra to LadyLncy, 
Your Motherlives a Witnefle to his Vow; 
And afterward by ſubſtitute berroth'd 
To Bona,Siſter to the King of France. 
Theſe both put off,a poore Petitioner, 
A Care-cras'd Mother to a many Sonnes, 
A Beauty-waining,and diſtrefſled Widow, 
Even inthe after-noone of her beſt dayes, 
Made prizeand purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
Seduc'd thepitch,and height of his degree, 
To baſe declenſion,and loath'd Bigamie. 
By her,in his unlawfull Bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could Iexpoſtulare, 
Save that tor reverence to ſome alive, 
I givea ſparing limit tomy Tongue. 
Then good,my Lord,take to your Royall ſelfe 
This proffer'd benefit of Dignity: 
If not to blieſſe us and the Land withall, 
Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceſtry 
From the corruption of abuſing times, 
Vnto a Lineall true derived courſe, 
Cater. Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreatyqu, 
Buc. Refuſe not,mighty Lord, thisproffer'd oye. 
( ates. O makethem joyfull,grant their lawfull ſuit. 
Rich. Alas, why would you heape this Care on me? 
I am unfit for State,and Majeſty: 
I doe beſeech you take it notamiſſe, 
I cannot,nor 1 wili aot yceld co you, 
Bac. If you refuſe it,as ia love and zeale, 
Loth to depole the Chiid-your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tendernefle of heart, 
Andgenilc,kinde,effeminate remorle, 
W hich we have noted in you to your Kindred, 
And equally indeedeto all Eſtates: 
Yet know,where you accept our ſuit,or no, 
Your Brothers Sonne ſhall never reigne our King, 
But we will plant ſome other inthe Throne, 
To the diſgrace and downe-fall of your Houſe: 
Andin this reſolutien here we leave you. 
Come Citizens,we will entreat no more. Exeun, 
Cates. Call hin) againe,ſweet Prince,accept their ſuit; 
If you den; them, all the Land willrue it. 
Rich. Will you enforce metoa world of Cares? 
Call them againe,I am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 
Albeitagainſt my Conſcienceand my Soule. 
Enter Buckingham, and the reſt. 
Couſin of Buckingham,and ſage grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To beare her burthen,whether,T will or no, 
I mult have patience to endure the Load: 
But if black Scandall,or foule-fac'd Reproach, 


Your meere enforcement ſhall acquitrance me 


For God doth know,and you may partly ſec, 

How farre ] am from thedefire of this. 

. Maior. God bleſſe your Grace,wee ſce it,and will 

ay Its 

Rich, In faying ſo,you ſhalſ'but ſay the truth. 
Bac. Then I ſalute you with this Royall Title, 

Long live King Richard , Englands worthy King. 
All. Amen, | | 
Buc. Tomorrow may it pleaſe youto be Crown'd? 
Rich. Even when you pleaſe, for you will haveit10- 

Buck, 10 | 


of 
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Bc. To morrow then we willattend your Grace, 
And ſo molt joyfully we take our leave. 

Rich. Come,let us toour holy Worke zgaine, 
Farewell my Couſins, farewell gentle friends. E&xeune. 


Afﬀtus Quartas.Scena Prima. 


——_—r 
% 


Enter the Lene, Anne Ducheſſe of Glouceſter it hs 
Dacheſſe of Torks, and Marqueſſe Dorſet, * 


Dach. Yorke. Who meetes us heere? 

My Neece Plartagener, | 

' Ledinthe hand of her kind Aunt of Gloſter? 

Now, for my Life,ſhee's wandring to the Tower, 

On pure hearts love,to greet the tender Prince- 

Daughter, well met. 

An. God give your Graces botha happy 

And ajoyfull time of day. N 
2x. As much to you,good Siſter: whither away? 

 An.Nofarther thenthe Tower,and asI gueſle, 

Vponthe like devorionas your ſelves, 

To gratalate the gentle Princes there. f 

2«, Kind Siſter thankes,wee'le enter all together: 


-  Emter the Lientenant. 


And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Maiſter Lieutenant,pray you,by your leave, | 
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Torke? 
Lei, Right well, deare Madame: by your patience, 
| | Imay not ſuffer you to viſit them, | 
The King hath ſtriQly charg'd the contrary. 
2x. The King? who's that? 
Lien. T meane,the Lord Protector. | 
2%. The Lord protet him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath be ſet bounds betweene their love,and me? 
Iam their Mother who ſhall barre me from them? 
Duh. Yorke. I amtheir Fathers Mother, I will ſee 
them. | 
An. Their Aunt I am in law,in love their Mother: 
Then bring meto their ſights, Ile beare thy blame, 
And take thy Otfice from thee,on my perill. 
Lieu. No,Madame,no,I may not leave it ſo: 
I am bound by Oath,and therefore pardon mes ; 
E xit Lientenant« 


Enter $ tanley. 


| © Sten.Let me but meet you Ladics one howre hence, 
Andlle falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two faire Queenes. 1 
Come Madame,you mult {traight to Weſtminſter, 
( There to be crowned Richards Royall Queenes 
2u, Ah,cut my Laceaſunder, 
hat my pent heart may have ſome ſcope to beat; 
Or elſe Hwoone with this dead-killing newes. 
A. Deſpightfull tidings,O unpleafing newes _ 
Dorſ. Beof good. cheare ; Mother , how fares your 
Grace? 
} 2#.O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me,vet thee gone, 
Death 4D. (ution dogges h_ at thy heeles,' 
| Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 
| Frthou wilt out-ſtrip Death,goe croſſethe Seas, 


Rn "CO 


Andlive with Richmond,from the reach of Hal. 
Goe hye thee, hye thee from this llanghter-houſe, 
Leſt thou encreaſe the numberof the dead, 
And make me dyethe thrall of Margaree; Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 
Stan, Full of wiſe care,is this your counſaile, Madame: 
Take all the ſwift advantage of thehowres: - 
You ſhall have Letters from me to my Sonne; 
In your behalfe,to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'ne tardy by unwiſe delay, | 
Dac. Yor. O iltdiſperſirig Winde of Miſery, 
O my accurſed Wombe, the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haſt thou hatchttothe World, 
Whoſe vnayoided Eye is murtherous. 
Stan, Come, Madame,come,1l inall haſte was ſent. 
ex. And I with all unwillingneſle will goe. 
O would co God,that the incluſive Verge 
Of Golden Metrall,that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steele,to ſeare me to the Braines, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly Veno ne, 
And dye ere men can ſay,God fave the Queene. 
Ow. Goe,goe,poore ſouke,I envienot thy glory, 
To feed my humor, wiſh thy ſelfe no harme. | 
An. No:why?When he that is my Husband now; 
Cameto meas I follow*d Henries Corſe, | 
When ſcarce the blood was well waſht from his hands, 
Which iſſued from my other Angell Husband, 
And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow'd; 
O,when t ſay,T look'd on Richards Face, . 
This was my Wiſh:Be thou(quoth Taccurſft, 
For making meſo young,foold a Widow: | 
And whenthou wed'ſt,let ſorrow haunt thy Bed: 
And be thy Wife, it any be ſo mad, 


More miferable,by the Life of thee, 


Then thou hait made me,by my deare Lords death, 
Loe,ere I can repeat this Curſe againe, _ | 
Within fo ſmall atime,my Womans heart 
Groflcly grew captive to his honey words, 
And prov'd the ſubjet of mine owne Soules Curſe, 
Which hitherto hach held mine cyes from reſt: 
For never yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden deaw of ſleepe, 
But with his timorous Dreames was ſtill awak'd. 
Beſides,he hates me for my Father #arwicke, 
And will{nodoubt )ſhortly berid of me. 
2s. Poore heart adieu,l pitty thy complaining. 
Arn, No. more , then with my ſoule I mourne for 
70urs. 
' Dorſ. Farewell,thou wofull wekcommer of glory. 
' Anne, Adicu, poore ſoule, that tak'lt thy kave 
of it, 


Duc. Yorke. Go to Richmond to Dorſer,to Ame, tothe 


2 neene,and good fortune guide thee, 
Gothouto Richard,and good Angels tend thee, 


| Go thou to SanAuary,and good thoughts poſleſſe thee; 
| I tomy Grave,where peace andreſt lye with mee. 


Eighty odde yeeres of ſorrow have l ſcene, 


' Andeach howres joy wrackt witha weekeof teene. 


2, Stay,yet looke backe with me unto the Tower. 
Pitty,you ancient Stones, thoſe tender Babes, 
W hom Envie hath immur'd within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, - 
Rude ragged Nurſe,old ſullen Play-fellow, 
For tender Princes:uſe my Babies well; 
So fooliſh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell, 

| | Exennt. 77 : 
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Sond a Sonnet. Enter Richard in pope, nc- 
kingham, Catesby, Ratchffe, Lovet, 


Rich. Stand all apart. Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck My gracious SOveraigne. 


Rich. Give methy hand. Sound. 
Thus high,by thy advice,and thy aſliſtance, 
Is King Richard ſeated: 


But ſhall we weare theſe Glories for a day? 

Or ſhail they laſt, and we rejoyce inthem? 

Bu. Stili live they.and tor ever ler them laſt. 
Rich. Ah Backingbam,now doc I play the Touch, 

To try if thou be currant Gold indeed: | 

Young Edwardlives,thinke now whatI would ſpeake. 
Back. Say on my loving Lord. ; 

- Rich. Why Backingham,1 ſay 1 would be King. 
Buc, Why ſo you are, my thrice-renowned Lord, 
Rich, Ha ? am I King? 'tis ſo:but Edward lives. 
B#c. True,Noble Prince. 

- Rich, O bitter conſequence! ; 

Thar Edward ſtill ſhould live true Noble Prince. 

Couſin,thcu waſt not wontto be ſo dull. 

Shall I be plaine?I wiſh the Baſtards dead, 

AndI would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 

What ſay*{t thou now ? ſpeake ſuddenly,be briefe. 

Bac. Your Grace may doe your pleaſure. 

| Rich. Tut,tut,thou arr all Ice, thy kindneſle freezes: 

Say, have I thy conſent,that they ſhall dyc? 

B«.Give me ſomelittle breath, ſome pawſe,deare Lord, 

Before I poſitively ſpeake in this: 

I will reſolve you herein preſently. Exit Buck, 
(ates. The King is angry,ſee he gnawes his Lippe. 
Rich. I will converſe with Iron-witted Fooles, 

And unre{pe&iveBoyes:noneaie for me, 


| That looke into me with conſiderate eyes, 


High-reaching Enckingham growes circumſpeR. 
Boy. 
; oi My Lord. 
Rich, Know'(t thou not any,whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt unto acloſe exploit of Death? 
Page. | knowa diſcontented Gentleman, 
W hoſe humble meanes match not his haughty ſpirit: 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 
And will (no doubt)rempt him to any thing. 
Rich. W hat is his Name? 
Pag. His Name,my Lord,is Tirel. 
Rich. I partly know the man:goe call him hither, 
Boy. Exit. 
The deepe revolving witty Backpgham, 
No more ſhall be the neighbor to my countailes. 
Hark he ſo long held out with me,untyr'ds 
And ſtops he now for breath? Well,be it ſo. 


Enter Stanley. 


How now,Lord Stanizy,what's the newes? 
Stanley. Know my loving Lord,the Marqueſle Dorſet 


| Ae] hearc,is fl.d to Richmond, 


In the parts where kc aides. 
#1. Come hither Catesby, rumor itabroad, 
That Ame iny Wite is very grievous ficke, 


hc. 


| 


I will take order for her keeping cloſe. 
Inquire me out ſome meane poore Gentleman, 

W hom I will marry ſtraight to C/arexce Daughter: 
The Boy is fooliſh,and I feare not him. 

Looke how thou dream'ſt:I ſay agine,give out, 
That An»e,my Queene,is ficke,and like todye. 
About it,for it ſtands me much upon 

To ſtop all hopes, whoſe growth may dammage me, 
I muſt be married to my Brothers Daughter, 

Or elſe my Kingdome ſtands on brittle Glaſſe: 
Murther her Brothers,aud then marry her, 
Vucertaine way of gaine. But Iamin 

So farre in blood,that ſinne will pluck on ſinne, 
Teare-talling Pitty dwellsnot1n this Eye. 


Emer Tyrrel. 


Is thy Name Thrrel? 
Twr. James Tyrrel,and your moſt obedient ſubje, 
Rich, Art thou indeed? © | 
Tyr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 
Rich. Dar'ſt thou retolve to killa friend of mine? 
Tyr. Pleaſe you; ; 


—— 


| But hadrather kill two enemies. 


_ Rich, Why then thou haſt ir:two deepe enemies, 
Foesto my Reſt,and my ſweer ſleepes diſturbers, 
Are they that I would have thee dcale upon: 


| Tyrrel,I meanc thoſe Baſtards in the Tower. 


T yr. Let me have open meanes tocometothem, 
And foooe llerid you from the feare of them. 
Rich, Thou ling'it feet Muſique: 
Hearke,come hither Tyrrel, 
Goe by this token:riſe,and lend thine Eare, 
There is no more bur ſo:ſay it is done, 
AndI will love thee,and preferre thee for it. 


Tyr. I will diſpatch it ſtraight. Exit, 
Enter Buckingham. 2 


Bue. My Lord,T have confider'd in my minde, 
The late requeſt that you did ſound me in. 
Rich. Well,letthat reſt: Dorſet is led to Richmond. 
Bae. I heare the newes,my Lord. 
Rich. Stantey,hee is your Wives Sonne:well,looke 
unto it. | 
Buc. My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promiſe, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn'd 
Th'Earldome of Hereford,and the moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſſe. 
Rich. Stanley looke to your Wite:if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond,you ſhall anſwer it. 
Buc, W hatfayes your High:efſe tomy juſt requeſt? 
Ric. 1 doc remember me, Henry the Sixt 
Did prophecy,that Richmond ſhould be King, 
W hen Aichmond was a little peeviſh Boy. 
A King perhaps. 
Buc. May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in niy ſuit. | 
Rich. T hou troubleſt me, I am notin the veine; Ex#+ 
Buc. Andis it thusrepayes he my deepe ſervice 
With ſuch contempr?madeT him King for this? 
O let me thinke on Haſti2gs,and be gone 
To Brecnock,while my tearefull Head is on. 


| Emer T yrrel. 
Tyr. The tyranhous and bloody At is done,' 


The moſt arch deed of pittious maſlacre 


Ld 


—— 


——— 
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Exit 
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1 That ever yetthis Land was guilty of: 

| Diem _ Forreſt,whom I didſuborrie 

Todo this peece of ruthfull Butcliery, | 
Abbeitthey were fleſht Villaines,bloudy Dogges, 
Melted with tendernefle, and milde compaſſion, 
Wept like to Children,in their deaths fad Story. 
Othus(quorth Dzgbron)lay the gentle Babes; 
Thus,thus(quoth Forref)girdling oneanother 
Within their Alablaſter innocent Armes: 

Their lips were foure red Roſes ona ſtalke, 

And in their Summer Beauty kiſt each other, 

A Booke of Prayers on their pillow lay, 

Which one(quoth Forreſt )almoſt chang'd my minde: 
But oh the Divell,there the Villaine ſtopt: 

When Dightenthus told on, we ſmothered 

The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of nature, 
Thatfrom the prime Creation ere ſhe framed. 
Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 
They could notſpeake, and ſo I leftthem both, 

To beare theſe tydings to the bloudy King, 


Entey Richard, 


And heere he comes. All health my Soveraigne Lord. 
Ric. Kinde Tirrell,am I happy in thy Newes. 
Tir. Ifto have done the thing you gave in charge, 
Beget your happineſle, be happy then, 
For it is done. 
Richs But did*eſt thou fee them dead? 
Ti. I did my Lord. 
Rich, And buried gentle Twrel? Er Sg, 
Tir. The Chaplaine of che Tower hath buried them, 
But where(to ſay rhetruth)I do not know. 
Rich. Come to me Tirrel ſoone,and after Supper, 
When thou there ſhalt tell the proceſle of their death» 
Meane time,but thinke how 1 may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy defire, 
Farewell till then. 

"Th. 1 humbly take leave. | 
Rich, The Sonne of Clarercehave I pent up cloſe, 
His daughter meanly have I matchtin marriage, 
The Sonnes of Edward {leepe in eAbrahams boſome, 
And Amnemy wife hath bid this world good night. 
Now for Iknow the Britaine Richmond aymes 

Atyong Elizabeth my Brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer, 


Enter Ratcliffe. 


' Rat. My Lord. 
Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com'ſt in fo 
bluntly? | 
Rar.Bad news my Lord, Jfourron is fled to Richmond, 
| And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welſhmen 
ISinthe field,and {till his power encreaſeth. 
| - Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere, 
| Then Buckingham and his rath levied Strength. 
Come,[ havelearn'd, that fearfull commenting 
lsleaden ſervitor todull delay. 7 
| Delay leades impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery: 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
loves Mercury,and Herald for a Kings _ 
Go muſter men:My counſaile is my Sheeld, 
We muſt be breefe, when Traitors brave the Field. 
Exennt. 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter old Qucene Margaret, 


Car. So now proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 
Heere in cheſe Confines flily have I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mineenemies. 
A dire induction,am 1 witneſle to, 
And will to France, hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, blacke,and Tragicall. 
Withdrawthee wretched AHfargarct,who comes heere? 


Enter Dutcheſſe and 2 neene. 


L#. Ah my poore Princes lah my tender Babes! 
My unblowne Flowers , new appearing ſ\veets; 
If yet your gentle ſoules flye in the Ayre, 
And be not tixt in Coome perpetuall, 
Hoyer about me with your ayery wings, 


| And heare your mothers Lamentation. 


CMar. Hover about her,ſay that right for right 
Hath dim'd your Infant morne,to Aged night. 
Dar. So many miſeries have craz'd my voyce, 

That my woe-wearicd tongue is ſtill and mute. 

Edward Plamagenet,why art thou dead? 
Mar. Þ laxtagenet doth quir Plantagenet, 

Edward for Edward payes a dying debt. | 
-2#, Wilt thou,O God,flye trom ſuch gentle Lambs 

And throw them inthe intratles of the Wolfe? 

Why didſt thoufſlespe , when {uch adeed was done? 
AMar. When holy Henry dycd,and my ſwee Sonne. 
Dm. Dead lite,blind ſfight,poore mortall living ghoſt, 

Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame,Graves due, by life ulurpt, 

Breefe abſtratand record of tedious dayes, 

Reſt thy unreſt on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocenr blood. 
2u. Ah that thou would'it afſoone affoord a Grave, 

As thou canſt yecld a melancholly ſeate: . 

Then would I hide my bones,not reſt them heere, 

Ah who hath any cauſero mourne but wee? 

Marx. If ancient forrow be molt reyerent, 

Give mine the benefit of figneury, | 

And let my greefes frowne on the upper hand 

If ſorrow can admit Society. 

I had an Edward,till a Richard LiiPd him: 

I had a Husband,tilla Ric42rd kill'd him: 

Thou haſt an Edward;till a Richard kill'd him: 

Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kill'd bim. 

Dat. I had a Richardtoo,and thon did'ſt kill him; 

I hada R#tl/andtuo,thou holp'|t to Kill him. 

. CMar. Thou had't a Clwence too, 

And Richard killd him. _ | = 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 

A Hell-hound that doth hunt us allto death: 

That Dogge, that had his recth before his eyes, 

| To worry Lambes,andlap their gentleblood: 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke: 

That reignes in gauled eyes of weeping ſoules; 

That excellent grand Tyrant of the carth, 

Thy wombe let looſe to chaſe us to our graves. 

O upright, Juſt,and truc-diſpoſing God, 


| How do I thanke thee, that this carnall Curre 


_ 


| 
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Preyes on the iſſue of his Mothers body, 
And makes her Pue-tellow with others mone. 
Dat. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my Woes: 
God witneſſe with me,I have wept for thine. 
ar. Bearc with me : Iam havgry for revenge, 
Andnow I cloy me with beholdirg tt. 
Thy Edward he is dcad,that kil'd my Edward, 
Theother Edward dead,to quit my Edward: 
Yong Yorke, he is but boote; becauſe boththey 
Matcht not the bigh perfeXion of my lofle. 
Thy Ctarerce he is dead,that ftab'd my Edward, 
And the beholders of this frantici.e play, 
Th'adulterate Haſtiz:gs, Rivers, Yanughan,Grey, 
Vntimely ſmothcr'd in their dusxy Graves. 
Richard yetlives,Hels blacke Inteil:igercer, 
Oacly refecrv'd their Fator to buy toules, 
And tend then rhither:But at band,at hand 
Inſues his pittious and urpitried end. 
Earth gapes,Heli burnes, Eiends roare, Saints pray, 
To have him ſodainly convey'd from hence: 
Canczi! his bond of life,deere God | pray, 
ThatI may live and fay, The Dogge is dead. 
Qs. O thoudid'it prophetic the time would come, 
That I ſhould with fer theero helpe me curſe 
That bottel'd Spider,that foule bunch-back'd Toad. 
Harv. | call'd thee then , vaine flouriſh of my fortune: 
I cali'd thee then, poore Shadow,painted Queene, 
| Thepreſentation of but what I was; 
The flattering Index of adirefail Pageant, 
Ore heav'd a high,to be hurl'd downe below: | 
A Mather onely mockt with two faire Babes; | 
A drcame of what thou walt, a gariſh Flagge 
To be the ayme of every dangerous Shot; 
A ſigne of Dignity,a Breath,a Bubble: 
A Queene in lea{t,onely to fill the Scene. 
W here is thy Husband now? W here be thy Brothers? 
' Where bethy two Sonaes? W herein doſt thou Toy? 
W hoſucs,and kneeles,and ſayes,God ſave the Queene? 
Where bethe bending Peeres that flattered thee? 
Wherebe the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Declineall this,and {ce what now thou arts 
For bappy Wife,a moſt eiſtrefſed Widdow': 
{ For joytull Morher, one thiyvailesthe name: 
For one being ſuedrc,one that hambly ſues: 
For Qaecne, a very Caytiffe, crown'd with cares 
For ſhe thar ſcorn'd at me, now {corn'd of me; 
For ſhe being feared of all,now fearing one; 
For ſhe commanding all, obey*d of none. 
Thus hath the courſe of Inftice whirPdabour, 
A:d left thee bur a very prey to time, | 
Having no more but Thought of what thou waſt, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art, 
Thou didſt ufurpe my place, and doſt thou not 
Vſurpethe juſt proportion of my Sorrow? 
Now thy proud Necke, beares halfe my burtben'd yoke, 
From which,even kecre I flip my wearied head, 
And leave the burthen of it all,on thee. 
Farewell Yorkes wife, and Queene of ſad miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh woes, ſhall make me {mile in Fragce, 
Qs. O thou well skil'din Curles,ſtay a-while; 
And teachm= how to curſe mine enemies, 
Mar. Forbeare to ſleepe the night, and faſt the day: 
Compare dead happineſſe,with living woe: 
Thinke that thy Babes were ſweeter then they were, 
And hethat fl2w them foler then he is: 
Bett'ring tby loſſe, makes the bad cauſer worſe, 


' Andpiercelike mine, 


| Either be patijent,and intreat mefayre, 
Or with the c:amorous report of Warre, 


anal 


Revolving this, willteach thee how-to'Curſe.:-»- - 
Qz. My word are du!l,O'quicken them with thine, 
47ar. Thy woes will make'them ſharpe, - p 

COONEY: Exit Margaret... 
Dt. Why ſhoutd calamity be full of words? 
Qz. Windy Atturnies to their Cliens Woes, 

Ayery ſucceedersof inteſtine joyes, 

Poote breathing Orators of miſcries, 

Let them have ſcope,though what they will impart, 

Heipe nothingels,yet do they-cafe the hart. 

Dzt. It fo then,be not Tongue-ty'd:go with me, 

And inthe breath of bitrer words;ket's fmother 

My damned Son,that thy two fweet Sonnes {mother'd, 

The Trumpetſounds,be copious in exclaimes. 


ſt 


| ing Richard,and his Traine, 
Eich. Who iht&cepts me in my Expedition? 
Dae. O ſhe,thatmight have intercepted thee 
By ſtrangling thee-in her accurſed wombe, 
Fromall the ſlaughters(Wretch)that thou haſt done, 
Qz.Hid'tt thou that Forhead with a GoldenCroyre 
Where't ſhould be branded, if that right were right? 
The laughter of the Princethat ow'd that Crowne, 
And thedyredeathof my poore Sonnes,and Brothery, 
Tell me thou Villaine-flave,where aremy Children? 
Dat. Thou Toad 'thcu Toade,' WP 
Whereis thy Brother Clarence? 
And little N';d Plantagenet his Sonne? 
Qz. Where is the gentle R ters V aug han, Graf? 
Dat. Where is kinde Haſtings? | 
Reh. A Bouriſh Trumpets, Rrike Alarnm Driummes: | 
Let notthe Heavens heare theſe Teil-tale women 
Ralle onthe Lords Annointed. Strike ſay. 
 Flonriſe. Alarums. 


Thus will I drowne your exclamations- 

Dat. Artthou my Sonne? 

Rich, I, Ithanke Ged,my Father,and your ſelfe;- 
Dat, Thenpat:ertly heare my impatience. 
| Rich, Madam, I havea touchof your condition, 
| That cannot brooke the accent of reproofe, 

Daut.O let me ſpeake. 

Rich. Dothen, but Te not heare. 

Dat. I wilibe milde,and gentle in my words. 

Rch. Ard breefe(good Mother)for Iam in haſt 

Der. Artthou ſo haſty?I have ſtaid for thee 
(God knowes)in tormentand in agony. 

Rich. And came Inot atlaſt to comfort you? 

Dwtr. No by the holy Rood, thou know'lt it well, 
Thoucam'it on earth, ro make the earth my Hell. 
A greevous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancy. 
Thy School-daies frightfull,deſp'rare, wilde,and furious, 
Thy prime of Manhood,daring,bold and venturous: . 
Thy Age confirm'd,proud, ſubtle,ſlye,and bloody, 
Moremilde,but yet more harmfull; Kinde in hatred: 
W hat comfortable houre canſt thou name, 
Thar ever grac'd ine with thy company? 

Rich, Faith none, but Hamnfrey Hower, 
Thar call d your Grace 
To Breakefalt once,forth of my company. 
IfI beſo difgracious in your eye, 
Let me martchon,and not offend you Madam. 
Strike up the Dramme. 

De. 1 prythee heare me ſpeake. 
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Rich. You ſpeake too bitterly. 

Dat. Heare mea word : | 3 
Forl ſhall hever ſpcake to thee againe. 
Rich. SO. ; ENS 
D#t, Either thou wilt dye, by Gods uſt ordinance 
Ere from this warre thou turnea Conqueror : 

Orl with griefeand extreame Age ſhall periſh, 

Andnever more behold thy face againe- 

Therefore take with thee my molt greivous Curſe, 

Which in the day of Battell tyre thee more 

Thenall the compleat Armour thar thou wear'lt. 

My Prayers on the adverſe party fight, _ 

Andtherethe little ſoulesof Fdwards Children, 

Whiſperthe Spirits of thine Enemies, 

And promiſe them Succeſſe and Victory, : . 

Bloudy thou art, bloudy will be thy end : .. 

Shame ſerves thy life, and doththy death attend. Ex#r. 
are. Though far more cauſe, yet much leſle ſpirit to 

Abides in me, 1 ſay Amento hers. (curſe 

Rich. Stay Madam, 1 muſt talkea word with you. 

we, 1haveno more ſonnes of the Royall blood 
For thee toſlaughter. For my Daughters (Richer) 
They ſhall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes ; 
And therefore levell not to hit their lives. 

Rich. You havea daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and Faire, Royalland Gractous + 

fue. And mult ſhe dye for this? O let her live; 
And Lie corrupt her Manners, ſtaine her Beauty 
Slander my ſclfe, as falſe ro Edwards bed: 

Throw over her the vaile of infamy, 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding ſlaughter, 
I will confeſſe ſhe was not Edwards Ls: 

Rich, Wrong not her Byrth, ſhe is a Royall Princefle. 

ee, Tofſave her life, Ile fay ſhe is not ſo, 

ich, Herlite 1s fafeſt onely in her byrth. 

ce. And onely in that fſatery, dycd her Brothers. 

' Rich, Loe at their Birth, good ſtarres were oppolite. 
#e, No, to their lives, il} friends were contrary» 

Rich. Allunavoydedis the doome of Deftiay. 

L2ue, True : when avoyded grace makes Deſtiny. 
My Babes were deftin'd toa fairer death, 

Ifgrace had bleſt thee with a fairer life, 

Rich. You ſpeake as if that I had flaine my Coſins? 

Laee. Colins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, ' 
Of Comfort, Kingdome, Kindred, Freedome, Life, 
Whoſe hand ſoever lanch'd their tender hearts, 

Thy heai (all indirecly) gave direction. 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dull and blunt, 
Til it was whetted on thy ſtone-hard heart, 
To revell in the Intrailes of my Lambes, 
But that ſtill uſe of griefe, makes wilde gricfe tame, 
My tongue ſhould to thy eares not name my Boyes, 
Tillthatmy Nayles were anchor'd in.thine eyes: 
And lin ſuchadeſp'rate Bay of death, | 
Like a poore Barke, of ſailes and tackling reft, 
 Ruſhallto peeces on thy Rocky boſome. 

Rich. Madam, ſothrive I in, my enterprize 
And dangerous ſucceſle of bloody warres, 
\ AsTintend more good to you and yours, 
Then ever you and yours by me were harm'd. | 

Lee, What good is cover'd with the face of heaven, 
To bediſcovered, thatcan doe me good? | 
| Rich, Tradvancement of your children, gentle Lad 

wee. Vp to ſome Scaffold, there toloſe their heads, 
Rich. Vnto the dignity aud height of Fortune, 


' So in theLethe of thy angry ſoule, 


Lee, Flatter my ſorrow with report of it : 
Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honor, 
Canſt thou deviſe to any child of mine. = 
- Rich. Even all I have ;I, and my.ſelfe and all, 
Will I withall indow a child of thine : 


Thou drownethe ſad remembrance of thoſe wrorigs, 
Which thou ſuppoſeſt I have done to thee. . 
© mee. Be breite, lealt that the proceſle of thy kindneſſe 
Laſt longer t<lling then thy kindneſle date. 
Rich. Then ktiow, 
That from my Soule, I love thy Daughter, 
Lxee. My daughters Mother thinkesit with her ſoule. 
Rich. What doe you thinke? — 
2x.That thou doſt love my daughter from thy ſoule 
So from thy ſoules lovediditthoulove her Brothers, 
And from my hearts love, I doethanke thee for ic. 
Rich, Benot ſo halty to confound my meaning: 
I meane that with my ſoute I love thy daughter, 
And doe intend to make her Queene of Eng/and. 
2x, Wellthen, whodoſt thou mean ſhallbe her Kings 
Rich, Even hethat makes her Queene, | | 
Whoelſe ſhould be ? 
Puer, Whar, thou ? | ; 
Rich, Evenſo : How thinke you of it? 
nee. How canſt thouwooe her ? 
Rich. That I would learne of you, 
As one being beſt acquainted with her humour. 
Lu;e. And wilt thou learne of me ? 
Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 
mee. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 
A pare of bleeding hearts: thereon ingrave 
Eaward and Torke, then haply will ſhe weepe : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime CHargaret 
Did to thy father, ſteeptin Rutlands blood, 
A hand-kerchiefe, which ſay to herdid dreyne 
The purple ſappe from her ſweet brothers body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall, 
If this inducement move her not tolove, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her, thou mad'it away her Vnckle Clarence, 

Her Vnckle Rivers, I (andfor her ſake) 
Mad'ſtquicke conveyance with her good Aunt eHene, 
Rich. You mocke me Madam, this isnot the way 

To win your daughter, 

- 2 mee. There 1s no other way, 
Valetſe thou coula*lt put on ſome other ſhape, 
And not be Richard, chat hath done allthis. 

Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her. j 
2ue.Nay then indeed ſhe cannot chooſe but hate thee, 
Having bought love, with ſuch a bloody ſpoile.. | 

Rich. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended ; þ 
Men ſhall deaie unadyiſedly fometimes, 
W hich after-houres givesleyſureto repent. » * 
IfI did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, | 
To make amends, Ile give it to your daughter ; 
1f I havekill'd the iflne of your wombe, 
To quicken yourencreaſe, I will beget | 
Mine ifſue of your blood, upon your daughter : 
A Grandams name is little lefle jn love, 
Then is the doting Title of a Mother ; 
They are as Children but one ſtep below, .. | 
Even'of your mettall, of yaur very blood : | | 
Ofall one paine, ſave for anight of groanes 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow. 
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Burmine ſhall be a comfort to your Age, * 

The loffe you have, is buta Sonne being King, 
And by that lofſe, your Daughter is made Queene. 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 

Therefore accept ſuch kindnefle as I can. 

Dorſet your Sonn:, that witha fearefull ſoule 
Leads difcontented ſteppes in Forraine ſoyle, 

This faire Alliance, quickly ſhall call home 

To high Promotions, and great Dignity. 

The King that calles your beuteous davghter wife, 

Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſer, brother : 
Againe ſhall you be Mother toa King : 

Andallthe Ruines of diſtreſſefull Times, 

Repair'd with double Riches of Content. 

What? we have inany goodly dayes to fee : 

Theliquid drops of Teares that you have ſhed, 

Shall comeagaine, tranform'd to Orient Pearle. 

Advantaging their Love, with intereſt 

Often-times double gaine of happineſſe; 

Goe then (my Mother) tothy Daughter goe, 

Make bold her baſhfull years, with your experience, 

Prepare her cares to hcare a Wooers Tale. 

Put in her tender heart, th'aſpiring Flame 

Of Golden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princefle 

Wi ththe ſweet ſilent houres of Marriage joyes ; 

And when this Armeof mine hath chaltiſe 

The petty Rebell, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 

Bound with Triumphant Gariands wil I come, 

And leade thy Fran ce toa Conquerorsbed: 

To whom I will retaile my Conqueſt wonne, 

And ſhe ſhallbe ſole ViRoreſle, Ceſars Ceſar. 
ne, What wereT beſt to ſay, her Fathers brother 

Would be her Lord ? Or ſhall I fay her Vnkle? 

Or he that flew her Brothers, and her Vnkles ? 

Vnder what Title ſhall I wooe for thee, 

That God, the Law, my Honor, and her Love, 

Can make ſeeme pleaſing-to her tender yeeres? 

Ki. Inferrefaire Englands peace by this Alliance. 
2%. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with ſtill laſting warre. 
Rich. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
©s. That at her hands, which the kings King forbids 

Rich, Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queene. 
2%. To vaile the Title, as her Mother doth, 

Rich. Say T willlove her everlaſtingly. 

Os. But how long ſhall that title ever laſt ? 

Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her faire lives end. 

2s. But how long faircly ſhall her ſweet life laſt ? 

Rich. Aslong as heaven and Naturelengthens it. 

2«. Aslong as hell and Richard likes of it. 

Rich. Say, 1 her Soveraigne, am her Subjet low. 

24. Burt ſhe your Subjc, lothes ſuch Soveraignty. 

Rich, Be eloquent in my behalfe to her, 

2u, An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly told. 

Rich, Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 

9, Plaine and not honeſt, istoo harſh a ſtyle, 

Rich. Your Reaſons aretoo ſhallow, andto quicke.- 
9s. Ono, my Reafons are too deepe and dead, 

Too deepeand dead (poore Tnfants) in their graves, 

'| Harpe on it ftill ſhall 1, rill heart-ftrings breake. | 

Rich. Harpe not on that ſtring Madam, that is palt. 

Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crowne. 

2 xe, Prophan'd, diſhonor'd, and the third uſurpt, 

Ricb. I {weare. | 

2 ne. By nothing, for this is no Oath: 

| Thy George prophan'd, hath loſt his Lordly honor ; 

Thy Garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his Kingly Vertne;\ 


Thy Crowne uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory ;.. 
If jomething thou would'it ſweare to bebeleev'd, 
Swexre then by ſomething, that thou haſt not wrong, 
Rich. Then by my ſelfe, 
2e, Thy ſelte, is ſelfe-miſu&'d. 


| Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haſt 


| Rich. Now by the World. 

2%. *Tis full of thy foule wrongs» 

Rich, My Fathers death. 

2s. Thy life hath it diſhonor'd. 

Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 

Que. Heavens wrong is molt of all: 

If thou didd'ſt feare to breake an Oath with him, 
The vnity the King my husband made, : 
Thou had'ſt not broken, nor my brothers died. 
If thou had'ſt fear'd to breake an oath by him, 
Th'imperiall metrall, circling now thy head, 

Had grac'd the tender temples of my child, 

And both the Princes had beene breathing heere, 

W hichnow two tender Bed-folowes for duſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes, 
W hat can'it thou ſweare by now? 

Rich. The time to come. 

.2me. That thou halt wronged in the time ore-paſt: 
For 1 my ſcife have many teares to waſh h 
Heereafter time, for time paſt, wrong dby thee. 
The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt {laughter'd, 
Vngovern'd youth, to waile it with their age: 

The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age- 


Miſus'd ere vs'd, by times il-vs'd repaſt. 
Rich. AsT intend to proſper, andrepent : 

So thrive I in my dangerous Afﬀaires 

Of hoſtile Armes : My ſelfe, my ſelfe confound : 
Heaven, and Fortune barre me happy houres : 
Day , yeeld me not thy light ? nor Night, thy reſt. 
Be oppoſite all Planets of good lucke 

To my procceding, if with decre hearts love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 

In her, conſiſts my happineſle, and thine : 
Without her, followesto my clte,and thee, 
Her ſelfe, the Land, and many a Chriſtian ſoule, 


Death, Deſolation, Ruine, and Decay : 
It cannot be avoyded, but by this : 

It will not be avoyded, but by this. 
Therefore deare Mother (I muſt call you ſo) 4 
Be the Atturney of my love to her : C 
Pleade what-I will be, not what I have beene ; 
Not my deſerts, but what will deſerve : 
Vrgethe Neceſlity and ſtate of times, 

And be not peevith found, in great Deſignes. 
Le. Shall I be tempted ofthe divellthus ? 
Rich. 1, if the Divell tempt you to doe good, 
xe. Shall I forget my ſelfe,tobe my lclfe? | 
Kich. I, if your ſelfes remembrance wrong your (clit. 
L2ne. Yerthou didſt kill my Children. 

Rich. But in yourdanghters wombe I bury then. 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 

Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture, | 

Owe, Shall I goe win my daughter cothy will? 
Rich, And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
Due. 1 goc, write ro me very ſhortly, 


%* 


And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind, Exit 2m, 
Rich. Beare her my truc loves kifle, andſo farewell. 
Relenting Foole, and ſhallow-changing Woman. __ 


— 
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How now, What newes ? 
E: Enter Rateliſfe. 


Rate. Moſt mighty Soveraigne;on the Welterne Coaſt 
Ridcth a puiſſant Navy : to our Shores _ 
Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends, 
Ynarm'd, and unreſoly'd to beat them backe. 

'Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admirall: 

And there they hull, expecting but the ayde 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. | 
Ric.Some light-foot friend poſt tothe Duke of Norfolke 

Ratchffe thy (elfe, or (atesby, where 1s he ? 

Cat. Here, my good Lord. 
| Rich, Catesby, fiyeto the Duke. : 

Cat. 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 

Rich. [atesby come hither, polte to Saliabury. 
When thou com'ſt thither : Dull unmindfull Villaine. 
Why ſtay*ſt thou here, and go'ſt notto the Dake? - 

Ca. Firſt, mighty Liege,tell me your highneſſe pleaſure 
What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to hin. 

Rich, O true, good Caresby, bid him levy ſtraight 
The greateſt ſtrength and power that he can make, 
And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury. 


Cate ] zoe. | Exit, 
Rat. What, may it pleſe you, ſhall I doe at Salis- 
bury ? 


Rich; Why, what would'ſt thou doe there, before I 


0e? | | 
Rs. Your highneſſc told me 1 ſhould poſte before. 
Rich. My mind 1s chang'd : 


Enter Lord Stanley, 


Stavley, what newes with you ? WE | 
Sta.None, good my Liege,to pleaſe you with the hea- 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. (ring, 
Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad : 
What need'ſt thou runne ſo many miles abour, 
When thou mayeſt tell thy tale the neerelt way ? 
Once more, what newes? 
Stax. Richmond is on the Seas. | 
Rich. There let him ſinke, and be the Seas on him, 
White-liver'd Runnagate, what doth he there ? 
Stan. I know not, mighty Soveraigne, but by gueſſe. 
Rich, Well, as you guefle. © . + 
Stan, Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Mortos, 


tt. 


* Rich, Ts the Chayre empty? is the Sword unfway'd ? 
TIthe King dead? the Empireunpoſleſt ? 

bat heire of Yorke is there alive, but we? . _ 

And who is Englands King, bur great Torkes heire? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Seas? 

Star. Vnleſſe for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſle. 

Rich, Vnlefle for that he comes to be your Liege, - 
You cannot gueſſe wherefore the Welchman comess 
Thou wilt reyolt, and flye to him, I fearc. | 

Stay. No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 

Rich, Where is thy Power then, to beat him backe ? 
| Where bethy Tenants, and thy followers ? 

Arethey not now upon the Weſterne Shore, 

Safe-conduRting the Rebels from their Shippes ? 

_ No, my gocd Lord, my friends are in the 
orth. | 


hs. _—_—_——— 


He makes for England, herc to claymethe Crowne | 


| 


Rich. Cold friends to me: whatdoe they ih the North, 


Whenthey ſhould ſerve their Soveraigne in the Weſt? 


= IR 4 . 


Stas. They have not beene commanded, mighty King |} 
Pleaſeth your Majeſty to give me leave, 
Ile muſter-up my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. | 
Rich.T,thou would'ſt be gone, to joyne with Richmond: | 
But-Ile not truſt thee. 
Stan. Moſt mighty Soveraigne, 
You have no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtfull,' 

I never was, nor never will be falſe. 
Rich, Goe then, and muſter mets;- but leave behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme,” 

Or elſe his heads aſſurance is but fraile. 
Stan . So dcale with him, as I prove true to you. 
| Exit Stanley. 


Enter a Me [enger. 


Meſſ. My gracious Soveraigne, now in Devonſhire, 
As[ by friendsam well advertiſcd, | | 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty Prelate, 

Biſhop of Exeter, his elder Brother, © ' 

With many more Confederates,are inarmes- 


Emer a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. In Kent, my Liege,the Guilferdsare in Armes, 
Andevery houre more Competitors 
Flocketo the Rebels, and their power growes ſtrong. | 


| Enter another; Meſſenger. 


Aeſſ. My Lord; the Army of great Buckingham: 
Rich. Out on ye, Owles, nothing but Songsof Death, | 
|  Hefſlrikah him, 
There, take thou that, till thou baing better newes, 
AMeſſ. The newes Thave totell your Majeſty, 4 
Is, that by ſudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
Buckinghams Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himlelfe wandred away alone, 
No man knowes whither, 
Rich. I cry thee mercy ; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of thin 
Hath any well-adviſed friend proclaym'd 
Reward to him that brings the Traytor in? | 
AMHeſſ.Such Proclamation hath beene made, my Lord. } 
| 


Co } 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Sir T homas Lovell, and Lord Marqueſſe D or/ee, 
'Tis {aid, my Leige, in Yorkeſhirearein Armes : 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highneſſe, 
The Brittaine Navy is diſpers'd by Tempeſt. 
Richmond in Dorſetſhire (ent ont a Boat 
Vnto the ſhore, to aske thoſe on the Bankes, 
If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea,orno ?” : 
Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckinghans | 
Vpon his party : he miſtruſting them, 
Hoys'd ſayle, and made his courſe againe for Brittaine. 
Rich. March on, march on, ſince weare up in Armes, 
If notto fight with forraine Enemies, | 
Yetto bear downe theſe Rebels here at home. 


Enter C atesby. | | 
Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 


That is the beſt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 7 
| u2 = Tok 
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Is witha mighty power Linded at Milford, 
1s colder Newes, bur yet they mult be told. | 
Rich. Away towards Salsbury, while wereaſon here, 
A Royall battell might be wonne andloſt : 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 


To Salsbury, the reſt march on with me. Exennte 


_— 


Scena Quarta. 


Emter Derby, and Sir Chriſtopher. 


Der. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ſtye of the molt deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt upin hold: 
It I revolt, off goes yong Georges head, 
The feare of that, holds off my preſent ayde. 
So get thee gone : commend mero thy Lord. 
Withall ay, that the Quecne hath heartily conſented 
He ſhould eſpouſe £#zabeth her daughter. 
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chri. At Penbreke, or at Rertford Welt in Wales. 
Der, What men of Name reſort to him. 
Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldicr, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubred Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, witha valiant Crew, 
And many other of great name and vvorth : 
And towards London doe they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall.  - 
Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kiſſe his hand, 
My Lettcr will reſolve him of my mind- 


Farewell. Execunt. 


Om — — 
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eAftus Quintus. Scena Prima, 


—— 
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Enter Buckingham with Halberas, led 
to Execution. 


Buc. Will not King Richardlet me ſpeake with him ? 
Sher. No my good Lord, therefore be patient. 
'Buc. Haſtings, and Edwards children, Gray and Rsvers, 
1 Holy King Henzy, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vavghan, andall that have miſcarried 
By under=hand corrupted foule injuſtice, 
If that your moody diſcontented ſoules, 
Doe through the cilowds behold this preſent houre, 
Euen for revenge mocke my deſtruction. 
This is Alk-ſoules day ( Fellow) is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

Buc.Why then All-ſoules day,is my bodies doomſday 
This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wiſh'd might fall on me, when was found 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wives Allies. 
This is the day, wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the falſe Faith of him whom molt I truſted, 
| This, this All-ſoules day to my fearfull Soule, 
Is the determin'd reſpit of my wrongs : 
| That high All-ſeer, which I dallied with, 
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Hath turn'd my fained Prayer on my head, | 
And given in carneſt, whatT begg'd in jeſt. 6}. 
Thus doth he force the ſwordsof wicked meg*:. 
To turnetheir owne points in their Maſters bUGmes, * 
Thus Margarets curle falles heavy on my neckeY”” 
When be (quothſhe) ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 
Remember argaret was a Prophetelſle : 
Come leade me Onficers to the blocke of ſhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
Exeunt Buckinghan with Officer, 


— 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Richmond, Oxford, 3 Int, Herbert, and 
others, with driem and colours. 


Richm. Fellowes in Armes,and my 'moſt loving Frends 
Bruis'd underneath the yoakeof Tyranny, | 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, 

Have we marcht on without zmpediment ; 

And here receive we from our Father Stanley 

Lines of faire comfort and encouragement ; 

The wretched, bloody, and uiurping Boare, 

( T hat ſpoyi'd your Summer Fields, and fruitfull Vines) 
Swilles your warm blood like waſh, & makes his trough 
In your embowel'd boſomes : This foule Swine 
lsnow even 1nthe Center of this le, 

Ne'reto the Towne of Leiceſter, as we learne: 
From Tamworth thirher, is but onedayes match, 

In Godsname chcereiy on, couragious Friends, , 

To reapethe Harveſt of perpetuall peace, 


{| By this one bloody tryail of ſharpe Warre, 


Oxf. Every mans Conſcience 1s a thouſand men, 
To fight againſt this guilty Homicide. 

Her. I doubt not but his Friends will turneto us. 
 Blun,He hath no friends,but what are friends for trare 
W hich in his deereſt need will flye from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage,then in Gods name march, 
True hope is {wift, aud flyes with Swallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Exennt Omer, 


Enter King Richard in Armes with Norfolke, Rateliſie, 
ara the Earle of Strrey. 


Rich. Here pitch our Tent,even here in Boſworth field; 
My Lord of Surrey, why looke you ſo fad? 
 $#r, Myhcartis tentimeslighterthen my lookes. 
Rich, My Lord of Norfolke. Foal Oe 
Nor. Heere molt gracious Licge. 
Rich. Norfolke, we muſt have knockes : 
Ha, muſt wenot? 
Nor. We muſt both give and take my loving Lord- 
Rich. Vp with my Tent, here will I lyetonight, 
But where to morrow ? Well, all's one for that- 
Who hath deſcriedthe number of the Traitors ? 
Nor. Six or {eventhouſand is their utmoſt powers 
R,ich. W hy our Battalia trebbles that account : 
Beſides, the Kingsname is a Tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe Faction want- 
Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Lec us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 


Call for ſome men of ſound direCtion : 


— 
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: For Lords, to morrow is a buſie day. 
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«rs lackeno Diſcipline. make no delay, = 


'* - Enter Richmong, Sir William Branaov, Ox- 
ge ford, and Dorſet. 
Rich. The weary Sunne, hath made a Golden ſet, 
And by the bright Tract of his fiery Carre, 
Gives token of a goodly day to morrowe 
Sir #iliam Brandon, you ſhall beare my Standard 3 
Give me ſome Inke ard Paper in wy Tert: 
Hledraw the Forme and Modell of our Battaile, 
Limitcach Leaderto his ſeverall Charge, 
And part in juſt proportion our ſmall Powers. 
My Lord of Oxtord, you Sir #/iltiam Brandon, 
And you Sir Walter Herbert ſtay with me: 
The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment ; _ 
Good Captaine Þlxnt, beare my goodnight to him, 
And by the ſecond houre in the Morning, 
Deſire the Earleto fee me in my Tent : fy 
Yet one thing more (good Captaine) doe for me : 
Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, doe you know ? 
Zluxt. Vnleſſe I have miltane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am affur'd | have not done) 
His Regiment lyes halfe a Mile at leaſt | 
South, from the mighty Power of the King. 
Rich. 1f without perill it be poſſible, 


Sweet Blunt,make tome good meancs to ſpeak with him 


| And give himfrom me, this moſt needfull Note. 


Zlurt. Vpon my ſelte, my Lord, Ile undertake 1t, 
And ſo God give you quiet reſt to night. 

Rich. Good night good Captaine Blunt : 
Come Gentlemen, 


{ Let us conſult upon to morrowes Buſinefle ; 


Dew is rawe and cold. 


Into my Tent, the 
T hey withdraw #nto the Tent. 


Enter Richard, Ratch ffs, N orfolke, and Caterby. 
Rich. What is'ta Clocke? 


Car. It's Supper time my Lord, it's nine a Clocke. 
King, 1 wilinort ſup tonight, 


| Give me ſome Inke and Paper : 
| What, is my Beaver eakier then it was ? 


And ail my Armour laid into my Tent ? 
Cat, It is my Liege : and all thingsare in readinefle, 
Rich. Good Nortolke, hye thee to thy charge, 
Vle carefull Watch, choole truſty Centincls. 
Nor. Igce my Lord. 
Rich. Stir withthe Larke to morrow,gentle Norfolke. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit, 
Rich, Ratcliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. . : | 
Rich, Send out d Purſuna tt at Armes 
To Stazleys Regiment : bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-riſing, leaſt his Sonne George fall 
Into the blind Cave of eternall night. 
Fillme a Bowle of Wine: Give mea Watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to morow : 
| Look that my ſtaves be ſound,8& not too heavy. Ratcliffe. 
Rat. My Lord. Ex . 
Rich, Saw'ſt the melancholly Lord Northumberland ? 
' Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himſelfe, 
Much about Cockſhut time, from Troope to Troope 
Went through the Army, chearing up the Souldiers. 
King, So,l am ſatisfied : Give me a Bowle of Wine, 


| I have not that Alacrity of Spirit, 
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| Nor cheere of Mind that T was wont to have, 


x 
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Set ir downe. Is Inke and Paper ready ? 

Raz. Itis my Lord. 

Ricb. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 
Ratchfe, about the mid of night come to my Tent 
And helpe toarme me. Leave mel ſay. Exit Ratcliffe. 


Enter Daby to Richmond in hu Text. 


Derb. Fortune, and Vidory fit on thy Helme. 
Richm. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, 
Be tothy perſon,Noble Father in Law. 
Tcll me, how fares our Nobic Mother ? 
Der. Iby Attourney, bleſſe thee from thy Mother, 
W ho prayes continually for Richmonds good : 
So much for that. The ſilent houres ſteale on, 
And flaky darkenefſebreakes within the Eaſt. 
In bricfe, for ſoti e (eaſon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Batteli early inthe Morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th*Arbitrement 
Ot bloody ſtroakes, and mortall ſtaring Warrs : 
I, as I may, that which I would, I cannot, 
With belt advantage will deceive the time; 


| And aydethee inthis doubtfull ſhocke of Armes- 


But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 


' Leaſt being ſcene, thy Brother, tender George 


Be executed in his fathers ſight. 

Farewell: the !eylure, and the fearefulltime 

Cuts offthe ceremonious Vowes of Love, 

And ample enterchange of ffyeet Diſcourſe, 

Which fo long fundred Friends ſhould dwell upon : 
God giveus leyſure fortheſcrites of Love. 


Once more Adieu, be valiant, and ſpeed well, 


Richm. Good Lords condud him to his Regiment : 
Ile ſtrivewith troubled noyſe, ro take a Nap, 
Leſt leaden flumver peizeme dowt etomorrow, 
WhenT ſhould mount with wings of Vidory : 
Once more, good night kinde Lords and Gentlemen. 
Excunt, Manes Richmond. 
O thou, whoſe Captaine Iaccount my lelfe, 


| Looke on my Forces witha gracious eye : 


Pur in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, 
Thar they may cruſh downe with a heavy fall, 
Th uſurping Helmctsof our Adv erfarics : 
Makeus thy miniſters of Chaſticement, 
That we may praiſe thee inthy viRory : 
To thee I do commend my watchfull ſoule, 
Ere1 let fall the windowes of mine eyes: 
Sieeping,and waking, oh defend me ſill. 
Enter the Gho#? of Prince Edward, Sonne to 
| Hewry the fixt. 2 
Gh.to Rs, Let me fit heavy on thy ſoule tomorrow : 
Thinke how thou ſtad'ſt me in my prime of youth 
At Teukesbury ; Deſpaire therefore, and dye. 
Ghoſt to Richm,, Be chearcfull Richmoad, 
For the wronged Sou'es 
Ofbutcher'd Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 
King Hemries iſluc Richmond comforts thee. 
Enter the Gboft of Henry the ſixt. 
GhoR.When I was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was panched full of holes ; 
Thinke onthe Tower , and me : Deſpaire, anddye, 
Henry the ſixt, bids thee deſpaire and dye. | 
To Richm, Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror: 
Harry that propheſied thou ſhould'ſt be King, 
Doth comfort thee in ſleepe : Live, and flouriſh. 
Es — One = 
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Enter the GhoSF of Clarence. 

Ghoſt. Let me fit heavy in thy ſouleto morrow. 

I that was waſh'd to death with Fullome Wane : 
Poore Clarexce by thy guile betray'd to death : 
Tomorrow in the battell thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgelcfle Sword, defpaire and dye. 

Te Richm, Thou off-ipring of the houſe of Lancaſter 
The wronged heyres of Yorke doe pray tor thee, 
Good Angels guardthy batiell, Liveand Flouriſh. 

Enter the Ghoſts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughau. 

Riv. Let me fit heavy in thy ſoule to morrow, 
Rivers, that dy'deat Pomfrer : deſpaire,and dye. 

Grey. Thinke upon Grey, and let thy foule deſpaire. 

Vaugh. Thinke upon Faxghan, and with guilty fare 
Letfall thy Lance, deſpaire and dye. 

; "Allto Richm. Awake. 
And thinke our wrongs in Richards Boſome, 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
| '  Emter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings, 
«Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 


| And ina bloody Batteil end thy dayes. 
| Thinke on Lord Haſtings ; deſpaire, and dye. 


Haft. ToRichm, | Quict untroubied ſoule, 
Awake, awake : 
Arme, fight, and conquer, for faire Englands ſake, 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two youg Princes. 
Ghoits, Dreame on thy Couſins 
Smothered inthe Tower : 
Let usbelaid within thy bofome Richard), 
And weigh thee downeto ruine, ſhame, and death: 


| Thy Nephewes foule bids thee deſpaire and dye. 


Gho#ts to Richm, Sleepe Richmond, 
Sleepe 11 Peace, and wake in joy, ; 
Good Angels guard the: from the Boares annoy, 


' Live, and begeta happy race of Kings. 


Edwards unhappy Sonnes, doe bid thee flouriſh; 

Enter the GheFt of «1mne, hu Wife. 
Gho#t to Rich. Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched e-Zame thy Waite, 
That never ſlept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now filles thy ſleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me, _ 
And fall:thy edgelefl: Sword, deſpaire and dye, 
Gho#t ro Richm. Thou quiet ſoule, 
Sleepe thoua quiet fleepe: 
Dreame of Succcfle, and Fappy ViRory, 
Thy Adverſaries Wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Gho#fts of Buckingham, 

Gho# to Rich. The firſt was I 
Thar help'd thee to the Crowne : 
The laſt was I that felt thy Tyranny. 
©, in the bataile thinke on Buckingham, 
And dye interror of thy guiltineſfle. 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody decds and death, 
Faiuting deſpaire ; deſpairing yeeld thy breath, 
Gho#t ro Richm, 1 dyed for hope 
EreI conld lend thee Ayde ; 
But cheerethy heart, and be thou not diſmayde : 
God, and good Angels fighton Richmonds ſide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

| Richard ftayts out of his dreame. 
Rich. Give me another horle, bind up my Wounds : 
Have mercy Ieſu. Soft, I did but dreame. 
O coward Conſcience ! how doſt thou affli& me ? 
The Lights burne blew. Tt is not dead midnight, 


Cold fearefull drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh 


The Life and death of Richard the Third, 


Forbids to dwell vpon : yet remember this, 


| Cameto my Tent, and every one did threat 


EEE 


| What ?doe I feare my Selfe ? There's noneel(e by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I. 

Istherea Murtherer heere? No ; Yes, Tam: | F 
Then fiye ? What from my ſelfe > Great reaſon: why? 
Leſt I Revenge. Whart ? my ſelfe upon my telfe? 
Alacke, 1 love my ſelfe. Wherefore? For any good 
That I my ſelfe, have done unto my {clfe ? | 
O no. Alas, I rather bate my {elte, 

For hatefnll Deeds committed by my ſelfe. 

I 2ma villaine : yetT Lze,I am not. 

Foole, of thy ſ{clfe (peake well : Foole doe not flatter, 
My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeverall Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings ina ſeverall Tale, 

And every Tale condemnes me for a Villaine; 
Perjury, in the high'{t Degree, 

Murther, ſterne murther,in the dyr*ſt degree, 

All ſfeverail finnes, ali us'd in cach degree, 

Throng all to'ch'Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 

1 ſhall 6cſpaire, there is no Creatuees loves me; 
AndifI dye, no ſoule ſhall pitty me. 

Nay, wherefore ſhould they ? Since that I my ſelfe, 
Finde in my ſelfe, no pitty tomy ſelfe, 

Me thought, the ſoules of all that I had murther'd 


To morrowes vengeance onthe head of Richard; 
Enter Ratcliffe. 


Rat. My Lord, 
King. Who's there ? 
Rat. Rarchſfe my Lord, tis I: the early Village Cocke | 
Hath twice done falutation to the Morne, 
Your friends areup, and buckle on their Armour, 
King. O Racliffe, I feare, I feare. 
Rate. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows, 
King. By the Apottle Paul, ſhadowes to night 
Have {iroke more terror to the foule of Richard. 
Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Souldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by ſhallow Richmond, 
*T1snot yet necre day. Come goe with me, 
Vnderour Tents; Ile play the Eaſe-dropper, 
To heare ifany meane to ſhrinke from me. 
Exeunt Richard and Ratcliffe, 


More then 1 have ſaid, loving Countrymen, 


Enter the Lords to Richmond futing 
in bis Tent. 


Lords. Good morrow Richmond. | 
Rich,Cry you mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen 
That you have tane atardy {luggard heere 3 
Lords, How have you ſlept my Lord? 

Kich. The ſweeteſt lleepe, 

And fairelt boading Dreames, 

Thac ever centred 1n a drowGie head, 

Have I {ince your departure had my Lords. +=. 
Me thought thrir ſoules, whoſe bodies Richard murtherd 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory : 

I promiſe you my heart is very jocond, 

In the remembrance of ſo faire a dreame, 

Houv farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 

Lord. Vponthe ſtroke of foure. ; 
Rich. Why thea'tis time to Arme, and give direftion- 

\Hu Oration to his Souldiers. 


The leyſure and inforcement of the time | 
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be Life and death of Richard the Third, 


God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our ſide, 


The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged ſoules, 


| Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, ftand before our Faces; 


(Kichard except) thaſe whom we fight againſt, 

Had rather have us winnezthen him they follow. 

For, whatis he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
Abloudy Tyrantzand a Homicide : $5 

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eſtabliſh'd ; 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, *__ 
And flaughter'd thoſe that were the meanes to help him: 
'A bale foule Stone; made precious by the ſoyle 

Of Evglands Chaire, where he is tallely ſer ; 

One that. hath ever beene Gods Eneiny. 

Then if you fight againſt Gods Enemy,” 

God will in juſtice ward youas his Souldiers. 

If you doe ſweare to put a Tyrant cowne, 

You ſleepe in peace, the Tyrant being flaine ; 

If you doe fg ag our Countries Foes, 
Your Countries Far ſhall pay your painesthe byre. 

If zou ſtoe fight in fafegard of your wives, | 
Your wives thall welcome home the Conquerors. 

If you doe free your Children from the Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Agee 

Then in the name of God andall theſe rights, 
Advance your Standards ,draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſome of my bold attempt, | 

Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. 

But if I thrive, the gaine of my atcempt; 

The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof... 

Sound Drummesand Trumpet boldly, and cheerefully, 
God, and Saint Geofge, Richmond, and Vidtory. 


Enter King Richard, Ratciiffe, and Catesby. 


Kin.Whnt faidNorthumberland as tonching Richmond? 
Kare. That he was never trained up in Armes, 

Ki-g. He aid thetruth: and wharfaid Surrey then ? 
Ratc. He ſmil'd and faid, the better for our purpoſes 
King. He was inthe right, and ſoindeed it 1s. 
Tellthe clocke there. (lockes Firikes. 
Give me a Kalender : who ſaw the Sunne today ? 

Rate. Not I my Lord, _ 

King. Then he diſdaines to ſhine ; for by the Booke 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an houre agoe, 

Ablacke day will it be to ſomebody, Ratcliffe. 

Rate, My Lord. 

King. The Sun willnot be ſeene to day, | 
Thesky doth frowne, and lowre upon our Army» 
lwouldtheſe ocwy teares were from the ground. 

Not ſhine to day ? Why, what is thatrome ; .. 
More then to Richmond ?-For the ſelfe-ſame Heaven 
That frownes on mc; lookes ſadly upon him. 


Enter Norfolke. 


Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord :the foe vaunts 1n the field, 
King. Come, buſtle, buſtle. Capariſon my horſe. 
Gall upLord Stanley, bid him bring his power, 
Lwill leade forth my Souldiersto the plaine, 
Aandrhus my Battell ſhall be ordred. 
My foreward ſhal be drawne inlength, 
iſtingequaliy of Horſe and Foot : 
Our Archers ſhallbe placed in the mid'ſt 
lnDuke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 
have the leading of the Foot and horſe. 
They thus direQed, we will follow 


———_—._ . 


| In the maine Battcll, whoſe puiflatice on either 
{| Shall be well-wingd with our cheifeftHorle : 


- What ſayesLord S:anley, will he bring his power ? 


| Aﬀeer the batraile, let George Stanley dye. 


— —_—— 


—— 


_— 


This, and Saint Georgeto booce. 
W hat think'ſt thou Norfolke? 
Nor. A good direction warlike Soveraigne, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning. 
Tockey of Norfolke, be not ſo bold, * | 
For Dickon thy matter is bomghit and ſold. 
King. A thing deviſed by the Enemy. 


Goe Gentlemen, every man'to his Charge, - 


Let not our babling Dreames affrighit our ſoules : 

For conſcienceis a word that Cowards uſe, 

Devis'd at firſt rokeepe the ſtrong in-awe, :. , 1. 14% 
Our ſtrong armes be our Conſcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, joyne bravely, let us too' peli mell, 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to kell. WW 

W hat ſhall I ſay more then Ihave inferr'd ? ++ 541 
Remember whoni you areto cope withall, [1 
A ſort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-awayes; 

A ſcum of Brittaines, and baſe Lackey Pezants, 

Whom their o're-cloyed Country vomits forth - 

To deſperate Adventures, and afſur'd Deſtruction. 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt ; 


You having Lands, and bleit with beauteous wives, | | 
They would reſtraine the one, diſtaine the other. 
And who doth leade them, but a paltry Fellow ? | 


Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers coſt, 

A Milke-ſop.,.. one that never in his life 

Felt ſo much cold, as over ſhooes in Snow: 

Let's whip theſe ſtraglers o're the Seas againe, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening Ragges of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd Begeers, weary of their lives, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) | 


For want of meanes(poore Rats)had hang'd themſclyes. þ 


If we be conquered, let men conquer us, 
And not theſe baſtard Brittaines, whom our Fathers 
Havein their owne Land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the heiresof ſhame. 
Shall theſe enjoy our Lands? lye with our Wives ? 
Raviſh our daughters? Drum afarre off. 
Hearke, I heare their Drumme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, fightboldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head, © 
Spurreyour proud Horſes hard, and ride in blood, 
Amazec the welkin with your broken ſtaves, * 

Emer a Meſſenger. 


Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
King. OF with his ſonne Georges head. 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paſt the Marh : 


King. Athouſand heartsare great within my boſome, 
Advance our Standards, ſer upon our Foes, 
One Ancient word of Courage, faire Saint George 
Inſpire us with the ſpleene of fiery Dragons : 
Vponthem, Victory ſits on our helpes. - | 


Alarum, excurſions. Enter Catesby, 
Car. Reſcue my Lord cf Norfolke, 
Reſcue, Reſcue : 


The King ena&ts more wonders thena man, 


Daring an oppoſite to every danger : 
His horſe is laine,. and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond inthe throat of death ; 
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Reſcue faire Lord, or elſe the day is loſt. _ | 
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. Enter Richard. i 

Rich. A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſe 
Cate, Withdraw my Lord, le helpe you to a horſe. 
Rich. Slave, Thave ſet my life upon a calt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the Dye: 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds inthe field, 

Five have [ ſlainc ro day, in ſtead of him. 

A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a borfe. 


Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fght, 


Retreat, and Flourilh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 


Sir Robert Brokenbury, and Sir Willem Brandon. 


Proclaime & pardon tothe Souldiers fled, 

That in ſubmiſſion will retnemme tous, 

And then as we have tane the Sacrament, 

We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red. 
Smile Heaven upon this faire Conjundtion, 
That long have frown'd upontheir Enmity - 

W hat Traitor heares me, and ſayes not Amen ? 


The brother blindly ſhed che Brothers blood ; 
The father, taſhly langhrered his owne Sonne ; 


"16.42 Crowne, with divers other Lorat, 


Richm, God and your Armes 
Be prais'd Victorious Friends ; 
Thegay is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. 
Der. Couragious Richmond, 
Well haſt thou acquit thee : Loc, - 
Heere theſe long uſurped Royalties, 
Fromthe dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, 
Havel pluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withall. 
Weare it, and make much of it. 
Richm, Great God of Heaven,ſay Amen to all. 


| But tell me, is yong George Stanley living ? 


Der. He is my Lord, and ſafe in Leiceſter Towne, 


| Whither (if you pleaſe) we may withdraw us. - 


Richm. What men of name are {laine on either ſide 2 


| Or ——_——_ - Is. 


. Allthis divided Torke and Lancafter, 
Þivided, intheir dire Divtſton, 
O now, let Richmend and Elizabeth, 
The true Succeeders of each Royall houſe, 
By Gods. faire ordinance, conjoynetogerher : 
And let thy Heires (God if thy will be ſo) 


Abatethe edge of Traicors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce theſe bloody dayes againe, 
Letthem not live tetaſte this Lands increaſe, 


Now Civill wounds arc ftopp'd, Peace lives age 
That ſhe may long live here, God ſay, Amen. 


—— = ————____ — 


The Sonnes compell'd,beene Butcher to the Sire : 


' Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and faire Proſperous dayes, 


That would with Treaſon;wound this faire Landspeice: 


genz | 


CE ——_ 


England hath long beene mad, and ſcarr'd her ſelfe; J 


— 
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Der. Tobn Duke of N orfalke, water Lord Ferry,” | 
Richm. Interretheir Bodies, as become their Births, | 


1 


And make poore England weepe 1n Streames of Blood; | | 
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THE PROLOGUE. 


AND EE Core 10 more to make you lawgh; Things now, 
Sl [O44 7hat bears a erghty, and a Serious Brow, 

GY Sad, bigh, and working, fall of State and Foe : 
Such N oble Scenes, as draw the Eye toflow 


' Wenew preſent. Thoſe that can Pitty, heere 
May (if they thinke it welt) let falla Tewre, 


The Subjett will deſerve it. Such as give 
Their Money out of bope they may beleeve, 


| May heere find Truth too. Thoſethat come to ſee 


Onely a (how or two, andſo agree, 


1.The Play my paſſe: If they be fill, and willing, 
| 14 undertake may ſee away their ſrilling 


Kichly in two foort honures, Onely they 
That come to heare a Merry, Baway Play, 


' { Anoyſe of Targets: Or to ſee a Fellow 
| Inatong Motley ((oate, garded with-Yellow, 


» ————_—_—_ PCI CE__—C 


| Our owne Braines, and the Opinion that we bring 


| ill be aeceiv'd. For gentle Hearers, know 


To ranke onr choſen Truth with ſuch a ſhow 
es Foole, and Fight w, befide ferfeyting 


Tomake that onely true, we now intend, 

Will leave ns never an underit anding Friend. 

T herefore, for Goodneſſe ſake, and a; Jon are knowne 
The Firit and Happictt Hearers of the Towne, 
Be ſad, as we would make ye. Thinks ye {ee 

T he very Perſons of our Noble Story, 

A's they were Lwving : Thinke you ſee them Great 
And follow d with % genera Zr 8, and ſweat : 
Of thouſand Friends: then, in amiment, ſee 

How ſoone this Mightineſſe, meets Miſery : 

And if you can be merry then, le ſay, 


A Man may weeps upon hiawedding day. 


4 —_— 
; — —_— 


A ftus Primus, Scaena Prima, 


* Enter the Dnke of Noorfolke at one doore. At the other, 
; the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord 


Aburgavensy. 
| Buckingham. T's 
& Ood motrow, and wellmet. How Ifaveyeec 
XD Since laſt we ſaw in France ? (done 


& Morf. Ithanke your Grace 2 EY 
> Heathfull, and ever fincea freſh Admtirer- 
_*.* Ofwhat Ifawthere, 
Buck. An untimely Ague ow 
Said me a Priſoner 1n myChamber, when ; 
Thoſe Sunnes of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Arde 
Nr, 'Twixt Guynes and Arde, BIN ET” 
l was then preſent, ſaw them ſalute on Horſebacke, 
| beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
Intheir Embracement, as they grew together, 
| Which had they, TS '; 
What foure Thron'd ones cold have weigh'd 
Sch a compounded one # | 
+ Buck, Allthe whole time 
| I'was my Chambers Priſoner, 


ub. 


$emvren- - op "» _—_ _— 


—— 
— — _ - —— — Jo 


Ar. Then youloſt 
The view of carthly glory : Menmight ſay 
- Till this time Pompe was ſingle, butnow married 
To one aboyc it ſelfe, Each tollowing day 
Became thenext dayes maſter, till the laſt 
Made former Wonders, it's, Today the French, 
All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Shone downe the Engliſh ; and to morrow, they 
Made Britaine, India : Every man that ſtood, 
Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfiſh Pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt :the Madams too, 
Not us'd to toyle, didalmoſt ſweat to beare 
[The Prideupon them, that their very labour 
Was tothem, as a Painting. Noiy this Maske 
Was cry'de incompareable ; and th'enſuing night 
Made it a foole, and beggar. Thetwo Kings 
Equall in luſtre, were now beſt, now worſt 
As preſence did preſentthem : him in eye, 
Still him in praiſe, and being preſeat both, - . 
"Twas ſaid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner 


(Forſo they phraſe*em) by their Heralds challeng'd- 


oe —— tt. 
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Durſt wagge his Tongue incenſure, when theſe Sonnes 


The Noble fpirirs to Armes, they did performe- ; -_ | / þ 


ed Ah een ad —_ I 


_—_——— 
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The Life and death of Richard the Third, 


{ Beyond thoughts Compaſle, that former fabulous Story 


Being now ſeene, poſſible enough, got credit 
That Bev#s was belcev'd. 

Buc. Ohyou'goefarre, 

Nor. As1 beloug to worſhip, and afet 


{ In honor, honeſty, the tract ofev'ry thing, 


Would by a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome life, 
Which Actions ſelfe, was tongue to. 

Buc, All was Royall, | 
Tothe diſpoſing of itnought rebell'd, 
Order gaveeach thing view. The Oihice did 
Diſtin&ly his full Funticn : who did guide, 
I meane who ſetthe Body, and the Limbes 
Of this great Sport together ? 

Nor. As you gueſle : 


Once certes, that promiſes no Element 


Inſuch a bulineſle. 
Be. I pray you who, my Lord? . . 
Nor. Al this was ordred by the good Diſcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinall of Yorke. 
Buc, The divell ſpeed him - No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
Todoe intheſe fierce Vanittes? I wonder, 
That ſuch a Keech can with his very bulke 
Take up the Rayes o'th'beneficiall Sun; 
And keepeit from the Earth. 
urely Sir, Fo $1 
in him ſtuffe, that put's him to theſeends : 
ing not propt by Aunceſtry, whoſe grace 
$ Succeſſors their way ; nor call'd upon 


| For high feats done to'th* Crowne ; neither Allied 


Tocminent Aſſiſtants ; but Spider-like 
Out of his ſelfe-drawing Web. O! gives us note, 
The force of his owne merit makes his op 
A guift thar heaven gives for him, which buyes 
A place nextrothe King. 
eAbxr. I cannot tell 
W hat heaven hath given him : let ſome Graver eye 
Pierce into that, butI can fee his Pride 
Peepe through cach part of him: whence ha's he that, 


{| Ifnotfrom Hell? the devillisa Niggard, 


Or ha'sgivenall before, and he begins 
A new hell in himſelfe. 
Buc. Why the divell, 
Vponthis French going out, tooke he upon him 
(Without the privity o'th'King) r'appoint 
Who ſhould artend on him? He makes up the Fite 


{ Ofall the Gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch 


To whom as grear a Charge, as little Honor 
He meanttolay upon : and his owne Letter 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out 
Muſt fetch him in, hePapers- 

Abur. Idoeknow 
Kinſmen of mine, three at thelecaft, that have 
By this, ſo ſicken'd their Eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound as formerly. 

Buc. Omany 
Have broke their backes with laying Mannors on *em 
For this great Iourney. What did this vanity 
But os aro - po of 
A molt poore 1fluc. 

Nor. Greevingly Ithinke, 

The Peace betwcene the French and us, not valeywes 
The Coſt that did conclude it. 
Buc. Every man 


"Aﬀeer the hideous Korme that follow'd 2 Was 


| 


f 


| 


| 


A thing :nſpir'd, and not conſalting, broke 
Intoa generall Propheſic ; Thatthis Tempeſt 
Dalhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The ſodaine breach on't. _. | 
Nor. Whichis budded out. ; 
For France hath flaw'd the League, and hathattach'd 
Our Merchants goods at Burdeaux. 
HAbur. Is it therefore 
Th'Ambaſſador is filenc'd? 
Nor. Marry is't. | 
e-bar. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchas'd 
Ataſuperfuous rite. 
Buc. Why all this Buſinefle 
Our Reverend Cardinall carricd. 
* Nor. Likeityeur Grace, 
The State takes netice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I adviſe you 
(And take it from a heart, that wiſhes towards you 
Honor, and plenteous ſafety ) that you reade 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together ; To conſider further, that 
W hat his high Hatred wouldeffet, wants not 
A Miniſter in his Power, You know his Nature; 
. That he's Revengefull ; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a ſharpe edge : It's long,and't may. be ſaid 
It reaches farre, and where'twill not extend, 
Thither he darrs it. Boſome up my counſfell, 
You'll find it wholeſome. Loc,where comes that Rode 
That I adviſe your ſhunning. 


| Enter Cardinal Walſ2y, the Purſe borne before him, canu 
. of the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers :The (ah. 
. all in bis paſſage, fixeth his eze on Bucksnghans and © 
Buckingham onhim , both full Ig 


aiſaaint. 


Car. The Duke of Backinghams Surveyor? Ha? 
Where's his Examination ? 

Secr. Here ſo pleaſe you. 

Car, Is he in perſon, ready & 

Secr, T, pleaſe your Grace. 

(7. Well,we ſhall chen know more, and Bucknghev 
Shall lefſen this bigge looke. 

Exennt Cardinal and ha Trene. 

Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom'd-mouth'd, andl 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beſt 
Not wake bim in his ſlumber, A Beggers booke, 
Out-worths a Nobles blogd. 

Nor. Whar are you chaff'd ? 
Aske God for Temp'rance, that's th'appliance onely 
Which your diſeaſe requires. 

Bac. I reade in's lookes 

Matter againſt me, and his eye revil'd 
Me as hisabje& objeR,at this inſtant 


Ile follow, and out-ſtare him. 

Nor. Stay my Lord, in ; 
And let your Reaſon with your Choller queſtio 
What tis you goe about : to climbe ſeepe hilles' 
Requires {low pace at firſt. Anger is like 
A full hot Horte, who being allow'd his way 
Selfe-mertle tyres him : Nota man in England 
Can adviſe me like you : Be to your ſelfe, 

As you would to your Friend. 

Bue. lleto the King, 


He bores me with ſometricke ;He's gone to'th'King? | 


And from-a mouth ef Honor, quite cry downe 


ri 
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This Jp6vieh fellowes inſolerice ; or proclaime, 
There's difference inno perſons. 

Norf. Be adviſd ; 
Heat nota Furnace for your foe ſo hot | 
Thatit doe ſindge your ſ{elfe. We may out-runn® 
By violent ſwifrneſſe that which werunat; | 

And loſe by over-running 3 know you not, 

The fire that mounts the liquor tilt run ore, 

In ſeeming to augment it, wats It : be adviſ'd ; 

I fay againe, there 15 NO Engliſh ſoule 
More itronger todireX youthen your ſelte 2 
If with the ap of reaſon you would quench, 

Or but allay the fire of paſſion- 

Bus, Sir, | 

Lam thankfullto you, and lle goe along I: 
By your preſcription : butthis top-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From ſincere motions, by intelligence, 

And proof: s as cleereas Founts in /#ly, whetl 

We icecach graine of gtavell; I doe know 

Tobe corrupt andtreaionous. 
Norf. Say not ireafonous. 


Asſhore of Rocke : attend, This holy Foxe, 
Or Wolfe, or both (for he is equall ray'nous 
Asheis ſubtile, and as prone to miſchiefe, 
As able toperform'r) his minde, and place 
Infecting one another, yea reciprocally, 
Only to ſhew his pompe, as weil in France, 
As here at home, ſuggeſts the King our Maſter 
Tothislaſt coftly Treaty : Th'tnterview, ; 
That ſwallowed ſo much treafare, and like aglaſſe 
Did breake ith'wrencbing. 

N orf. Faith,and fo it did. 


The Articles o*«h*Combination drew 
As himſclfe pleas'd; and they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, toas much end, : 
 AsgiveaCrutch to th'dead. But our Count-Cardinall 
Hasdonc this, and *t1s well: for worthy Wolſey 
(Who cannot erre) he did it. Now this followes, 
(Which as I take it, isa kind of Puppy 
TotlYold dam Treaſon) (harles the Emperour, 
Vnder pretence to ſee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For twas indeed his'colour, but he came 
lo whiſper Wolſey) here makes viſitation, - 
| His feares were that the Interview betwixt 
England and France, might throughtheir amity 
breed bum ſome prejudice ; for trom this Leagne, 
Pep'd harmes that menac'd him. He Privily 
Deales with our Cardinall, and as I troa 
Which Idoe well ;for 1 ami ſure the Emperour . - . 
Pad ere he promis'd, whereby his Suit was _— 
Ercit was ask'd. But when the way was made 
\ndpav'd with'gold: the Emperor thus defir'd; 
That he would pleaſe toalter the Kings courſe, 
And breake the foreſaid peace. Let the King know 
(As foone he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardinall 
Docs buy and ſell his honouras he pleaſes, 
And for his owne advantage. 
| Nor. Iam forr | | 
| Tohearethis of him;and could wiſh he were 
| vomthing miſtaken inc. 

Buck, No, = a fillable : 

pronounce hem in that very ſhat 
Heſhall appear in proofe. 900: 


—_— 


Buc.Totly King lle ſay't, and make my vouch as ſtrong 


Buc. Pray give me favour Sir: This cunning Cardinal 


RR WI 
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| Ile heare him his confeſſions juſtific, 


Enter Brandon, a Sergeant at  Armer before bins, and 
| two or three of the Guard, 
Brandon, Your Ortice Sergeant: execute it. - 
Sergeantr Sir, | 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earle 
Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, 1 
Arreſt thee of high Treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt Soveraigne King. . 
Buc, Loe you my Lord, 
The net has falne upon me, I ſhall periſh 
Vnder device, and pratiſe, 
Eran, Iam ſorry, 
To ſce you tane from liberty, to looke on 
The buſines preſent. 'Tis his highneſle pleaſure 
You ſhallto th'Tower. | 
Buck, It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me. 


Be done iu this and all things : I obey. 
O my Lord Abargany: Fare you well 
Bran. Nay, he muſt beare you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th' Tower, till you know, 
How he determines further. 
- Abur, Asthe Dukefaid, - | 
The will of heavenbe done, aad the Kings pleaſure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here isa warrant from | 
The King, attach Lord Aonntecure; and the bodic 
Of the Dukes Confeſlor, John dc la (ar, 

One Gulbert Pecke,his Councellour. - 

Buck, So,fo; 

Theſe arc the limbes o'th'Plot .no more hope. 

Bra. A Monke o'th'(bartrexx. 

Buck, O Michael Hopkins, 

Bra. Hes | | 

Bucks My Surveyor is falſe ; The ore-great Cardinal 
| Hath ſhew'd him gold ; my life is ſpand already : 
| I am the ſhacow of poore Buckwighem, 

W hoſe Figure even this inſtant Clowd puts on, 


— — 


- StanaSecunda. 
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Cornets, Enter King Henry, leaning on the C ardinalts ſboul- 
der: the Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovell : the Cardinall 
placts himſelfe under the K ings fete on - 
 kuright ſide, 

King. My life it ſelfe, and the beſt heart of ir, 
Thankes you for this great care : I ſtood i'thleyell 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thankes 
To you that choak'd it. Let be cald before us 
That Gentleman of Buckinghams, in perſon, 


And point by point-the Treafons his Maiſter, 
He ſhall againe relate. - ... -  - | 
A noyſe with crying roome for the Dugene , vſher dby the 
Duke of N grfolke. Enter the © weene, N. orfolke and 
Suffolke : (he kneels, King riſeth from hu State, 
takes ber up, kiſſes and placeth her 
« . : him 


Lees Nay, we muſt longer kneele ;T ama Suitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us; halfe your Suit 


Never name tous ; you have halfe our power # 


o > 


—_— 


_ at. ed. om... Aon E _—_ 
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By Darkning my ckere Sunne. My Lords farewell, £xe. | 


Which makes my whit'ſt part, black. The will of Heav'n | 


2. A. 


| 
| 
| 
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The other moity ere you aske is given, 
Repeat your will, and take it. 
hm Thanke your Majcity 
Thar you would love your ſclfe, and in that love 
Not unconfidered leave your honor, nor 
The dignity of your Oilice ; is the point 
Of my Petition. | 
King. Lady mine proceed. 
Lee. I am olicited not by a few, 
And thoſe of true condition ; 1 hat your SubjeRts 
Are in great grievance ; There have beene Commiſſions 
Sent downeamong *em, which hath flaw'd the hearc 
Of all their Loyaltics ; wherein, aithough 
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches 
Molt bitterly on you, as putter on | 
Oftheſe exactions : yetthe King, our Maſter —(not 
Whoſe Honor heaven ſhield from ſoile ; even he eſcapes 
Language unmannerly ; yea, ſuch which breakes 
The lides of loyalty, and almolt appcates 
In lowd Rebellion. 
1 MXorf. Not almoſt appeares, 
It doth appeare; for,upontheſe Taxations, 
The Clothiers all not able to maintaine 
The many tothem longing, bave put off 
The Spinfters, Carders, Fuilers, Weavers, who 
Vnhit for other lite, compeld by hunger | 
And lacke of other meanes, in de{perare manner 
Daritfg th'event toth'tecth, are all in uprore, 
And danger ſerves among them, 
King. Taxation? 
Wherein ? and what Taxation ? My Lord Cardinall, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
Know you of this Taxation ? 
(a4. Pleaſe you Sir, 
I know bur ofa ſingle partin ought 
Pertaines to th'State : and front bat in that file 
Whereothets tcll ſteps with me. 
2uc. No, my Lord? - 
You know no mor= then others ? But you frame 
' Things that ace knowne alike, whichare not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
Perforce be their acquamtance. Theſe exactions 
(Wherecof my Soyeraigne would have note) they are 
| Moſt peſtilenttoth'hearing, and to beare 'em, 
The Backe is Sacriftce toth'load ; They ſay 
They are devis'd by you, orelſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 
King. Still Exaction : 
The nature of it, in vzhat kind let's know, 
Is this Exaction ? | 
| 2ue. Tam much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience, but amboldned 
Vnder your promigs'd pardon. The ſubjects griefe 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compels from each 
The fixt part of his Subſtance, to belevied 
Without delay ;and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd,your warres in France:this makes bold months 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegeance in them ; their curſes now 
Live wherethecir prayers did : and it's come to paſſe, 
This traRable obedience is a Slave'. - 
| Teeach incenſed Will : I would your Highneſſe 
Would give itquicke conſideration; for 
There is no primer baſenefle. 
King. By my life, 
| This 1s againſt our pleaſure: 


EY 


| 


— 
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AS if betmear'd in hell. Sit by Vs, you ſball heare | 


I haveno fu;ther gone in this,then by 

A ſingle voyce, and that not paſt me, but 

By learned approbation of the judges :if Iam 
Traduc'd by 1gnorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perſon, yet willbe EA 


| That Vertue muſt goe through : we mult not ſtint 


Card. And for me, 


The Chronicles of my doing : Let meſay, - 
"Tis but ihe fate of Place, and the rough Brake 


Our neceſlary actions, in the feare 
To cope malicious Cenſurers, which ever, 
AS rau'nous Fiſhes doe a Veflicll follow 
That isnew trim'd ; but benefit no further 
Then vainly longing. What we oft doe belt, 
By ſicke interpreters (once weake ones) 18 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worſt, as oft 
Hitting a grofler quality, is cride up 

For our beſt A: it we ſhall itand ſtill, 

In feare our motion will be mock'd, or carp'd at, 

We ſhould rake roote here, where weir ; 

Or {ir Stare Statues onely. 

Kwg. Things done well, 

And witha care, exempt themſelves from feare: 
Things done v-ithout exampic, intheir iflue 

Are to be fear*d. Have you a Preſident 

Of this Commiſſion ? I beleeve, not any. 

We muſt nor xend our Subjects from our Lawes, 
And ſticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each? 

A trembling Contribution ; why wertake 

From every Tree, lop, barke, and part o'ch'Timber; 
And though weleave it with a roote thus hackt, 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap, To every Coun 

W here this is queſtion'd,ſend our Letters, wit 

Free pardon to each man that has deny'de 

The force of this Commillion : pray looke too; 

I put it to your care. 

(4rd. A word with you. 

Let there be Letters wit to every Shire, 

Ot the Kings grace and pardon : the greeved Commons 
Harcly conceive of me. Let ir be nois'd, 

That through our Interceſſion, this Rovokement 
And pardon comes : I ſhall anon adviſe you 
Further inthe proceeding. 


Exit Seat, 


Enter Surveor. 
Pee, Tam ſorry, thatthe Duke of Backingham 
Is run in your diſpleaſure. | | 
King, It grieves many : | 
The Gentlemanis Leary'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound , his trayning ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct grear Teachers, 
And never ſecke for ayde out of himſclfe : yet ſee, 
W hen theſe ſo Noblebenefits ſhall prove 
Not well diſpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt 
They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vg! 
Then ever they were faire. This man ſo compleat, 
Who was enrold *mongft wonders 3and when We 
Almoſt with raviſh'd liftaing, ccald not find 
His houre of ſpcech,a minnte : He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monſtrous habits put the Graces 
Thar once were his, and is becomeas blacke, 


(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 
Things to ſtrike Honour ſad. Bid him recount 
The fote-recited practiſes, whereof | 
We cannot feele too little, hearc too much. 
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Card. Stand forth.8 with bold [ſpirit relate what you 
Moſt like a careful Subje& bave collefed 
Out ofthe Duke of Buckingham. 

Kin, Speake freely. | | 
Sw. Firſt, it wasuſuall with him ; every day 
[t would infe& his Speech : Thatif the King 
Should withour iflue dye ; hee'l carry it ſo 
To make the Scepter his. Theſe very words 
Ive heard him utter to his Sonne in Law, | 
Lord eAbnrgany,to whom by oth he menac'd 
Revengeupon the Cardinal. 
{«d, Pleaſe your Highneſle,note 
This dangerous conception in this point, 
Not friended by his wiſh to your High perſon ; 

His willis moſt malignant, and it ſtretches 
Beyond you to your friends, 

Queen, My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Charity. 

Kin. Speake on ; 

How grounded he his Title to the Crowne _ 
Vpon our faile ; to this poynt haſt thou heard lum, 
At any time ſpeake onght? : 

Sr. He was brought to this, 

By a vaine Propheſic of Nicholas Henton. 
Kin, W hat was that Henton ? 
Sur. Sir, a Chartreux Fryer, 
His Confefſor, who fed him every minute 
With words of Soveraignty. 

Kin. How know'lt thou this? 

Snr. Not long before your Highnefle ſped to France, 
The Duke being atthe Roſe, within the Pariſh 
Faint Lawrence Ponltney ,did of me demand 
What was the ſpeechamong the Londoners, 

Concerning the French Tourney. I replide, 

Men feare the French would prove perfidious 

To the Kings danger : preſently, the Duke | 
Said, 'twas the feare indeed, and that he doubted 
+Twould prove the verity of certaine words 

Spoke by a holy Monke, that oft, {ayes he, 

Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 

lobn de la Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 

To heare from him a matter of ſome moment : 

Whom after under the Commiſſions Seale, 
Heſollemnly had ſworne, that what he ſpoke 

My Chaplaineto no Creature living, but 

Tome, ſhould utter, with demure Confidence, 

This pauſingly enſu'de ; neicher the King nor's Heyres 
(Tellyou the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid bim ſtrive . 
Tothe love o'th' Commonalty, the Duke 
Stall governe England. 

Leen. Tf I know you well, NON 
You were the Dukes Surveyor, and loſt your Oifice 
Onthe complaint o'th* Tenants; take good beed 
Youcharge not in your ſpleene a Noble perſon, | 
And ſpoyle your Noble Squle ; I ſay, take heed; 

Yes, heartily beſecch you. | 

Kin, Lethimon ; Goe forward. 

Sur, On my Soule, Ile ſpeake bat truth. 
| Itold my Lord the Duke, by th' Divels illuſions 
| TheMonke might be deceiv'd, andthat 'rwas dangerous 
orthisto ruminate on this ſo farre, anrill | 
i forg'd him ſome deſigne, which being beleev'd 
It was muchlike todoe : He anſwer'd, Tuſh, 

Itcan doeme nodamage;; adding further,  * 


That had the King in his laſt Sickneſſefaild, 


| (As he made ſemblance of hisduty ) would 


| To ſheath his knife in us : he is attach'd, 


j 


The Cardinals and Sir Thomas Lovels heads 


That'sclapt upon the Court Gate, 
Fs os 4 


— 


Should havegone off. 
Ks, Ha ? What, ſorancke? Ah, ha, | 
There's miſchiefe in this man ; canſt thou fay further ? 
Sir, Ican my Licdge. 
Kin, Proceed, 
Sur. Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highneſſe had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sfr William Blumer. | (vant, | 
Kin. I remember of ſucha time, being my ſworn ſery 
The Duke reteir'd him his. But on ; what hence? 
S#r, If(quoth he) I for this had beene committed, | 
As to the Tower, Ithought ; I would have plaid | 
The Part my Father meant to at upon 
Th? Vſurper Richard, who being at Salwbury, 
Made ſuit ro come in's preſence; which if granted; 


Have put his knife into him. | 
Kin, A Gyant Traytor, | 55 
Card.Now Madam,may his Highneſle live in freedome, 
And this man our of Priſon, | | 

Dneen. God mend all. (fay't? ! 

Kis. Ther's ſomthing more would our of theez what 

Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the knife 
He ftretch'd him, and with one haud on his dagger, + 
Another ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes, 
He did diſchargea horrible Oath, whoſe tenor 
Was, were he cvill us'd, he would outgoe 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do'san irreſolute purpoſes 

Kin. There's his period, 


4 


Call him to preſenttryall : if he may 
Finde mercy inthe Law, 'tis his ; if none, 
Lethimnor ſcck't of us : By day and night 


Hee's Traytor toth* height. Exemnme 


——__—— 


Scana T ertia. 
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Enter L. Chamberlaine and L.Sandjys. | 

L.Ch. s't poſſible the ſpels of France ſhould juggle | 
Men into ſuch ſtrange Myſteries? 

L. Sas. New cuttomes, 
Though they be never ſo ridiculous, 
(Nay let'em be unmanly) yet are follow'd. 

L.Ch. As farce as 1 ſce, all the good our Engliſh. 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but _— 
A fit or two o'th' face,(butthey are ſhrewd ones) 
For when they hold *em, you would {iveare directly 
Their very noſcs had been Conncellours 
To Pepin or Clatharie, they keepe State ſo. 

L.S$an. They have all new legs, 

And lame ones; one would takeit, 
Thar never ſee *empace before, the Spaven 
A Spring-halt reign'd among 'em. 

L.(b. Death my Lord, 
Their cloathesare after ſuchaPagan cut too't, 4 
That ſure th' have worne outChriſtendome : how now 2? - 
W hat newes, Sir Thowas Lovell? | 


Enter Sur Thema Lovell, 
Lovel. Faith my Lord, 
I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 
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L.Cham. W hat is't for ? 
Lox, Thereformation of our travel'd Gallants, $ en14 (0] uarta. 


« 


That fill the Court with quarrels, talke, and Taylors, 
L.(ham. Tra glad *tis 1 5 ; — —— — 
Now I would pray our Montieurs | : | 
Tothinke an Engliſh Courticr may be wiſe, Heboies. A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, 4 
And never ſeethe Loxure. longer Table for the Gneits. Then Enter Anne Bulky, 
Low. They muſteyther and divers other Ladies,& Gentlemen,as Gueſt 


(For ſo run the Conditions ) leave thoſe remnants at one Doore ; at another D oore enter 
Of Foole and Feather, that they got in France, Sir Henry Guifford. 
With alltheir honourable points of ignorance F 
Pertaining thereunto z as Fights and Fire-workes, S. Hen.Guilf, Ladyes, | 
Abuſing better men then they can be A generall welcome from his Grace 
Out of a forreigne wiſedome, renounccing cleane Salutes yeall ; This Night hededicates 
The faith they have in Tennisand tall Stockings, | To faire content, and you : None heere he hopes 
Short bliſtred Breeches and thoſe types of Travell ; In all this Noble Bevy, has brought with her 
And underſtand againe like honeſt men, : One care abroad : he would have all as merry : 
Or pack to their old Playfellowes; there I take it, As firft, good Company, good wine,good welcome, 
They may (wm Privilegio, weare away Can make good people. | 
1 TheLag end of their lewdnefle, and be laugh'd at. 
L.Sans 'Tis time to give him Phylicke, their diſcaſes Emter L, (hamberlaine, L.Sands,and Lovel. 
Are rowne ſo catchin . O my Lord, y are tardy ; 
£ Pom, Whata lofle our Ladies . | Thevery thought of this faire Company, 
'Will have of theſe rrun vanities ? Clapt wings to me. | | 
Lovell. 1 marry, Cham. You are young Sir Harry Guilford. 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the ſlye whorſons San. Sir Thomas Loveli, had the Cardinall 
Have got a ſpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladics. But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
A French Sovg, and a Fiddle, ha's ro Fellow Should finde a running Banket, ere they reſted, 
L.Sar, The Divell fiddle *em. | I thinke would better pleaſe*em : by my lite, 
Iam glad they are going, | They are a ſweet ſociety of faire ones. 
For ſure there's noconverting of 'em : now Zev. O that yonr Lordſhip were but now Confeſſer, 
An honeſt Country Lordas I am, beaten | Toone or two of theſe. ; 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine ſong, San, I would I were, 
And have an houre of hearing, and by'r Lady They ſhould find eaſie penance, 
Held currant Muſicke too. Lov, Faith how eafie ? 
L.Cham, Well faid Lord Savar, | Sev. As cafie as a downe Bed would aftord it. 
Your Colts tooth is not caſt yet ? Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleaſe you fit ; Sir Hay 
L.San. Nomy Lord, Place youthat fide, Ie take the charge ofthis : 
| Nor ſhalt not while I have aſtumpe. His GraceiSentring. Nay, you muſt not freeze, 
I. Cham, Sir Thomas, | Two women plac'd together, makes cold weather : 
' Whither were you a going & | My Lord Sands, youare one will keepe 'em waking: 
Los, To the Cardinals; Pray ſit betweenetheſe Ladies. 
Your Lordſhipis a gueſt too. San. By my faith, 
L.Cham. O, *tis true ; And thanke your Lordſhip: by your Leave ſweet Ladies 
This night he makes a Supper anda great one, | IfI chancetotalke a little wilde, forgive me: 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be I had it from my Father. 
The Beauty of this Kingdome Ile aſſure you. An,Bul. Was he mad Sir 
© Lox. That Churchman San. O very mad,exceeding mad, in love too; 
| Beares a bounteous minde indeed, But he would bite none, juſt as I doenow, 
A hand as fraitfull as the Land that feeds us, He would Kifte you Twenty with a breath. 
His dewes fall every where, (ham. Well ſaid my Lord : 
L.Cham, No doubr hee's Noble ; Sonow y are fairely ſeated : Gentlemen, 
He had a blacke muuth that ſaid other of him. The pennancelyes on you ;if theſe faire Ladics 
L.San. He may my Lord, Paſle away frowning. 
Ha's wherewithall in him ; San For my little Cure, 
paring would ſhew a worſe ſinne, then ill Doarine. Let me alone, 
Men of his way , ſhould be moſt liberall, | * 
They are ſet heere for examples. Hoboyes. Enter Cardinall Wolſey,aud takes his State- 
L.Cham. True they areſo; Card. Y*are welcome my faire Gueſts;thatnoble Lady 
But few now giveſo great ones : Or Gentleman that is not freely merry - 
My Barge ſtayes; : Is not my Fiend, This to confirme my welcome, 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along : Come, good Sir Thowas, | Andtoyouall good health. 2 2's 
We ſhall be late elſe, which I would not be, $an, Your Grace is Noble, $18 > frag 
For I was ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford Let me haveſuch a Bowle may hold my thankes, 
| Thisnight to be Comprrollers. And fave me ſo much talking, : 
L.$4n, I am your Lordſhups. Exennt, Card.My Lord Sands, 


— 
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1 am beboldig to you : cheere your neighbour : 
Ladics you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 

Whoſe faulr is this? ; 

Sas, The red wine firſt maſt riſe | 

Tn their faire cheekes wy Lord, then we ſhall have *em, 
Talke us to bilence. 

eAn.Bn. Youarea merry Gamſter 

My Lord Sands. ' 

$an. Yes, it I make my play : 

Heer's to your Ladiſhip, and pledge it Madam : 
For *ris to ſuch a thing. 

eAz.B. You cannot ſhew me. 

Drum and Trumpet , Chambers diſcharga. 
$as, Itold your Grace, they would talke anon. 
Card. What's that ? 

am, Looke our there, ſome of ye. 
({«d. W bat warlike voyce. 
And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, feare not ; 
By all thelawes of Warrey'are privitedg'd. 


Enter 4 Servant. 
Cham. How now, what 1s' ? 
Serv. Anoble troupe of Strangers, 
For ſo they ſeeme ; th' have left their Barge and landed, 
And hicher make, as great Embaſſadors 
From forraigne Princes. 
{ard. Good Lord Chamberlaine, | 
Go,give*cm welcome;youcan ſpeake the Frenchtongue 
And pray receive *em Nobly, and conduRt 'em 
Into our preſence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall ſhine at full uponthem. Some atcend him. 
Al riſe, and Tables remov d. 
You havenow a broken Banker, but wee'l mend it. 
A good difgeſtion to youall; and once more 
Il ſhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 


Hobojes. Enter King and others as Makers , habited like 
Shepheards, wſher'd by the Lora Chamberlaine, T hey 
x wy direftly before the Cardinall, and gracefully ſalute 
hum 


A noble Company : whatare their pleaſures? 
Cham. Becauſe they tpeak no Engliſh,thus they praid 
Totell your Grace : That having heard by fame 
Of this ſo Noble and ſo faire aſſembly, 
Thisnight to meet heere,they could doe no leſle, 
(Out of the great reſpe& they beare to beauty ) 
But leave their Flockes, and under your faire conduct 
Crave leavetoview theſe Ladics, and cntreat 
An houre of Revels with 'em. 
Card. Say, Lord Chamberlaine, 
They have done my poore houſe grace : 
For which I pay *emathouſand thankes, 
And pray *em take their pleaſures. 
Chooſe Ladies, King andeAvwne Ballen. 
King. The faireſt hand I ever touch'd : O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 


. CHuſicke, Dance. 
Card. My Lord. ; 


Cham, Your Grace. 
Cara, Pray tell *em thus mechfrom me : 
There ſhould be one amongſt 'em by his perſon 


| More worthy this place then my ſelfe, to whom 


(If I but knew him) with my love and duty 
Twould ſurrender it. Whiſper. 
Cham. I will my Lord. 
Cera. What ſay they ? 
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Sir Thomas Bullens Daughter, theViſcount Rochford, 
One of her Highneſſe women. 


. My royall choyce. 


In thenext Chamber. | 


—_ 
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Cham. Suchaone, they all confeſle 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. > 

Card. Let me ſec then, | 
By all your good leaves Gentlemen ; heere Ile make 


Kin. Ye bave found bim Cardinall, 

You hold afaire Aſſembly, you dae well Lord. 
You are a Churchmwan, or Iletell you Cardinall, | 
I ſhould judge now unhappily. | 

(ard. lam glad 

Your Grace is growne ſo pleaſant. 

Km, My Lord Chamberlaine, 

prethee come hither, what faire Ladie's that? 

Cham. An'tpleaſe your Grace, 


Kin. By Heaven {he is adainty one, Sweet heart, 
I were unmanerly totake you out, 
And not to kiſle you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let itgoe round. 
Card. Sir Thomas Loveh,is the Bankct ready 
Pth' Privy Chamber? 
Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
(ard. Your Grace | 
I feare, withdancing is a little heated. 
Kin, 1 feare too much. 
Card. There's freſherayre my Lord, 


*+ 


Kin, Lead in your Ladies ev'ry one : Sweet Partner, 
I muſt not yetforſake you : Let's be merry, 
Good my Lord Cardinall: I have halfe a dozen healths, 
To drinke to theſe faire Ladies, and a meaſure 
To lead cm once againe, and then let's dreame 
Who's beſt in favour . Let the Muſicke knock it. 
Exeun with Trumpets. 


Attus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


. Omter two Gentlemen at ſeverall Doores, 
1» Whither away to faſt? 
2. O, God fave ye : 
Ev'n to the Hall, to heare what ſhall become 
Ofthe great Duke of Buckingham. 
rt. lle faveyou RE 
- Thatlabour Sir. All's now done but the Ceremony 
Of bringing backe the Priſoner. 
2. Were you there ? 
I. Yes indeed was I. 
2. Pray ſpeake what ha's happend. 
I. You may gueſle quickly what. | 
2, Is he found guilty? F | 
1. Yes truely 1s he, 
And condemn'd upon't. 
2. I amſorry fort, | 
I. Soarea number more. 
2, But pray how palt it ? | 
I, Ietell you ina little: The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; . where,to his accuſations 
He pleaded ftill nor guilty, and alleadged 
Many ſharpe reaſons to defeat the Law. 
The Kings Atturney on the contrary; 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke deſir'd | Nor build their evils onthe graves of great men; +... | 
To him brought v:va voce to his face ; For then, my guiitleſſe-blood muſt paging eas. ©1171 
At which appear'd againit him, his Surveyor, For further lite in this world I ne're hope, 

Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellour, and ſohn (ar, Nor will I ſue, although the King have mercies 
Confeflor to him, with that Divell Monke, More then I dare make faults. 


Hopkins, that maJethis miſchicte. Youfew that lov'd me, | 
2. That was he And dare be bold to weepe fo Buckingham, 


That fed him with his prophecies. His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whomto leave. 
I. The ſame, : Is onely birter ro him, osly dying : 
All theſe accus'd him ſtrongly which he faine Goe with me like good Angels to my end, 
Would haveflung from him ; but indeed he could not; | Andas the iong divorce of Steelefalson me, 
And ſo his Peecres upon this evidence, Make of ycur Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 
Have found him guilty ofhigh Treaſon. Much Andlift my Soule to Heaven. 
He ſpoke, and learnedly tor life : Bur all Leade on aGodsname, 
Wacscither pittied in him, or forgotten, Lovell. T doe beſcech your Grace, for charity 
2. After allthis, how did he beare himſelfe ? If ever any malice in your heart | SM 
Is When hewas brought agen to th' Bar, to heaze Were hud againſt me, now to forgive me frankly, - 
His Knell rung out, his Indgement, he was ſtir'd Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as tree forgive you . 
With ſuch an Agony, he {ſweat extreamly, AsT would be forgyvien ; 1 forgive all. i# 
And ſomething ſpoke in choller, ill, and haſty : There cannor be thoſe numberleſie offences 
Bur he fell to himſclfe againe, and ſweetly, Gainit me, that1 cannottake peace with: 
Inall the reſt ſhew'd a molt Noble patience» No blacke envy ſhall make my Grave. 


2. I doe not thinke he feares death. Commend me to his Grace : hk 
I. Sure he does not, And if he ſpeake of Buckingham ; pray tell him, 


He never was ſo womaniſh, the cauſe You met him halfe in heaven : my vowes andprayerg 
He may a little grieve at. Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forſake, 
2. Certainl Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 


Y» 
The Cardinall is the end of this. Longer then I have time to tell his yeares ; 
I, Tis likely, Ever belov'd and loving, may his Rule be ; 
By all conjetures : Firſt K/dares Attendure ; And when old Time ſhal leade him to his end, 


Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd, 


Goodnefle and he, fill up one Monument. OY: 
Earle Swrrey was ſent thither-, and in haſt too, Lov. To th' water ſide I muſt conduc your Grace; 


Leaſt he ſhould helpe his Father. Then give my Charge up to Sir A 1cholas Vans, 
2, Thar tricke of Stare Who undertakes you to your end. 


Was a deepe envious one. Laux. Prepare there, 
I. Athisreturne, The Duke is comming : See the Barge be ready, 


No doubt he will requite it; thisisnoted | And fititwith ſuch furniture as ſuitcs 
(And generally) who ever the King favours, The Grearnefle of his pe: ſon. 


The Cardinall inſtantly will finde imployment, Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
And farre enough from Court too. | Letitalone ; my ſtarenow will but mocke me. . 


2. Allthe Commons W 5<n ! came bither, I was Lord High Conſtable, 
Hate him pernicioufly, and o'my Conſcience . | And Duke of Buckingham: now, poore Edward Bolmn, 
Wiſh him ten faddom deepe; This Duke as much Yer Iam richer: hen my baſe Accuſers, 

They love and doate on: call him bounteous Backingham, | That nc+ er knew what Truth meant : 1 now ſealeit; 

The Mirror of all courtclic. And with thatbloud wil make *em one day groanctor't- 

My nobic Father Henry of Buckingham. 

Enter Buckingham from bu &rraignment. Tipftaves before | Who firſt rais'd head againit Viurping Richad, 
bin»the eAxe with the edge towards him, Haiberds on each | Fiywg for tuccour to bis Servant Banter, 

fide, accompanied with $17 Thomas Lovell ; Sir Nicholas | Being diitreſt ; was by that wietch betraid, 

Vaux, Walter Sauds,and common ptople, & ce And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Eenry the Seaventh ſucceeding ,truly pittying 

IT. Stay there Sir, My Fathers lofſe ; like a moſt Royall Prince 
And ſee the noble ruin'd man you ſpeake of, Reſtor'd wero my Honours : and out of ruines 

2, Let's ſtand cloſe and behold him. Made my Name once more Noble, Now hisSonre, 

Back. All good people, Henry the Eight, Lite, Honour, Nameand all 
You that thus have come to pitty me ; That made mc happy ; ar one ſtroke ha's taken 
Heare what I ſay, and then goe home and loſe me. For ever from the World. I had my Tryall, 

I have this day receiu'd a Traitors judgement, and mat? needs ſay a Noble one; which makes me 

' Andby tharname muſt dye ; yer Heaven beare witneſle, | A littic happier then my wretched Father : 

And if I have a Conſcience, let it ſinke me, Yetihus farre we areone in Fortunes, both 

Even asthe Axe falls, if [ be not faithfull. Fell by our Servants, by thoſe Men we loy'd moſt : 

The Law I beare no mallice for my death, A mot unnacurall and faithleſſe Service. 

T*has done upon the premiles, but juſtice : Heaven ha*s anendinall: yet, youthat hare me, 

But thoſe thar ſought it, I could wiſh more Chriſtians ; | This from a dying man receive ascertaine: 
(Be what they will) 1 heartily forgiue 'em; Where you are liberall of your loves and Counſels, 
Yetlet *emlooke they glorie not in miſchicfe ; Be turc you be not looſe ; for thoſe you make frienth,., 
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And give your hearts to; when they once perceive 
Theleaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found againe _ 
-| But where they meane to ſinke ye : all good people 
Pray for me, I muſt _ forlake ye ;-the laſt houre 
Ofmy long weary life is come upon me : ; 
Faye ; Ar when you would {ay ſomething that 1s fad, 
how I fell: 
L ave done;and God forgive me. oo 
Exennt Dake and T 74ine. 
t+ O, this is full of pitty ; Sir, it cals 
Ifeare, too many curſes on their heads 
That were the Authors. 
2. If the Duke be guiltleſle, = 
"Tisfull of woe : yer1 can give yon inckling 
] Ofan enſning evill; if it fall, 
Greater then this. | 
1 Good Angels keepe it fromus?2 
What may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir ? 
-2, This Secret is ſo weighty, twill require 
' { Aftrong faith to conceals its 
1. Let me haveit; 
Idoe not talke much. 
2: Iam confident; 
You ſhall Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare 
Abuzzing of a Separation 
Betweene the King and Katherine? 
I. Yes, but it held not; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtraight 
To ſtop the rumor;aud allay thoſe rongues 
Thatdurſt diſperſeit. | 
2. Burt that ſlander Sir, 
k found a truth now : for it growesagert | 
Frether then e're1t was; and held for certaine - 
TheKing will venture at it. Either the Cardinall, 
Or ſome about him ncere, have out of malice 
Tothe good Queene;, poſſeſt him with a ſcruple 
| That will undoe her : To confirme thistoo, 
| Cardinall Campeis is arriv'd,and lately, 
Azdllthinke for this buſineſle. 
| 1. Tis the Cardinall; 
| And meerely to revenge him on the Emperour, 
{ For not beſtowing on him ar his asking, 
The Archbiſhopricke of Toſeds, this is purpos'd.' | 
' 2. Ithinke | 
You have hit the marke ;- bur is't not cruell, | 
That ſhe ſhould feele the fmart of this :' the Cardinall 
Will have his will , and ſhe amſt fall. 
1. Tis wofull, L: 
Wee are too open heere to argue this: . 
Lit'sthinke inprivate more» Exermt. 


mm —_—_—— 


Scand Secmida. 


Enter Lord Chamberleine, reading this Latter. 


On >. 


Fu | 
| M4. the Horles your Lordibip ſent for , with all the 
care [ had , I ſaw well chaſen , ridden, 4nd furniſh d. 


_— 


- | To hinrthar-made him 
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fore a Subjeft,if not before the King which ftoy dewr montbes 
b 


i”, 
I feare he will indeede ; well, let him have them ; hee | 
will haveall | thinke. 


Emter to the Lord Chamberlainegthe Dakes of Noy- 
fe olke and Swuffe olke, 

Norf. Well met my Lord Chamberlaine. 

Cham. Good day to both your Graces, 

Ssff. How isthe King imploy'd? 

Cham. I left bim Private, 

Full of fad choughrs and troubles. 
Norf. What's the cauſe? | 
Cham, It ſecmes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 
Ha's crept too neere hisConſcience. 
Suff. No, his Conſcience 
Ha's crept too neere another Ladie., 
Norf. Tislo;. 
This is the Cardinalls doing : The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Prieſt, like the eldeſt Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what he liſt, The King will know him one day. 
Suff. Pray God hedoe, 
Hee't never know himſclfe elſe. . 
Norf. How holily he workes inf all his buſinefle, 
And with what zeale? For now he has cracktthe League 
Between us & the Emperor(the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soule, and there {caiters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Conſcience, 
Feares, and deſpaires,and ailtheſc for his Marriage. 

And out of all theic,to reſtore the King, 

Hecounſels a Divorce,alofle of her 

That like aIewell, ha's hung twenty yeares 

About his necke, yetnever loſt her luſtre; 

Of herthat loves him with that excekence, 

That Angels love good men with : Even of her, 

That when the greateſt Rroke of Fortune falls 

Will bleſle the King : and is not this courſe pious 2 

Cham.Heaven keep me from fuch counſel: tis moſt true, 


And every true heart weepes for't. All that dare 
| Looke into thefe affaires, ſee this maineend, - 
The French Kings Siſter: Heavenwill one day open 
The Kings eyes, that ſo long'have ſleptnpon 
| This bold bad man. | 
S#ff. And free us from his ſlavery. 
Norf. We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will worke us ' all _ 
From Princes into Pages : all mens hononrs 
Lielike one lampe betore him, to be faſſiiond 
Into what pitch he pleaſe.” 
| Suff. Forme, my Lords, . L 

I love him not, nor feare him, there's miy Creede': 
As I am made without him, to He ttand; | 
If the King pleaſe : his Curſes and his bleſſings 
Touch me alike: th' ate breath 1 not beteeve in. 
I knew him, and I know'lz@ : ſo I kave him 
proud 7 the Pope. 
Nerf, Lev's ing. (27nd os 
And with ſome other buſinefſegputthe-Kirg 

From theſe fad thoughrs;that work too'muchupon 


him: 
My Lord, youle beace ns company 7. "7 


Theſe newes are every wheregvery tongue {peakes 'em, | 


| 


t 


_ 


They were young and handſome, andof the: beſt breedin the | (ham. Excuſe me, FU 

North, When they were ready to ſet out fir London, aman | The King ha's ſent me etherwhere :- Belides | 
fy Lord (ardinalls, by Commiſſion, and maine pawer tookg | You't finde a moſt anfittimne rodiſturbe him; i > | 
ewfrom me, with this reaſon : hit maſter would be ferv'd be | Healthto your Lordſhips. * ORavESs 5:4 bo 
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Nyrfolke. Thankes my Good Lord Chamberlaine. 
Exit Lord Chamberlaine, and the King drawes the Curtaine 
t and fits reading penſroety. 
Suff. How fad he lookes ; turche is much afflicted. 
Kin. Who's there ? Ha? | 
Norff. Pray God he be not angry. ({clves 
Kin. Who's there I ſay ? How dare you thruſt your 
Into my private Meditations ? 
WhoamT? Ha? 
Norff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne're meant $ Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is buſineſſe of Eſtate ; in which , wce come 
To know your Royall pleaſure. 
Kin, Yeare too bold: 
Go to; 1le make yeknow your times of buſineſle : 
Is thisan howre for temporall affaires ? Ha? 

Enter Wolſety and Campeins with a (ommiſſion. 
Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinall2 O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience; 

Thou art a cure fit for the King ; you'r welcome 
Moft learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdome, 
Vie us, andit: my good Lord, have great care, 
I be not found a Talker, 
Wol. Sir, you cannot ; 
I would your Grace would give us but an houre 
Of private conference. 
Kin, We are bulic ; goe. 
Nor. This Prieſt ha's no pridein him? 
Sxff. Not to ſpeake of : 
I would not be ſo ficke though for his place : + 
Butthis cannot continue. by 
Norf. Tt it doe,Ile venture one heave athim- - 
Szf. I another. | 
Exeunt NN orfolke, and Suffolke. 
Wol. Your Grace ha's givena Þ relident of wiſedome 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your ſcruple to the voyce of Chriſtendome: 
Who can be angry now ? What Envy reach you? 
The Spaniard tide by blood and favour ro her, 
Muſt now confeſle, if they have any goodneſle, 
The Tryall, juſt and Noble. All the Clearkes, 
(I meane the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdomes) 
Have their free voyces. Rome (the-Nurſe of Indgement, 
Invited by your Noble {cite hath ſent 
One generall Tongue nntous. ' This good man, 
This juſt and learned Pric{t, Cardinall Camper 
Whom once more, I preſent unto your Highneſſe. 
Kimn.And once more in mine armesI bid him welcome, 
And thanke the holy. Conclave fortheir loves, 
They have fevt meſucha Man would have wiſh'd for. 
(am. Your Grace muſt needsdeſerveall ſtrangers loves 
Youare ſo Noble : To your Righneſlc hand - 
I tender tmy Commuſſion; by whoſe vertue, _ 


- The Court of Rome:commanding:.Youmy Lord 


Cardinall of 7orke;,arc joyn'd with me their Servant, 
ted 
Kin. Two equall men:: The:Queene ſhallbe Sar 
Forthwith for what you come. ., Where's Gardiner ? 
Fol. 1 know your Majeſty, ha'salwayecs lov!d her 
So deere in heart, nht:rogehy;berthar - © 
A Woman of leſle Place mightaske by Law ; 
Schollers allow'd freely toargye for her. | 
Kin. 1,and the beſt ſhe ſhall have; and my favour 


{ To him thatdoesbeſt, God forbid elſe; Cardinall, 
| Prethee call 
11 


s& YL 


diver to me, my new Secretary, ./' 
A CEE TD 2 #7 L a 
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Enter Gardmer, 


wal. Give meyour hand : much joy & favour to you 


Youarethe Kings now. 
Gard. But to be commanded | 


For ever by your Grace, whoſe hand ha's rais'd me, 


Kin, Come hither Garamer. 
tPalkes and whiſpers. 


(amp. My Lord of Torke, was not one DoRor Pace 


In this mansplace before him? 
Wol. Yes, he was» 
Camp. Was henar held alcarned man? 
Wot. Yes lurely. 


Camp. Belceve me, there's anill opinion ſpread then 


Even of your ſelfe Lord Cardinall. 
Wel. How? of me? 


Camp. They will not ſticke toſay, youenvide him 


And fearing he would riſe (he was ſe vertuous) 


Kept him a forraigne man till, which ſo greev'd him; 


That he ran mad, and dide. 
ol. Heav'ns peace be with him 


That's Chriſtian care enough: forliving Murmurers, 


There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole ; 


For he would needs be vertuous. That good Felloyy, 


if Icommand him followes my appointment, 


I will havenone ſoneere elſe. Learne this Brother, 


Welive not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 


Kin, Deliver this with modeity to th' Queene. 
E xit Gardiner, 


The moſt convenient place, that I can thinke of 
For ſuch receipt of Learning, is Blacke-Fryers: 


There ye ſhall meete about this waighty bufineſle, 


My Wolſey, ſee it furniſh'd. O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve anable man to leave 


So ſweet a Bedfellow ? But Conſcience, Conſcience; 


O *tis a tender place,and I muſte leave her. 


EG 


 Exennt 
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Scaena T ertia. 
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Enter eAne Bullen, and an old Lady. 


es, Not for that neither;here's the pang that pinches. 
His Highnefle, having liv'd ſolong with her, and ſhe 


So good a Lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my life, 
She never knew harme-doing : Oh, now after 
So many courſes of the Sun enthroaned, 


Still growing in a Majeſty andpompe, the which 


To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, then 
'Tis ſweet at firft acquire. Afterthis Proccſle, 
Togive herthe avaunt, it isa pitty 
Would movea Monſter. 
Old La. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her, 
es. Oh Gods will, much better 


She ne're had knowne pompe ; though't be temporal, 


Yet if that quarrell, Fortune, dodivorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a ſufterance, panging 
As ſoule and bodies ſevering. 

. Old La. Alas poore Lady, 

Shce's ftranger nowagaine. 

Sore weaning 7-NIE 

Maſt pitty drop upon her ; verily 

I fweare, tis better to be lowly borne, 
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' And range with humble livers in Content, 

Thento be perk'd up inagliſtring griefe, 
And weare agolden ſorrow. ; 
Old L. Our content 
Is our beſt having. | - 
Anne, By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queene. 
01d L. Beſhrew me, I would, | 
And venture Maidenhead fort, and ſo would you 
For all thisſpice of your Hipocriſie 3 
You that have ſo faire parts of Woman on you, 
Have(too) a Womans heart, whichever et 
Aﬀeced Eminence, Wealth, Soveraignty ; 
Which, to ſay ſooth,are Bleſſings ; and which guifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Ofyour ſoft Chiverell Conſcience, would recelve, 
If you might plezſe to ſtretch it. 
An, Nay, good troth, - | 

Old L.Yes troth,& troth: you would not be a Qneen? 
An. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. 
01a L.Tis ſtrangezathree pence bow'd now would hire 
OldasIam, to Queene it : but pray you, (me, 
What thinke you of a Dutcheſſe ? Have you limbs 
To beare that load of Title ? 

As. Nointruth. | : 
01d.L. Then you are weakly made, pluckeoffalittle, 
I would notbe a young Count 1n your ways 
For more then bluſhing comes ro:If your backe 
Cannot vouchſafe this burthen, tis too weake 
Ever to geta Boy- 
An. How you doe talke ; 

I ſweare againe, I would not be a Queene, 
For all tho world. | 

- O/d L; Infaithfor little England 
 You'l venture an cmballing : 1 my ſelfe 
' Would for {arvarvanſtire, althongh therelong'd | 
No more toth* Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here? 


. Exter Lord (hamberlaine. (know 
L.Cham. Good morrow Ladics; what wer't worth to 
The ſecret of your conference ? 
An. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it valewes not yourasking : 
Our Miſtris Sorrowes we were pittying. 
«9. It wasa gentlebuſineſle and becomming 
Theaftion of good women, there is hope 
Allwillbe well. 
en. Now I pray God, Amen. _ 
Cham. You beare a gentle minde,& heav'nly bleſſings 
Follow ſuch Creatures. That you may, faire Lady 
Ferceive I ſpeake fincerely, and high notes 
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Majeſty 
| Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
Doe's purpoſe honour to you no lefſe lowing, 
| Then Marchioneſſe of Pembroke; to which Title, 
A Thouſand pound a yeare, Annuall ſupport, 
Outof hisGrace, headdeg, 
An, 1 doe not know 
What kinde of my obedience, I ſhould tender ; 
More then my All, isnothing : Nor my Prayers 
Arenot words duely hallowed; nor my Wiſhes 
e worth then empty vanities: yet Prayers & Wiſhes 
fre all I can returne. *Beſeech your Lordſhip, 
Youchſafero ſpeake my thankes, and my obedience, 
Asfroma bluſhing Handmaid, to his Highneſle ; 
Whoſe health:and Royalty I pray for 


eee. © 


] 


——— 


Cham Lady; 
Iiſhall nor faile t approvethe faire conceit - - 
The King hath of you. I have perns'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are ſo mingled, 
That they have caught the King : and who 
But from this Lady, may proceed a Ienume, 
Tolighten all this-Ile? Tleto the King, 
And ſay I ſpoke with you. SY. 
Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Au. My honour'd Lord. 
Ol4L. Why thisitis: See, ſee, 
I have beene begging lixteene yeares in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any ſuit of pounds : and you, (oh fate) 
A very freſh Fiſh heere ; fye,fye,fye upon 
This compel'd fortune : have your mouth fild up, 
Before you open it. 
An. This is ſtrange to me. | 
0/4 L. Row taſts it? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no ; 
There wasa Lady once (tisan old Story) 
That would not be a Queene, that would ſhe not 
For all the mud in Egypt ; have you heard it ? 
An. Come you are pleaſant. 
 O/4L. With your Theame, I could 
O're-mountthe Larke : The Marchionefſe of Pembrooke? 
A thouſand pounds a yeare, for pure reſpeR ? 
No other obligation ? by my Life, 
That pronuſcs mo thouſands : Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirt; by this time 
I know your backe will beare a Dutcheſle, Say, 
Are you not ſtronger then you were? 
en. Good La V'E 
Make your ſelfemirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me outon't. Would 1 hadno being 
If this falure my blood ajot ; it faints me 
To thinke what followes. 
The Queene is comfortleſſe , and we forgetfull 
In our long abſence : pray doe not deliver, 
W har heere y* have heard to her. 
Old L, What doe you thinke me —— Exeant, 


Scana Quarta. 


knowes yet 


' , Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets. 

Emer two Vergers, with ſhort ſilver wands ; next them two 
Scribes in the habite of Doftors : after them, the Biſhop of 
Canterbury alone ; afier bim, the Biſhops of Lincotne, Ely, 
Rocheſter, and $. Aſaph: N ext them , with ſome ſmall 
diftance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Purſe , with the 
great Seale, and 4 Cardmals Hat : Then two Priefts, bea- 
ring each a Silver Croſſe : Then a Gentleman Uſher bare- 
headed, accompanied with a Sergeant at eArmes bearing 4 
Silver Mace ; Then two Gentlemen bearing two great 
Silver Pillers: After them, fide by ſide,the two (7 ardmals 
zwo Noble men,vith the Sword and Mace. The King takes 
place under the. Cloth of State, The two Cardinals ſit 
wnder hin as Tudges, The © neene takes place ſome di- 
ftance from the King. The Biſhops place themſelves on 
each fide the Coxrt in manner of a ConſiStory : | Below then 
the Scribes, The Lords ſit next th: Bilbops. Thereſt of the 
ettendants ſtand in convenient order about the Stagec” - - 
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= Whil'ſt our Commilſion from Rome is rcad, 
Let ſilence becommanded. 
on tans rend, 
It hath y publiquely bene reaa, 
And onal Geetthy Authority allow'd, 
You may then ſpare that time. 
.Car, Bee't ſo, proceed. ; 
Seri. Say, Henry K. of Englend, come unto the Court- 
(rier. Henry King of England, &C+ 
King, Heere. 
| Seribe, Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come into _= Court. ASI 
Cries. K ? eene Or EONPeLAnd, . . 
; The | re 80 $64 riſes ont of her Chazre, 


is Feete, Then Ffeakes. , 
Sir, I defire you dome right and luſtice, 
And to beſtow your pitty on me ; for 
I ama moſtpoore Woman, and aſtranger, 
Borne out of your Dominions : having heere 
No Iudge indifferent, nor no more aſſurance | 
Of equall Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas Sir 5 
| In what have I offended you? What cauſe 
Hath my behaviour given to your diſpleaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, | 
Andtake your good grace from me? Heaven witnefle, 
I have bene to you atrue and humble Wite, 
Atall times to your wiil conformable: 
Ever in feare tokindle your Diſlike, 
Yea, ſubje& to your Countenance : Glad, or ſorry, 
ASI fawit inclin'd ? when was the houre 
I ever contradicted your Delire ? : 
Or madeit not mine too ? Or which of your Friends 


Of ing. Integrity, and Learning ; 
thee 


| Yea, et o'th' Land, who arcaſſembled. 
To pleade your Caule. It ſhall be therefore bootleſſe, 


oe1 about the Court, comes to the King,and kyeeles at 


That longer you defirc the Court, as well 
For your owne quiet, as to reQific 
What 1s unſetled in the King. 

(mp. His'Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, and juſtly : Therefore Madam, 
It's fit this RoyallSeſlion do proceed, 
And that (without delay) their Arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 

2s. . Lord Cardinal, to you ſpeake. 

Fol. Your pleaſare, Madam. | 

2%. Sir,-I am about to weepe; but thinking that 
Weare a Queene (or long have dream'd ſo) certaine 
The daughter of a King, my drops of teares, 
Ile turne to ſparkes of fire. 

Wot. Be paticnt yet. 

2x. I will, when youare humble ; Nay before, 


' Or God willpunifh mes Ido beleeve 


(Induc'd by potent Circumſtances) thar 
Youarc mine Enemy, and:make my Challenge. 
You ſhall not be my Indge. For it is you 
Have blowne this Coale, betwist my Lord, and me; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I ſay againe, 
I utterly abhorre; yea, from my Soule 
Refuſe you for my Indge, whom yet once more 
I hold my moſt malicious Foe, and thinke not 
At all a Friend to truth. 
Wol. I doprofciſc 
You ſpeake not like your ſelfe : whoever yet 
Have ſtood to Charity: and diſplayd th' effects 
Of diſpoſition gentle, and of wiſdome, 
Ore-topping womans powre. Madam, youdo me wrong 
I have no Spleene againſt you, norinjuſtice £ 
For you, or any : how farreI have proceeded, 
Or how farre further (Shall) is warranted 
By a Commiſſion from the Conſiſtory; 
Yea, the whole Confiſtorie of Rome, You chargeme, 
That I have blownethis Coale : I do deny it, 
The King is preſent: If it be knowne to him, 
That I gainlay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily my Falſchood, yea, as much 
As you tave done my Truth. If ke know 
That I am free 6f your Report, he knowes 
I am notof your wrong. Therefore in him 
It ltes to Cure me, and thecure is to | 


Remove theſe thoughts trom you. The which before 


His Highneſle ſhall ſpeake in, I do beſeech 
You(gracious Madan )to unthinke your ſpeaking, 
Atzd toſay no more, 

Lee. My Lord, my Lord, | 
I ama fimple woman, much too weake Bee 
T'oppole your cunning. Y'are meek,8 humble-mouthd, 
Youſtgne your place, and Calling, in fullſeeming, 
With Meckenefle and Humilitie : But your Heart' | 


' Is cramm'd with Arrogance, Splecne, and Pride- 


You have by Fortune; and his Highneſſe favors, 
Goneſ\lightly o'relowe ſteppes,andnow are mounted | 
W here Powresare your Recainers, and your words 
(Domeſtickesto you ) ſerve your will ; as pleaſe -** _ 
Your ſelfe pronounce their Office, I muſt tell you,  '* 
Youtender more your perſons Honor, then he 
Your high profeſſion Spiritual. Thatagen 

I do refuſe you for my Iudge,andheere - 

Before you all, Appeale uncothe Pope, 


And to be judg'd by him... 
* She Curtſies to the King, and offers to depwt. 


__ 


_'".; 
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To einginy whole Cauſe *forehis Holinefle, | i j 
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Camp. The Queene is obſtinate, 


| Stubborne to Iuftice, apt to accuſe it, and 


Diſdainfull to be trideby't; tis not well 
Shee's going aways | 
Kin. Call her againe. 


Gent. Vþ. Madam, you are cald backe. 
When you are cald retvrne. Now the Lord helpe, 
They vexe mepaſt my patience, pray you paſle 0n; 
I willnot tarry : no, nor ever More | 
Vpon this bulinefſe my appearance make, 
Inany of their Courts. | 

Exit 2 veene, and her Attendants, 
Kin. Goe thy wayes Kate, 
That man i*ch* world, who ſhall report he ha's 
Abetter Wife, let him in nought be truſted, 


For ſpeaking falſe in that; Thou art alone 


(Iftthy rare qualities,ſu cert gentleneſle, Se 
Thy meekneſſe Saint-like, Wife-Iike Government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 

Soveraigne and Pious, could ſpeake thee out) | 
The Queene of earthly Queenes: Shee's Noble borne: 
And like her true-Novility, ſhe ha's 

Carried her ſelfe towards me. 

ol. Moſt gracious Sir, "tos 

In humbleſt manner I require your Highneſle, 

That it ſhall pleaſe you ro declare in hearing 
Ofall theſe eares (for where I am rob'd and bound, 
There muſt I be unloos'd, although not there 

At once, and fully ſatisfide } whether ever I 

Did broach this bufines to your Highnes, or 

Laid any (cruple in your way which might 

Induce you to the queſtion on't : or euer 

Have to you, but with thankes to God for ſuch 

A Royall Lady, ſpake one , the leaft word that might 
Be to the prejudice of her preſent State, 

Ortouch of her good Perſon ? 

Kin. My Lord Cardinall, 

I doc excuſe you; yea,upon minc Honour, 

| free you from't : You are not to be taught . 

That you have many enemies, that know not 

Why they are ſo, burlike the Village Curres, 

Barke when their fellowes doe. By ſome of theſe 

The Queene is put in anger ; y are excus'd: 

But will you be more juſtifi'de? Youever = 
Have wiſh'd the ſ{ceping of this buſices, never deſir'd 
Ittobeſtir'd ; but oft have hindred, of r 
Thepaſſages made toward it ; on my Honour, 
Iſpeake my good Lord Cardinall to this point ; 
Andthus farre cleare him. . 

Now, what mov'd me too't, 

I will be cold with time and your attention : 


My Conſcience firſt receiv'd a tendernefſſe, 

Kruple, and pricke, on certaine Speeches utter'd 

By th'Biſhop of Bajon,then French Embaſſador, 

Who had beene hither ſent onthe debating + 

And Marriage *twixt the Duke of Orleance, and 

Our Daughter Har : Fth' Progrefie of this bufineffe, 

Erea determinate re{olution, hec 

| (Imeane the Biſhop) did requiea reſpite, 

Wherein he mighrthe King his Lordadvertiſe, 

Whether our.daughter were legitimate, 

Reſpecting this aur Marriage with the Dowager, 
et1mes our Brothers Wife. This reſpite ſhooke 


x » 
O 0 IS 


{Fier. Katherine. Q. of England,come into the Court. 
Due, What need younote it?pray you keep your Way) 


» : ; 
(too't'; 
Then marke th* inducement. Thus it came; give heede 


. 


The boſome of my Conlcience, enter'd me ; 
Yea with a ſplitting power, and made to tremble 
Theregion of my Breaſt, which torc'd ſuch way, 
That many maz'd conſiderings, 6id throng 
Andpreſt in with this Caution. Firſt, me thought 
I ſtood not in the ſmile of Heaven; who had . 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe 
IF it conceiv'd a malc-child by me, ſhould 
Doe no more Offices of life too't ; then -. + 
The Grave does to th* dead ; For her Male Iſſue, 
Or di'de wherethey were made, or ſhortly after 
This world had ayr'd them. Hence I tooke arh6ught, 
This wasa ludgetnent on me, that my Kingdome 
(Well worthy the beſt Heyre &th* World) ſhould nor 
Be glad int by me, Then followes, that _ 
I weigh'd the danger which my Realmes ſtood in 
By this my Iſſues taile, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 
The wilde Sea of my Conſcience; Ldid ſteere 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now preſent heere together : that's to ſay, 
I meant to recifie my Conſcience, which 
I then did feele full icke, and yet nor well, 
By all the reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And DoRors iearn'd. Firſt Ibegan in private, 
With you my Lord of Lizco/ne; youremember 
How under my oppreſſion I did recke 
When I firſt moy'd you. 
S.Lin. Very well my Liedgee. 
Kin. I have ſpokelong , bepleas'd your ſelfe toſay ; 
How farre you ſatisfide me. 
Lin, So pleaſe your Highneſſe, 
The queſtion did at firſt fo ſtagger me, 
Bearing aſtare of mighty moment in't, 
And conſequence of dread, that I committed 
The daring(t Counſaile which I had to doubt, 
And did intreat your Highnefle in this courſe, 
Which you are running heere. 
Kin, I then mov'd you, 


My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 


To make this preſent Summons unſolicited. 
I leftno reverend perfon in this Court , 
But by particular conſent proceeded 
Vnder your hands and Scales : therefore goe on, 
For no diſlike 1'th* world againſt the perton 
Of our good Queene; but the ſharpe thorny points 
Of my alleged reaſons, drives this forward : 
Prove bur our Marriage lawfull,by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity; we are contented 
To weare our mortall State to come, with her, 
(Katherine our Queene) before the primeſt Creature 
That's Parragon'd o'th' World 

Camp. So pleaſe your Highneſle, 
The Queene being abſent, 'ris a needfull fitneſſe, 
That weadiourne this Caurt further day ; 
Meane while muſt be anearneft motion 
Made tothe Queene to call backe her Appeale 
She intends unto his holineſle. 

Ksn. I may perceive "FA 

Theſe Cardinals trifle with me: I abhorre 
This dilatory ſloth, and trickesof Rome. 
My karn'd and welbeloved Servant (7aumer, 
Prethee returne, withthy approach :. I know, 
My comfort comes along : breake upthe Court ; 
Ifay, ſet on- AS | 

Exemnt, ins manner as thty emter'd, .  - \ 


| 
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eAftus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


— 


Enter Qmueene and her Women as at workee 
Dneen, Take thy Lute wench, 
My Soule growes ſad with troubles, : 
Sing, anddiſperſe'em 1f thou canſt ; leave working : 


SON G, © 
Rpheus with bis Lute made Trees, 
And the Moxntaine tops that freeze, 
:” Bow tbemſelves when he did ſong. | 

To bis Muſiche, Plants avd Flowers 
Ever ſpring ; 4s Sunne and Showres, 
There had made a laiting Spring. 
Every thing that heard hum: play, TT 
Even the Billowes of the Sea, 5 og 
Hung their heads ,and then lay by. 
In ſweet Muſicke ts ſuch Art, 
Killing care, and griefe of heart, 
Fall aſlcepe, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleman, 
Oneen. How now? : 
Gent. And't pleaſe your Grace,the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the preſence. 
2xeen, Would they ſpeake with me ? 
Gent. They wil'd me ſay ſo Madam. 
Leen. Pray their Graces. | 
To come neere : what can be their buſineſſe 
With me, a poore weake woman, falne from favour, 
I doe not like their comming ; now I thunke ont, 
They ſhould be good men, theiraffaires are righteous , 
{ Burt all Hoods, make not Monkes. 
Enter the two ( ardinalls, Wolſey & Campian. 
Folf: Peace to your Highneſlcs | ; 
| DucenY our Graces find me heere part of a Houſwafe, 
| (I would be all)againſt the worſt may happen : 
| Whatareyour pleaſures with me,reverend Lords? 
| ro. May it pleaſe you Noble Madam,to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber; we ſhall give you 
The full cauſe of our comming. 
| Lneen. Spcake it heere, | 
There's nothing I have done yet o' my Conſcience - 
Deſerves a Corner : would all other Women 
Could ſpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe, 
My Lords, I care not(ſo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were tri'de by ev*ry tongue, ev'ry eye ſaw* em, 
] Envy and baſe opinon ſer againſt 'em, 
I know my life ſo even. If your bufines 
Secke me Out, andthat way I am Wife in; 
Oar with it poldly : Truth loves open dealing. 
Card.Tantaeſierga te mentts integritas( Regina ſereniſſimae) 
Queer. Good my Lord, no Latin ; 
I amnot ſuch a Truant fince my comming, 
As not to know the Language I have liv'd in: (ous: 
A {trange Tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange,ſuſpiti- 


If you ſpeake truth, for their poore Miſtrisſake; 
Beleeve me ſhe ha's had much wrong. Lord Cardinall, 
The wiiling'ſ finne I ever yet committed, 

May be abſolv'd in Engliſh. 

| C(«4d. NobleLady, 


Pray ſpeake 1n Engliſh ; heere are ſome will chanke you, 


—_— 


1 


1-I will not wiſh ye halfe my miſeries, 


I am ſorry my integrity ſhould breed, 
(And ſervice to his Majeſty and you) 
So deepeſuſpition, where all faith was meant ; + 
We come not by the way of Accuſation, 
To taint that honour every good Tongue bleſles ; 
Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow ; 

You have too much good Lady : But to know 
How you ſtand minded in the waighty difference 
Berweene the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like freeand honeſt men) our juſt opinions, 

And comforts to your cauſe. 

(amp. Moſt honour'd Madam, 

My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zealeand obedience he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenſure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too farre) 
Otfers, as I doe, in a ſigne of peace, 

Has Service, and his Counſell. 

Leen. To betray me. 

My Lords, I thanke you both for your good wills, 
Ye ſpeake like honeſt men, (pray Godye prove lo) 
But how to make ye ſodainly an Anſwere 

Inſuch a point of weight, ſonecre mine Honour, 
(More neeremy Life I feare) with my weake wit ; 
And to ſuch men of gravity and learning; 

Intruth I know not. I was ſetat worke, 

Among my Maids, fa'l little (God knowes) looking 
Either for ſuch men, or 1uch buſineſle ; 

For her ſac that I have becne, for I feele 

The laſt fic of my Greatneſſe ; good your Graces 
Let me have time and Councell for my Cauſc ; 
Alas, I am a Womantricndicſle, hopeleſle. 

Fol. Madam, 
You wrong the Kings love with theſe feares, 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 
2 meen. In England, 

Bur little for my profit:can you thinke Lords, 
That any Engliſh man dare give me Councell ? 

Or de a knowne friend 'gainſt Highneſle pleaſure, 
(Though he be growne ſo deſperateto be honeſt) 
Andlivea Subje&? Nay forſooth my friends, 

T ey that muſt weigh out my afflitions, 

They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not heere, 
They are (as ail my other comforts) far hence 


| In mineowne Country Lords, 


Camp. 1 would your Grace 
Wouldleave your greetes, and take my Councll 
Lnueen. How Sir ? : 
Camp.Put your maine cauſe into the Kings proteion, 
Hee's loving ard moſt gracious. *Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better,and your Cauſe ; 
For if the tryall o: ch: Law o'rerake ye, 
You'l part away diſgrac'd. 
Wol. Hetels you rightly. 


Is this your Chriſtian Councell ? Out upon ye. 
Heaven is above all yet; there fits a Indge, 
That no King can corrupt, 
Camp. Your rage miltakes us. 

Lucen,The more ſhamefor ye; holy men I thought y6, 
Vpon my Soule tworeverend Cardinall Vertues: 
But Cardinall Sins, and hollow hearts I feare ye: 
Mend'em for ſhame my Lords : 1s this your comfort? 
The Cordial! that ye bring a wretched Lady? 
A woman loſt among ye, laugh't at, ſcornd? 


I 


Queen, Yeteil me whatye wiſh for both, my ruite? 
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_ —— 


— >. tg vo, <4 on 


T 


— 


The Lifeof King Henry the Epht. 


219 


vemore Charity. But ſay I warn'd ye ; 

ea heed, for hatwata fake take heed, leaſt at once 
The burthen of my ſorrowes, fall upon yes 
{ar. Madam, this is a mecrediſtraQion, 
You turnethe good we offer, into envy. | 
wee. Yeturne meintonothing. Woe upon ye; 
Andall ſach falſe profeſſors. Would you have me 
(If you have any 1uſtice, any Pitty, _ 
If ye be any thing but Churchmens habits ) 
Put my ſicke cauſe into his hands, that hates me 0 
Alas, ha's baniſht me his bed already , 
His Love, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 
Andall the fellowſhip I hold now with him 
Is onely by Obedience. What can happen 
To mc, above this wretchedneſle ? All your 
Make me a Curſe, like this: 

Camp. Your fcares are worſe. | 

2a, Have I liv'dthuslong (let me ſpeake my ſe]fez 
Fince Vertne findes no friends) a Wifea true one? 
A Woman (l dare ſay without Vainglory) 
Never yet branded with ſufpition ? 
Have I, with all my full AﬀeRions 52, 
Still mer the King? Lov'd hit next Heav'n?Obey'd him? 
Bin (out of fondneſſe) ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almoſt forgot my Prayres to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded? Tis not well Lords. 
Bring me a conſtant woman to her husband, 
One that ne're dream'da loy, beyond his pleaſure ; 
And tothat Woman (when ſhe hasdone molt) 
Yet will i adde an honor ; a great Patience. 

Car, Madam, you wander trom thegood 
We ayme at. | 

nee, My Lord, | 
Idarc not make my ſelte ſo guilty, 
Togive up willingly that Noble Title 
Your Maſter wed me to; norhing but death 


Studies 


Shall ere divorce my Dignities. 


Card. Pray heare me. 
2%, Wonld FE had never trod this Engliſh Earth, 
Orfeir che Flatteriesthat grow upon it : 
Ye have Angels Faces; but Heaven knowes your hearts. 
What ſhall become of me now, wretched Lady ? 
lamthe moſt unhappy Woman living. 
Alas (poore Wenches )avhere are now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwrack'd upona Kingdome, where no Pity, 
NoFriends, no Hope, no Kindred weepe for me? 
Almoſt no Grave allow*d me? Like the Lilly- 
Thatonce was Miftris of the Field; and flouriſh'd, 
lic hang my head, and periſh. | 
Car, If your Grace 
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honeſt, 
Yauldfeele more comfort.Why ſhold we (good Lady) 
Vpon what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, 
Theway of our Profeſſion is againſt it; 
eare to Cure ſuch ſorrowes, not to ſowe *«M. 
For goodnefſe ſake, conſider what you doe, 
How you may hurt your ſelfe : I, utterly 
Tow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
he hearts of Princes kifſe Obedience, - | 
much they love it. But to ſtubborneSpirits,” 
& ſwell and grow,as terrible as ſtormes- 
ow you have a Gentle, Noble-temper,” 
A Souleas even as a Calme 3 Pray thinke us, ; 
= we profeſle, Peace-makers, Friends,and Servants. 
«np. Madam, you'l finde it ſo; 


You wrong your Vertucs 


With theſe weake Womens feares.- A Noble Spirit 
As yours was, put into you, ever caſts 
Such doubts as falſe Coine from it. The 
Beware you looſe it not ; For us (if you pleaſe 
Totruſt us in your buſineſſe) we are ready 
To uſe our utmoſt Studies, in your ſeryices 
2x. Do whatye will, my Lords : 

And pray forgive me ; 

If I have us'd my ſelfeunmannerly, 

You know I am a Woman lacking wit 
To make a ſeemely anſwer to ſuch perſons, 
Pray do my fervice to his Majeſtie, 

He ha's my heart yet, and ſhall have my Prayers 

W hile I ſhall have my life. Come revererd Fathers, 
Beſtow your Councelsen me. She now begges 
| That lictlerhought when ſhe ſet footing heere, 
She ſhould haveboughr her Dignities ſo deere 


——_— 
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Scena Secunda, 


Enter the Dake of Norfolke; Dnke of Suffulke, Lord Surrs 
and Lord our kde 4 OJ, 


| Norf. If you will now unite in'your Complaints 

And force them with a Conſtancy, the Cardinall 

Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 

The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 

| But that you ſhallſuſtaine moe new diſgraces, 
With theſe you bearealready. 

[-- Sid am joyfull 

To meete the [eaft oceaſion, that may give me 

Remembranceof my Father-in-Law the Duke, 

Tobe reveng'd on him. | 

Suf. Which of the Peeres | 
Have uncontemn'd gene by him, or atleaſt 
Strangely neglefed ? When did he regard 
The ſtampe of Nobleneflſe in any perſon 
Out of himſelfe ? 

Cham. My Lords, you ſpeake your pleaſures: 
What hedeſerves of you aud me, I know : 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Gives way to us) T much feare. If you cannot 
Barre his accefle to*ch* King, never attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a witchcraft 


FI 


_ | Overthe King in's Tongue, © 


Nor. O feare him not, SO 
His ſpell in that fs our : the King hath found 
Matter againſt him, that for ever marres*  - 
The Hony of his Language; No, he's ſetled 
(Nottocome off ) in his diſpleaſure. ©. 

Swy. Sir, Bs. rt 
I ſhould beglad to heareſuch Newes®$this 
Once every houre. Dare. 

Nor, Beleeve it, this is true. | 
| Inthe Divorce, his contrarie proceedings-' 


| | Areallunfolded: whereinhe appeares,* © 


As I would wiſh mine Enemy. 


Sur. How came: —_  o&f 
Hispratiſestolight ? 

Suf. Molt ſtrangely. | 

Sur. O how? how? © Range 

Sf. The Cardimls Letrers to the Pope miſcarried, 


And 
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And come to th' cye o'th' King, wherein was read 

How that the Car livall Fs pon his Holinefle 

To ſtay the Indgement o'th' Divorce ; for if 

It didtake place, 1 do(quoth he) perceive 

My King is tangled in afteion, ro 

A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Anne Buller. 
Sr, Ha's the King this? 

Sufe Beleeve It. 

Sur. Will this worke? | 

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coalts 
And hedges his owne way, But in this point, 

All his trickes founder, and he brings his P hyſicke 
After his patients death; the King already 
Hath married the faire Lady. 

Sur. Wouldhe had. Z 

Suf. May you be happy in your wiſh my Lord, 
Fox I profefſe you havyeit. 

Sur, Now all my joy 
Trace the Conjuncion. 

Suf. My Amen tooO't. 

N or. All mens. ; 

Suf. There's order given for her Coronation : 
Marry this is yet bur yong, and may be left 
To ſomeeares unrecounted. 'But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleate 
In minde and feature, I perſwade me, from her 
Will fall ſome bleſſing to this Land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But will the King 
Diſgeſt this Letter of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor, Marry Amen. 

Suf. No,no: 


There be moe Waſpes that buz about his Noſe, 


| Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardwell Camper, 
Is ſtolne away to Rome, hath 'tane no leave, - 
| Ha'sleft the cauſe to'th* King unhandled, and 


Is poſtedas the Agent of our Cardinall, 
To ſecondall hisplot. I doaflure you, 
The King cry'de Ha,at this. 

Cham, Now God incenſe hi 


| And lethim cry Ha, lowder. 


Norf. But my Lord 
When returnes (ranmer? ; 

Sf. He is return'd in his options, whictz 
Have ſatisfied the King for his Divorce, 
Together withall famous Colledges 
Almoſt in Chriſtendome : ſhortly (1 beleeve) 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publiſhd, and 
Her Coronation. Katherine no more } 
Shall be call'd Quaeene, but Princeſſe Dowager, 
And Widdow toPringe eArihvur. Tr 

Nor. This fame Cramer's ..- 

A worthy Fellow, and hathtane much paine ; 
In the Kingsbufineſſe. | 

Suf. He ha's, apdwe ſhall ſee him 
For it, an Arch-bythop. | 

Nor. Sol heare. 

Safe 'Tis 1{0., -.,.. 


The Cardinal, 


$* + 
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"Enper Wolſey and (rommet.  ' 
SRES]22 1 OOIETTL 42; 2-4 
Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, hee's moody. 
Car. The Packet Cromwell, Folio 
Gay't youthe King ? HS; dt 
- Crom. To hisowne hand, in's Bed-chamber. © .-+ 
Card. book dhe o'th' infideof the Paper 2. 


| 


ate. the 


| Our bard rul'd King. Againe,there is ſprung up 


Papers of State he ſent me, to peruſe 


"The ſeverall 


Crom. Preſently 
He did unſcale them, and the firſt he view%d, 
Hedid it witha Serious minde : a heede 
Was in his countenance. You he bade 
Attend him heere this Morning. 

Card. Is he ready to comeabroad ? 

(rom. 1 thinke by this he is. 

Card, Leavemea while, Exit (romml, 
It ſhall be tothe Dutches of Alanſon, 
The French Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
Anne Bulen? No: Ileno eArmeBullens for him, 
There's more jn't then faire Viſage. Buken ? 
No, wee'l no Bullens: Speedily 1 with 
To hearefrom Rome. The Marchionefle of Penbroke? 
Nor. He's diſcontented. | 
Swuf. May be he hearesthe King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 
Ser. Sharpe enough, 
Lord for thy Iuſtice. 
Car. Thelate Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
Tobe her Miftris Miſtris > The Queenes,Queene? 
This Candle burnes not cleere, 'tis I muſt ſnuffeir, 
Then out it goes, What though I know her vertuous 
And well deferying ? yet 1 know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not wholſometo 
Our cauſe, that ſhe ſhould lye 1th' boſome of 


An Heretique, an Arch-one ; (ranmer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the favourof the King, 
And 1s his Oracle. 

Nor. He is vex'dat ſomething. 


Emer K ing, reading of 4 Scedule. 


Sar, I would*twer ſomething y would fret the ſtring, 
The Maſter-cord on's heart. 

Swuf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by 'thhoure 
Seewes to flow from him ? How, i'th' name of Thiit | 
Does he rake thistogether? Now my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord, wehave 
Stood heere abſerving hum. Some ſtrange 
Isin hisbraine : He bites his lip and ſtarts, 
Stops on a ſodaine, lookes upon the ground, 
Then layes his finger on his Temple : ſtraight 
Springs out into faſt gate, then ſtops againe, 

Strikes his breſt hard, and anon, hecatts 
His cye agaioſt the Moone 2 in moſt range Poſtures = 
We have ſeene him ſet himſclfe. | 

King. Itmay well be, | 

There is a mutiny in'smind. This morning, 


6 


As I requir'd ; and wot you what I found 
There (on my Conſcience put unwittingly ) 
Forfooth an.inventorie, thus importing 

parcels of his Plate, his Treaſure, | 
Rich ſtuffesand Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
I finde at ſach proud Rate, that it ont-ſpeakes' 
Poſſeſſion of a SubjeR. 

Nor. arr er 
Some Spirit put this paper in 
To blefle amp E with | 

King. If we did thinke 


the Packet, 


His 


+ 
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His Contemplations wereabove the carth, | Your Braine,and every Funfion of your power, | 
And fixt on ſpiritual objeR,he ſhould ſtill Should,notwithſtanding that-your bond of duty, 
Dwell in his Muſings,but I amattraid As 'twer in Loves particular,be more 
His Thinkingsare below the Moone,not worth To me your Friend,then any. 
His ſerious conſidering. Cay. I doprofeſle, . WE: 
King takzs bis Seat whiſpers Lovell, who goes That for your Highnefle good, I ever labour'd 
co the Cardinal. More then mine owne:that am,have,and will be 
Car, Heaven forgive me, (Though all the world ſhould cracke their dury to you, 
Ever God blefſe your Highneſle. And throw it from their Soule,though perils did 
King. Good my Lord, ' | Abounds thicke as thought could makeem,and | 
You are full of Heavenly ſtuffe,and beare the Inventory, | Appeare in formes more horrid)yetmy Duty, 
Of your beſt Graces,in your minde;the which As dotha Rocke againſt the chiding Flood, 
You were now funning o're:you have ſcarſc time Should the approach of this wilde River breake, 
To ſteale from Spirituall leyſure, a briefe {pan And ſtand unſhaken yours. : 
To keepe your earthly Audit,ſure in that King. "Tis Nobly ſpoken;; | 
Ideeme you an ill Husband,and am glad Take notice Lords,he ha's a Loyall breſt, 
To have you therein: my Companion. | For you have ſeene him open't. Read o're this, : 
Car. Sir, | Andafter this,and then to Breakfaſt with | 
For Holy OzHces TI have a time;a time W hatappetite you have.. 
 Tothinke upon the part of buſineſſe, which | Crit King,frowning upon the Cardinall,the N pbles | 
| { beare1i'th'State-and Nature does require throug after hin ſmiling and whiſperings | 
Her times of preſervation,which perforce | Car. What ſhould thismeane? 
| I her fraile ſonne,among'ſt my Brethren mortall, What ſodaine Anger's thisHow have I reap'd it? 
| Muſt give my tendance to. He partcd Frowniog from me,asif Ruine | 
King. You have faid well. | Leap'd from his Eyes. So lookes the chafed Lyon 
{ar. And ever may your Highneſſe yoake together, Vpon thedaring Huntſman thar has gall'd him: 
(As { wiil lend you cauſe)my doing well, | Then makes him nothing. I muſt reade this paper: 
' With my wellfaying, I feare the Story of his Anger. *Tis ſo: 
King.*Tis well laid agen, This paper ha's undone me: *Tis th'Accompt 
And'tis a kinde of good deede to fay well, Of allthat world of Wealth I have drawne together 
And yet words are nodeeds. M y Father lov'd you, For mine owne ends,( Indeed to gaine the Popedome 
He ſaid he did,and with his deed did Crowne And fee my Friends in Rome. O Negligence! 
His word upon you. SinccI had my Oitce, Fit for a Foole to fall by : What crofle Divell | 
l have kept younext my Heart,have not alone Made me put this maine Secretin the Packet 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, I ſent the King? [sthere no way to cure this? | 
But par*d my preſent Havings,to beſtow No new device to beate this from his Braines? | 
My Bountics upon you. I know *twill Rirre him ſtrongly;yet I know | 
Car. W hat ſhould this meane? A way,if it take right,in ſpight of Fortune 
Sur. The Lord increaſe this bulineſle. Wul bring me off againe. What's this? Torh' Pope? | 
King, Have Inot made you 2 The Letter(as I live)withall the Buſinefſe i 
The prime man of the State? I pray you tell m2, | I writ to's Holinefle. Nay. then,farewell: | 
If what I now pronounce,you have found true: | 1 havetouch'd the higheſt point of all my Greatneſle, 
Andif you may confeſle it,lay withall | And from that full Meridian of my Glory, | 
If you are bound to us,or no. What ſay you? | T haſte now to my Setting, I ſþall fall 
Car. My Soveraigne, I confefle your Royall graces Like a bright exhalation in the Evening, 
Showr'd on medaily, have bene more then could Andno man ſee me more. | ; 
My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went | : | 
Beyond all mansendeavors. My endeavors, Enter t9 Woolſey, the Dukes of Norfolke and Suffolke, the | 
Haveever come too ſhort of my Deſires, Earle of Surrey, and the Lord (hamberlame. 
Yet fill'd with my Abilities:Mine owne ends | | 
Have beeneſo, that evermore they pointed | Mor. Hearethe Kings pleaſure Cardinall, 
To*ch'good of your moſt Sacred Perſon;and - W ho commands you 
The profit of the State. For your great-Graces To render up the Great Seale preſently 
Heap d upon me(poore Vndeſerver)I Into our hands,and to Confineyour {elfe 
-nnothing render but Allegiant thankes, To Aſher-houſe,my Lord of Winchelters, 
{ My Prayres to heayen for you;my Loyalty : | Till you heare further from his Highnefle. 
Which ever ha's,and ever ſhall be growing, ( ar. Stay: Es: | 
\ Tildeath(that Winter)kill ir, W here's your Commiſſion?Lords, words cannot carry 
Kiavg. Faircly anſwer'd: . - Authority ſo weighty. 
ALoyall,and obedient Subje is . Saf. W ho dare crofſe*em, 1 | | 
Therein illuſtrated,the Honor of it . | Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreſlely? 
Does pay the A of it,as i th'contrary + .. { Car. TillI findemore thenwill,or words todoit, 
The fowleneſle is the puniſhment. I preſume, (I meane ”= malice) know, Orficious Lords, 
That as my hand ha's open'd Bounty toyou, - + .. . { Idaregan muſt deny it. Now I feele - 
My heart.drop'd Love,my powre rain'd Honor,more | Of what courſe Mettle ye are molded,Envy; 
is | Onyou, then any:So your Handgand Heart, | How eagerly ye follow my Diſgraces - 
_*j | | y . 
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As if it fed ye, and how flecke and wanton — =» 
Ye appeare 1n every thing may bring my rune? 
Follow your envious courſes,men of Malice; 
You have Chriſtian warrant for'tm,and no doubt 
In rime will finde their fit Rewards. That Seale - 
You aske with ſuch a Violence, the King 


(Mine,and your Maiſtcr)with his owne hand,gave me: «+ 


Bad me enjoy it, withthe Place,and Honors 
During my lifezand toconfirme his Goodnefle, 
Tide it by Letters Patents. Now,who'll take 1t? 

Sar. The King that gave 1t» 

(ar. It muſt be himſclfe then. 

Sxr. Thonart a proud Traitor,Pricſt. 

Car. Proud Lord,thou lyeſt: 
Within theſe forty houres,Surrey durſt better 
Have burnt that Tongue,then faide ſo. 

Sar. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarler finne) robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father in-Law, 
The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 
(With thee,and all thy beſt parts bound together) 
Weigh'd not a-haire of his. Plague of your policy, 
You ſent me Deputy for Ireland, 
Farre from his {uccour;frem the King, from ail 
That might have mercy on the fault,thou gau*it him: 
W hil'ſt your great Goodneſle, out of holy pitty, 
Abſoly'd him with an Axe. 

7ol. This,andallclſe 
This taſking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
Tanſ{wer,is moſt falſe. The Duke by Law 
Found his deſerts. How innocent I was ' 
From any private walicein his end, 
His Noble Inry,and foule Cauſe can witneſle, 
If I lov'd many words,Lord,I ſhould tell you, 
You have aslittle Honeſty,as Honor, 
Thar in the way of Loyalty,and Truth, 
Toward the King,my ever Royall Mailſter, 
Dare mate a ſounder manthen Surry can be, 
And all that love his tollies. 

Ser. By my Soule, 
Your long Coat(Pricit)protefts you, 
Thou ſhould'ſt teele 
My Sword ich'life blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance? 
And from this Fellow?It we live thus tamely, 
To be thus Iaded by a peece of Scarlet, 
Farewell Nobility:lct his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap,like Larkes. 

Car. All Goodneſle 
Is poiſon to thy Stomacke. 
' Sar. Yes,that goodneſle 

Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one, 
Inte your owne hands(Card'nall )by Extortion: 
The goodneſſe of your intercepted Packets 
You writto'th Pope,againſt che King:your goodneſſe 
Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, 
As youreſpe& the common good,the State 
Of our deſpis'd Nobility,our Iſſues, 
(Whoif helive,will ſcarſe be Gentlemen) 
Produce the grand ſamme of his ſinnes,the Articles 
ColleRed from bis lite. Ile ſtartle you 
Worſethen the Sacring Beli, when the browne Wench 
Lay kiſſing in your Armes,Lord Cardinal, 

Cer. How much methinkes, I could deſpiſe this man, 
ButthatI am bound in Charity againſt it, 


| 
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Nor, Thoſe Articles;my Lord,are in the Kingshand; 
But thus much,they are foule ones. 

Woel. So much fairer | 
And ſpotleſſe,ſhall mine Innecence ariſc, 


 Whenthe King knowes my Truth. 


Sur. This cannot fave you: 
I thanke my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe Articles,and out they ſhall. 
Now,if you can bluſh,andcry guilty Cardinall, 
You't ſhewa little Honeſty. 

Wol. Speake on Sir, 
I dare your worſt ObjeRtions:If I bluſh, 
It is to ſeea Nobleman want manners. 

Ser. I had rather want thoſc,then my head; 
Have at you. | 
Fi:ſt,that wichout the Kings aſſent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate,by which power 
You maim'd the IuriſdiQion of all Biſhops. 

Nor, Then, That in all you writ to Rome,or elſe 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Rex mens, 

Was ſtill inſcrib'd:in which you brought the King 
Todbe yonr Servant. | 

Saf. Then,that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Councell, when you went 
Ambaſſador to the Emperor,you made bold 
To carry into Flanders,the Great Scale. 

Sar, Item, You ſent a large Commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſado,to conclude 
Without the Kings will,or the States allowance, 

A League betweene hie Highneſle, and Ferrara. 
Saf. That out of raecre Ambition,you have causd 

Your holy-Hat to be ſtamprt on the Kings Coine, 

Sar, Then, that you baveiſcnt innumerable ſubſtance, 
(by what meanes got, IHleave toyour owne conſcience) 
To furniſh Romc.andto prepare the wayes 
You have for Digutics, to the meere undooing 
Of all the Kingdom: Many more there are, 
W hich fince they are of you,and odious, 
I will nor taint my mouch with. 

Cham. O my Lord, 
Preſſe not a falling man too farre:'tis Vertue: 
His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them 
(Not you )corredt him. My heart weepes to ſec him 
So little,of his great Sclfe. 

Sar. 1 forgive him. 

Sf. Lord Cardinall,the Kings further pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late 
By your power Legantive within this Kingdome, 
Fall into*th'compaſle of a Premunire; | 
That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caſtles,and whatſoever,and to be 
Out of the KingsproteQtion. This is my Charge. 

Nor. And ſo wee'l leave you to your Meditations 
How to live better. For your ſtubborne anſwer 
Abeunt the giuing backe the Great Seale tous, 

The King ſhall know it,and(no doubt)ſhallthanke yoll 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall. 
Exeunt all but Walſt) 

1. So farewell,tothe little good you beare me» 

Farewell?A long tarewellto all my Greatnefle. 

This is the ſtate of Man;to day he-puts forth 

The tender Leaves of hopes, to morrow Blofſomes, 
And beares his bluſhing Honors thicke upon hum: | 
The third day,comesa Froſt;a killing Froſt, 
And when hethinkes,good cafie man,fuil ſurely 
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His Greatneſſe is a ripening,nippes his roote, 

And then he falsas I do. I have ventur'd 

Like little wanton Boyes that ſwim on bladders: 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, : 

| But farre beyond my depth:my high-blovwne Pride 
Atlength broke under me,and now ha'sleft me 
Weary,and old with Service,tothe mercy 

Of arude ſtreame,rhat muſt forever hide me. 
Vaine pompe,and glory of this World,TI hate ye, 

I feele my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
Isthat poore man,that hangs on Princes favours? . 
There is betw1xc that ſmile ive would afpire to, 
That ſweet Aſpe& of Pritices, and their ruine, 


And when be falles, he falleslike Lucifer, 


Never to hopeagatne. | 
Enter Cromwell, ſtanding amazed. 


Why how now (romwel/? 
Crom.1 have no power to ſpeake Sir.) 
Car. W hat,amaz'd : 


Army misfortunes?Can the Spirit wonder 
| Agreat man ſhould decline, Nay,and you weep 
I am falne indeed. | 
Crom. How does your Grace. 
(ard. Why well: 
Never ſo truly happy,my good Crowell, 
I know my fclfe now, and I feele within me, 
A peace above all earthly Dignities, 
A itill,and quiet Conſcience. The King ha's cur'd me, 
I lumbly thanke his Grace:and from theſe ſhoulders 
Theſe ruin'd Pullet,out of pitty, taken | 
A loade,wou!d finke a Navy.(too much Honor.) 
O'tisa burden Crommwell,*tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man,that hopes for Heaven, 
Croms, I am glad your Grace, f 
Ha's made that right uſe of it-. 
Card. I hope I have: 
I am able now(me thinkes) 
(Out of a Fortitude of Soule,1 feele) 
To endure more Miſcries,and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hearted Enemies,dare offer- 
What Newes abroad? | 
(rom. The heavieſt,and the worſt, 
Is your diſpleaſure with the King. 
Card. God blefle him. 
(rom. The next is,that Sir Thomas Moore is cholcn 
Lord Chancellor,in your place. 
(ard. That's ſomewhat ſodain- 
But he's a Learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnefſe favour,and do Iuſtice 
For Truths-ſakezand his Conſcience; that his bones, 
When he ha's run his courſe,and ſleepes in Bleſſings, 
May havea Tombe of Orphantsteares wept on him. 
What more? 
|; Crom, That ( ranmer is return'd with welcome; 
{ Infiall'd Lord Arch-byſhop of Canterbury. 
{ard. That's Newes indeed. 
(rom. Laſt,that the Lady Anze, | 
Whom: the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open,as his Queene, 
Going to Chappell:and the voice is now 
Ondly about h?r Corronation. = 
(4rd. There was the waight that pull'd me downe. 
O Crommeell, 
TheKing ha's gone beyond me: All my Glories 
Inthat one woman, I have loſt for ever. 


pO NOD 
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More pangs,and feares then-warres,or women have; 


No Snn,ſhall ever uſher forth mine Honors, 

Or gilde againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 
Vpon my tmiles. Go get thee from me (rommrl, 

I am a poore falne man,unworthy now 


| Tobethy Lord,and Maiſter. Seekethe King 


(That Sun, I pray may never ſet)T have told him, 
What,and how true thouart;he will advance thee? 
Some lictle memory of me, will ſtirre hia 
(I know his Noble Nature)not tolet 
Thy hopetull ſervice periſh too. Good Cromwell 
Negle& him not; make uſe now ,and prouide 
For thineowne fature ſafety. - 

\ Crom. O my Lord, 
Muſt I then leave you?Muſt I necdes forgo 
So good,fo Noble,and fo true a Maiſter? 


| -Beare witneſle, all that have not hearts of Tron, 


With what aſorrow Cromwel lcaves his Lord. 
The King {hall have my ſervice;but my prayers 
For ever,and for ever ſhall be yours. 
C( ard, Crommel, , I did not thinke to ſhed a teare 
Inall my Miferies:But thou haſt forc'd me 
(Out of thy honeſt truth)toplay the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes: And thus farre heare me (rommwel, 
And when Iam forgotten, as I ſhallbe, 
Andilcepe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me,more muſt be heard of: Say I taught thee; 
Say Wolſ{ex,that once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths,and Shoales of Honor, 
Foundthez a way(out of his wracke)to riſe in: 
Aſure,and ſafe one,though thy Maiſter milt ir. 
Marke but my Fall,and that that Ruin'd me: 
Cromwel, I charge thee,fling away Ambition, 
By that ſinne fell the Angels:how can manthen 
(The Image of his Maker) hope to win by it? 
Love thy felfc laſt;cheriſh thoſe hearts thar hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more then Honeſty, 
Still in thy right hand,carry gentle Peace 


To ſilence envious Tongues. Be juſt,and feare not: 


Let a'lthe ends thou aym'ſt at,be thy Countries, 
Thy Gods,ard Truths. Then if thou fall'ſt (O Cromnee!!) 
Thou fall'it a bleſſed Martyr. 
Servethe King: And prythee leade me in: | 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To thelaſt peny, *tts the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven,isall, 
1 darenow call mine owne. O Cromwel, Cromwel 
Had I but ſerv'd my God, with halfethe Zeale 
I ſerv'd my King:he would not in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies, 

Crow, Good Sir,have patience. 

Card. $01 have. Farewell | 
The Hopes of Court,my Hopes in Heaven do dwell. 

E xtunt. 


_—_ CC > 


Attus Quartus.Scena Prima, 


— 


Enter tro Gentlemen meeting one another. 

I Y are well met once againe. \% 
2 Soare yols A = 
I Youcome totake your ſtand heere,and behold 
The Lady Amne,paſſe from her Corronation. 


y 2 2'Tis 


———__——— 


[ 


—_—_— 


Pm 


| The Queene is comming. 
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2 *Tis all my buſinefſe. At our laſt encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Traall. 
I *'Tis very true. But that time offer*d ſorrow, 
This generall joy. 
2 ſis well:The Citizens | 
I am ſure have ſhewne at fulltheir Royall minds, 
As letem have their rights,they areever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 
Pagcants,and Sights of Honor. 
1 Never greater, 
Nor lleafſureyou better taken Sir. : 
2 May I be bold toaske whatthat containes, 
That Paper in your hands. 
I Yes, *tis the Liſt 
Of thoſe that claime their Oihices this day, 
By cuſtome of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suffolke is the frſt,and claimes 
To be high Steward;Next the Duke of Norf'lke, 
He to be Earle Marſhall:you may reade the reit. 
I I thanke you Sir:Had I not knowne thoſe cuſtomes, 
I ſhould have beecne beholding to your Paper: 
But I beſecch you, what's become of Katherine 
The Princeſſe Dowager? How goes her buſineſſe? 
I That I cantell you too. The Archibiſhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned,and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Courtat Dunitable;ſixe miles off 
From Ampthill,where the Princeſle lay,to which 
She was often cyted by them,bur appear'd not: 
And tobe ſhort,fornot Appearance,and 
The Kings late Scruple,by the maine aſſent 
Ofall theſe Learned men,ſhe was divorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none cffe: 


4 Since which, ſhe was remov'd toKymmaltcn, 


Where ſhe remaines now ſicke. 
2 Alas good Lady. 
The Trumpets ſound:Stand cloſe, 
Ho-boyes, 


a — 


The Order ofthe Coronation, 


— 


1 A lively Flourilh of Trumpets. 


2 Then two [uages. | 
3 LordChancelor,with Purſe and Mace before him, 
Muſicke 


uirriſters fnging. 

: _ of Link , bearing th: Mace. Then Garter , ws 
his Coate of Armes , ana on bis bead be wore a Gitt ( opper 
Crowne. 

6 Marqueſſe Do! ſet , bearing a Scepter of Gold,on hic head, 
a Demy Coronal of Gold, Withhim, the Earle of Surrey 
b earing the Redof Suver withthe Dove, Crowned with ax 
Eavles Coronet, Collars of Eſſes. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, in his Robe of Eſtate bis Coronet on hit 
head,bearing a long white Wand , as High Steward. with 
hins the Dihe of Norfolte , nith the ked of Marſhalſhip, 
a Corenet oz his head, ( ollars of Eſſes. 

$8 A Canopy, borne by foure of the Cinque-Ports , nndey ie 
the Deere in ber Robe,in her haire , richly adorned with | 


ardWinchelter. 

9 The Old Dutchcſle of Nortolke, ina (oronall of Gold, 
wrought with Flowers bearing the © neenes Traine, 

10 Certaine Ladies or Counteſles, with plaine Circletsof 
Gold, without Flowers, 

Execunt, firſt paſſing over the Stave in Order and State , and 

| theng; Agreat Flouriſh of Trumpets. 


—_————— 


Pearle,{rowned. Oneach fide her.the Biſhops of London 


| 


2 A Royall Traine beleeve me:Theſe I know: 
Who's that that beares the Scepter? 
I Marqueſſe Dorſet, 
And that the Earle of Surrey,with the Rod. 
2 A bold brave Gentleman. That ſhould be 
The Duke of Suffolke. 

I Tis the ſame: high Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolk? 

I YES» 

2 Heaven bleſle thee, 

Thou haſt the ſweeteſt face I ever look'd on. 
Sir,as I have a Soule,ſhe is an Angell; 

Our King ha's ali the Indies in his Armes, 

And more,and richer, when he ſtraines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Conſcience, 

I They that beare 
The Cloath of Honor over her,are foure Barons 
Otthe Cinque-Ports. 

2 Thoſe men are happy 
And ſo areall,are neere her. 

I takeit,ſhe that carries up the Traine, 
Is that old Noble Lady, Dutcheſſe of Norfolke. 
1 It is,and all the reſt are Counteſles. 
2 Their Coronets ſay ſo. Theſe are Starres indeed, 
And ſometimes falling ones. 
2 No more of that, 
Enter athird Gentleman. 

1 God fave you Sir. Where have you bin broiling? 

3 Among the crow'd th'Abbey,where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more:I am ſtifled 
With the mecere rankneſle of their joy. 

2 Youſaw the Ceremony? 

3 Thatldid. 

1 How was It? | 

3 Well worth the ſeeing. 

2 Good Sir,{peake it to us? 

3 As weltas | am able.The rich ttreame 
Of Lords,and Ladies, having brought the Queene 
To a prep?r'd piace inthe Quire, tell off 
A dittance from her; while her Grace ſate downe 
To reſt « while,ſome balfean houre,or ſo, 

In arich Chaire ot Stare,oppoling freely 

The Beauty of her Perſon rothe People. 

Beleeve me Sir,ſhe is the goodlieſt Woman 
Thatever lay by man-which whenthe people 
Had the full view cf,ſucha noyſe aroſe, 

As the ſhrowdes make at Sea, in a (tiffe Tempeſt, 
As lowd, and toas many Tunes. Hats,Cloakes, 
(Doublets,I thinke)Bew up,and hid their Faces 
Bin looſe,this day they had beene loſt, Such joy 

I never ſaw before, Greatbelly'd women, 
That bad not halfe a weeke to go,like Rammes 
In the old time of Warre, would ſhake the preaſe 
And make'em reele before'em. No man living 
Could ſay this is my wife there,all u ere woven 
So {trangeiy in onepecce. | 

2 But what follow'd? 

3 Atlength,her Grace roſe,and with modeſt paces 
Cameto the Altar,where ſhe kneel'd,and Saint-like 
Caſt her faire eyes to Heaven,and pray'd devoutly 
Then roſe againe,and bow'd her tothe people: 
Whenby the Arch-byſhop of Canterbury, 

She had all the Royall makings ofa Queene; | 

As holy Oyle, Edward Confeſſors Crowne, 

The Rod, and Birdof Peace andalt{uxch Emblemes 
Laid Nobly on her:which perform'd, the Quire 


I——— 
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With all the choyſeſt Muſicke of the Kingdome, | | Lodg'd in the Abbey;where the reverend Abbot 
Together ſung Te Deums. So ſhe parted, With all his Covent, honorably receiv'd him; 
And with the fame full State pac'd backe againe To whom he gave theſe words. O Father Abbot, 
To Yorke-Place,where the Feait 1s held. An old man,broken with the ſtormes of State, 

x Sir. + Is cometo lay his weary bones among ye; 
You muſt no more call it Yorke-place,that's paſt: Give him a little earth for Charity. ; 
For ſince the Cardinall ſell, that Titles loſt, So went to bed;where cagerly his fickneſſe 
'Tis now the Kings, and call'd W hite-Hall. | Purſy'd him till;and three nights after this, | 

| know itz ; | Avout the houre of eight, which he himſclfe | 
But*ris fo lately alter'd,that the old name | Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full Repentance, | 
Is freſh about me. Continuall Meditations, Teares,and Sorrowes, | 
'2 Whattwo Reverend By noe ; | He give his Honors tothe world agen, ; 
Were thoſe that went on cach {ide of the Queene? His blefſed part to Heaven,and ſlept in peace. 

3 _—_ and Gardiner, the one of Winchelter, © Kath, Somay hereſt, | | | 
Newly preferr'd from the Kings Secretary: His faults lye on him: $3 
The other London. | Yer thus farre Griffith,give me leave to £ peake him, K 

2 Heof Wincelter And yet with Charity, He was, a man ES ['! 
Is held no great good lover of the Archbiſhop, Of an unbounded itomacke, ever ranking bY 
The vertuous {ranmer. Himſelfe with Princes. One that by ſuggeſtion 1 
2 Allthe Land knowes that: h | Ty'de allthe Kingdome.Symony, was faire play, | 
How ever,yet there is no great breach;when it comes His owne Opinion was his Law. I'th' preſence | 
Cranmer will finde a Friend will not ſhrinke from him. | He would ſay untruths,and be ever double | 

2 Who may that be,l pray you. Both in his words.and meaning. He was never ; 

2 Thomas Cromwel, (Bur where he meant to Ruine )pirtifull. i 
A man in wuch eſtceme with th'King,and truly His Promites,were as be then was, Mighty: | 

| Anorthy Friend, The King ha's made him Butts performancc,as he is now, Nothing: 12. 
Maiſter o'th'Iewell Houſe, Of his owne body he was ill,and gave | 
And one already of the Privy Councell. The Clergy ill example. | 

2 He will deſerve more. Grif. Noble Madam: : | 

3 Yes withour all doubt. | Mens evill manners, live in Brafle,their Vertues : 
Come Gentlemen ye ſhall go my way, We write in Water. May it pleaſe your Highnefſe | 
Which is ro'th Court.and there ve ſhall be my Guelts: To hecare me ſpeake his good now? 

Something ! can command. As I walke thither, Kath, Yes good Griffth, 
He tell ye more. I were ma{ictons elle. 
| Both, You may command us Sir. E xenunt, Grif. This Cardinal. 


Though from an hutable Stocke,undoubtedly 
06s | Was faſhion'd ro much Honor. From his Cradle 
F N | F, F He was a Scholler,and aripe,and good one: 
C14 DECUNCT. Exceeding wiſe, faire fpoken,and perſweding: 
Fe Lofty,and ſowre to them that lov'd him not: | 
| Bur to thule men that ſought him, ſweet as Summers. © 
Emer Katherine Dowager, ſicke,tend betweens Griffuv, | Ard though he wereunfatisficd in getting, 


— — _— — — —— 


En ama 


her Gentleman Yjber,and Patience (Which wasa finnc)yet in beitowing, Madam, 
her Womans He was molt Princely;Ever witneſle for him 
| Thoſe twinnes of Learning,that be rais'd in you, 
Grift. How do's your Grace? Ipſwich and Oxford:one of which,fell with him, 
Kath;O Griffth,ſicke to ceath: Vnwilling to out-live the good that did it. : 
My Legges likeloaded Branches bow to'th*Earth, The other(though unfiniſh'd)yet ſo Famous, 61 
Willing to leavetheir burthen:Reach a Chaire, | Soexccllent in Art,and (till ſo rifing, F 
S$0now(me thinkes)1 feele a lirtle cafe- That Chriſtendome ſhall ever ſpeake his Vertue, 
Did'(t thou not tell me Gr:fith,as thou lead'ſt me, His'Overthrow, heap'd Happinzfle upon him: 
That the great Childe of Honor, Cardinall# ol/4- For then,and not till thenyhe felt himſcite, 
Wasdead? And found the Bleſſednefle of being little. 
Grif. Yes Madam::but Ithinke your Grace Aud toadde greater Honors to his Age 
Out of the paine you ſuffer*d, gave no eare too't- | Then man could give him;he dy'd:,tcaring God. 
Kath. Pre*thee good Griffich,cellme how he dy'de. Kath. After my death,l wiſh no ofrer Herald, 
It well,he ſtepr before.me happily | No other ſp:aker of mv living Actos, 
For my example. Soom To keepe mine Honor, from Corruption, 
| .Grif. Weil,the voice goes Madam, + | Bur ſichan honeſt Ch. onicier as Griffith. = "i 
Forafter the ftout Earle Northamberland \Whom I moſt hated Living,thouhait made me | 
Arreſted bim at Yorke;and brought him forward - With thy Re'igious Truth,and Modeſty, | 
As a man ſorely tainted,to his Anſwer, | (Now in his Aſhes)Honor:Peace be with hun. | 
He fell ſickeſodainly, and grewſoil _ Patience,be necre me ftill,and ſet me lower, | 
He could notiit bis Male. | | [ havenotlong totrouble thee. Good Griffith, | 
Kath. Alas poore man. | Cauſe the Muſitians play me that ſad note | | 
| _ Grff, Atlaſt,witheaſic Rodes he came to Leiceſter, | I nam'd my Knell;zwhil'& I fit meditating. - | 
4 | | n \ 


TS 
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On that Cceleſtiall Harmony Igotoo. 
- Sad and ſolemne HMuſicke. 
Grif. She isaſleepe:Sood wench, let's fit down quiet, 
For feare we wake her. Softly,gentle Parrence. 


| The Vzton. Yu 

Enter ſolenenely tripping one after another, ſixe Perſonages, 
clad in white Robes , wearing on ther heades Garlands of 
Bayes,and golden Vizardson their faces, Branches of Bayes 

or Palme #n their hands. They firſt ( onge unto her , then 
Dance:and at certaine ('banges , the firſt rws hold aſpare 
Garland over her Head , at which the other fouve make re- 
verend Cisrtfies. Then the two that held the Garland , deli- 

. er the ſame toth2 other next two. whoobſerne the ſame or- 
der in their Charges,and holding the Garland over her bead. 
Which done,thty delvver the ſame Garland to the laſt two: 
who lthewiſe obſerve the ſame Order. At which(as it were 
by inſpir ation) ſhe makes(in her ſleepe )/ignes of rejoyeing,& 
beldeth up ber hands to heaven. And ſo , in their Dancmg 
vaniſh , carrying the Garland with them. The Muſicke con- 


EH1NHES. 


Kath. Spirits of peace , whereare ye?Are ye all gone? 
And leave me heere in wretchednefic, behinde ye? 
Grif. Madam, weare heere. 
Kath, Tt is nor youll call for, 
Saw ye none enter ſince 1 ſlept? 
Grif. None, Madam. | 
'Kath. No?Saw you not even now a bleſſed Troope 
Invite me toa Banquet,whoſe bright taces 
Caſta thouſand bcames upon me,like the Sur? 
They promis'd meeternall Happineſle, 
And brought me Garlands(Griffch)which I fecle 
I am not worthy yet to weare:I ſhall afſuredly. 
Grif. I am moſt joyfull Madam,ſuch good oreames 
Poſiefle your Fancy. 
Kath. Bid the Muſlicke leave, 
They arc harſh and heavy to me. 
Pati. Do you note 
How much her Grace isalter'd on the ſodajne? 
How long her face 15 drawne?How palc ſhe lookes, 
And of an earthy cold?Marke her cycs? 
Grif. She is going Wench. Pray, pray. 
Par. Hcaven comfort her. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
CHMeſ. And'tlike your Gracc ——_—_— 
Kat. Youarca fawcy Fellow, 


Meuſicke ceaſes. 


| Deſerve we nomore Reverence? 


Grif. You are too blame, _ | 
Knowing ſhe willnot looſe her wonted Greatnefſe 
Touſeſo rude behanjour. Goto,kneele. 

Meſ.. I humbly de entreat your Highneſle pardon, 


{| My haſt made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the King to fce you. 


Kath. Admit him entrance Griffth. Bur this Fellow 
Let me ne're {ce againe. __ ExiucCHVeſſme. 
Emer Lord Capuchins. 

If my ſight faile nor, 
You ſhould be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royall Nephew,and yourname Capact vs, 

Cap. Madam the ſame. Your Scrvant. 

Kath. O my Lord, He 208 
The Times and Titles now arealter'd ſtrangely 
With me,fince firſt you knew me, 
But pray you, | 


' What is yourpleaſare with me? 
| 


| (*p. Nobl#Lady, 

Firſt mine owne ſervice to your Grace,the next 
The Kings requeſt,thatI would viſit you, 

W ho greeves much for your weakneſſe,and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, - 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort, 

Kath. O my good Lord,that-comtort comes too late; 
"Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 

That gentle Phyſicke given in time,had cur'd me: 
But now I am paſt all Comforts heere, but Prayers. 
How does his Highneſſe? 

Cap. Madam,in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do,and ever flouriſh, 
When I ſhall dwcll with Wormes,and my poore tame 
Bani{}'d the Kingdome. Patrence,is that Letter 
I caus'd you write, yet ſent away? 

Pat, No Madam. 

Kath. Sir,l moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Lord the King. | 

Cap. Moſt willingly Madam. 

Kath, In which I have commended to bis goodneſſe, 
The Modell of our chaſte loves:his yong daughter, 
The dewes of Heaven fall thicke in Bleſſings on her, 
Beſceching him togive her vertuous breeding. 
She is yong, and of a Noble modcſt Nature, 

I hope ſhe will deſerve well;and a little 

To love her for her Mothers ſake-thar lov'd him: 
Heaven knowes how deerely. | 
My next poore Petition 

Is,that his Noble Grace would have ſome pittic 
Vpon my wretched women,that ſolong 

Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully, 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow 

(And now I ſhould not lye)but will deſerve 

For Vertue,and true Beauty of the Soule, 

For honeſty,and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband(let him be a Noble) 

And ſure thoſemen are happy that ſhall have'em. 
The laſt is for my men,they are the pooreſt, 

(But poverty could never draw*em from me) 
Thar they may have their wages,duly paid'em, 
And ſomething over to remember me by. 
IfHeaven bad pleas'd to have given melongerlife 
Andable meanes,we had not parted thus. - 

Theſe are the whole Contents,and good my Lord, 
By that you love rhe deereſt in this world, 

As you wiſh Chriſtian peace to ſoules departed 
Stand theſe poorepeoples Friend,and urge the King 
To do methis laſt right, | 

Cap, By Heaven 1 will. 

Orlet me looſe the faſhion of a man, : 

Kath. Ithanke you honeſt Lord. Remember me 
In all humility urto bis Highneſſe: | 
Say hisleng trouble now is paſling | 
Out of this world. Tell him in death Ibleft him 
(For ſo I will)mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith tarewell. Nay Patiente, 

You muſt notleave me yet. I muſt to bed, | 
Call in more women- When Iam dead,/go00d Weneh, 
Let me be us'd with Honor;ftrew meover © 

With Maiden Flowers,thar all the world may know 

I wasa chaſte Wife,to my GraverEmbalme me, 

Then lay me forth(alrhough unqueen'd)yct like 

A Queene,and Daughter to a King enterre me» 


I caano more. 
Exennt leading Katherine, 


— 


i. 
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Afﬀns Quintus.Scana Prima, 


| 


Enter G ardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, a Page with a Torch 
before him,met by Sis Thomas Lovell. 


Gard. It's one aclocke Boy,is't not: 
Boy. It hath (trooke. | Se 
Gard. Thele ſhould be houresfor neceſſities, 

Norfor delights:Times to repayre our Nature 

With comforting repoſe,and-not forus — 

Towalte theſe times. Good houre of night Sir Thomas; 
Whether ſo late? | ET 

Lov. Came you from the King,my Lord? 

are 1 did Sir Thomas,and left him at Primero 
With the Dukeof Suffolke. . 

Lov. 1 muſtrohim too 
Before he go to bed. Ile take my leave. | 
Gar. Not yet Sir Thomas Lovell: what's the matter? 
Itſeemesyouare 11 haſt:andif there be * 
No great offence belongs tov't,give your Friend 
Some touch of your tare bufineſle: Aﬀaires that walke 
(A they fay Spirits do)at midnight,have - 
In them a wilder Nature,theu the buſineſle 
That ſeekesdiſpatch by day. 
Lon. My Lord, I love you | | 
And durſt commend a ſecret to your care | 
Much waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor 
They ſay in great Extremity,and fear'd 
Shee'l with the Labour,end. 
Ger. The truite ſhe;goe with | 
 Ipray for beartily, thar it may finde 
Good time,and live:but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, 
I wiſh it grabb'dupnow. 
Levy. Me thinkes I could 
Cry the Arien;and yet my Conſcienceſayes 
Shee's a good Creature;and fyeet-Lady do's 
Deſerve our better wiſhes. 

Gar. But Sir,Sir. | 
Heare me Sir Thomas, y'area Gentleman | 
Otmine owne way. I know you Wilſe,Religious; - 
Andlet metell you,it will ne're be well, 

'Twill not Sir Thomas Lovelltak*t of me, | 
Till Cranmer (romwel,her two hands,and ſhee 
Sleepe in their Graves. 

Lov. Now Sir,yon ſpeake of two , 
The moſt remark*d ith Kingdome:as for Crommwel, 
Beſide that of rhe Iewell-Houſe,is made Maiſter 
O'th'Rolles,and the Kings Secretary.Further Sir, 
Stands in the gap and Trade of gnoe Preferments, + 
With which the Lime will loade him. Th'Archbyſhop 
Isthe Kings hand,and tongue; atl-who dare ſpcake 
| Oneſyllable againſt him? | 
| - Gar, Yes,yes-Sir Thomasg,\\ . 
| There are that Dare;and I myifelfe bave ventur'd 
| 


. 


2®. 


To ſpeake my minde of him:and indeed this day,” 
Sir(l may tell it you)I thinkeI have 

Incenſt the Lords o'th'Councell,thar he is 

(For ſo I know he is,they know he is) 

A moſt Arch-Heretique,aPeſtilence = 
| That does infeRthe Land:with which,they moved 
Have broken with the King,who hath ſo farre 
Given careto our Complaint, of his great Grace.” 


Our Reaſons layd before him, hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Councell Boord 
He be convented. He's a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt root him out. From your Afﬀaires 
I hinder you too long:Goed night,Sir T bomas. 
| Exit Gardiner and Page. 
Lov. Many good nights,my Lord, 1 reſt your ſervant. 
Enter King and ſuffolke. 
King. (harles, I will play no more to night, 
My mindes not on't,youare too hard for me.. 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. Bnt litle (harks, 
Nor ſhall not when my-Fancies on my play. 
Now Love/,from the-Queene what is the Newes, 
Lov. could not perionally deliver toher 
What you commanded me,but by her woman, 
I ſent your Meſſage, who return'd her thankes 
In the great'ſt humbleneflc,and defir'd your Highneſſe 
Mot hartily to pray for her. 
Kmg. What fay it thou?Ha? 
To pray for her? W hat, is ſhe crying out? 
ov. $0 faid her woman.and that her ſuffrance made 
Aimoſt each pangza death. 
King. Alas good Lady. 
Sizf. God fately quit her ofher Burthen,and 
With gentle Trayaile,to the gladdingof 
Your Hignefle with an Heire. 
King. 'Tis midnight Charles, 
Prythee to bed,and in thy Prayers remember 
Th'eſtate of iny poore Queene. Leave me alone, 
For I muſtthinke of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

_ Saf. T wiſh your Higneſle | 
A quiet night,and my good Miſtris will 
Remember in my Prayers... | 

King. (harles good night. 
Well Sir,wharfollowes? 
Enter Sir x Anthony Denny. 
Den; Sir,I haue brought my Lord the Arch-byſhop; 
Asyou commanded me. 
Kiv, Ha?Canterbury?. 
Dn. I my good Lord - 
Km. Tistructwhere is he Denny? 
Den. He attends your Highneſle pleaſure. 
Kin. Bring him to Vs. 
. Lon. This is aboutthat, which the Byſhop ſp 
I am happily come hither, | | 
| Enter (ranmer and Denny. 
King.Avoid the Gallery. Lovelſ:emeth to ſtay, 
Ha? have ſaid. Be gone. | 
- Exeaunt Lovell aud Denny. . 
Crax.L am fearcfull: Wherefore frownes he thus? 
Tis his AſpeR of Terror. All's not welts' : 
Kin, How now my Lord? | 
| Youdo deſire to know wherefore 
I ſent for yous © 
Cran. It is my duty !' -. 
Tattend your Highneſſe pleafure 
Xn, Pray you ariſe ' - PrC 
My good andjgracious Eord of Canterbury: 
Come, you and I muſt walke aturne together: 
I have Newes to tell you. ' | 
Come,come, give me your:hand. - 
Ah my good Lord,l greeveat what ſpeake, 
And am right ſorry torepeat what followes. 


Exit ſufolls 


— 


ake, 


| 


And Princely Care,fore-ſeeing thoſe fell Milchiefes; 


| T have, and moſt unwillingly of late - * 


pe CT 
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| Heard many greevous. I doſay my Lord 
Greevous complaints of you;which being confider'd, . 
Have mov'd Vs,and our Councell,that you ſhall 
| This Morning come betore us,where I know 
Youcannot with ſuch freedome purge your ſelfe, 
'Bne that till further Triallgin thoſe Charges 
Which will require your Anſwer,you muſt take 
Your patience to you,and be well contented 
To make your houſe eur Towre:you,a Brother of us 
It fits we thus procced,or elſe no witneſſe 
Would come againſt you. 
{an} humbly thanke your Higbneſle, 
Andam right glad to catch this good occaſion 
Moſt throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaffe 
And Corne {hail fiye a{under. For I know 
There's none ſtands utider more calumnious tongues, 
Then I my ſelfe,poore man. 
Kin. Stand up,good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth,and :hy Integrity is rooted | 
Inusthy Friend. Give me tay hand,ftand up, 
Prythee let's walke, Now by my Holydame, 
W hat manner of man are you? My Lord,I look'd 
You would have given mc your Perition,that 
I ſhould have tane ſome paines, to bring together 
Your ſclfe,and your Accuſers, and to have heard you 
| Withour indurance farther. 
Cran, Moſt dread Licge, 
The good I ſtandon,is my Truth and Honeſty: 
Tf they ſhall faile,I wich mine Enemies | , 
Will triumph o're my perſon, which I waigh not, 
Being of thoſe Vertues vacant.I feare nothing! 
What can be ſaid againſt me. 
Km. Know you not 


—_ 


Your Enemies are many, and not {mall;their praiſes 
Muft bcare the ſame = 11 rome” notever .; 
The Iuſtice and the Truth o'ch'queſtion carries | 


1] Thedew o'ch'Verdict with it;at what caſe 
| Might corrupt mindes precure, Knaves as corrupt 


To ſwear againſt you:Such things have bene done. 
Yon are Potently oppos'd,and with a Malice 

Of as great Size. Weene you of better lucke, 

I meane in periur'd Witnefle,then your Maiiſter, *. 


| Whole Miniſter you are, whiles heere he liv'd 


Vpon this naughty Earth?Go tq,go to, 

You tikea Precipice for no leape of danger, 
Ane wooe your owne deſtruction. 

Cran. God,and your Majelty 

Prote& mine innocence,or I fall into 


| The trap is laid for me. 


K#n. Be of good cheere, 

They ſhall no more prevaile,then we give way to; 
Keepe comfort to. yan,and this Morning ſee 

You do appearebeftore them. If they ſhall chance 

In charging you with matters,to commit you: 

The beſt perſwaſions to the contrary 

Faile not ro u{c;and with what vehemency 
Th'occaſion ſhall inſtruc you. If intreaties 
Willrender you no remedy,this Ring 

Deliver them,and your Appeale to us \ fo 
There make before them.Looke, the gaodman weeps: 
He's honeſt on mine Honor. Godsbleſt Mather; 

I ſweare he is true hearted,and a ſoule = 

None better in my Kingdome-Get you gone, 

And doas I have bid you. | Exit Cramer. 
He ha's irangledall his Language in his teares. : - 


——— i _ 


How your ſtate ttands?rh'world,wi th the whole world? 


| Lnter Olde Lady. 
Gent, within, Come backe:what meane you? 
Laay. Ile not come backe,the tydingsthar 1 bring 
Will mak2 my boldneſſe,manners. Now good Angels 
Fly o re thy Royall head, and ſhade thy perſon 
Vnder their bleſſed wings. 
Kin, Now by thy lookes 
I geſle thy Meſſage. Is the Queenedeliver'd? 
Say I, and of a boy. X 
Laaj. I,l my Licge; 
And of a lovely BoyztheGod of heaven 
Both now,and ever bleſſe her: 'Tisa Gyrle 
Promiles Boyes heereafter. Sir, yourjQueene 
Deſires your Viſitation,and to be 
.Acquainted with this ſtranger; *ris as like you, 
As Cherry,is to Cherry. | 
| King. Lovell. 
Lov. Sir. 
King. Give her an hundred Markes. 
Ile to the Queene, Exit King, 
Lad. An bundred Markes?By this light,Tle ha more. 
An ordinary Groome isfor ſuch payment. 
] will have more,or ſcold itourt of him. 
Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him?Ile 
| Have more,or elſe unſay*:and now, while *tishor, 
| Heputitto the iſſue. | | | Exit Llp, 


i 


| Scana Secunda. 


Enter Cranmer, Archbyſhop of Canterbuoy. 


Cran. ThopeTam not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was ſent tc me from the Councell, pray'd me 
To make great haſt. All faſt? What meanes this? Hoa? 
Who waites there?Sure you know me? 

| Emer Keeper. 
Keep. Yes ; my Lord: 
But yet Icannot helpe you. 
C ran. Why? k i 
Keep. Your Grace muſt waight till you be call'd for. 
Emter Dottor Buts. 

Cr Ay. Os 
Buts. This 1s a Peice of Malice:I am glad. 
I came this way ſo happily. The King 
Shall underſtand itpreſcntly. 
(as. Tis Bute. 
The Kings Phyſitian,as he paſt along 
How earneſtly he caſt hiseyes upon me: | 
Pray heaven he ſound not my diſgrace:for certaine 
This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 
(God turne their hearts, I never ſought their malice) 
To quench mine Honorzthey. would ſhame to wake me 
Wait elſe at doore:a follow Councellor 


Exit Butt. 


| Muſt be fulfill'd,and I attend with patience. 


| 


'Mong Boyes;Groomes,and Lackeyes., 
But their pleaſures | 


Enter the King,nd Buts.at a Windowe 


above, | 
Buts, Ile ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt ſight. 


King. What's that Bats? 
| Bats \ 


-——_ yy 
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Butts. I thinke your Highneſſe ſaw this many a day. 
Kin, Body a me: where as it? 
Bur. There my,Lord: 
The high promotion of his Grace of (anterbury, 
Who holds bis State at dore 'mong{ſt Purlevants, 
Pag-s,and Foot-buyes. 
Kin. Ha? *Tis he indeed. 
Is this the Honour they doe one another? 
'Tis well there's one above *2m yet;I had thought 
They had parted ſo much honeſty among em, 
Atlcaſt good manners;as not thus ro ſuffer 
A man of his Place,and ſoneere our favour 
To dance attendance ontheir Lord(hips pleaſures, 
Andat the dore tooglikea Polt with Packets: 
By holy Mary (Batrs)there's knavery; 
Lerem alone,and draw the Curtaine cloſe: 
We ſhall heare more anon. 


A (ouncell Table brought in with Chayres and Stooles , and 
placed under the State. Enter Lord Chancellonr,places bim- 
ſelfe at the upper end of the Table,on the left hand : A Seate 
being left void above bim,as for Canterburies Seate. Duke 
of Suffolk, Dake of N orfolke, Surrey, Lord (hamberlaine, 
Gardmer , ſeat themſelves in Order on each fide. (romwell 

-4t lower end, as Secretary. 
Chan, Speake to the buſineſſe,M. Secretary; 

Why are we met in Councecll? 

Croms. Plcaſe your Honours, 

The chiefe cauſe concernes his Grace of Canterbury. 
Gard. Ha's he had knowledge of it? 

(rom. Yes. 

Norf. Who waits therc? 

Keep. Without my Noble Lords? 
Gard. YES» 

Keep. My Lord Arcſhibiſhop: 

And ha's done halfe an houre to know your pleaſures. 

Chan. Let him come 1n. 
Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 
Cranmer approches the ('ouncell T able. 
Chan. My good Lord Archbiſhop,l'm very ſorry 

Toſit heere ar this preſent,and bc hold 

| That Chayre ſtand empty:But we all are men 

Inour owne natures fraile,and capavle : 

Ofour fleſh, feware Angels;out of which frailty 

And want of wiſedome,you that beſt ſhould teach us, 

Have miſdemean'd your ſelfe,and not a little: 

Toward the King firſt, then his Lawesin filling 

The whole Realme, by your teaching & your Chaplaines 

(For ſo we are inform 'd )with new opinions, 

Divers and dangerous; which are Hereſies; 

And not reform'd, may prove-permicious. 

Gard. Which Reformation muſt be ſodaine too 

My Noble Lords, for thoſe thattame wild Horſes, 

Pace'em not 1n their hands to make *em gentle; 

Butſtop their mouthes with ſtubborn Bits & ſpurre'em, 

Till they obey the mannage. If weeuffer 

| Out of our caſinefleand childiſh pitty 

Toone mans Honour,this contagious ſickneſſe; 

Farewell all Phyſicke:and what followes then? 

Commotions, uprores, with a generall Taint 

Of the whole Statezas of late dayes our neighbours, 

Theupper Germery can deerely witneffe: 

| Yet freſhly pitticd in our memories. = 

(ran, My Lords;Hitherto,in all the Progrefſe 
Both of my Life and Ojhice,1 havelabour'd, 
| And with no littteſtudy,that my teaching 


| ({ 50m. And I. ; ' 
agreed - 


{ And the ſtrong courſe of my Authority, 
Might goe one way,and ſafely;and the end 
Wasever to doe well:nor is there living, 
(I ſpeake it with a ſingle heart, my Loras) 
A man that more detetts,more ftirres againſt, 
Both in his private Conſcience,and his place, 
Defacers of a publique peace then I doe: 
Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart _ 
Withleſſe Ailegeance in it, Men that make 
Envy,and crooked malice,nouriſhment; 
Dare bitethe beſt. I doe beſeech your Lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of Tuſtice,my Accuſers, 
Be whatthey wiil,may ſtand forth face to face," 
Andfreely urge againſt me. 
Ssff. Nay,my Lord, 

That cannor be;you area Counſellor, 

And by that vertue no mandare accuſe you. (ment, 
Gard. My Lord,becauſe we have bulines of more mo- 

We will be thort with you. 'Tis his Highneſle pleaſure 

And our conſent, for better tryall of you, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 

Wherebeing burta private man againe, 

You ſhall know many dare accilc you boldly, 

More then(I feare)youare provided for. 

| Crar. Ah my good Lord of Winchefter:I thanke you, 

| You arealwayes my good Friend, if your will paſſe, 

I ſhallboth finde your Lordſhip, Indge and luror, 

You are ſo merciful. I ſee your end, 

'Tis my undoing. Love and meckeneſſe, Lord 

Become a Churchman, better then Ambirion: 

Win ſtraying Soules with modeſty againe, 

Calt none away. That I ſhall clere my ſelfe, 

Layall the weight ye canupon my patience, 

I make as little doubt as you doe conſcience, 

In doing cayly wrongs.I could fay more, 

But reverence to your calling,makes me modeſt. 

Gard. My Lord;my Lord, you are a SeQtary, 
That's the p:aine truth;your painted gloſlſe diſcovers 
To men that underiiand you,words and weakneſle, 

Crom, My Lord of Wwmcheſter,yare alittle, 

By your good favour,too ſharpe;Menſo Noble, 

How ever faulty,yet ſhould finde reſpeRt 

For what they have beene: *tisa cruelty, 

To load afalling man. 

Gard. Good M: Secretary, 

I cry your Honour mercy;you may worlt 

Ofall this Table ſay ſo. 

(rom. Why my Lord? 

Gard, Doe not i know you for a Fayourer 

Of this new Se?yeare not ſound. 

Crow. Not (ound? 
Gard. Not ſound I ſay. j-— 
(rem. Would you were halfe ſo honeſt: 

Mens prayers then would ſceke you,not their feares. 
Gard. I ihail remember this buld Language. | 
Crom. Doc. 

Remember your bold life too, 

({oam. This is too much; 

Forbeare for ſhame my Lords. 

Gar 4. i have dones 


Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it ſtands 
I take it, by all voyces: That forthwith, 
You be conyaid to th*' Tower a Priſoner; 


| There toremaive rillthe Kings further pleaſure 


Be knowne unto us:are you all agrecd Lords. 
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Hl. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muſt needs toth'Tower my Lords? 

Gard, W har other, 
Would you expe? Youare ſtrangely troubleſome: 
Let ſome o'th'Guard be ready there. 

| Emer the Guard. 

{ran. For me? 
Muſt I goe like a Traitor thither? 

Gard. Reccive him, 
| And ſec him faferth' Tower. 

Crean. Stay good my Lords, | 
T havealittle yet to ſay. Looke there my Lords; 
By vertue of thatRing, Itake my cauſe 
Our of the gripe3of cruell men,and give 1c 
Toa moſt Noble Iudge, the King my Mailſter. 

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. 

Szr. 'Tisno counterfeit- 

S#ff.* Tis the right Ring,by Heav'n:I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dangerous tone a rowltng , 
*'Twold talt upon our ſelves. | 

Nerf. Doe yourhinke my Lords 
The King will ſuffer but the lirtle finger 
Of this man to be vex*d? | 

{bam Tis now too certaine; 

How much more is bis Life in yalve with him? 
WouldI were fairely out on't. 

Crom. My mind gave me, 

In ſeeking tales and Informations 
Againſtthis man,whoſle honeſty the Davelj 
And his diciples onely cnuy at, 

Ye blew the fire that burnes ye:now have at ye. 


| Enter King frowning os them, zakes his Seate, 

| Gard. Dread Soveraigne: 

How much are we bound to Heaven, 

In dayly thankeszthat gave us ſuch a Prince; 

Not oacly good and wiſe,but moſt religious: 

| One that in all obedience,makes the Church 

The cheefe ayme of his Honour,andto ſtrengtheri 
That holy duty out of deare reſpet, 

His Royall ſelfe in Indgement comes to heare 

- The cauſe betwixt her,and this great offender. 

| Kin, You were ever good at ſodaine Commendations 
Biſhop of #izchefter, But know I come not 

To heare ſuch flattery now,and in my preſence, 

| They are toothin,and baſe to hide offences, 

To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniel, 

| And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win me: 


| But whatſoere thou tak*ſt me for;'m ture 


Thou haſt a cruell Nature and a bloody. 

Good man it downe:Now let me ſee the proudeſt 
Heethatdares mott,bnt wag his finger atthee, 

By allthat's hely,hc had better ſtarve, 

Then bur once thinke his place becomes thee not- 
Sur, May it pleaſe your Grace; — 

Kin. No Sirit doe'snot pleaſe me, 

I bad thought,T had had men of ſome underſtanding, 
And wiſedome of my Councell;but I finde none: 
Wasir diſcretion Lards,tolet this man, | 
This good man(few of you deſerue that Title) 

This honeſt man,wait like a lowſie Foot-boy 

Ar Chamberdorec?and one,as great as you are? 
Why, what a ſhame was this? Did my Commiſſion! 


| Bid ye ſo farce forget yourſelve9?I gaveye 


| 


MC 


Power,as he was a Counſcllour totry him, 


— 


| Not as a Groome:There'sſome of ye,l ſee, 
More out of Malice then Integrity, . 
Would trye him to the urmoſt, had ye meane; 
Which ye ſhall never have while T live. 

Chan, Thus farre | 
My moſt dread Soveraigne,may it like your Grace, 
To let my tongue excuſe all. What was purpog' - 
| Concerning his Impriſonmment;was rather 
(If there be fairhin men) meant for his Tryall, 
And fairepurgationtothe world then malice, 

I'm ſure1n3 me. 
Kin. Well, well my Lords reſpe him. 
Take him,ar{d uſe him well; hee's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him,ifa Prince 
May be beholding to a Subject; 
Am for his love andſervice,ſo to him. 
Make meno more adoc,but all embrace hin; 
Be friends for ſhame my Lords:My Lord of Canainy | 
T have a Suite which you muſt not deny mee. 
That 15, @ faire young Maid that yet wants Baptiſme, 
You muſt be Godfather,and anſwere for her. 
Cran. The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 
In ſuch an honour:how may 1 deſerve ir, 
Thar am a poore and humble Subje to you? 

Kin, Come,come my Lord,yon'd ſpare your ſpoones; 
You ſhall have two noble Partners with you : theolde 
Ducheſſe of N orfolke , and Lady Marqueſle Dorſe? will 
theſe pleaſe you? 

Once mote my Lord of Fincheſter,I charge you 
Embrace,and love this man. 

Gard. Witha true heart, 
And Brothers love I doe it. 

Cran. And let Heavetr 
Witnefſe how deare, T hold this Confirmation. (het, 

Kin. Good Man,thoſe joyfull teares ſhew thy trve 
The common voice I ſee is verified 
Ofthee,which ſayes thus: Doe my Lord of Camaimy 
A ſhrewd turne,and hee's your friend for ever: 
Come Lords, we trifle time away:I long 
To have this young one made a Chriſtian, 

As T have made ye one Lords,one remaine: 


So I grow ſtronver,you more Honour gaine, ZExennt, 


Dn a—t—_— ——— 


Scena Terta. 


—— — ——— 
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Noyſe and Tumnult within: Enter Porter and bis man. 


Fore. You'l leane your noiſe anon ye Raſcals ;doe you 
take the Court tor Pariſh Garden : ye rude Slaves, leave 
your gaping: : 

Within. Good M. Porter belongtoth'Larder- 

Por, Belong to th'Gallowes,and be hang'd ye Rogie, 
Is this a place to roate in? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
ſtaves, and ſtrong ones ; theſe are but ſwitches to ems 


| NIlefſcratchyour heads ; you muſt be ſeeing Chriſtening® 


_ you looke for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude Ra 
$24 | 
Meas. Pray Sir be patient; *tisas much impoſſible, 
Vnleſle wee ſweepe'em from the dore with Cannons, 
Toſcatter'em,as*tis to make'em ſleepe 

On May-day Morning,which will never be: | 
We may 1s well puſh againſt Powles as ſtirre'em» 


Por. H no 
or Ss Eg Man. 


- 
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Man. Alas I know not,how gets the Tide in? 
Asmuch as one ſound Cudgell of foure foote, 

You ſee the poore remainder)could diſtribute; & 

| made no ſpare Sir. 

Port, You did nothing Sir. | 

Man. 1 am not Sampſon,nor Sir Gzy,nor Colebrand, 
To mow'eni downe before me:bur it Ifpar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 

He or ſhe,Cuckold or Cuckold-maker; 

Let me ne're hope to ſee a Chine againe, 


-| And that I would not for aCow, God fave her. 


with. Do you hearc M, Porter? 7 
Pore. I (hall be with you preſently,good M. Puppy. 
Keepe the dore cloſe Sirha. 
Man. What would you have me doe? 
Por. What ſhould you doe, 
But knock*em downe by th'dozens ? Is this More fields 
to muſter in? Or have wee ſome ſtrange Indian with the 
reat Toole , come to Court, the women ſo beliege us? 
Bleſſe me , what a fry of Fornication isat dore ? On my 
Chriſtian Conſcience this one Chriſtening will beger a 
thouſand , here will be Farlict , God-father , andall ro- 
cther. | | 
: Han. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir : There is 
a fellow ſomewhat neere the doore, he ſhould be a Braſi- 
er by his face, for o' my conſcience twenty of the Dog. 
dayes now reigne in's Noe ; all that ſtand about himare 
under the Line , they need no other pennance: that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three times on the head , and threetimes 
was his Noſe diſcharged againſt mee ; hee ſtands there 
likea Morter-piece to blow us. There wasa Habberda- 
hers Wife of tmall wit, neere him , that rail'd upon me, 
till her pinck*d porrenger {cll off her head , for kindling 
ſuch a combuſtion in the State. I miſt the Meteor once, 
and hit that Woman , who crycd ont Clubbes , when I 
migth ſee from farre, ſome forty Truncheoners draw to 
her ſuccour,which werethe hope o'th'Strond where ſhe 
was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place zat 
length they came to th'broome {taffe to me , I defide'em 
Rill,vvhen ſodainly a File of Boyes behind*ern, looſe ſhor, 
deliver'd ſuch a ſhowre of PibLics, that I was faine to 
draw mine Honour in, and let'em win the Worke, the 
Divell was among ſi'em I thinke ſurely. 

Per. Theſe are the youths that thunder at a Playhouſe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no. Audience but the 
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of Limehouſc, 
their deare Brothers are able tocndure. I have ſome of 
'em.in Limbo Patrum, and there they are like to dance 
theſe three dayes ; beſides the running Banquet of two 
Beadles,thar isto come. 


Enter Lord Chamberlaine, | 

Cham. Mercy o'me:what a Multitude are heere? . 
They grow ſtill roo;from all Parts they are comming, 
As if we kepta Faire heere ? Where are theſe Porters? 
Theſe lazy knaves? Y*have made fine hand fellowes? 
Theresatrim rabble let in:are all theſe 
Your faithfull friends o'th'Suburbs? We ſhall have 
Great ſtore of roome no doubt, left for the Ladies, 
Whenthey paſſe backe from the Chriſtening? 

Por. And't pleaſe your Honour, 
Wearebut men,and what ſo many may doe, 
Not beingtorne a pieces, we have done: 
An Army cannot rule'em; 

Cha, As1 live, 


If the King blame me for't;1le lay yeall 


Y. | 


| 


—_—_— 


By th'heeles,and ſodainly:and on your heads - 

Clap round Fines for negle&.y'are lazy knaves, 
And heere yelye baiting of Bombards,when 

Ye ſhould doe Service. Harke the Trumpets ſound, 
Ttrare come already fromthe Chriſtening, 

Go breake among the preafe,and finde away out 
To let the Troope paſſe fairely;or lle finde 


' A Marſhallſey, ſhall hold ye play theſe two Monthes, 


Por. Make way there,for the Princeſle. 
Han. You great fellow, 

Stand cloſe up,or Ile make your head ake. 
For. Yourth'Chamblet,get up o'th'raile, 


Ile pecke you o're the palcs clſe. Excnnt, 


— — — 


Scana Quarta. 


Emer Trumpets ſounding : Then two Aldermen, L, Maier, 
Garter, Crammer , Duke of Norfolke with hxs Marſhals 
Staffe, Duke of Suffclke,zwo N oblemen bearing great ſtan- 
ding Bowles for the Chriſtening Guifts: Then foure Noble- 
men bearing a Caxopy,under which the Dutcheſſe of Nor- 
 folke , Godmother , bearing the Chilaz rickly habited in a 
Mantle, &t. Traineborne by a Lady:T hen followes the 

Aarchioneſſe Dor ſet the ther Godmother,and Ladies, The 
: Troopepaſſeonce about the Stage, and Garter ſpeaker. 


Gart, Heayea 


| Fremthy cndleſſe goodneſſe,ſend proſperous life, 


Long,and ever happy,tothe high and Mighty 
Princefle of England Elizabeth: 


F lowriſh. Enter King and Gaard. 


(ran, And toyour Royall Grace,& the good Queene, | 
| My Noble Partners,and my ſelte thus pray 


All comfort, joy in this moſt gracious Lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make Parents happy, 
May hourely fall upon ye. 

Kung. Thanke you good Lord Archbiſhop: 
What 1s her Name? | 

(74% Elizabah. | 

Kin. Standup Lord, | 
Withthis Kifſe,take my Bleſſing:God protett thee, 
Into whoſe hand,I give thy Life. 

(av. Amen. 

Kin, My Noble Goffips,y*have becne too Prodigall, 
I thanke ye heartily:So ſha!l this Lady, © 
When ſhe ha's ſo much Engliſh. 

(an. Let me ſpeake Sir, 
For Heaven now bids me;and the wordsT utter, 
Let none thinke Flattery;for they't finde'em Truth. 
This Royall Infant, Heaven ſtill moveabout her; 
Though in her Cradlezyert now promiſes - - 
Vponthis Land athouſand thouſand Bleſſings, 
Which Time ſhall bring to ripeneſſe:She ſhall be, 
(But few now living can behold that goodnefle) 
A Patterne to allPrincesliving with SS 
And allthat ſhall ſucceed:Sabs wasnever | 
More covetous of Wiſedome,and faire Vertve _ 
Thenthis pure Soule ſhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, 
With all the Vertues thatattend the good, 


Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall Nurſe her, * _ | 


— 


mm 
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Holy and Heavenly thoughts {till Counſcll her: 

She ſhall be lov'd and fear'd, Her owne ſhall bleſle her; 
Her Foes ſhakelike a Ficld of beaten Corne, 

And hang their heads with forrow: 

Good growes with her. 


{ In her dayes, Every Man ſhall cate in ſafety, 


Vnder his owne Vine what he plants;and ſing 
The merry Songs of Peace toall his Neighbours, 


| God ſhall be truly knowne,and thoſe abourher, 


From her ſhall read theperfect way of Honour, 
And by thoſe claimetheir greatneſſe;not by Bioud, 
Nor ſhall this peace flcepe with ber:But as when 
The Bird of Wonder dyes,the Mayden Phoenix, 
Her Aſhes new create another Heyre, 

As great in admiration as her ſelfe. 

So ſhall ſheleave her Bleſſedneſle to One, 

(When Heaven ſhalcal her from this clowd of darknes) 
Who,from the ſacred Aſhes of her Honour 

Shall Star-like riſc,as great in fame as ſhe was, 

And ſo ſtand ix'd. Peace,Plenty,Love,Trutn, Terror, 
That were the Servants to this choſen Infant, 

Shall then be his,and like a Vine grow to him; 
Where ever the bright Sunne of Heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His Honor,andthe greatneſle of his name, 


Shallbe,and makenew Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 


Andlikea Mountaine Cedar,reach hisbranches, 
To all the Plaines about him:Our Childrens Children | 
Shall ſec this,and bleſſe Heaven. ids 
Kin, Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. "TY 
Cran. She ſhall be to the happineſſe of England, 
An aged Princeſle;many dayes ſhallſec her, 
And yet no day withouta deed to Crowneit. 
Would I had knowne no more: But ſhe mult dye, 
She muſt;the Saints muſt have her;yet a Virgin, 
A moſt unſpotted Lilly ſhall ſhe pafſe 
To th'grourd,and all the World ſhall mourne her. 
Ks. O Lord Archbithop 
Thou baſt made me now a man,never before 
This happy Child,did I get any thing. 
This Oracle of comfort, ha's ſo pleas'd me, 
That when I am in Heaven, I ſhall defire 
To ſce what this Child dozs,and praiſe my Maker, 
I thanke ye all. To you my good Lord Maior, 
And you good Brethren, Iam much beholding: 
I have receiv'd much Honour by your preſexce, 
And ye ſhall find me thanktull.Leade the way Lords, 
Ye muſt all ſeethe Queene,and ſhe muſt thanke ye, 
She will be ſicke els. This day,no man thinke 
*'Has buſineſle at his houſe;for all ſhall lay: 
This little-One ſhall make it Holy-day, 


E xeun, 


” 


WS — —_—_— —— 


THE Ee PILOTYE. 


Is ten to one,this Play can never pleaſe 
& el! that ave heere: Some come to take their Caſe, 
And ſleepe an AF or two; but thoſe we frore 
W* have frighted with our Trumpets: o tis cleare, 
T hey'l (ey it's naught. Others to heare the City 
Abusrd extrcanily,and to ory that's witty, 
which we have nor done neither ghat I feare 


——__— — 


CO I 


eAli the expttied good w arehike toheare, 

For this Play at this timeisonely in 

The merciful conſtruion of good women 

For fuch a one we (hew dew: If they ſmile, 

And ſay twill dee;] know within a while, 
All the beſt menare enrs;for tis ill bap, | 
If rbey hold ,when their Ladies bid em clap. 
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And the deepe-drawing Barkes doe there diſgorge 
Their Warlike frautage : now on Dardan Plaines 

- . The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greekes doe pitch 
Their brave Paillions. Priarns ſix-gated City, 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus with maſsy Staples 
And correſponſine and fulfilling Bolts 
Stirre up the Sonnes of Troy. | 

——- Now Expefation tickling skittiſh ſpirits, 
* Onone andother ſide, Troian and Greeke, 

Sets all onhazard. 4nd hither am 7 come, 

A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence 

Of Authorspen, or Aftors vojce ; but ſuted 

Fn like conditions, as our Argument ; 

To tell you(faire Behslders ) that our 'Play 

Leapes ore the vaunt and firſtlings of thaſe broyles, 

Beginning in the middle : ſtarting thence away, 

To what may be digeſted ina Play : 

Like, or find fault, doe as your pleaſures are, 

Now good, or bad,” tis but the chance of Warre- 

| 


| 
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Enter Pandarus and Ti rojlus. 


T roylus. ; 
Sf All heremy Varlet, Ile unarme agaime. 
S$i>p Why ſhould I warre withoutthe wals of Troy 
Se Thatfinde ſuch cruell battell here within ? 
" * Each Troian that is maſtcr of his heart, 
Let him to field, 7reylus alas hath none. 
Pan, Will this geere ne're be mended? (ſtrength, 
Troy.The Greekesare ſtrong, and skiltull to their 
Fierce to their skill, andto their fierceneſle Valiant: 
But I am weaker then a womans teare : 
Tamer then ſleepe, fonder then ignorance; 
Lefſe vaiiant then the Virgin in the night, 
And skillefſe as unpraiis'd infancy. 


\ 


Par, Well, I have told you enongh of this : For my | 


part, Ile not meddlenor make no farther. He "that will 


havea Cake out of the Wheate, muſt ncedes tarry the 
grinding. 2+ 

Troy. Have I not tarricd ? 

Pas, Ithe grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. 

Troy. Have Inot tarricd ? < 

Pan.I the boulting ; bur you muſt tarry the leav*ning. 

Troy. Still bave I tarricd. 

Pan. 1, to the leavening ; but heeres yetin the word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the 
heating of the Oven,and the Baking; nay,you muſt ſtay 
the coo!ing too, or you may chance to burne your lips. 

Troy, Patience her ſclfe, what Godddefle ere ſhe be, 
Dothlefſer blench at ſtifferance, then I doe ; 

At Priams Royall Table I fit ; 

And when faire Creſid comes into my thoughts, 

So (Traitor) then ſhe comes, when ſhe is thence. 
Pan, Well: 


She look'd yeſternight fairer then ever I ſaw her looks, 


Or any womanele. 

Troy. I was about totell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged witha ſigh, would rive in twaine, 
Leaſt Hefor, or my father ſhould perceive me : 

I have (as when the Sunne doth light a-ſcorne ) 
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : 

But ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſle, 
Is like that mirth, Fate turnes to ſudden tadnefle. 

Pan. And her baire were not ſomewhat darker then 
Helens, well goe to, there were no more compariſon be- 
tweene the Women. But for my part ſhe is my Kinſwo- 
man, would not(as they tearme it)praiſe it,but I would 


if ſhe be faire, 'tisthe better for her : and ſhe be not, ſhe 


_ (in whole compariſon, all whites are Inke) 


' on of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone betyweene and 


. When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 


= > — 


ſome-body had heard hcr talke yeſterday as 1 did; 1 yill 

not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Ceſſanara's wit, bit——, 
Troz.Oh Pandarsy | 1 tell thee Pandarre ; 

W hen I doe tell thee, theremy hopes lye drown'd; 

Reply r/ot in how many Fadames deepe 

They lye indrench'd. I rell thee, I am mad 

In Crefids love. Thou an{wer' | ſheis Faire, 

Pow:'*lt in the open Vicer of my heart, | 

Her Eyes, her Haire, her Cheeke, her Gate, her Voyce, 

Handlcſt in thy diſcourſe. O that her Hand : 


Writing their owne reprcach ; to whoſe ſoft feizure, 
The Cignets Downe is harfh, and ſpirit of Senſe 
Hard as the palme of Ploughman. This thou tel'{tme 
As true thou tel'ſt me, when I ſay 1 love her: 
But faying thus, inſtead of Oyle and Balme, 
Thou }a!'lt in every gaſh thatlove hath given me, 
The Knife that made it. 
Pan. I ſpeake no more then truth. 
Troy. Thou do'tt not ſpeake ſo much. 
_. Pan. faith, lenot meddlein't . Let her be as ſheis, 


ha's the wends in her owne hands. 
Troy. Good Pandarns ; How now Pandaru ? 
Pan. T have had my Labour for my travell, ill thought 


betweene, bur ſmail thankes for my labour. 

T' voz. What art thon angry Pandarm? what withme? 

Pars. Becauſe ſhe's Kinne to me, thercfore ſhe's not 
ſo faire as Helex, and ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe ,would 
beas faire on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday, But what 
care I'? Icarenotand the werea Blackez-a-Moore, 'tis all 
ORE to Me. 

Troy. Say I ſhe is not faire? 

Pan. ] dot not care whether you doe or no. She'sa | 
Foole to ſtay bchind her Father : Let her co the Greekes, 
and ſo lie te!l her the next time I ce her : for my part, Ik 
meddlenor make no more ith'matter. 

Troy, Pandarmu? 

Pan, NotlI, : 

Troy. Sweet P andarus. _ 

Pan. Pray you ſpeake no more to me, I willleave all 
as I found it, andthere an end. Exit Pand, 

: Sound Alarum. 
Tro.Peace you ungraciens Clamors, peace rude ſounds, 
Fooles on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be faire, 


I] 
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3 


I cannot fight upon this Argument : 
| Itis too ſtarv'daſubjet for my Sword, | 
But Pandarms ; O gods | How doe you plague me ? 
I cannot come to (refſidbut by Panaar, 
And he's as teacby to be woo'd to woe, 
As ſhe is ſtubborne, chaſt, againſt all ſuite. 
Tell me Apolls for thy Daphnes Love 
What Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we : 
Her bed is /ndia, there ſhe lyes, a Pearle, 
| Betweene our Ilium, and where ſhe refides 
Let itbe cald the mild and wandring fiood, _ 
Our ſelfe the Merchant, and this ſayling Fawdar, 
Our doubtfull hope, our convoy and our Barke. 
| Alaram, Enter e/Eutds 
ene, How now Prince Troyla ? 
Wherefore not afield ? | 
Troy. Becauſenotthere ; this womansan{wer ſorts, 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence : 
What newes e/£neas from the field to day ? 
/Ene. That Part is returned home, and hurt- 
Troy. By whom &/£nreas? 
v/Ene. Tropius by CMenelamie - 
Troy. Let Parts bleed, 'tis but a ſcar to ſcorne» | 
Pars 18 gor'd with Menelaus horne. Alarum. 
eEne.Hearke what good ſport is out of Towne to day. 
Troy. Better at home, if would I might were may ; 
But to the ſport abroad, are you bound thither ? 
e/£ne, In all ſwift baſt. | 
Troy. Come goe we then together. 
Enter Creſſid and her man. 

(re. Who were thole went by ? 
Man. Queene Hecnba, and Hellen, 
Cre. And whithes goe they ? 
Han. VptortheEatterne Tower, 
Whoſe height commands as ſubject all the vale, 
Toſce the battell ; Heffor whole patience, 
lsasa Vertue fixt, to day was mov'd : | 
He chides &#dromache, and {trooke his Armorer, 
Andlike as there were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunne roſe, he was harveſt 11ghr, 
And to the field goe's he ; where every Lower 
Did as a Prophet weepe what it forclaw, 
In Heitors wrath, 

(re. What was his cauſe of anger ? 

Ulas. The noiſe goe's this ; 

tereisamong the Greekes, | 
ALord of Troyan blood, Nzphew to Hettor, 
They call him Ajax. 

Cre. Good ; and what of him ? > 

 Mas.They fay he isavery man per fe and ſtands alone» 
\ 'Cre, Sodoeall men, wnlefle they are drunke,ficke,or 
 lavenolegges. : 
Min. This man Lady, hath rob'b many beaſts of their 


Exennt, 


&the Bcare, flow as the Elephant : 2 man jnto whom 
ture hath to crowded humors, thathis valour 1s cruſhr 
to folly, his folly ſauces with diſcretion : there is no 
man hath avertue, that he hath not a glimpſe of, nora» 
| fy manan attain, but hecarries ſome itaine of it. Hes 
| melancholy without cauſe and merry againit the hatrehe 
| Uthrbe joynes of every thing, but every thing ſo' bub. 
, tJ0ynt, that he is a gowty Briarens, many- hands'ahd- 
{a0 uſe ; or purblinded Argus, all eyesand no fight, 
Cre. But how ſhould this man that makes me ſmile, 
Wake Heftor a y ?/ Hy 


[ Haz. They fay heye 


% 


ierday cop'd Hedor in the bat-- | 


$ 


particular additions,he is as valiantas the Lyon, churtith | 


| Av, As may be inthe world Lady. 


| 


tell and Krooke him down,the diſdaine & ſhame wheres | 
of, hath ever ſince kept H:#or faſting and wakings 
Emer Pandarns. 4 
Cre. Whocomes here ? "TY 
H1an. Madam, your Vncle P andarns. 
Cre. Hefors agallant man. 


Pan, Wharv's that ? what's that ? 

{re. Good morrow Vnckle Pandarus. | 

Pan,Good morrow Cozen (eſſid: what dot you talke 
of? good morrow Alexander:how doe you Cozen? when 
wereyoOu at Iilium ? 

Cre. This morning Vncle. 

Pas. What were you talking of when I came? Was 
Feftir arm'd and gone ere ye came to Illium ? Helen was 
not up ? was ſhe : | 

Cre. Hettor was gone, but Helen was not up. 

Pan, E'cne fo; Hefor was ſtirring carly. 

Cre, That were we talking of, andot his anger: 

Pan, Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he ſayes here. 

Pax. Truc he was ſo; I know the cauſetoo, heele lay 
about him today I can tell them that,and there's 7ro/us | 
will not come farre behind him, let them take heede of 
Troylss ; I can tell them that too. 

Cre, Whatis he angry too? 

Pan. W ho T roles ? 5-4 
Troylus is the better man of the two. 

Cre. Oh [xpiter ;there's no compariſon, | 

Pan.What not betweene T roylzs and Heftor ? doe you | 
know a man if you ſee him? 

Cre. 1, if I ever ſaw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well I ſay Trojius is Tropirs, 

Cre. Then you ſay as 1 ſay, 

For Iam lure he1s not Hetter. 

Pan. No nor Hetter is not Troy/asin ſome degrees. 

(re. *Tis.jutt, rocach of them he is himſelke. | 

Pax. Himſzlfe? alas poore Tropins I wanld he were. i 

(re. So he is. 

Pan. Condition I had gone bare-foote to India. 

Cre. Heisnot Hettor. 

Pan. Himſclfe ? no? he's not himſelfe, would a were 
himſelfe; well, the gods are above, time muſt friendor 
end : weil Trophes well,T would my heart were in her bo- 
dy ; no, HeFor is not a better man then 7roy/ur. 

Cre. Excufe me, 

Pan, He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. | 

Pan. Th'others not come too't, you ſhall tell me ano= | 
ther tale when th'others come too't : Hefor ſhall not 
have his will this yeere. ; 

Cre. He ſhall norneedeit if he have his owne, 

Par. Nor his qualities. | 

Cre. No matter- | 

Pax. Nor his beauty. 

(re. 'Twould notbecome him, his own's better. | 

Pan. You have oedema Neece ; Helen her felfe |} 


k 


{ 


ſwore th'cther day,thar Trop/ns for a browne favour(for | 
ſo 'tis [muſt confeſle) not browne neither. 
- Cre. /No,but browne. | 


- Pax. Faith fofay truth, browne and not browne. | 
Gre: Tofaychetrath, true and nottrue. | | 
en. Shepraiw'd his complexionabove Pars. 
{fre. Why Ped hathicolour inough. 
Pas. So he has. _ 


Cre. Then Trojhafſhould have too much;if ſhe prais'd | 


1 
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{ pretty anſwer. 
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colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
praiſefora good complexion: I had as lieve Helens gol- 
&&n tongue had commended T roylxs for a copper nole. 
Far. I ſweare to you, 

I thinke Helen loves'him better then Pars. 
Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greeke indeed. | 
Par. Nay I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe came tohimth'other 
day into the compaſt window, and you know he hasnot 
paſt three or foure haires on his chinne. 
Cre. Indeed a Tapſters Arithmetique may ſoone bring 
his particulars therein, to atotal!. Fe Ns 

: Pand. Why heis very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his brother HeGor. 

Cre. Is he ſo young a man, and ſoold alter ? 

Pan. But to proove to you that Helen loves him, ſhe 
came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin» 

(re. uno have mercy, how cane it cloven? 

Pan. Why, you know 'tis dimpled, 

I thinke his {myling becomes him berrer then any man in 
all Phrigia. 

Cre. Oh he ſmiles valtantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cre. Oh yes, and 'twerea clow'd in Autrmne. 

Par. Why goc to then, but to prove to you that Heſſen 
loves Troplwe. 

Cre, Troyius will ſtand to the 
Proofe, if youle proove it ſo. 

Pan, Trot ? why heeſtcemes herno more then I e- 
ſteeme anaddle egge. 

Cre, If you love an addle cgge as well as 'you love an 
idle head, you would cate chickens i'th'the!l. 

Pax. T cannot chuſe but laugh to thinke how ſhe tick- 
led his chin,indeed ſhe has amaryel's white hand I muſt 
needs confeſle. 

Cre. Without the racke. 

Pan, And ſhe takes upon her to ſpye a white haire on 
his chinne. 

Cre. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer, 

Pend. But there was tuch laughing, Queene Hecnba 
laughr that her eyes ran ore. 

Cre. With Miiſtones. 

Pan, And Caſſandra laught. 

(re. But there was more temperate fire under the pot 
of her eyes: did hereyes run oretoo ? 

Par. And Hefor laught. 

Cre, Ar what was all this laughing ? 

Pazd. Marry at the white hatre that Helen (; pied on 
T rojlzs Chin. 

Cre. And thad beene a greene haire, I ſhould haye 
laught too. 

Pand. They laught not ſo much at the haire, as at hi 


| 


| Cer. What was his anſwer? 
Paz. Quoth ſhe, here's but two and fifty haires on 
your chinne ; and oneof them is white, 
. Cre, This is her queſtion. 
Pand, That'strue, make no queſtion of that : two and 
fifty haires quoth hee,and one white, that white haire is 
my Father, andall the reſt are his Sonnes. Tupiterquoth 


] ſhe, which of theſe hairesis Paris. my husband 2 The 


forked one quoth he,piuckt out and give it him:but there 
was ſuch taughing, and Hellen ſo bluſhr, and Pars fo 
chaft, and alithereſt ſolaughr, chat itpaft, 

Cre. Solet ic now, 


| For is has beenea great wile going by. 


him above, his complexion is higher then his,he having / Pax. Well Cozen, 


Itold you athing yeſterday, thinke on't. 

Cre, So Idoe, 

Pand. Ile be ſworne *tis true, he will weepe-you an 
'twere a man borne in Aprill. Sound a retreat, 

(+e. And Ile ſpringup in his teares, an*twerea nettle 
againſt May. | 

Par. Harke they are commingfrom the field, ſhallwe 
ſtand up here and ſee them, as they paſle toward Illium? 
good Neece doe, ſweet Neece Crefſida. .- 

Cre. At your pleaſure. oe 

Pay. Heere, heere, here's an excellent place, herewe 
may ſee moſt bravely, Ile tell you them all by their tamey, | 


as they paſſe by, but marke Troy/z above the reſt» _ }. 
Enter e/Eneas- | 4. 


4 * 
Wh 


Cre. Speake not ſolow'd. 

Pan. That's e/Eneas, is not that a brave man, 
of the flowers of Troy 
you ſhall ſee anon. 

Cre. Who's that? Enter Amtener, 
you, and he*'sa man good inough, he's one o'th ſour 
deſt judgement in Troy whoſoever, and a proper matiof 
perion: when comes Troylim ? Ile ſhew you Treplwanch, 
if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nodat me, 
Cre. Will he give you the nod? | 
Pan. You ſhallſee. 
(re. If he doe, the rich ſhall have more. 
Emer Heftor. | 
\ _ Dar. That's Hedor, that, that,looke you, that there'sa 
fellow. Goe thy way Hettor,there's a brave man Neece, 
O brave Hefor | Looke how he lookes? there's acoup 
tenance; iſt not a brave man 3 
Cre. O brave man | 
Pan, Isa not ? It does a mans heart good,looke you 
what hackes are on his Helmet, looke you yonder, doe 
you {ee ? Looke you there? There's no jeſting,/aying fy 
tak't off, who will,as they ſay,there be backes- L 
(re. Be thoſe with ſwords ? Y 
Enter Paru. | | 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the divel, 
come to him, it'sall one, by Godslid it doe$.ones heart. 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris; looke 


* 


yee yonder Neece, iſt nota gallant man too,iſt not? Why 
this is brave now : who ſaid he came hurt home to day? 
He's not hurt, why this will doe Heles heart $ 


F 


now, ha ? Would I could ſec Trop/m now,you ſhall Try | 


{44 NON» 
Cre. Whoſe that ? 
Enter Hellenw:. 


Pas. That's Hellenus,1 marvell where Trojlmsis,thtt's 
Hellemw, 1 thinke he went not forth today: that's He 
lens. vs. | 

Cre, Can Hellenus fight Vncle ? 

Pay. Hellenu no : yes heele fight indifferent well, | 
marvell where Trop{ze ; harke , doe you not hearet 
people cry Trey/me ? Hellenrs is aPricit, | 

Cre. What ſneaking fellow co mes yonder ? 

Enter T roylus, | : 

Pex. Where? Yonder ? That's Dizphobus, 'Tis Tre 
lu | There's a man Necce,hem; Brave 7royize the Prince 
of Chivalry. | | 

Cre. . Peace, for ſhame peace. | 

Pand. Marke him, note him : O brave Trey: looke 
well upon him Neece,looke you how his Swordis 


I can tell you, but marke Trojihi, Þ$ 


n NE th 
ny ph, 
o OE. 


Pan. That's Antenor; he has a ſhrew'd wit 1 can tell | 


died,and his Helme more hackt then Hefors,and how be 


looks! 
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Jookes, and how he goes, O admirable youth ! he ne're 
{ny three and twenty. Goe thy way Troy/ue, goe thy 
way,had Ta ſiſter were a Grace,or adaughter a Goddefle, 
he ſhould take his choyce. O admirable man ! Pare ? 
Paris is durt to him; and 1 warrant, Heffes to change, 
would give money to boet. 


Enter common $Souldicrs. 


Crs, Heere come more. | 

Par. Aſſes, fooles, dolrs, chaffe and bran, chaffe and 
bran; porredge after meat. I could live and dye i'th'eyes 
of Tropizs.. Ne're looke,ne're looke;the Eagles are gone, 
Crowes and Dawes, Crowes and Dawes: I had rather be 
|fch a man as Tro9/vs, then Agamermmon, andall Greece. 
4Þ Cre. There is among the Greekes Achilles, a better, 
[man then 7roy/ue. 
$f. Par. Achilles? a Dray-man,a Porter, a very Camell- 
Lf Cre, Well, well. 
| Pan, Well, well > Why have youany diſcretion? have 
yonany eyes? Doe you-know what a man is?Is not birth, 
| Any z90d ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, learning, gen- 
teneſle, vertue,'youth, liberality,and ſo forth: the Spice, 
and ſalt that ſeaſonsa man ? 

Cre, I, a minc'd man,and then to be bak'd with no Date 
inthe pye, for then the mans dates out. 

Pan, Youare ſuch another woman, one knewes not 
| A what ward you lye. | 
Creſ. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly zupon. my 
| wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecrecy, to defend 

mine hongſty ; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
| todefend all theſe: and atall thele wards [ lye,ata thou- 
find watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. ; 

Cre. Nay Ike watch you for that, and that's one of 
the cheefeſt of them too ; if I cannot ward what would 
.nat have hit, can watch you for telling how I tookethe 
J Nouns unlefle it {well pait hiding, and then 1s paſt wat- 
Ching, 


Enter Boy. 


Pan. Your areſuch another. ETD ; 
Bey. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ipeake with yous 
Pan. W here? 
Boy: At your owne houſe. _ : 
Pan, Good Boy tell himzI come, Idoubrt he be hurt. 
Fare ye well good Necce. 
Creſ. Adicu Vnkle. 
Pan, Ie be with you Neece by and by. 
. (re. Tobring Vnkle. 
Pax, ],a token from Troy/ms. | FS 
Creſ. By the ſame token, you are a Bawd. Eit Pand. 
Words, yowes, gifts, tcares, andloves full ſacrifice, 
He offers in anothers enterpriſe: 
But more in Troy/us thouſand fold I ſee, - 
Then in the glafle of Pandar's praiſe may be ; 
Yet hold Ioff. Woinen are Angels wooing, 7 
Things won are done, the ſoules joy lyes in dooing : 
That ſhe belov'd, knowesnought,that knowes not this: 
Menprize the thing ungain'd, more then it is. 
hat ſhe was never yet, thatever knew 
Lovegoe fo ſweet, as when delire did ſue ; 
Therefore this waxime out of loye I teach ; 
eAtchievement, ts command : ungain's, beſeech. 


| Nothingof that ſhall from mine cyes appeare. Exit. 


St. 
©, 


That though my hearts Contents firme love.doth beare, 


The which (molt mighty Yfor thy place and may, 


Sonet. Emer Agamemnon, A eftor, Ulyſſes; Diome- 
. des, Menelans, withothers. 
Agam. Princes: TY 
Whatgriefe hath ſet the Iaundies on your cheekes? 


The ample propoſition that hopes makes 


Inall deſignes, begun onearth below 
Fayles in the promiſt largenefle : checkes and diſaſters 
Grow in the veines of ations higheſt rear'd, 
AS knots by the conflux of meetivg fap, 
Itifet the ſound Pine, and diverts his Graine 
Fortive and errant from his courſe of growth. 
Nor Princes, is ir matter new to us, | 
Thar we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe lo farre, 
Thar after feven yeares ſiege, yet Troy walles ſtand, 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
W hereof we have Record, triall did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anſwering the ayme , 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave't ſurmiſed ſhape, Why then (you Princes) 
Doe you with checkes abaſh'd, behold our workes, 
Andthinke them-ſhame, which are (indeed) nought clſe 
Burt the protractive trials of great Iove, 
To finde perfiſtive conltancy in men ? 
The fineneſſe of which Metall is not ſound 
In Fortunes love : for then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wilſc and foole, the Artiſt, and un-read, 
The hard and ſofr, ſeeme all attin'd, and kin. 
But in the Wind and Tempelt of her frowne, 
Diſtin&tion with a lowd and powrefull fan, 
Puiing at all, winnowes the lightaway ; 
And what hath maſſe, or matrer by it ſ{clte, 
Lies rich in Vertue, and unmingled. 

Neſt. With due Obſervance of thy godly ſcat, 
Great Agamerpnen, Ne#tor ſhall apply 
Thy latett words. 
In the reproofe of Chance, 
Liesthe true proofe of men: The Sea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble Boates dare faile 
Vpon her patient breſt, making their way 
With thoſe of Nobie bulke? 
But let the Ruthan Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Ther, and anon behold 
T he itrong ribb'd Barkethrough liquid mountains cut's 
Bounding betweene the two moyſt Elements 
Like Perſexs Horſe. Where'sthen the ſawcy Boate, 
W hoſe weake untimber'd ſides but even now 
Co-rival'd Greatnefle ? Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a Tolte for Neptune. Evenſo, . 
Doth valours ſhew, and yalours worth divide 
In ſtormes of Fortune, 
For, in her ray and brightneſle, 
The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brize 
Then by the Tyger : But, when the ſplitring winde 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 
And flyes fled under ſhade, why then 
The thingof Ccurage, | 
Asrowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And withan accent tun'd in ſelte-fame key, 
Retyres to chiding Fortune. 

Viife Agamemmon. "I 
Thou grear Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, ſoule, and onely ſpirit, 
In whom the tempers, andthe mindes of all 
Should be ſhut up ; Heare what Uliſes ſpeakes, 
Beſides th'applauſe and approbation 
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And thou moſt reverend for thy tretcht-our life, 
I giveto both your ſpeeches: which were ſuch, 
As Agamenmonand the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in Braſle : and ſuch againe 
As venerable Ne#or ( hatch'd 1n Silver) 
Should with a bond of ayre, ſtrong as the Axletree 
On which the Heavens ride, knit all Greckes cares 
To his experienc'd tongue : yetlet it pleaſe both 
(Thou Great, and Wile) to heare Ylsſſes ſpeXce- 

Aga. Speake Prince of [thaca, and be't of eſſe expect ; 
That marter needleſſe of importlefſe burthren 
Divide thy lips : then we are confident 
When ranke Therftesopes his Maſticke jawcs, 
We ſhall heare Muſicke, Wat, and Oracle. 

Viif. Troy yet upon his baſis had beene downe, 
And the great Hettors {word had lack'd a Maſter 
But for theſe inſtances. 
Theſpecialty of Rule hath beene negieRed ; 
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 
Hollow upon this Plaine, ſo many hollew Factions: 
When that the Generall is not like the Hive, 
To whom the Forragers ſhall all repaire, 
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
Thunworthieft ſhewes as fairely in the Maske. 
The Heavens themſelves, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 
Infiſture, courſe, proportion, tcaſon, forme, 
Oihice, and cultome;, in all line of Order : 
And therefore 15the glorious Planer Sol 
In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphear'd 
Amid ſtthe other, whoſe med'cinable eye 
Corres the i!l Aſpe&s of Planets evill, 
And poſts like the Command'mentof a King, 
Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In evill mixture ro diſorder wander, 
W hat Plagues, ad what portents, what mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth ? 
Commotion 1n the Windes? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
Theunity, and married calme of States 
Quite from their fixure ? O,when degree is ſhak'd, 
(Whichis the Ladder to all highdefignes) 
Theenterprize is ſicke. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schooles, and brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peacefull Commerce from dividable ſhores, 
The primogenitive, and due of Byrth, 
Prerogative of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 
| (But by degree) ſtand in Authentique place ? 
Take butdegree away, un-tune that ſtring, 
And hearke what Diſcord followes : cach thing meets 
In meere oppugnancy. The bounded Waters, 
Should life their boſomes bigher-then the Shores, 
' And makea ſoppe of all thisſolid Globe : 
Strength ſhould be Lordof imbeciliry, 
And the rude Sonne ſhouid itrike his father dead : 
Force ſhould be right, or rather, righrand wrong, 
(Betweene whole endlefle jarre, jult ice reſides ) 
| Should looſe their names; and ſo ſhould juſtice too. 
Then every thing includes itſelfe in Power, 
Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 
And Appetite (an univerſall Wolfe, 
So doubly ſeconded with Will, and Power ) 
Mnſt make perforcean univerſall prey, 


And laſt, eate up himſelfe. In ſuch a reyne, in full as proud a-place ; 
Great Agamennon ; +3 © As broad Achilles, and keepes his Tent like him ; 
This Chaos, whendegree is ſuftocate, | Makes fa&ious Feaſts, raileson our ſtate of Warre aol 


| The large Achilles (on his preſt-bed lolling) 


W ho (as Ulyſſes (ayes) Opinion crownes 


Followes the choaking : 
And this negle&ionot Degree, is it 

That by a pace goes backward pups 

It hathto climbe. The Generall's md 

By him-one ſep below 3 he, by the next, 

That next, by him beneath : ſocvery ſtep 
Exampled by the firft pacethatis ſicke . 

Of his Superiour, growes to an envious Feaver 
Of pale, and bloodlefſe Emulation. 

And tis this Feaver that keepes Troy on foote, 
Not her owne finewes. Toenda tale of length, 
Troy 1nour weakenefle lives, tiotin her ſtrength. 

Neſt. Moſt willy hath Yigſſes here diſcover' 
The Feaver, whereof all our power is ſicke. 

Aga. The Nature of the ſickeneſle found (Fhſer) 
Wharis the remedy ? 

UV. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crownes, 
The finew, andthe fore-handof our Hoſte, 
Having his care full of hisayery Fame, 

Growes dainty of his worth, and inhis Tent 

Lycs mocking our defignes. With him, Parrocln, 
V pon alazy Bed, the live-long day 

Breakes ſ[currill Teſts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward aQion, 

(Which Slanderer, heimitatien call's) 

He Pageants us. Sometime great Agamenmon, 

Thy toplefledeputation he puts on ; 

And like a {trutting Player, whoſe conceit 

Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth thinke it rich 

To heare the woodden Diakogue and ſound 

'Twixt his ſtretcht footing, and the Scaffolage, 

(Such to-be-pitted, and ore-reſted ſeeming 

He acts thy Greatnefle in :)and when he ſpeakes, 
Tislike a Chimea mending. Wirthtearmes unſquart, 
W hich from the tongue of roaring 7 yphon dropt, 
Woeund ſeeme Hyperboles. Ar this fulty ſtuffe, 


From hisdcepe Cheſt, Iaughes out alowd applauſe, 
Cries excellent, 'tis Agamagwnon jult. 

Now play me Ne#or ; hum, and ſtroke thy beard 
As he, being dreſt toſome Oration , 

That's done, as neere as the extreameſt ends 
Of paralels ; as like, as V#ulcanand his wife, 
Yergood Achilles till cryes excellent, | 
'Tis Ale#tor right. Now play him (me) Patrociw, 
Armingtoanſwer ina nighe-Alarme, 
And then (forſooth) the faint defects of Age 
Muſt be the Scene of myrtb, to cough, and ſpit, 
And with apalfie fumbling on his Gorget, | 
Shakein and outthe River : and atthis ſport 
Sir Valourdies ; cries, O enough Patroclx:, 
Or, give me ribs of Steele, I ſhall ſplitall 
In pleaſure of my ſpleene. Andin this faſhion, 
All our abilityes, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
Severalls ard generalls of grace exaRt, 
Atchieyments, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitementsto the field, or ſpeech for truce, 
Succeſle or loſſe, what is, or isnot, ſerves 
As ſtuffe for theſe two, to make paradoxes. 

Neft. And intheimitationof theſe ewaine, 


With an Imperiall voyce, many are infett : . 
Ajax is growne ſelfe-will'd, and beares his head 
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Bold as an Oracle, and ſets T herfites - 
Aflave (whoſe Gall coines ſlanders like © Mint) 
To match us in-compariſons with durt, 
To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 
How ranke ſoever rounded in with danger. | 
Uhſ: They taxe our Policy, atid call it Cowardice, 
Count Wiſedome as no member of the Warre, 
Fore-ſtallpreſcience; and elteeme no aQe 
But that of hand : The ſill and mentallparts, 
That doe contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike 
When fitnefle calls them on, and know by meaſure 
| Oftheir obſervant toyle, rhe Enemies waight, 
Why this hath nor a fingers dignity : 
They callthis Bed-worke, Mapp'ry,Cloſſet-Warre ; 
So that the Ramme that batters downe the wall, 
For the great ſwing and rudeneſle of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Orthoſethat with the tinenefle of their ſoules, 
By Reaſon guide his execution. 
Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles horſe 
| Makes many 7h:r#4 {onnes. 
| eAga. What Trumpet ? Locke Aenelavs. 
Hen. From Troy. Enter /Eneas. 
Aga. What would you fore our Tent ? 
tne. Ts this great eAgamemmens Tent, Ipray you ? 
eAg4. Even this. 
/Ene. May one that is a Herald,and a Prince, 

Doe a faire meflage to his Kingly cares? 

Aga. With ſurety ſtronger then eAchillerarme, 
'Fore all the Greckiſh heads, which with one voyce 
Call -Lgamemmon Head and Generall. 

ene, Fatreleave, and large ſecarity. How may 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt Imperiail lookes, 

Know them from cyes of other Mortals? 
Aga. How ? | 
e/Enee I; I aske, that I might waken reverence, 

And on the cheeke be ready with abluſh 

Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly cyes 

The youthfull Pheebus : 

Which is that Gad in oifice guiding men ? 

Which is the highand mighty e ſg amemmon. - 
eAga. This Troyan ſcornes us,or the men of Troy 

Are ceremonious Courticrs., 
Exe, Courtiersas free, as debonnaire ;unarm'd, 

As bending Angels : that's their Fame, in peace : 

But when they would ſecme Souldiers, they have galles, 

Good armes,ltrong joynts,true ſwords,and [over accord 

Nothing fo full of heart.- But peace </Encasy 

Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 

The worthineſle of praile diftaines his worth : 

| that he prais'd hiwſclte, bring the praiſe forth, 

What the repining enemy commends, > 

That breath tame blowes,that praiſe ſole pure tranſcends 
eg4. Sir, you of Troy, call you your ſelfee/Eneas? 
ene, IGreeke, that is my name. 
Aga. What's your affayre I pray you? 

| *Ene, Sir pardon, tis for Agamenmons cares. 

| . Aga. He heares nought privatly 

| That comes from Troy.. | 


Tucket 


; Ane. Norl from Troy come not to whiſper kim, 


| ldringa Trumpet toawake hiseare, 
Toſet his ſence on theattentive bent, 
| Audthen tofpeake.” 
Aga. Speake frankely as the winde, 
It isnot Agamenwmons ſleeping houre ; 
| That thou ſhale know Troyan he is awake, 


———————. 


| 


| Hetels thee ſo himſelfe. 


. Exe. Trumpet blow loud. 
Send thy braſſe voyce through all theſe lazy Tents, 
Andevery Greeke of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy meanesfairely, ſhall be fpokealowd. 
| The Trumpets ſound. 
We have great Agamemzon, heere in Troy, \ 
A Prince call'd Hefor, Priam is his Farher : 
W ho in this dull and tong-continew'd Truce 
Is ruſty growne, He bad me takea Trumpet,- 
And to this purpoſe ſpeake : Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one among (ithe fayr'lt of Greece, 
That holdshis Honor higher then his caſe, - 
Thatſeckes his praiſe, morethen he feares hisperill, 
That knowes his Valour, and knaowes not his feare , 
That loves his Miftris more then in confeſſion, 
(With truant vowes to her owne lips he loves ) 
And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 
In other armesthen hers : to him this Challenge, 
Hetter, in view of Troyans, and of Greekes, 
Shallmake' it good, or doe his beſt to doe it. 
He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 
Then ever Greekedid compaſle in hisarmes, 
And will to morrow with his Trumper call, 
Midway betweene your Tents, and walles of Troy, 
Torowze a Grecian that istruein love. 
If any come, Hettor ſhall hononr him : 
If none, he'll ſay in Troy when he retyres, 
The Grecian Dames are ſun-burtit, and not worth 
The ſplinter of a Lance : Evenſomuch. 
Aga. This ſhall be told our Lovers,Lord e/Eneas, 
If none of them have ſoule infuch a kind, 


\ We leftthem all at home : But we are Souldiers, 


And may that Souldier a meere recreant prove, 

That meanes not, hath not, or isnot in love : 

If then one is, or hath, or meanesto be, 

That one meets Hefor, if none, Ile be he. 

| Neſ. Tell him of Neftor, onethat was a man 

When Hettors Grandfire ſuckt; he is old now, 

Bur if there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Noble man, that hathoneſparke of ficc 

Toanſwer for his Love ;tell him from me, 

Ile hide my Silver beard ina Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wicher*d brawne, 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lady 

Was fayrer then his Grandame, and as chaſte 

As may be inthe world : his youth in flood, 

le pawne this truth with my three drops of blood. 
e/Ene. Now heavens forbid ſuch ſca;ſity of youth. 
Viſ. Amen. | ; 
eAga, Faire Lord e/£neas, 


Let metouch yoar hand: 


Toour Pavillion ſhall Ileade you firſt : 

Achilles ſhall have word of thisintenc, P 
So ſhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent ; 
Your ſelfe ſhall Feaſt with us before you goe, 


And finde the welcotne of a Noble Foe . E xeunt, 
; CManentViifes, and N eter 
Viiſ.. N effor. | 


Neſs What fayes Viyſſes? 

Vliſ. 1 have a young conception in my braine, 
Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 

Ne#t. What ig't? - 

Ul. This Ys 3: 7 = 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the ſeeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blowne up 


| 
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In ranke Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, 
Or (ſhedding) breed a Nurſery of like evill 
To over-bulke us = | 
eft. Well, and how 
ite challenge that the gallant Hefor ſends, 
How everitisſpred in generall namey. 
Relates in purpoſe onely to Achilles, * 
NeFt. Thepurpoſe is perſpicuouseven as ſubſtance, 
W hoſe groſlcnefle little charrafters ſumme up, 
And inthe publication make no {traine, 
But that Achilles, were his braine as barren 
Asbankes of Lybia, though ( Apollo knowes) 
'Tis dry enough,will with great ſpeede of judgement , 
I, with celerity, finde Hevrs purpoſe 
Poiating on him- ; 
Uliſ. And wake him to the anſiver, thinke you ? 
Ne#t.Yes, 'tis moſt meet ; whom nay you elle oppoſc 
That can from Hedor bring his Honor off, 
If not Achilles zthough'tbe a ſportfull Combate, 
Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels. 
For heere the Troyans taſte our deer'lt repute 
With their fin'ſt Pallate : and truſtro me ſes, 
Our imputation ſha!l be oddcly poiz'd 
| Inthis wilde action. For the tucceſlc 
(Although particular) ſhall give a ſcantling 
Ofgood or bad, unto the Generall: _ 
And in ſuch Indexes, although (mall prickes 
To their ſubſeqvent Volumes, there 15 ſcene 
The baby figure of the Gyant-maſlc 
Of things to come at large» It is ſuppos'd, 
He that meets Hefor, ifſues from our choyſe ; 
And choyſe being mutuall acte of all our ſoules, 
Makes Merit her ele&ion, and doth boyle 
As *twere, from forth usall :a man diſtill'd 
Out of our Vertues ; who miſcarrying, 
W hat heart from hence receives the cong'ring part 
To ſtcelea ſtrong opinion to themſelves | 
W hich cntertain'd, Limbes are his inſtruments, 
{ In nolefſe working, then are Swords and Bowes 
Dire&ive by the Limbes- | 
Yb: Give pardon to my ſpeech : 
Therefore tis meet, AchiHes meet not Hefor : 
Let us (like Merchants) ſhew our fowleſt Wares, 
And thinke perchance they'll ſell : if nor, 
The luſter of the berter yet to ſhew, 
Shall ſhew the better. Doe not conſent, 
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That ever Hettar and Achilles meete : 

For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 

Are dogg d with two ſtrange Followers. 
Neft.Iſecthem not with my old eyes: what axe they? 
Vhſi What glory our eAchilles ſhares from Heffor, 

(Were he not prond) we all ſhould weare with him : 


But he already is too infolent, | 

And we were better parch in Africke Sunne, 

Then in the pride and falt ſcorne of his cyes, 

Should he ſcape He&or faire. If he were foyld, 

Thy then we did our maine opinion cruſh 

In taint of our beſt. man». No, makea.Lott'ry, 

And by device let blockiſh 4jax draw 

The ſort to fight with Hefor : Among our ſelves, 

Give himallowance as the worthicr man, 

| For thar will phyſicke the great Myrmidon 

4 Whobroylesin lowd applauſe, 2nd make him fall 
His Creſt, that prouderthen blew Iris bends. 

IF the dull brainlefſe Ajax come fafe off, 

| Wee'll dreſie him up in voyces : if he faile, 


| How now Therſies? what's the matter man ? 


Yertgoe we under our opinion {till, 

That we have better men. But hiror miſſe, 
Our projeds life this ſhape of ſence aflumes, 
Ajax imploy'd, pluckes downe 4chifles Plumes. 

Xe/. Now Ulyſſes, I begin to relliſh thy advice, 

And 1 will giveataſte of it forthwith 1] 

To Agamemnon, goe we to him ſtraight 4 

Two Curres ſhall tame each other, Pride alone _ 

Muſt tarre the Maſtiffes on, as*rwere their bone.” Exeuys, 

Emer eAjax, and Therfnes. | 

Aja. Therſites ? | 
Ther. Agamenmon, how if he had Biles (full) all Ser 

generally. x 
ea. Therſnes ? 

Ther. Andthoſe Byles did runne, fayſo; did not 
Generall run, were not that a botchy core ? 

Aja. Dogge. LENS 

Ther.Then there would come ſome matter from hit; 

I fce nonenow. x | 
ja.Thou Bitch-W olfes-Sonne, canſt thou not heare? 
Feele then. Sirtkhes bins, | 

Ther, The plague of Greece upon thee thou Mungrel 
becfe-witted Lord. 

ja. Speake then you whinid'ſt leaven 
beate thee into handſomnefle. 

Ther. I ſhall ſooter raile thee into wit and holineſſe; 
bur I thinke thy horſe will ſooner con an Oration, then 
thou learne a prayer without booke : Thou canſt ftrike, 
canit thou ? Ared Murren o'ththy Iadestrickes. 

e7jv. Toads ſtoole, learne me the Proclamation. 

7 her. Doeſt thou thinke 1 have no ſence thou triklt | 

4j4. The Proclamation- _ (methus? 

Ther. Thouart prociam'd a foole, Ithinke. 

4a: Doe not Porpencine, doe not :my fingers itch. 

T ber, 1 would thou dicft itch from head to foot, and 
I had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee theloth- 
ſom'{t ſcab in Greece. 

Aja. I ſay the Proclamation. 

Ther, Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every houre on«4- 
chiles and thouart as full of envy at his greatneſle,as Co 
bers is at Proſerpina's beauty.I,that thou bark'ſt at him. 

Aja. Militreſſe Therfites. ; 

T her. Thou ſhould & ſtrike him, 

Aja. Coblofe. | 

Ther. He would pun thee into ſhivers with his fiſt,as 
a Sailor breakesa bisket, | | 

4)ja. You horſon Curre. Ther, Doe, doe. 

Aja. Thou ſtoole for a Witch. 

Ther. T1, doe, doe, thou ſodden-witted Lord:thou haſt 
no morebraine then I have iu mineclbowes : An Afinico 
may tutor thee. Thou ſcurvey valiant Aﬀe, thou art here 
but to threſh Tropans, and thou art bought and ſold z 
mong thoſe of any wit, Ikea Barbarian ſlave. If thouuſe 
to beat me, T will beginatthy heele, and tell whatthou 
art by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou. 

Aja. Youdogge. 

T her. You ſcurvy Lord, 

Aja. You Curre. 

Ther. Mars his Ideot: do rudeneſſe, doe Camell,do,do. 

- Enter «Achilles, and P atroclus. ; 

Achil.Why how now ax ? wherefore do you this? 


vi 


ſpeake, I wil 


OY 


Ther. You ſee him there, doe you ? 

e chil. I, what's the matter: 

Ther. Nay looke upon him, 

Achil. So Idoe : what's the matter ? 


Cr—_—_. 
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Thrr. Nay but regard him well. 
Achil. Well, why I doe ſo. 


{ome ever you take him tobe, he is Ajax. 
Achil. I know that foole. 
Ther. I, but that foole knowes not kimſelfe. 
4jax. Therefore I beate thee. 
Ther.Lo,I6, lo, lo, what modicwms of wit ke utters:his 
evaſions have cares thuslong. I have bobb'd his Braine 
morethen he has beate my bones : I will buy nine Spar- 
rowesfor a peny,and his Piamatey is not worth theninth 
xe a Sparrow. This Lord ( Achilles) Ajax who weares 
iswit in bis belly and hisgutres in his head, lle tell you 
what I ſay of him, 
-Achil. What ? 
Ther. I fay this Ajat——— 
Achil. Nay good 4jax. 
Ther. Has not ſo Much, wit. 
Achi* Nay I muſt hold you. 
Ther. As will ſtop the eye of Helens Needle,tor whom 
he comes to fight. 
 AHrhil. Peace foole. | | 
Ther. 1 would have peace and quietneſſe, burthe foole 
will not : he thexe, that he, looke youthere. 
Ajax. O thou damn'd Curre, Iſhall—— 
Achil. Willyouſet you wit toa Fooles ? 
Ther, No 1 warrant. you, for a fooles will ſhame it. 
Pat. Good words Therſites. 
Achil, What's the quarreli? 
Ajax, I bad thee vile Owle, goelearne me the tenure 
of the Proclamation, and he railes upon me. 
Ther. I ſerve theenot. 
Ajax, Well, goe to, goe to, 
Ther, I ſcrve heere voiuntary. | 
Achit, Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, twas not vo- 
ſuntary, no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was heerethe 
volumary, and youas under an Impreſle. 
Ther.E'ne {o, a great deale of your wit toolyes in your 
finnewes,or elſe there be Liars: Hefor ſhall have a great 
catch, if he knocke out either of your braines, he were 
' as good crackea fuſty nut with no kernell. 
Achil. W hat with me too Therſites? 
Ther. There's Ulyſſes, and old Ng/for, whoſe Wit was 
' Mouldy ere their Grandfirs had natles on their toes, yoke 
youlike draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the waire, 
Achil. W hat? what ? 
Ther, Yes good ſooth, to Achilles, to Ajax, tOmmn— 
Ajax, I ſhall cut out your tongue. | 
Ther. 'Tis no matter, I ſhall ſpeake as much as thou 
afterwards. EEE 
Pat. No more words Ther ftes. * | CTR 
Ther. T will hold my peace when Achilles Brooch bids 
me, ſhall I ? | | 
fchit. There's for you Patroclus, NETS: 
Ther. T willſee you hang'dlike Clotpolesere I come 
any more to your Tents; I will keepe where there is wit 
ſtirring, and leave the faction of tooles. Exit, 
Pat. A good riddance, Sar 
Achil-Marry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoſt, 
That Hefor by the fift houre of the Sunne, 
Will with a Trampet, *twixt our Tents and Troy 
Tomorrow morning call ſome Knight to Armes, 
That hath a ſtomacke, and ſuch a one that dare 
Maintaine I know not what :'tis traſh. Farewell. 
4)ax. Farewell? who ſhall anſwer him ? 
Achil, I know not, 'tis put to Lottry : otherwiſe 
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Ther. But yet you lobke not well upon him : for who | 


| Makes Lovers pale,andluſty 


He knew his man. 
«Aja.O meaning you, I will goe learne more of it. Exit, 
Emer Priam, Heltor, Troylus, Parts, and Helens. 

Fri. Afcer ſo many houres, lives, ſpeeches ſpent, 
Thus once againe ſayes NeFtor from the Greekes, 
Deliver Helen, andall damageelſe 
(As honour, lofle gf time, travaile, expence, 
Wounds, friends, and whatelſe deere that is conſum'd 
In not difgeſtion of this cormorant Warre) 

Shall be ſtroke off. Heer, what ſay you too't. 

Hef. Though no man leſſer fearesthe Greekesthen T, 
As farre as touches my particular : yet dread Priem, 
There is no Lady of more ſofter bowels, 

More ſpungy, to ſacke inthe ſenſe of feare, | 
More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes 
Then Hefor is : the wound of peace is ſurcty, 

Surety ſecure ; but modeſt doubt is cal'd _ 

The Beacon of the wiſe : the tent that ſearches 
To'th*bottome of the worſt. Let Helen goe. 

Since the firſt ſword was drawne abour this queſtion, 
Every tythe ſoule *mongſt many thouſand ditmes, 
Hath beene as deere as Helen: I meaneof ours: 

If we have loſt ſo many tenths of ours 

To guarda thing not onrs, nor worth to us 

(Had it our name) the valew of oneten ; 

W hat merit*sin that reaſon whichdenies 

The yeelding of her up ? 


Troy. Fye, fie, my Brother ; | 


Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great asour dread Father) ina Scule 
Ofcommon Ounces ? Will you wich Counters ſumme 
The paſt proportion of his infinite ?_ | 
And buckle ina waſte moſt fathomleſle, 
With ſpannesand inches ſodiminutive, 
As feares and reaſons ? Fye for godly ſhame? 
Hel. No marvell though you bite ſo ſharpe at reaſons, 
You are empty of them, ſhould not our father 
Bearethe great ſway of his affaires with reaſons, 
Becauſe your ſpeech hath none that tells him ſo? | 
Troy, Youare for dreamesand flumbers brother Prieſt, 
You furre your gloves with reaſon: here are your reaſons 
You know anenemy inteyds you harme, 
You know, a ſword 1imploy'disperillous, 
And reaſon flyes the obje& of all harme, 
Who marvelsthen when Helene beholds 
A Grecianand his ſword, if he doe fer 
The very wingsof reaſon to his heeles : 
Orlike a Starre di{orb'd. Nay, it we taike of reaſon, 
And flyelike chidden Mercury from Iove, 


. Ler's (hut our gates and fleepe : Manhood and Honor . 
| Shold have hard hearrs,would they bur fat heir thoughts 


With this cramm'd reaſon: realgnand reſpect, 
dejea, | 
Hetft, Brother,ſhe is not worth 


What ſhe doth coft the holdiog, | 


Troy. What's aught, but as'tis valew'd ? | | | 


Het. But value dwels not in particular will, 
It holds his eſtimate and dignity 


_ As well, wherein 'tis precious of jt ſelfe, 
As intheprizer : 'Tis made Wdolatry, 
| To make the ſervice greaterthen the god, 


And the will dotes thart is inclineable 
To what infeRioully itſelfe affets, '- _ 
| Without ſome. image of th'affeed merit, ' | 
' Troy. 1 take today a Wife, and my clection 
Isled on inthe condud of my will; 


<_— 
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| 


My 


Can qualifie the ſame? 


A 
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My will enkindled by mine eyesand eares, 

Two traded Pylots 'twixt the dangerous ſhores 
Of Will, and ludgement. How may [ _ 
(Although my will diſtaſte what it elected) 
The Wife Ichoſe, there can be no evaſion 


We doe not throw in unrelpedtive place, 
Becauſe we now ate full. It was tnought meete 


Your breath of full conſent bellicd his Sailes, 


Wrinkles Apolloes,and makes ſtale the morning. 
| Is ſhe worth keeping ? Why ſhe isa Peatle, 


| And t1rn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 

If you'll avouch, twas witedome Pars went, 

| (As you mult needs, for youallcride, Go, goe:) 

' If yaw'll confefle, he brought home Noble p:12e, 

| (As you muſt nceds, for you all cJzpt your hands) 

| And cride ineftimable ; why doe you now 

The iſſue of your proper Wiſedomes rate, 

And doea deed that Fortune never did? 

Begger the cſtimation which you priz'd, 

| Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft moſt baſe ! 

| That we have ſtolne whar we doe fcare to keepe. 

But Theeves unworthy of a thing ſo fſtolne, 

| That in their Country did them that diſgrace, 
We feare to warrant in our Native place. 


Enter Caſſandra with her haire about 
ber eares. 
aſ: Cry Trojans,Cry. 
oh W hat noyſe? what ſhreeke js this ? 


Caſ. Cry Troyans. 
Hec. It 1s Caſſandra. 

; Caf. Cry Troyanscry; 

| And I will fill them with Prophericke tcares. 
| Hee, Peace filter, peace. 


' Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
' Adde to my cla nour : letus pay berimes 


{ A moity of that maſſe of moane to come. 


' Cry Troyanscry,pratile your eycs with teares, 
| Troy muſt not be, nor goodly llion ſtand, 

| Our firc-brand BrotheriParwburnes vs ail. 

; Cry Troyans cry, aHelewand a wory -—_-. 

| Cry, cry, Troy burnes, or ciſe let Helm goe. 


Of divination in our Siſter, worke 

' Some touches of remorſe ? Or is your bluud 

| So madly hot, tbat no diſcourſe of reaſon, 

' Nor feare of bad ſucceſſe ma bad cauſe, 

Troy. Why brother Better, | 
' We maynot thinke the juſtneſſe of eachacte 


'Such, and noother then event doth forme it, 
Nor once deje&tthe conrage of our minds ; 


Becauſe Caſſandra*s mad; herbrainſicke raptures 
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Cannot diſtaſte the goodneſſe ofa quarrel, 
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Toblench fromthis, and to ſtand firme by honour. 
We turne not backerhe Silkes upon the Merchant | 
When we have ſpoy{'d then; nor the remainder Viands 
Pars ſhould docſome vengeance on the Greekes ; 
The Scas and Windes (oid Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 
And did him ſervice; he touch'd the Ports defir'd, 

And for an old Aunt whom the Greckes held Caprive, 
| He brought a Grecian Queen, whole youth & frethnefle 
Why keepe we her ? the Greecians keepe our Aunt : 


Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, 


Troy. *Tis our mad fiſter, Idoe know her voycc. 
lend me ten thouſand eyes; 


Caf. Virgins, andBoyes ; mid-age and wrinkled old, 


Exit. 


Hee. Now youthfull Troplixe, doenot theſc hie ſtrains 


he. 
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| Which hath our ſeverall Honours all cngag'd 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
Iam no more touch'd, then all Priams ſonnes, 
| And Iove forbid there ſhould be done amone'ſt us 
Such things as might offend the weakeſt ſpleene, - 
To fight for, and maintaine, | 
Par. Elſe might the world convince of levity, 
As well my under-takings as your counſels : 
But I atteſt the gods, your full conſent 
Gave wingsto my propeafion, and cut off 
All feares atrending on o dire a project. 
For what (alas) can theſe my ſingle armes? 
W hat propugnarton is in one mans valour 
To ſtand thepuſh aud enmuy of thoſe 
This quarrell would excite ? Yer proteſt, 
Were l alone to paſſe the difficulties, 
And hadas ample power, agT have will, 
Par ſhould ne're retratt whac he hath done, 
Nor faint inthe purſuite. ' 
Pris. Parts, you ſpeake 
Like one be-ſotted on your ſweet delights; 
You have the Hony till, but theſethe Gall, 
Soto be valiant, is tio praiſe at all. 
Par. Sir, I propoſe not meerely tomy ſelfe, 
The pleaſares ſacha beauty brings withit : 
Burt I would have the ſoyle of her faire Rape 
Wip'd offin honourable keeping her. 
What Treaſon were itto the ranſack'd Queene, 
Difgrace to your great werths, and ſhame to me, 
Now todeliver her poſſeſſion up 
On termes of baſe compulſion ? Can it be, 
That ſo degeneratea ſtraine as this, 
Should once ſet foot in your generous boſomes? 
There not the meaneſt ſpirit on our'party, 
Withouta heart todare, or ſword to draw, 
When Helen is defended :nor none ſo Noble, 
* Whole life were ill beſtow'd, or death unfam'd, 
Where Helen is the ſubjeRt. Then (I ſay) 
| Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large ſpacescarnor paralell; 
Hett, Parisand Trojlus, you have both ſaid well: 
| And onthe cauſe and queſtion now in hand, 
Have gloz'd, but ſuperticially ; not much 
| Vnlike young men, whom eAriftorle thought 
| Voſitto heare Morall Philoſophy, | 
-The Reaſons you alledge, doe more conduee 
Tothe hot paſſion of diſtemp'red blood, 
Thea to makeup a free determination 
'Twixt rightand wrong : For pleaſure, and revenge, 
Have cares more deafe then Adders, to the voycc 
Ofany true deciſion. Nature craves 
All dues be rendred to their Owners ; now 
W hat neerer debt inall humanity, 
Then Wife isto the Husband ? If this law 


| Of Nature be —_—_— through affection, 


And that great mindes of partiall indulgence; 


] To their benummed wilis reſiſt the ſame, 


—__ 


There is a Law incach well-ordred Nation, 
To curbe thoſe ragingappetites thatare 


. Moſt diſobedient and refraRory. 


_ | If Helenthen be wife to Sparta's King 


—— 


— 


(As 1t is knowne ſhe is) theſe Morall Lawes 
OFfN ature, and of Nation 5 ſpeake aowd 


| To haue her backe return'd. Thus to perliſt 
| In doing wrong, extenuatesnot wrong, 


; But makes it much more heavy. Hefors opiniott 


rn h———. o—_— 
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Ts this in way of truth : yctnere the leſle, 
My ſpritely brethren, Ipropendto you 
In reſolution to keepe Helen ſtill ; : 
For *tis a cauſe that hath no meane dependance, 
Vpon our joynt and ſeverall dignities. | 
Troy. Why ? there you toucht thelife of our deſigne ; 


1 Were it notglory that we more affeted, 


* | Then the performance of our heaving ſpleencs, 

" { Iwouldnot wiſh a drop of Trezanblood, 

Sent more in her defence. But worthy Heer, 
Sheis a theame of honor and renowne; 

A ſpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whole preſent courage may beate downe our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonize us. 

For i preſume brave Hefter would not loſe 
Sorich advantage of a promi{'d glory, 

As ſmiles upon the fore-headof this ation, 

For the wide worlds revenew. 

Heft. I am yours, +: ity =. 

You valiant off-ſpring of great Priamus, 

I have a roiſting challenge ſent among'ſt 

The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes? 
Will trike amazement to their drowfie ſpirits, 
' [was advertiz'd, their Great generall ſlept, 
Whilſt emulation inthe army crepr : 

This 1 preſume will wake him. 


Emter Therſaes ſolus. | 

Now now Therfitee? what loſt in the Labyrinth of thy 

fury ? ſhall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beates 
me, and I rate at him : O worthy ſatisfaction, would it 
were otherwiſe : that I could beate him, whil'{t he rail'd 

me; Sfoote, Le learne to conjure and raiſe Divels, but 

Ie ſee ſome iflue of my ſpitefull execrations.Then ther's 

debilles a rare Enginer.If Troy be not taken till theſe two 

mdermine it, the wals will ſtand till they fall of them- 


that thou art /ove the King of gods : and Mercury, looſe 
ll the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus,if thou take not 
tiat little little lefſe Then little wit from them that they 
have, which ſhort-arm'd ignorance it {elfe knowes,is fo 
wundant ſcarſe, it willnot in circumvention deliver a 
By from a Spider without drawing the maſſie Ironsand 

catting the web z after this, the vengeance on the whole 
| Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that me thinkes is the 
curſe dependant onthoſe that warre for a placket. I have 
lad my prayers and divell, cnvy, ſay Amen: V hat ho? 
my Lord Achilles ? | 


Enier Patroclus. E 
 Paty. Who's there 2 Therſites. Good Therftes come 
Inand raile, 

Ther, If I could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou woild*ſt not have ſlipt out of my contemplation, 
nt it isno matter, thy ſclfe upon thy ſelſe. The common 
arſe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great 
revenew;heaven bleſſe thee from a Tutor,and Diſcipline 
ome notneere thee, Let thy blod be thy direction till 
thy death, then if ſhe that layes thee our ſayes thou art a 
kurecoarſe, Ile be ſworne and ſworne upon't ſhe never 
rowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher's Achilles? .. 

Parr. What artthou devout? waſt thou in a prayer ? 

Ther, I, the heavens heare me, 

. | _ Enter Achilles. 
4hiel. Who's there ? 

Parr. Therfres, my Lord. 


ho... 


ſelves, O thon great thunder-darter of Olympus, forger | 


E emns; | 


| 


| 


| Achil. Where,where, art thou come ? why my cheeſe, 
{ My digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerv'dthy ſelfeinto my 

Table, ſo many meales ? Come, what's Agamensnon ? 
| Ther: Thy Commander Achilles; then tell me Patro- 
clus, what's Achilles ? 

Parr, Thy Lord Therfites: then tell me I pray thee, 
whar's thy ſelfe ? 

Ther. Thy knower Patreclu : then tell me Patrochu 
what artthou? | 

Patr. Thou maiſt tell that know'ſt. 


| Achil. © tell, tell. 


T her. [le declinethe wholequeſtion: Agamemnon com- 
mands Aches, Achilles is my Lord,I am Parroctu know- 
cr, and Patroclus is a foole. 

Patro, Youraſcall. Sg 

Ther, Peace foole, I havenot done» 

eAchil. He is apriviledg'd man, proceede Therſites. 

Ther. Agamemnen is a foole, Achillesis a foole, Ther- 
{tesis a foole, and as aforeſaid, Patrocixs is a foole. 

Acbhil, Derive this : come ? 2 

Ther. Agamennen isa foole to offer to command A- 
chilles, Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Ag»memnon, 


| Tharfttes is afoole to ſerve ſuch a foole: and Patrolus isa 
| foolepoſitiue. 


Parr. Why am I a foole ? 


Enter Agam:mnon, Viiſſes, Neſtor, Diomedes, 
Ajax, audits. - 


Ther. Make that demand tothe Creator, it ſuffiſes me 
thou art. Looke you, whocomes here? + 

Achil. Patroclus, Ile ſpeake with no body : comein 
with me Therſites, Exit. 

Ther, Heere is ſuch patchery, ſuch jugling, and ſuch 
knavery : alithe argument isa Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quarrell to draw emulations tations, and bleed to 
death upon : Now thedry Sarpego onthe ſubjec, and 
Warre and Lechery confound all. 

eZgam. Whereis eAchilles ? | 

Patr, Wichin his Tent, bur ill diſpoſ'd my Lord. 

eAFgam. Let it be knowne ro him that we are here : 
He ſent our Meflengers, and we lay by 
Our appertainments, viſiting of him : 

Let him berold of, leaſt perchance he thinke 
We dare not movethe queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Pat. I ſhall ſo ſay to him. 

Vi. We ſaw him at the opening ofhis Tent, 
He is not ſicke. 

Aa. Yes, Lyon ſicke, ſicke ofa proud heart:you may 
call it Melancholly if you will favour the man, but by my 
head,'tis pride; but why,why,let him ſhow us the cauſe? 
A word my Lord. | 

Ne/. What moves Ajax thusto bay at him ? 

Ukſ.. eAchils bath inveigled his Foole from him. 

Nef. Who, Therftes. 

Viif. He. | 


# 


Argument. | 

Vaſ. No, you ſee he is his argument that has his argu- 
ment Achilles, E-5 

Neſ. All the better, their fraction is more our wiſh 
then their fa&tion ; but it was a ſtrong counſell that a 


| Foole could diſunite, ED 
Yiſ: The amity that wiſedome knits not, folſy may | 


eaſily Vnties E mer Patroclua. - 


| 


Nef. Then will eHjax lackematter,if he have loſt his | 


——_—— 


uh 


o 


| 


| 
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Here comes Patrocli. 
'Neſ. No Achilles with him ? | 

YViiſ. The Elephant hath joyn:s,but none for curteſie; 
His legges arelcgges for neceſſity, not for flights 

Patro, Achilles bids me ſay,he 1s much ſorry : 

If any thing more then your ſport and pleaſure, 
Did move your greatnefle, and this noble State, 
To cali upon him ; he hopes it is no other, 
But for your health,and your diſzeſtion ſake ; 
Anafter Dinners breath. 
Ags. Heare you Patroclius x | 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers: 
Bat his evaſion wing'd thas ſwift with ſcorne, 
Cannor outflye our apprehenſions. 
Much atrribute he hath, and much the reaſon, 
Why weaſcribeitto him, yer all his vertues, 
(Not vertuouſly of his owne part be'1eld) 
Doe in our eyes, begin tolofe their gloſle ; 
And like faire Frait in an unholſome diſh, 
Areliketorot untaſted ; goe andtell him, 
Wecame to ſpeake with him ; and you ſhall not {inne, 
If you doe ſay, we thinke him over proud, 
And under honeſt : inſelfeaſlumption greater (ſelfe. 
Then in the note of judgement : and worthier then him» 
Heretends thz favage {trangenefle be puts on, 
Diſguiſe the holy ſtrength of their command : 
And under write in an obſerving kind 
His humorous predominance, = watch 
Hispettiſh lines, his ebs, his flowes, asif 
The paflage and whole carriage of this ation 
Rode on his tyde. Goe tell him this, aid adde, 
That if he over-hold his price ſo much, 
Wee'll none of him ; but let him,like an Engin 
| Not portable, Iye under this report. 
Bring ation hither, this cannot goe to warre : 
Aftirring Dwarfe, we doc allowance give, 
Beforeaſleeping Gyant : tell him ſo. 
Pat. I ſhall, and bring his anſwer preſently. 
Aga. In ſecond voyce wee'll not be ſatisfied, * 
We come to ſpeake with him, Yiſes cuter yous 
Exu Uliſes. 

Ajax, What is he more then another ? 

Aga. No more then what he thinkes he is. 

Ajax. Is heſo much, doe you not thinke, he thinkes 
himſclfe a better man then 1am ? 

Aga. No queſtion. | 

Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe his thonght, and ſay he is ? 

Aga.No, Noble Ajax, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, no leflenodle, much more gentle, and altogether 
more traable. 

Ajax. Why ſhould a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow ? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your mind is the cleerer Ajax,and your vertues 
">: robes that is proud,cates up himſelfe;Pride is his 
owne Glafſezhis owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle,and 
what ever praiſes it ſelfe but in the deed, devoures the 
decde inthe praiſe, 

_ EnarlVhſſes. 
Ajax. I doc hate a proud man,as I hate the ingendring 
of Toades. 

Nef. Yethe loves himſelfe : is't not ſtrange? 

Vhiſ. Achilles will not to the field to morrow, 

Ages. What's his excuſe ? 

Viif. He doth relye on none, 

But carriesonthe ſtreame of his diſpoſe, - 
Without obſervance or reſpe& of any, 


| 


yet through warme. 


In will peculiar, and infelfe admiſſion. ; 
eAga. Why, will he not upon our fairerequeſ},” |- 

Vntent his perſon, and ſhare the ayre with us? 

Vif: Things {mall as nothing, for requeſts ſake onely 
He makes important 3 poſſeſt he is with greatneſſe, 
And ſpeakes not to himlelfe; but with a pride 
That quarrels at ſelfe-breath. Iniagin'd wroth 
Holds in his bloud ſuch ſwolne and hot diſcourſe; 
That twixt his mentall and his ative parts ; 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, - 
And batters gainlt it ſelte ; what ſhoald I ſay # 

He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it, 

Cry no recovery. hes 
Ages. Let Ajax goe to him. | 

Deare Lord, goe youand greete himin his Tent; 

"Tis faid he holds you well, and will beled 

At your requeſt alittle from himſclte. 

Vii. O Agamenmon, let jt not be (0. 
Weeleconlecrate the ſteps that 4jax makes, 
When they goe trom Achilles; ſhall the proud Lord, 
Thatbaſtes his arrogance with his owne ſcame, 
And never ſuffers matter of the world, 

Enter his thoughts : ſave ſuch as doe revolue 

And rvminate himſclfe. Shall he be worſhipt, 

Of that we hold an Idoll, morethea he? 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 

Mult not ſo ſtaule his Palme, nobly acqu*?d, 

Nor by my wil! aſſubiugare his merit, 

As amply titled as Achilles is : by going to Achille, 

Thar were to enlard his fatalready, pride, 

Ard —_ more Coſesto Cancer, when he burnes 

Wito Entertaining great Hrperioy. 

This L. goe to biz>s er forbid, 

And ay in thunder, Ach:tes goe to him. : 
Ne#t, O this is well, he rubs the veine of him. 
Dio. And how his filence drinkes up thisapplaliſe» 
Aja. If Tgoetohim, with my armed fiſt, Ue 

| orethe face. | Cen 

Aga. O no, you ſhall not 2oe. 

Aja. And the proud with me, ile pheſe his pride: kt 
me gocto him. ps 

Flſ. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel 

Aja. A paultry inſolent fellow. | 

Neſt. How he deſcribes himſelfe. 

Aja. Can he not be ſociable? 

Vi: The Raven chides blackneſle. " 

A ja. lie let his hamors blood, F2 

| Aga. Hewili bethe Phyſitian that ſhould bethe pF 
tients | 

Aja. And all men were amy minde. | 

Uk. Wir would be out of faſhion. | 

ja. A ſhould not beare it ſo, a ſhould cate Swords | 
firſt : ſhail pride carry it? 

Neſt. And*twould have ten ſharres. 

Uki/A would, you'ldcarry halfe. : 
ja. 1 will knede him, lie make him ſupple, he'sn0 


Ne#, Force him with praiſes, poure in, pourein us 
ambition is dry. ST, 
Vi. My L. you feede too much on this diſlike- 
N #. Our noble Generall, doe not doe fo. «+: | 
Deo. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Uliſ. Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harme- 
Heere is a man, but 'tis before his face, 
I will be ſilent. 


Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? 


—— c-—— ——_——— 
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He is not emulous, as Achilles is. | ; 
Yi. *Know the whole world, he 1s as valiant- | 
Aija.A horſondog,that ſhall palter thus with us,would 

he werea Tramav | PEW. 4 
' Neff. Whata vice were it in 54x now —— 
7lif. Tfhe were proud. | 
Dio. Or covyetous of praiſe. 

Ul, I, or ſurly borne. | 
Dio, Or ſtrange, orſelfe affefted. Þ 

' Ut Thank the heavens L,thou art of ſweet compoſure; 

Prayſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſucke : 

Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature 

Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; 

But he that diſciplin'dthy armesto fight, 

Let Afars devide Eternity in twaine, 

And give him halfe, and for thy vigor, 

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yeelde 

To finnowie 4i«x: I will not praiſethy wiſedome, 

Which like a bourne,a pale, a ſhore confines 

Thy ſpacious and dilated parts ; here's Ne5tor 

Inftracted by the Antiquary rimes ; 

He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wiſe. 

But pardon Father Neſtor, were your dayes 

As greene aseAiax,and your braine.ſo temper'd, 

You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 

But he as Afiax. 

Hia. Shall I call you Father ? 
Dio, Be ruld by him Lord ex. | 
Viif. There is notarrying hcre,the Hart Achilles 

Keepes thicker : picaſe ic our Generall ; 

Tocall together 8l! this ſtate of warre, 

Freſh Kings are cometo Troy; to morrow 

We muſt with all our maine of power ſtand faſt : 

And here*sa Lord, (come Knights frem Eaſt to Weſt, 

Andcull their fiowre,) Aax ſhall cope the beſt. 

Ag. Goe we to Counſaile, let Achilles {leepe ; 

Light Botes may ſaile ſwift, though greater bulkes draw 

dcepe. Exennt.  AJAnufiche ſounds within. 


Enter Paudariu and a Servant. 
Par. Friend, yon, pray youa word : Doe not you fol- 
low the yong Lord Paru? | 
Fer, I fir, When he goes before me. 
Pan, You depend upon him 1 meanec ? 
Ser. Sir, I doe depend upon the Lord. 
Par. You depend upon anoble Gentleman : I muſt 
needes praiſe him. 
ger. The Lordbe praiſed. 
, Pa. You know me,loe you not ? 
|. Ser. Faith fir, ſuperficially 
Fa. Friend know me better, Iam the Lord Pandarw. 
Ser. I hope T ſhall know your honour better. 
Pa. 1 doe deſire it. | 
Ser. Youarc inthe ſtate of Grace ? p 
. P4 Grace, notſo friend, honour and Lordſhip are my 
ate: ; Whar Muſique is this ? 
Ser. I doe but partly know fir : it is Muſicke in parts. 
#4. Know youthe Muſitians. | 
Ser. Wholly fir. 
' Pa. Whoplay they to? 
Ser. Tothe hearers fir. 
Pa. At whole pleaſure friend ? 
-Ser, At mine fir, and theirs that love Mulicke. 
.: Pa, Command; I meane friend. 
. Ser, Who ſhall I command fir? 


|" "alaHLR 


— 


| 


Fringe naderſtand not one another ; 1 am too 
courtly, and thou art too-Canning, At whoſe d 
theſe men play 2 hee TG i 

Ser. | That's $00'r ndeede fir ; marry fir, at the requeſt 
of Pars my L, who'sthere in perſon;with him the mor. 
or oth » the heart blood of beauty , loves inviſible 
oule. 

Pa. Who? my Cofin (frefiida. 


. Ser, No, ſir, Helen, could you not finde out that by 
her attribures? | 


Pa. It ſhould ſeeme fellow ,thatthou haſt not ſeen the 
Lady Creſſida. I come to ipeake with Paris from the 


Prince Troy/zs : 1 will makea complementall affaultupon | 


him,for my buſineſſe ſcethes. 
Ser. Sodden buſinefle, there's a ſtewed phraſe indeede. 


Enter Part and Helena, 


Pan. Faire beto you my Lord,and to all thisfaixecon- 


pany: faire defires inall Faire meaſure fairely guide them, 


eſpecially to you faire Queene, faire thoughts bee your 
farre pillow. | 

Hel. Deere L. youare full of faire words. 

Pan. You ſpeake your faire pleaſure ſweet Queene : 
fairc Prince, here is good broken Muſicke. 

Par. You have brokenit cozen : and by my life you 
ſhall make it whole againe, you ſhall peece it out with a 


peece of your performance. N71, he is full of harmony. | 


Pan. Truely Lady no. 

Hel. O ſir. 

Pax. Rude inſooth, in good ſooth very rude. 

Paris, Weilfſaid my Lord : well, you fay ſoin fits, 

Pan. I have bulinefle tro my Lord, decre Quetne: my 
Lord will you vouchſafe me a word ? 

Hel. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out, weele heare you 
{ing certaincly. | 

Par. Well ſweete Queene youare pleaſant with mee, 


a 


JERFER 


but, marry thus my Lord,my dcere Lord,and moſt eſtec- 


med friend your brother Troyime. 
Hel. My Lord Pandarus, hony tweete Lord, 
' Pan. Gotolweete Queene, goe to, 
Commends himfelfe mo!t affectionately to you. 
He!. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you doe, our melancholly upon your head.. 


Pan, Sweete Queene, ſweete Queene, that's a ſweete |. 


Queene I faich 


Hel. And to makea {weet Lady ſad,isaſowre offerce. | 


Par. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turne, that ſhail it 
not intruthia, Nay, I care not for ſuch words, no, nQ. 
And wy Lord he defires you,that it the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make this excuſe. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarm? 


Pan. What ſayes my {weete Queene, my very, very | 


ſweete Queene ? | 
Per. Whatexploit's in hand, were ſups he to night ? 
Hel. Nay but my Lord? 
Pan. What {ayes my 
fa!l out with you. 
Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups. 
Pan. With my diſpoſer (reſſida. 
Pan. No,no; no ſuch matter,you are wide,come your 
diſpoſer 1s ficke. | 
Par, Well, le make excuſe. 

Pas, I good my Lord : why ſhould you ſay (re/ida? 
no, your poore diſpoſcr's {icke. 
Par, I ſpies» | | 

bb Pay, You 


ins 4 'S » _ 


ſweete Queene ? my coZen will 
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| The Trazed of Troks and Creſsida. 


Pax. You ſpic, whatdoe you ſpic? come, glve mean 
Inſtrument now ſweete Queene . ©- 

Hel. Why this is kindly done ? : 

Pas. My Neece is horrible in love with a thing you 
have ſweet Queene. | | 

Hel. She ſhall have it my Lord , ifitbe not my Lord 
Part. 

Pand, Hee? no ſheele none of him, they two are 
twaine. | 

Het. Falling in after falling out ,may make them three. 

Pax. Come, come, Ile heare no mbre of this, Ile ſing 
you a ſong now. 

Hel. 1,1, pretheenow : by my troth ſweet Lord thou 
haſt a fine fore-head. 

Pan, I you may, you may. TK: 

Het. Let thy ſong belove : thislove willundoe us all. 
Oh Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. 

Pas. Love ? I that it ſhall yfaith. 

Par. 1, good now love, love, nothing but love. 

Par. In good troth it begins ſo. 


Love, love, nothing but love, ſtill more - 
For O loves Bow, 
Sheotes both Bncke and Doe : 
The Shaft confoands not that it wounds, 
But tickles fil the ſore : 
Theſe Lovers cry, oh hothey aye ; 
Tet that which ſermes they wound to kl, 
Doth turn: ob ho, to ha ha he - 
So dying love lives ſtill, 
O ho a while, butha ha ha ; 
| O hogronezont for ha ha ha==hey ho. 


Hel. Inloveyfaith tothe very tip of the noſe. 

Par.He cates nothing but doves love, and that breeds 

| hotbloud, and hot bloud begets hotthoughts, and hot 
| thoughts beget hot deedes, and hot deedes is love. 

Par. Is this the generation of love ? Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts, and hot deedes,why they are Vipers,1s Lovea 
generation of Vipers? 

Sweete Lord whoſe a field to day ? 

Par. Heftor, Deiphobus, Helenrs, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey. 1 would faine have arm'd to day , but 
my Nell would not have it ſo, 

How chancc my brother Troy/#s went not ? 

Hel. He hangs the lippe at ſomething ; yon knew all 
. Lord Pandarms ? 

Pans. Not I hony ſweete Queene: I long to heare how 
they ſped to day : 
Youle remember your brothers excule ? 

Par. Toa hayre. 

Pay. Farewell ſweere Queene. 

Hel. Commend me to your Neecc. 

Pan. I will ſweete Queene. Sound a retreat, 

Pay. They're come from fielde : let us to Priams Nall 
To greete the warriors. Sweet Helen, I muſt wooe you, 
To helpeunarme our Heer : his ſtubborne buckles, 
With theſe your white enchanting fingers toucht, 

Shall more obey thento the edge of Steele, 
Or force of Greekiſh finewes, you ſhall doe more 
Then all the Iland Kings, diſarme great Hettor, 

Hel. *Twill make , us proud to be your ſervant Pars: 
Yea what he ſhall receive of us in duetie, 

Gives us more palme in beauty then we have : 
Yea overſhines our ſelfe. ; 


Sweete above thought Ilove thee. Exeunt. 


| 


| 


| bereave you 'oth'* deeds too, if ſhee call your aRivityN 


the miſtrefſe ; how now, a kiſle in fee-farme? build there 


EEE 


Enter Pandarus and Trojins Man. 
Pay. How now, where's thy Maſter , at my C 
Creſſidas? 2 y 5 y Couren 
Man,Nofir, he ſtayes for you to condu himthither, 
Emer T roylus. 
Pan,O here he comes : How now, how now? 
Troy. Sirra walke off. 
Pax, Have you ſcene my Couſin ? 
' Troy. No Pandarns: I ftalke about her doore 
Like a ftrange ſoule upon the Stigian bankes 
Staying for waftage, O be thou my Charos, 
And give me {wift tranſportance to thoſe fields, 
WhereI may wallow in theLilly beds 
Propos'd forthe deſerver. O gentle Pandaras, 
From (pids ſhoulder plucke his painted wings, 
And flye with meto Creſ/id. 
Fan. Walke here ith'Orchard,Ile bring her ſtraight, 
| Exu Pandarns, 
T roy. Tam giddy; expectation whirles meround, 
TH imaginary reliſh js ſo ſweete, 
T hat it inchants my ſence : what will it be 
When that the watry pallats taſte indeede 
Loves thrice reputed NeRtar ? Death | feare me 
Sounding deſtru&ion, or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubrile,potent, and too ſharpe in ſweetneſſe, * 
For the capacitic of my ruder powers; 
I feare it much, and I doe feare beſides, 
ThatT ſhall looſe diſtinQion in my joyes, 
As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
The enemy flying. Enter Pandaras, 
Pax. Shee's making her ready,ſheele come traight;you 
muſt be witty now, ſhe does ſo bluſh & fetches her winde 
ſo ſhort,as if ſhe were fraid withaſprite:Ile fetch her;it 
is the prettieſt villaine,ſhe fetches her breath ſo ſhort aa 
new tane Sparrow, Exit Pang, 
Troy. Even ſucha paſſion doth embrace my boſome : 
My heart beates thicker then a feavorous wry 4 
Andall my.powers doe their beſtowing looſe, 
Like vaſlalage at unawarres encountring 
The eye of Majeſty. | 
Emer Pandarus and Creſſida. 
Pan. Come, come, what needeyou bluſh? 
Shameg a babie . here ſhe is now, {weare the oathes now 
to her,that you haveſwornie to me. W hat are you gone 4- 
gaine, you muſt be watcht ere you be madetame , muſt 
no ? come your wayes,comeyour wayes, and youdraw 
ckward weeleput you ith files: why do you not ſpeak 
to her? Comedraw this curtaine, & ler's ſee your pifture. 
Alaſſe the day, how loath you are to offend day light? and 
*twere darke you'ld cloſe ſooner, So,ſo, rub on,and kifſe 


Carpenter; the ayre is {\weete. Nay,you ſhall fight your 
hearts outere I part you. The Faulcon, asthe Tercell;for 
allthe Ducksith River: go to, go to. 

Troy. You havebereft me ot all words Lady. 

Pas. Words pay nodebts; give her deedes : but ſheele 


queſtion: what billing againe ? here*sin witneſſe where- 
of the Parties interchangeably, Come in,comein, lego 
geta fire. Exit Pand, 
Creſ. Will you walke in my Lord? 
Troy. O Creſſida, how often have I wiſht me thus? 
Creſ. Wiſht my Lord ? the gods grant? O my Lord: 
Trey. W hat ſhould they grant? what makes this pret- 
ty abruption : what too curious dreg cſpics my ſweet 14- 
yinthe fountaine of our loye? Bs 
(ref. More 


md 
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Creſ. More dregs then water, if my tearcs have eyes. 
Fro, Feares make divels of Cherubins, they never ſec 


ly. 
Tre Blind feare,that ſecing reaſon leads, findes ater 
footing, then blinde reaſon, ſtumbling without feare : to 
feare the worlt, oft cures the worſe. 

Troy. Ohlet my Lady apprehend no feare, 

Inall (*pids Pageant there is preſented no monlter. 

Creſ. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 

Troy. Nothing bur their undertakings, when we vow 
to weepe ſeas,live in fire,cate rockes,tame Tygers, think» 
ing it harder for our Miſtrefſe to deviſe impoſition 
inough, then for us to undergoe any ditficultic impoſed. 
This 1s the monſtruoſitie in leve (Lady, )that the will 1s 
infinite, 2nd the execution confin'd; that the delire 1s 
boundlefle, and the at a flave to limit, 

Creſ« They ſay all lovers ſweare more performance 
then they are able , and yer referve an ability that they 
never performe:vowing more then the perfection of ten; 
and diſcharging leſſe then the renth part ofone. They 
that have the voyce of Lyons, and the aR of Hares : are 
they not monſters? — & _ | 

Troy. Are there ſuch? ſuch are not we : Praiſe usas. we 
arctaſted ,allow us as we prove : our head ſhall goe bare 
till merit crowne it : no perfeQion in reverſion ſhall have 
apraiſe in preſent : wee will not name deſert before his 
birth, and being borne his addition ſhall be humble : few 
words to faire faith. Trois ſhall be ſuch to Creſſia, as 
what envy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mocke for his truth ; 
and what tcuth can ſpeake trueſt , not truer then Troy- 
bu. 

(ref. Will you walke in my Lord ? 

Enter P andarus. OE 
| Pax, What bluſhing Kill? have you not done talking 
yet 2? 

Creſs Well Vnckle , what folly I commit , I dedicate 
ko you, k 

Pan. I thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of 
you, youle give him me: be true to my Lord,af he flinch , 
chide me for it. = - 

Trey, You know now your hoſtages: your Vnckles word 
and my firme faith. | 

Pan, Nay, le give my word for her too: our kindred 
thoughthey be long ere they are wooed , they are con- 

tbeing wonne : they are Burres I can tell you,they'le 
ſicke where they are throwne. 

(ref. Boldneſſe comes to me now , and brings mee 
heart: Prince Troy/m,l have lov'd you mghtand day for 
many weary moneths. 

Troy. Why was my (:ſidthenſo hard towin ? 

Creſ. Hard to ſceme won : but I was won my Lord 
With the firſt glance; that ever:pardon me, 

If I confeſſe much you will play the tyrant : 

Tlove you now, but not till now ſo much 
ButT might maſter it; in faithTlye: _ Eee 
My thoughts were like anbrideled children,growne 
Too head-ſtrong for their mother : ſee we fooles, 
Why have I blab'd? who ſhall be true to us 
we are ſo unſecret toour ſelves? 
But though I lov'd you well, I wooed you not; 
And yet good faith I wiſhtmy ſelfeaman ; 
that the women had mens priviledge 
Of peaking firſt. Sweet, bid me hold my 
inthis rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeake 
hething I ſhall repent : ſee, ſee, your ſilence 
Comming indumbneſſe,from my weakeneſſedrawes 


_ 


| My ſoule of counſell from me. Stop my mouth. 
Troy. And ſhall, albeit ſweete Muficke iflues thence. 
Par, Pretty yfaith. h | 
(ef. My Lord I doe beſeech you pardon me, 

was not my purpoſe thus to beg a kiſſe: 
Iamaſham'd; O Heavens, what have I done | 

For this time willI take my leave my Lord. 

Troy. Your leave {weet Creſſid ? 

Pas. Leave ! and you take leavetill to morrow mor- 
ning. 

Creſ. Pray you content you. 

Troy. W hat offends you Lady ? 

Creſ. Sir mine owne company. 

T roy. You cannot ſhun your ſelfe. 

Creſ, Lerme goeand try : 

I havea kindeot ſelfe refides with you : 

But an unkinde ſelfe, thar it ſclfe will leave, 
Tobe anothers foole. Whereis my wit? 

I would be gone : I ſpeake I know nor what. 

Troy, Well know they what they ſpeake, that ſpeake 
lo wiſely, 

(ref: Perchance my Lord,I ſhew more craftthenlove, 
And fell ſo roundlyroa large confeſſion, 
To Angle for your thoughts ; bur you are wiſe, 

Or elſe you love not ; for to be wiſe and love, 
Exceedes mans might, thatdwels withgodsabove! 

Troy. O that I thought it could be in a woman : 
And it it can, L will preſume in you, | 
Tofcede for zyc her lampeand flames of love, 

To keepe her conſtancie in plight and youth, 
Out-living beauties outward, witha minde 
That doth renew ſwifter then bload decaies : 
Or that perſwafioncould but thus convince me, 
That my integritie and truth to you, . | 
Might be affronted withthe matchand waight 
Otuch a winnowed purtie in love : 
How werel then up-lifted ! but alas, 
I am as true, astruths ſimplicitie, 
And ſimpler then the infancie of truth. 
Creſ. Inthar Ile warre with you. 

Troy. O vertuous fight, 
When right with right wars, who ſhall bemoſtright ? 
True ſwaines in love, ſhall in the world tro come 
Approyetheir truths by Trop/me when their rimes, 
Full of proteſt, of oarhand big compare 


| Want {miles. trnth tir'd with iteration, 


As true as ſteele,asplantage tothe Moone : 
As Sunne to day, as Turtle ro her mate: 
As Iron tg Adamant : as Earth to th' Center : 
Yet after all compariſons of rruth, 
(Astruthsauthenticke author to be cited) 
Astrueas Tropls, ſhall crowne up the Verſe, 
And ſanQifethe numbers, 

Creſs Prophet may you be : 
If I be falſe, or ſwervea haire from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot it ſelte : + 
When water-drops have worne the [tones of Troy; 
And blinde oblivionſwallow'd Cities upz 
And mightie States characterleſſe are grated 
Toduſtic nothing ; yer let memory, E3. 
From falſe to falſe, among'falſe Maides in love. 
Vpbriad my falſchood, when they'*ave ſaid as falſe, 
As Aire, as Water,as Windz, as ſandie carth; 


1 As FoxetaLambe ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ; 


Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdame to her Sonne z; 
Yea, let themfſay, to _— the heart of falſchood, 


b 2 As: |* 
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Asfalſc as Creſſid. } 

\Pand, Go to, a bargaine made : ſeale it , ſeale it, Ile 
be the witneſle,here I hoid your hand : here my Couſins, 
if ever you prove falſe one to another, fince I have taken 
ſuch paines to bring you together, ler all pittifull goers 
berweene be cal'd tothe worlds end after my name: call 
them all Panders ; let all conſtant men be Trolaſſes, all 
falſe women (reſis, and ail brokers betweene,Panders : 
fay, Amen. 

Troy. Amen. 

(reſſ- Amen. 

Pan. Amen. : 
Whereupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which bed,be- 
cauſe it ſhall not ſpeake of your prettie encounters, preſle 
it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tong-tide Maidens heere, 
Bed, Chamber,and Pander,to provide this geere. Exeunt. 


Enterr Vhyſſes, Diomedes, Neftor  Agamemnon, 
Aenelaus and Calcas. 


(al. Now Princes for the ſervice I havedone you, 
Th'advantage of the time prompts me aloud, | 
To cali for recompence : appeare it toyour minde, 
That rbrough the ſight 1 beare in things to love, 

I have abandon'd Troy, left my poſſetlion, 

Incur'd a Traytors name, expos'd wy ſclfe, 

From certaineand poſleſt conveniences, 

To doubtfhll fortunes, ſequeſtring from me ail 

That time, acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, 

Made tame, and moſt familiar tomy nature : 

And here to doe you ſervice am become, 

As new into the world, ſtrange,unacquainted. 

T doe beſcech you, as in way of taſte, 

To give me now alittle benefit : 

Out of thoſe many regiſtred in promile, 

Which you ſay, live to come in my behalfe. 
eAgam, What would'ſt thou of us Troyan? make 

demand ? 

Cal. You have a Troian priſoner, cal'd Anthenor, 
Yeſterday tooke : Troy holds him very deere. 
Ofc have you (often have you, thankes therefore) 
Deſir'd my Creſſid in right great exchange- 
Whom Troy hath Rill deni'd : bur this Aztberor, 
I know 1s ſuch a wrelt intheir affaires, 

That their negotiations all muſt ſlacke, 
Wanting his mannage: and they will almoſt, 
Give usa Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be ſent great Princes, 
And he ſhall buy my Daughter : and her preſence, 
Shall quite ſtrike off all ſervice I have done, 
In molt accepted paine. 

e4ga. Let Diomedes beare him, 
And bringus Creſ/d hither : (alcas {hall have 
What he requeſts of us: good Diemed 
Furniſh you fairely for this enterchange ; 
Withall bring word, if H:&or will to morrow 
Be anſwer'd in his challenge. ejax is ready. 

D#o. This ſhall T undertake, and*tisa burthen 

Which I am proud to beare. Exit. 
Enter Achilles and Patrocles in their Tent. 
Vhif. eAchilles ſtands i'th entrance of his Tent ; 
Pleaſe it our Generall to paſſe ſtrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot : and Princes all, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him ; 
I will comelaſt,'tis like hee'l queſtion me, 


| Not going frem it ſelfe : but cye to eye oppos'd, 


Why ſuch unplaufive eyesare bent ? why turn'd on him > 
It ſo, I have deriſfion medicinable, 
To uſe betweene your ſtrangeneflc and his pride, 
W hich his owne will ſhall have deſire to drinke ; 
It may doe good, pride hath no other glaſſe 
Toſhow it telfe, but pride: for ſupple knees, 
Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 
Agam. Weele execute your purpoſe, and put on 
A forme of {trangenefle as we paſſe along, 
Sodoeeach Lord, and cither greete him nor, 
Or elſe difdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Then if not lookt on. I will leade the way 
eFchisl. W hat comes the Gernerall to ſpeake with mes 
You know my minde, Ile fight no more *gainſt Troy, 
Aga. What fayes Achilles, would he ought with us? 
Neſs Would you my Lord ought with the Generdll? |-,; 
Achil. No. F 
Neſ. Nothing my Lotd- 
eAfga. The better. 
Achil, Good'day, good day, 
Ae. How doe you? how doe you ? 
Achi. W hatdoesthe Cuckold ſcorne me? 
eHjax, How now Patroctu? 
Achil, Good morroiw Ajax? 
e-Jax. Ha. 
HAcirl, Good morrow. 
Ajax, I, an good next day too. Extant, 
 Achil. What meane theſe fellowes ? kno they not 
Achilles ? | 
Farr. They paſſe ſtrangely: they were us'dto bend, 
Tolend their tmiles before them to Achiltes : 
Tocome as humbly as they us'd rocreepe to holy Altars, 
efchil, Whatam I poore of late? 
'Tis certaine, greatnefſe once falne out with fortune, 
Mult fall out with men too : what the declin'd 1s, 
He ſhall as ſoone reade inthe eyes of others, 
As feele in his owne fall : for menlike butrer-flieg 
Shew not their mealic wings, bur to the Summer; 
And not a man for being ſimple man, 
Hath any honor ; but honor'd by thoſe honours 
That are withourthim ; as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident, as oftas merit : 
Which whenthey fail (as being ſlippery ſanders) 
The love that leand on them as ſlippery too, 
Doth on piucke downe another, and together 
Dye 1nthe fall, But 'tis not ſo with me ; 
Fortune and I are friends, I'doe cnjoy 
At ample poinrzll that I did poſſeſſe, 
Save theſe mens lookes : who do methinkes finde out 
Something not worthin me ſuch rich beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Viiſes, 
Le interrrupt his reading : how now Viſſes? 
Jiiſ. Now great Ther Sonne. 
eAchil. Whatare you reading ? 
Uliſ. Aittrange fellow here 


{ Writes me, that man, how dearely ever parted, 


How much in having, or withour, or in, 
Cannot make boait to have that which he hath ; 
Nor feeles not what he owes, but by reflection: 
As when his vertues ſhining zpon others, 
Heatethem,and they retort that heate againe 
To the firſt giver. | 

Achil, This is not ſtrange Uliſſes : 
The beautie that is borne here in the face, 
The bearer knowes not, but commends it ſelfe, 
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galures each other with each others forme. 
For ſpeculation turnes nottoit ſelfe, 
| Tlir hath travail d and is married there | 
Where it may ſee it ſelfe;this is not ſtrange at all; 
Ulſ. Idoe hot ftraine it at the poſition, 
[tisfamiliar ; but atthe Authors drift, 
Who inhis circumſtance, exprefly proves 
That no man is the Lord of any thing, : 
(Though inand of him there is much conſiſting, ) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nordoth he of himſelfe know them for onght, 
Till he behold them formed in th' applauſe, | 
Where they are extended: who likean arch reverd'rates 
The voice againe ; or like a gate of ſteele, 
Fronting the Sunne, reccivesand renders backe 


Lf His figure, and his heate. I was much rapt inthis, 
- | And zpprehended here immediately 


The unknowne Ajax ; 
Heavens what a man isthere 2 a very Horſe, = (are 
Thithas he knowes not what Nature, what things there 
Moſt abje& in regard, and deare in uſe. | 
What things againe moſt deere in the eſtceme, 
And poore in worth : now ſhall we lec to morrow, 
Anat that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'd 2 O heavens, what ſome men doe, 
While ſome men leave to doe ! 
How ſome men creepe in skittiſh fortunes lll, 
Whiles others play the Ideots in her eyes : 
How one man cates intoanothers pride, 
While pride is feaſting in his wantonneſle = 
Tolee theſe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, 
They clap the lubber ejax on the ſhoulder, 
Asif his foote were on brave Hectors brelt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking; 
e-{chil. I doe belceve it : 
For they pait by me, as miſers doe by beggars, 


Neither gave to me goed word, nor good look : 
| What are my deedes for got ? 


| 


\ Vhiſ. Time hath (wy Lord) a wallet at his backe, 
| Wherein he purs almes for oblivion : 

| Agreat ſiz'd menſter of ingratitudes : 

| Thoſe [craps are good deedes paſt, 

| Which are devour'd as faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſoone as done: perſeverance, deere my 
Keepes honour bright: to have done, isto hang 
Quite out of faſhion, like a ruitie male, 
Inmonumentall mockrie : rake the inſtant way, 
For honor travels in a ſtraight fo narrow, D 
Where one but goes a breaſt, keepe then the path : 
foremulation hath a thouſand Sonnes, 

Thatone by one purſue ; if you give way, 

Or hedge aſide from the direct forth right ; 

Like toan entred Tyde, they all ruſh by, 

Andleave you hindmoft ; 

Or likea gallant Horſe falne in firſt ranke, . 

Lyethere for pavementto the abject, neere 


Lord . 


Though lefſe then yours in paſt, muſt ore-top yours : 
fortimeislikea faſhionalle Hoſte, 

: Thatlightly ſhakes his patting Gueſt by th' band ; 
with bis armes out-ſtretcht, as he would flye , 
Grapes in the comnier : the welcome ever ſmiles, - . 
And farewels goes our ſighivg : Olet not vertueſecke 
Remuneration for the thing it was ; for beautie, wit, 
Aighbirth, vigor of bone, deſert in ſervice, 

Love, friendſhip, charity, ate ſubjects all 


— cc. 


-Ore-run and trampled on: then whar they doe in preſent, | 


| 


To envious and calumniating time : 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin ; 
Thatall with one conſent praiſe new borne gaudes, 
Though they are mate and moulded of things paſt, 
And goe todaſt,that is alittle gilt, 

More laud then gilt oreduſted. 

The preſenr eye praiſcs the preſent objett : 

Then marveile not thou great and compleat man, 
That allthe Greeees begin to worſhip Ajax ; 

Since things in motion 'gin to catchthe eye, 
Then what not ſtirs; the cry went out on thee, 
And (till it might, and yet it may againe, 

If thou wouldſt not entombe thy {clfe alive, 

And caſe thy reputation in thy Tent ; 

W hoſe glorious deedes, butin thele fields of late, 
Made emulous miſſions 'mongſ the gods themſelves, 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

 Acbil, Ofthis my privacie, 

I have ſtrong reaſons. 

Vis. But *gainſt your privacie. 

The reaſons are more potent and heroycall : 

Tis knowne Achulles, chat youare in love 

With one of Priam: daughters, 

Achil. Ha? knowne? 
Vis: Is that a wonder ? | 

The providence that's in a watchful State, 
Knowes almolt every graine of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes bottome in th*uncomprehenſfive deepes; 
Keepes place with thought; and almoſt like the gods, 
Does thoughts unyaile in their dumbe cradles : 
Thereis a myſterie (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle ) in theſoule of ſtate ; 

W hich hath an operation more divine, 
Then breath or pen can give expreflure to: 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my Lord. 

And better would it jit efchilles much, 
Tothrow dowue Hefor then Polixena, 

But it muſt grieve young Pwrhwee now at home, 

W hen tame ſhall in her land ſound her trumpe ; 
And all the Greekiſh Girles ſhall tripping ſing, 
Great Hettors litter did Achilles winne ; 

But our great 4jax bravely beate downe him. 
Farewell my Lord : I as your lover ſpeake; 


The toole ſlides ore the Ice that you ſhould breake. 


Patr. To this cffe&t Achilles have I moy'd you; 
A woman impudent and manniſh growne, 
Is not more loth'd, then an effeminate man, 
In time of action : I ſtand condemn'd for this ; 
They thinke my little ſtomacke tothe warre , 
And your great love to me, reſtraines you thus ; 
Sweete, rouſe your ſeife ; and the weake wanton Cupid 
Shall from your necke unlooſe his amorous fould, 
Andlike adew-drop from the Lyons mane, 
Be thooke to ayrie-ayre. 
Ackil. Shall Ajax fight with Hefor? RD 
Par. I, and perhaps receivemuch honor by him. 
. Achil. Iſee my repuration is at ſtake, 
My fame is ſhrewdly gored. 

Petr.. O then beware : EKEEtE «SEL 
Thoſe wounds heale ill, that men doe give themſelyes :; 
Omiſſion to doe what is neceſlary, 
Sealesa commiſſiontoa blanke of danger, 

And danger like an agueſubtly taints 


| Even then when we fit idely in the ſunne. _ 


Achil, Goe call T hoyſites hither ſweet Parrochu, 
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[le ſend the foole to 4jar, and defire him 
T'invite the Troyan Lordsafter the Combat 
To ſee us here unarm'd : I have a womans longing, 
An appetite that I am ſicke withall, 
To ſee great Hettor in the weedes of peace; Enter Ther/i. 
Totalke with him, and to behold his viſage, 
Even to my fullof view. A labour-ſfav'd. 
Ther, A wonder. 
Achil. What? 


Ther. Ajax goes up and doyne the field, asking for 


himſclte. 

Achlt, How ſo ? 

Ther, Hee muſt fight ſingly to morrow with Heer, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroicall cudgelling, 
chat he raves in ſaying nothing. 

Achil, How can that be? 
Ther. Why he ſtalkes up and downe like a Peacock, 
ſtride and a ſtand: ruminates like an hoitefle,that hath no 
Arithmetique bur her braine to fer «owne her recko- 
ning: bites hislip with a politique regard,as who ſhould 
ſay, there were wit in his head and twoo'd out; and ſo 
there is : but it lyesas coldly in him , as fire inaflint, 
which will not ſhew without knocking. The mans un- 
done for ever; for if Hex breake not his necke 1th 
combat , heele break't himſclte in vaine-glory. . Hee 
knowesnotme : I ſaid, good morrow »jax ; And he? 
replyes, thankes 4gamemnon, What thinke you of this 
man, thattakes me for the Generall ? Hee's growne a 
very land-fiſh , languagelefſe, a monſter : a plague of 
opinion, a man may weare it on both ſides like a leather 

Jerkin. 

eAchil, Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him Ther/res. 

Ther. Who, I : why, heele anſwer no body : he pro- 
feſlesnot anſwering; ipeaking 1s for beggers : he weares 
his rongue in's armes :I will put on his preſence ; let Pa- 
troclizs make his demandsto me, you ſhall ſee the Page- 
ant of Ajax. 

Achil. Tohim Patroclus, tell him, 1 humbly defire the 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt valoreus Heftor,to come 
unarm'd tomy Tent,and to procure fate condudt for his 
perſon, of the magnauimious and molt illuſtrious,fixeor 


Seaven times honour'd Captaine, Generall of the Grecian 


Armie Agamemion, &Cce doe this. 

Patro. love bleſſc great eA Jax- 

Ther- Hum. 

Patr. I come fom the worthy Achiltts. 

Ther, Ha ? 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite Hefor 
to his Tent. 

Ther. Hum. 

Patr. Aad to procureſafe condut from Agamennes, 

Ther, Agamemnon ? | 

Patr. I my Lord- 

T her. Ha? 

Patr. What ſay you too't. 

Ther. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer fir. 

Ther. Ifto morrow bea faire day,by eleven a clocke 
it will goe o1e way or other; howſoever,he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Patr, Your anſwer fir. 

Ther.Fare you well with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he * 

Ther. No, but he's out atune thus : what muſicke will 
bein when Heftor has knockt ont his braines, I know 
not : but I am ſure none,unleſle the Fidler polo get his 
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ſinewesto make catlings on. PEP Ls 

Achil. Come , thou ſhalt beare a Letter to him 
ſtraight. | 

T her. Let me carry another to his Horſe; for that'sthe 
more capable creature. | 

Achil. My mindeis troubled likea Fountaine ſtir 
And 1 my ſelfe ſee not the bottome of it. 

Ther.\W ould the Fountaine of your minde were cleerg] © 
againe, that I might water an Aſleart it - I had ratherbe, 
Ticke1n a Sheepe, then ſucha valiant ignerance. 


Enter at one doore e/AEneas with a Torch, at another 
Paris , Deiphobus, eAnthenor Dwomed the 
Grecian, with Torches, 


Patr. Sec hoa, whois that there ? 
Deiph. It is the Lord «/Eneas. 
e-Ene. Is the Princethere in perſon ? 
Had Ito good occaſion to lye long 
As you Prince Pars, nothing but heavenly buſineſſe, 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 
Diom, That's my minde too: good morrow Lord 
eEntas. | 
Par, A valiant Greeke eAneas, take his hand, 
Witneſſe the procefſe of your ſpeech within z 
You told how Diomed, in a whole wecke by dayes 
Did haunt you in the Field. 
e4£ne. Realth to you valiant fir ; 
During all queition of the gentle truce : 
But when I mcete you arm'd, as blacke defiance, 
As heart can thinke, or courage execute. 
Dro. The ene and other Diomed embraces, 
Our blouds are now in calme ; and {o long health: 
But whcn contention, and occaſion meete, 
By /ove, Ue play the hunter tor thy life, 
With all my force, purſuite and pollicy. 
e£%e. And thou ſhalt hunta Lyonthat will tye 
Wirth his face backward, in humaine gentleneſle 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Axchiſes life, 
Welcome indeede :' by Vere hand I ſw carey 
No man alive can love in ſuch a ſort, 
The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently. 
Diow. Weſumpatbize, Jove Ict e/Eneas live 
(Ifro my ſword his fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand compleat courſes of the Sunne, 
But in mineemyulous honor let him dye : 
With every joynt a wound,and that ro morrow- 
e/Ene, We know each other well, | 
Dio. We doe, and long to know eachother worſe. 
Pay. This is the molt, deſpightful'ſt gentle greets; 
The nobleſt hatefulllove, that erc I heard of. 
What buſinefſe Lord ſoearly ? | 
e/£ue.I was ſent for tothe King; but why, I know 10+ 
Par. His purpoſe meets youzit was to bring this Greek 
To (atch#'s houſe : and there torender him, 
For the enfreed Anthenor, the fajre Creſſtd: 
Lets have your company ; or if you pleaſe, 
Haſte there before us, I conſtantly doe thioke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 
My brother Troy lodges there to night. 
Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality whercof, I feare 
We hall be much unwelcome; 
e/Ene, That I aſſure you; 
Troylus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Then Creſſidborne from Troy. _ 
Par. There 
Fe. 1092 
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Par. Thereis no helpe ; SE Ug | Youbringmetodoe—and then you floute me roo, | 
The bitter diſpoſtionof the time will have tt {o Par. Todo what ? zo do what ?ler her ſay what : 
On Lord, weele follow you. | W hat have I brought you to doe? THE 
+£ne.Good morrow all, _. Exit e/Sneas | (ref. Come, come, beſhrew your heart : youle nerebe | 
Par. And tell me noble Diamed,; faith tel\ me true, good, nor ſuffer others. rect 
Even in the ſoule of ſound good fellowſhip, Pan,.Ha,ha : alas poore wretch: a poore Chipechia,haſt 
Whoin your thoughts merits faire Helen molt ? not ſlept tonight? would he not( a naughty man )letir | 
My ſelfe, or Aenelaws ? ſleepe: a bug-beare take him. One knocks. | 
Ds:m. Both alike» TD Creſ. Did not I tellyou? would he were knockt ith* | 
He merits well to have her, that doth ſeeke her, head. W ho's that at doore ? good Vncke goe and ſee. 
Not making any {cruple of her {oylure, My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber : | 
With ſncha hell of paine, and world of charge. You ſale and mocke me, as if Imeant na1ghtily. 
And you as well to keepe her, that defend her, T roy, Ha, ha. CE Ch ; 
Not pallating the talte of her diſhonour, | Cre, Comie yon are deceiv'd,] thinke of no ſuchthing. |} 
Wirh ſuch a coſtly loſſe of wealth and friends 8 How carneſtly they knocke: pray you come in. Knockes 
Helike a puling Cuckold, would drinke vp I would not tor halte Troy have youſecne here. Exennt. 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece : Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beate 
Youlikea letcher, out of whoriſh loynes, downe the doore ? Hovy now, what'sthe matter ? 
Are plea['d to breede gut your nheritors : ; ene. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. | 
Both merits poyz'd, cach weighs no lefſe nor mores . Pan. Who's there,my Lord «/Eneas ? by myrtroth I 
But he as he, which heavier fora whore. know you not : what newes with you 1o early 2 
Far. Youare too bitter to your country-WOman- <Ene. Is not Prince Troytm here ? 
Dio, Shee's bitter to her country : heare me Parr, Pan, Here?. what ſhould he doe here ? Y 
For every falſe drop in her baudy veines, e-Ene. Come he is here,my Lord,doe not deny him : 
A Grecians life hath ſunke : for every ſcruple It doth import him much te ſpeake withme. -. | 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, ts Pan. Is he here ſay you ?*cis more than TI know, Ile be 
ATroian hath beene flaine. Since ſhe could ſpeake, {worne ; For my owne part I camein late : what ſhonld 
She hath not given ſo many good words breath, he doe here ? | 
As for ber Greekes and Trotans ſuffred death. eEne. Who, nay then : Come, come, youle doe him | 
Par. Faire-Diomed, you doe as chapmen doe, wrong, ere y'are ware ; yOule beſotruerohim, to bee 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you deſire to buy : falſe to him : Doe not you know of him, but yet goeferch | 
But wen ſilence hold this vertue well ; | him hither, goe. 
Weele not commend, what we intend to {cll, | | | DE 
Here lycs Our way Exetint. Enter Troylas. 
Troy. How now, what's the marter ? 
Enter Troylus and Creſſida, | e£xe, My Lord, ſcarce havelciſure tofalute you, 
| My matter is ſo raſh : there is at hand, 
| Troy. Dceere,trouble not your ſelfe : the morne 1s cold. | Paru your brother, and Deiphobus, 


Creſ. Then tweet my Lord, Ile call my Vnckle down; | The Grecian Diomed, and our Anthenay 
| He (hall unbolt the Gates. : Deliver'd tous, and for him f( orth-with 2 


| Trey. Trouble him not : _ Erethe firſt ſacrifice, within this houre; 
Tobed, to bed ; ſicepe kill thoſe pretty eyes, We muſt give up to Diowedes hand 
And give as ſoft attachmentto thy (ences, The Lady Creſida. 
As Intantsempty of all thought. T roy, Is1t concluded ſo ? | 
Creſ. Good morroyy then. Ene, By Priam, an the generall ſtate of Troy, 
Troy. Iprithee now to bed. They are at hand, and ready to atfe&t it, 
Creſ, Are you a weary of me ? : Troy, How may atchievements mocke me z 
Troy. O (Treſſida! but that the bufie day EEE I will goe meete them : and my Lord e/Eneas, 
Wak't by the Larke, hath rouz'd the ribald Crowes, We met by chance : you did nor find me here. 
, And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer : eEne. Good, good, my Lord, the ſecrets of nature 
I would not from thee. Have nct more gift intaciturnity. Exennt. 
(ref. Night hath beene too bricfe. (ayes, | | Fr: 
k Troy. Beſhrew the witch ! with venemouns wights ſhe Emer Panaarn and Creſſid. | 
X As hidiouſly as hell z bnt flies the graſpes of love, Par. Is't poſlible? no ſooner got bur-loſt : the divell 


With wings more momentary, ſwifter then thought : take eLnthenor ; the yong Prince will goe mad : a plague | 
You will catch colde and curſe me. = upon Anthenoy ; I would they had bros necke. 

Cref. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; Creſ. How now ? what's the matter ? who was heere? 
O foolith [reid I might have ſtill held off, __ Pan, Ah, ha! | | = 
Andthen you would bave carried. Hearke ther's one up; Creſ. Why figh you ſo profoundly ? where's my Lord? 


_ Pard. within, What's allthe doores open here ? gone ? tell me 1weet Vnckle, what's the matter e- 
Troy, Itis your Vnckle. Enter Pandaruss Pan, Would I were as deepe under the carthas I am 
(rec A peſtilence on him : now will he be mockint : | above. - + © BY 
[ſhall have ſuch a life | | | (ref; Othegods! what's thematter ? 
| Pan, How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads ? Pax,Prethee get thee in : would thou hadit: ne*re been 
Heare you Maide ; wher's my cozin(refſid? borne; I knew thou would'ſt be his death. O poore Gen- 


=: | (re.Go hang your {<If, you naughty mocking Vnckle ; | tleman : aplague upon Anthener. b 
o & | | Creſ. | 
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T he Tragedyof T. roylus and Creſsida. 


(reſe Good VnckleT beſcech you, on my knees, I be- 
ſeech you what's the matter ? 

Pan. Thou muft be gone wench, thou muſt be gone; 
thou art chang'd for Anthenor ; thou muſt to thy Farher, 
and be gone from Treyim : *rwill be his death : "twill be 


Creſ. O'you immortall gods ! I will not goe. 

Pan Thou mult. 

Creſ. I will not Vnckle: I have forgot my Father: 

I know no touch of confanguinitie: 

No kin, no love, no bloud, no ſoule, ſo neere me, 

As the ſweet Troj/xs ; O you gods divine | 

Make Creſids name the very crowne of falſhood ! 

If ever ſhe leave Troyiws : time, anddeath, 

Doto this body whatextremitie you can ; 

Butthe ſtrong baſe and building of my love, | 

Is asthe very Center of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it. I will goe in and weepe- 

Pan. Doe, doe. : 

Creſ, Teare my bright haire, and ſcratch my praiſed | 


cheekes, 
Cracke my cleere voyce with ſobs, and breake my heart 
With ſounding Trop{z. I will not gocefrom Troy. Exemnt« 


Emter Paris, Troplus, /Eneas, Deiphobus, An 
thenor and Diomeaes. 


Par. It is great morning,and the houre prefixt 
Of her deliverie to this valiant Greeke : 
Comes faſt upon : good my brother Troy/ws, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to doe, 

And haſt her tothe purpoſe. 

Troy. Walke in ts her houſe: 

Ile bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 
And to his hand , when I deliver her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troy/z 
A Prieſt, there offringto it his heart. 

Par. I know what 'tis tolove, 
And would, as T ſhall pitty, 1 could helpe. 
Pleaſe you walke in, my Lords. 


Enter Panaarsi and Creſſid. 
Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 
(Freſ: Why tell you me of moderation? 

The griefe is five, tull perfect that I taſte, 
Andno lefle ina ſenſeas ſtrong 
As that which cauſeth it. How can I moderate it? 
If I could temporiſe with my afteion, 
Or brew it toa weake and colder pallart, 
Thelike alaimentconld I give my gricfe : 
My love admits noqualifying croſſe: Enter Troylus 
No more my gricfe, in ſuch a precious loſle. 

Par. Here,here, here, he comcs, a ſweet ducke« 

Creſ. O Troylus,T rojius | 

Pan. What a paire of ſpeacles is here ? let me em- 
brace too; oh heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O heart, hea- 
vie heart, why fitteſt thou withour breaking ? where he 
anſwers againe ; becauſe thou canſt not eaſe thy ſmart by 
friendſhip,nor by ſpeaking:there wasnever a truer rime; 
letus caſt away nothing, he we may live to have neede 
of ſucha Verſe : we {ce it, we {ceit : how now Lambs ? 

Troy. Creſſid: Tlove thee in ſo ſtrangeapuritic; 
Thar theb'eſt gods, as angry with my fancie, 
More bright in zeale, then the devotion which 


{| Cold lips blow to their Deities : take thee from me. 


Creſ: Haye the gods envie? 


| 


Pom 


' Exennt, 
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Pas. 1,1,I,1,*tistoo plainea caſe. 
goe from Troy 2. 
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Creſ: And isit true, that I muſt 
Troy, A hatefull truth. 
Creſ. What, and from Trobe too? 
Troy. From Troy, and Troylm. 
Creſ. 1ſt poſſible ? 
Troy. And ſodainely, where injurie of chance 
Purs backe leave-raking, juſtles roughly by 
Ail time of pauſe ; rudely begailes our lips 
Of allrejoyndure : forcibly prevents 72 
Our locktembraſures ; ſtrangies our deere vowes, 
Even in thebirthofour owne laboring breath. 
We two that with ſo many thouſand fighes 
Did buy each other, muſt poorely {cll our ſelves, 
With the rude brevitie and diſcharge of our 
Injurious time ; now witha robbers haſte 
Crams his rich theeverie up, he knowes not how. 
As many farewelsas be ſtars in heaven, 
With diſtin breath, and conſign'd kiſſesto them, 
He fumbles up alooſe adiew : 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſht kiſle, 
Diitaſting with the ſalt of broken teares, Ewter e/Anea, 
eEneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
Troy. Hearke, you are cali'd : ſome ſay the genius ſo 
Cries, cometo him that inſtantly muſt dye. 
Bid them have patience : ſhe ſhall come anon. 
Pan. W here are my teares? raine, tolay this winde, 
or my heart will be blowne up by the root. 
Cye/. I muſt then to the Grecians? 
Troy. Noremedy. 
(ref. A wofull Creſ/id'mong'ſt the merry Greekes, 
Troy, When ſhall we ſeeagaine ? 
| Heare me my love ; bethou but true of heart. 
Creſ. Itrue? how now? what wicked deeme isthif 
Trey. Nay, we muſt uſe expoſtulation kindly, 
For it is parting from ns - | 
I ſpeake not, bethou true, as fearing thee : 
For I will throw my Glove to death himſelfe, 
That there's no maculation in thy heart : 
Bur be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ſequent proteſtation : bethou true, 
AndI will ſee thee. 
Creſ. Oyou ſhall be expoſ'd, my Lord to dangers 
As infinite, as imminent : but Ile be true. 
Troy, And Ile grow friend with danger ; 
Weare this Sleeve. 
Creſ. And you this Glove. 
When ſhall i ſee you? 
Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels, 
To give theenightly vifitation. 
But yet be true. 
Cref. O heavens : betrue againe ? 
Troy. Heare why Ilſpeake it; Love : 
The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 
Their loving well compoli'd, with guiftof nature, 
Flowing and ſwelling ore with Artsand exerciſc : 
How novelties may move, and parts with perſon. 
Alas, a kinde of godly jealouſfie ; 
Which T beſeechyou calla vertuous ſinne : 
Makes me affraid. 
Creſ, O heauens,you loue me not! 
Troy. Dyel a villaine then : 
In this I doe not call your faith in queſtion 
So mainely as my merit : 1 cannot ſing, 
Nor heele the high Lavolt : nor ſweeten talke 3 
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| Nor play at ſubtill games ; faire vertues all; To 
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To which the Grecians are moſt promptand pregnant ; 
But I can tell that incachgraceof theſe, _ 

There lurkes a ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive divell, 

That temprs moſt cunningly : bur be not rem pted, 

(reſ, Doe notthinke 1 will : | yy 

Troy.No,but ſomething may be done that we willjnot: 
And ſometimes we aredivels to our felves, | 
| | When we wil tempt the frailtic of our powers, 
Preſuming on their changefull porencie, 

Aneas within, Nay, gocd iny Lora? 

Troy, Come kifſe, and let us part. 

Paris within. Brother Troy lus ? 

Trey. Good brother come you hither, 

And bring e/Eneas and the Grecian with yous 

Creſ. My Lord, will you be true ? 

Troy. Who I? alas it is my vice, my fault : 
Whiles other fith with craft for great opinion, 
[, with great truth, catch meere f1mplicitie; 
Whil& ſome with cunning guild their copper CLOWNES, 
With truthand plainnefſe I doe weare mine bare+ 


Exit. 


Enterthe Greekes. 
Feare not my truth; the morrall of my wit 
Is plaineand true, ther's all the reach of it. 
Welcome fir Diomed, here is the Lady 
Whichfor Antenxer, we deliver you- 
At the port (Lord) Ile give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poſſefſe thee what ſhe 1s. _ 
Entreate her faire ; and by my {oule, faire Grecke, 
Ifere thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creſ/7d, and thy life ſhall be as fate 
As Priam is 1n Ithion ? 
Diom. Faire Lady (reſsid, 
Fopleaſe you, favethe thankes this Prince expects : 
The luſtre in your eye, heaven in your cheeke, 
Plades your faice viſage, and to Diomed 
You ſhall be mittrefſe, and command him wholly. 
| Troy, Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteouſly, 
'Toſhame the ſeale of my petition towards, 
Ipraiſing her. I tell thee Lord of Greece: 
Slic isas farre high ſoaring ore thy praiſes, 
ASthou unwortby to be cal'd her ſervant : 
I charge thee uſe her well, even for my charge : 
For by the dreadfull P/xto, if thou doelt not, 
(Though the great bulke Achiles be thy guard) 
le cut thy thy throate, 
Diem. Oh be not mov'd Prince Trois ; 
Let me be priviledg'd by my place and meſſage, 
Tobe aſpeaker free:; when Iam hence, 
Ieanſwer to my luſt: and know my Lord ; 
le nothing doe on charge: to her owne worth 
She (hall be priz'd : but that you ſay be't ſo; 
ll ſpeake 1t in my ſpirit and honor, no, 
. Troy, Cometo the Port. lle tell thee Diomed, 
This brave, ſhall oft make tlice to hide thy head : 
Lady, give me your hand, and as we walke, 
To our owne ſelves bend we: our needefull ralke. 
| Sound Trumpet. 
Par. Harke, Hefors Trumpet. | 
eAne, How have we ſpent this morning 
The Prince muſt thinke me tardy andremiſle, 
That ſwore to ride before him inthe field. | 
Par.” Tis Trolus fault ; come,come, to field with him. 
| Exennt. 
D#v. Let us make ready ſtraight. 
VEne.Yea, with a bridegroomes freſh alacritie 


—_— 


Let us addrefleto tend on HeBors heeles : 
Theglory of our Troy doth this day lye 
Oa his faire worth, and ſingle Chivalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agamenmnon, 
Menelan, Uliſſer, N eftor, Calscas,&c. 


Aga. Hereart thou in apointment freſh and faire 
Anticipating time. With ſtarting courage, 
Give withthy Trumpet alowd note to Troy | 
Thou dreadfull «x, that the appanled aire 
May pierce the head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 
a. Thou, Trumpet, ther's my purſe; 
Now cracke thy lungs and ſplit thy CoGn pipe : 
Blow villaine, tili thy ſphered Bias cheeke 
Out-«ſwell thecollicke of puft eHquilon : 
Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and letthy eyes ſpout bloud : 
Thoubloweſt for Heftor, 
UV, No Trumpet anſwers. 
Achil, *Tis but early dayes, Emter Dio.Creſ. 
Aga. Is not young Diomed with ( «lea: daughter Þ 
Vii. *Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate, 
He riſes on the toe : that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifrs him from the earth. 
Aga. Is this the Lady (reſsid ? 
Di. Even ſhe. | 


Aga. Moſt deerely welcome to the Greekes , ſweete 


" Lady. 2 
Neft. Our General! doth ſalute you withakiſſe. = - -} 


Vlif. Yetis your kindenefle but particular; 'twerebet- 
ter ſhe were kiſt ingenerall. 5ict 


N eftor. 


Achil. Ile take that winter from you lips: faire Lady 
Achilles bids you welcomes; 
CHMene. I had good argument for kiſffing once. 
Pazro. But that's no argument for kifling now ; 
For thus pop't Par in his hardiment. 
Vife Oh deadly gall,and theame of all our ſcornes, 
For which we loole our heads, to gild his hornes. 
Patro, The firft was IMenelans kifle, this mine 3 


| Patroclu kiſſes you. 


AMene, Ohthis istrim, 
Patr. Pars and I kiſſeevermore for him. 
CHene. Ile have my kifſe fir : Lady by your leave. 
(ref. Inkiding doe yourender, or receive. 
Patr, Both take and give. 
Crefſ. Ile make my match to live, 
= kifſe you take is better then yougive : therefore no 
i... 
Hene. Ile give you boote,lle give youthree for one, 
Creſ« You are an odde man, give even, or give none. 
| Hene. Anodde man Lady, every man is odde. 
| Creſ. No, Pariisnot ; for you know 'tis true, * 
That you are odde, and he is even with you, 
Mene You fillip me a'th' head. 
Creſ, No, Ile beſworne. | 
Viif. Tt were no match, your naile againſt his horne 5 
May I ſweet Lady beg a kifle of you ? 
Cref. You may. 
JViiſ: 1 doedelire it. 
Creſ, Why begge then? 
Y.iſ. Why then for Yenzs ſake, give mea kifle 5 
When Helles is a maid againe, and his —— | 
(ref. Tam your debtor, claime it when 'tis due. :. 


p N#t. And very courtly counſcll: Ile begin. So much | 
| for 


— Viif. Never's | 


—_ —C : — 


22 


T he Tragedyof Troylus and Geſrida. 


—_— — 


Vi. Never's my day, and thena kifſe of you. 
Dom. Lady a word, Ile bring you to your Fathers 
Neſt, A woman of quicke lence. 
Vhyſ. Fic, fie, upon her: ; 
Ther's language in her eye, her cheeke, her lip; 
Nay, her toote ſpeakes, her wanton ſpiriteslooke out 
Atevery joynt,and motive of her body: 
Oh theſe encounters ſoglib of tongue , 
That givea coaſting welcome cre it comes 3 
And wide unclaſpe the tables of rheir thoughts, 
To every tickling reader : ſet them downe, 
For {luttiſh ſpoyles of opportunitie ; 
And daughtcrs ofthe game. AE Xennt. 
Enter all of Troy Hector, Paria, «/Eneas, Helenus, 
and eAttendants. 
All. The Troians Trumpet. 
eAga. Yonder comesthe troope. 
e/Ene. Haileall you {tate of Greece : what ſhall be done 
To him that vicoric commands ? or doe you purpoſe, 
A vicor ſhall be knowne : will you the Knights 
Shall tothe edge of2ll cxtremitie 
Purſue cach other ; or ſhall be devided 
By any voice, or order of the field : Heftor bad aske ? 
Aga. Which way would Heftor have it ? 
e/Ene. He cares not,hee'le obey conditions, 
Aga. Tis done like Hefor, but ſecurely done, 
A littleproudly, and great deale diſpriſing 
TheKnight oppos'd. 
eEne. It not Achilles ſir, what is your name? 
Achil, If not Achilles, nothing. 
. eAEne. Therefore eAchiller; but what ere, know this, 
Inthe extremity of great and little: 
Valour and pride excell themſelves in He#or; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all; 
The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well: 
| And that which lookes ike pride, is curtetie : 
This Ajax is halfe made of He&tors bloud , 
In love whereof, halfe HeFor ſtayes at home : 
Halfe heart, halfe hand, halfe He&or, comes to ſeeke 
This blended Knighr, halfe Trojan, and halfe Greeke. 
Achil, A maiden battaile then ? Ol perceive you. 
e774 Here is fir, Diomed : goe gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and Lord e/Eneas 
Conſent upon the order of their fight, 
Sobe it ; either to the utrermoſt, 
Orelſea breach : the Combatants being kin, 
Halfe ſtints their ſtrife, before their ſtrokes begin, 
Viyſ: They are oppos'd already, 
Aga. What Troian is that ſame that lookes ſo heavy ? 
Viſe The youngeſt Sonne of Priam 
And a true Knight ; they call him 7roy/zs ; 
Not yet mature,yct matchleſſe, firme of word, 
Speaking in deedes,and deedeleſſe in his tongue ; 
Not ſoone provok't, norbeing provok't, ſoonecalm'd ; 
His heart and band both open, and both free 
For what he has, he gives ; whatthinkes, he ſhewes; 
Yet gives henottill judgement guide hisbounty, 
Nor dignifiesan impaire thought with breath : 
Manly as He@or, but more dangerous ; 
For Heer in his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 
To tender objets ; but he, in heate of aRion 
Is more vindicatiyc then j-alous love. 
They call him Troy/ ; and on himere, 
A ſecond hope,as Pirely built as HeRor. 
Thus fates e-Eneas, one that knowes the youth, 
Evento his inches : and with private ſoule, 


| 


Did in great 1Ilion thus tranſlate him tome, Alaryy, 
Aga. They are inaction. 
NeF#t. Now 4jax hold thine owne. 
Troy. Heer, thou ſleep'ſt, awake thee. | 
Aga. His blowes are weldiſpos'd there Ajax, miges 
Dom. You muſt no more. Ceaſe, 
e/£ne. Princes enough, ſo pleaſe you. 
Aja, Tam not warme yet, let us fight againe, 
Diom. As Hetlor pleaſcs. 
Het, Why then will I no more ; 
Thouart great Lord, my Fathers fiſters Sonne ; 
A couſen german to great Pri«ms ſeede : 
T he obligation of our bloud forbids 
A goric emulation*twixt us twaine : 
Were thy commixion, Greeke and Troian ſo, 
That thou could'ſt tay, this hand is Grecianall, 
And this 1s Troian : the ſinewes of this Legee, ' 
All Greek e, and this all Troy ; my Mcthers bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke, and this ſiniſter 
Bounds in my fathers: by [eve multipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not beare from me a Greekith member 
W herein my ſword had not impreflure made 
Ot our ranke feud ; butthe juft gods gainſay, 
Thar any drop thou bor: wd'ſt from thy mother, 
My ſacred Aunt, ſhould by my mortall Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee A,ex: 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty armess 
Hetor wouid havethem fall upon him thus, 
Cozen.all honor to thee. 
Aja. 1 thanke thee H: for: 
"Thou art tco gentle, and too freea man 2 
I caine to kill thee Cozen, ard beare hence 
Aegrcat addition, earned in thy death. 
Hef?, Not Neoptolemws 10 mirable, 
On whoſe b; ight creſt, fame with her lowd'ft (Oyes) 
Cries, This is he ;could protite tohimſclfe, 
A thought of added hogor, torne from HeBer. 
Ee. Tier 18 expectance heie from both the ſides, 
W hat further you will doe? | 
Hett, Weele anſwere it; 
The iſive is emvracermmert : ax, farewell, 
Ajax. 1t T might in cntreatics finde ſucceſle, 
As 1:1d I have the chance ; I would deſire 
My famous Couſin toour Grecian Tents. 
Diem, *Tis Agamenmnons wiſh, and great Achille 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 
Flee. e/Eneas, call my brother Troyiwe to me: 
And ſigaifie this loving enterview 
To the expeRors of our Troian part : 
Defirethem home. Give methy hand, my Couſin: 
I will gee cate with thee, and ſce your Knights 
' Enter Agamemnon and the reft. 
Aja. Great Agamemnon comes to mecte us here. 
Hee. The worthiett of them, tell me name by name: 
But for Achilles, mine owne ſerching cycs 
Shall finde him by his large and portly fize, 
Aga. Worthy of Armes: as welcome as to one, 
That would be rid of \uch an enemy. 
But that's no welcome : underſtand wore clecre 
W hat's paſtand what's to come, is ftrew'd with 
And formeleſſe ruine of oblivion : 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely frum all hollow bias drawing : 
Bids thee wich moſt Civine integritie, 
From heart of very heart, great Hector welcome» 


huskes 


Hee, Ithanke thee moſt imperious Agemenmnon: 
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Age. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no lefle to you. 
Men. Let meconfirme my Princely brothers greeting, 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
H:#. Whom muſt weanſwer ? 
eFEne. The Noble Henelarns. ; 
Hef, O, you my Lord, by Mars his gauntlet thanks, 
Mocke not that 1 affe th' untraded Oath, 
Your qvondam wife ſweares ſtill by Fenws Glove 
chee's well, but bad me not commend her to you. h 
Men.Name her not now fir, ſhe's a deadly Theame, 
Hee. Opardon, I offend. 
Ne#, Thave (thou gallant Troyan) ſcenethee oft 
Labouring for deitiny, make cruell way 
Through rankesof Greekiſh youth: and T have ſeenthee 
As hot as Perſexs, ſpurre thy Phrygian Steed, 
Andſeene thee ſcorning forfeits and fubduments, 
When thou haſt huhg thy advanced ſword tth' ayre, 
Notletting it decline onthe declined: 
That I haue ſaid unto my ſtanders by, 
LocTupiter is yonder,dealing life. 
and I have ſcene thee pauſe, and cake thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greekes have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. This have I ſeene, 
Bat this thy countenance (i1ll locktin ſteele) 
never ſaw till now. I knew thy Grandfire, 
And once fought with him; he was a Souldier good, 
But by great Mars (the captainc of us all, ) 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee, 
And (worthy Warrior )welcometo our Tents. 
e/Ene. Tis the old Neſtor. 
Bert. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walk'd hand in hand with time z 
Moſt reverend Ne or, I am glad to claſpe thee. : 
Ne, 1 would my armes could match thee in contention 
ksthey contend with thee in courtelie, 
Hec. I would they could. 
Neff, Ha? by this white beard I'ld fight with thee to 
norrowe Well, welcom, welcome : I have ſeenthe time. 
Ulf, I wonder now, how yonder City ftands, 
When we have here her Baſc and pillar by us. 
\ Hee, | know your favourLord Viyſſes well. 
ab fir, there's many a Greeke and Troyan dead; 
Since firſt I ſaw your ſelfe, and Di2med 
inJllion, on your Greekiſh Embaſſies _ 
Vhſ. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue, 
Myprophcſie is but halfe his journey yet; 
For yonder wals that partly front-your rowne, 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops dobuſſe theclouds, 
Maſt kifſe their owne feer. 
He, I muſt notbeleeveyou : 
There they ſtand yet : and modeſtly I thinke, 
The fall of every Prygian ſtone will colt 
Adrop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, 
Andthat old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one day end its 
Vh;: Soto him we leave it; L'Þ 
Malt gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome ; - 
ifter the Generall, I beſeech you next 
To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my Tent, | 
Acbil, T ſhall foreſtall thee Lord Yiyſes, thou : 
W Hector I have fed mineeyes on thee, 
lherewith exact view perus'dthee Heetor, 
andquoted joynt by joynt, 
« Is this Achilles? 
Achil, Lam Achilles. 
Hee, Stand faire 1 prythee, let we looke on thee, 


rn... 


Achil. Behold thy fill. 

Hee. Nay, I have done already. 
> chil. Thouare too breefe, I will the ſecond time, 
AsI would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe. 

Hec. Olikea booke of ſport thou'lt reade me ore : 
But there's more in me then thou underftand't. 
Why doeſt thou ſo oppreſſe me with thine eye ? 

Achit. Tell me you Heavens,in which part of his body 
ShaltI deſtroy him ? Whether there, orthere, or there, 
Thar I may give the locall wound a name, 

And make dittin& the very breach, where-our 
Hectors great ſpirit flew, Anſwer me heavens, 

Hee. It wouid ditcreditthebleſt gods, proud man, 
To anſwer ſucba qreltion : Stany againe ; 
Think'ſtthouto catch my lite ſo plealantly, 

As to prenominate in nice conjeate 
W here thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achit; I tellthee yea. 

Hee. Wert thouthe Oracle to tell me ſo, 

I'd not beleeve thee : henceforth guard thee well, 
For Ile not kill thee there, nor there,nor there, 
But by the forge that ſtythicd Mars his helme, 

Ile killthee every where, yea, ore andore. 

You wiſeſt Grecians, pardon me this bragge, 

His infolence drawes folly from my lips, 

But He endevour deeds to match theſe words, 
Or maylI never | 

Aiax, Do not chafe thee Coſin ; 

Andyou Achilles, lettheſe threats alone 
Tillaccident, or purpoſe bring you too'r. 

You may have every day enough of Hector 

If you have ſtomacke. The-generall fate I feare, 
Can ſcarſe intreat yon to be odde with him. 

Hee. I pray you let us ſee you inthe field, 
We have had pelting Warres ſince you refus'd 
The Grecians caule. —— 

Achil, Doſt thon intreat me Hector ? 

To morrow do I meete thee fellas death, 
Tonight, all Friends. 

Hec. Thy hands upon that march. 

Aga. Firlt, all you Pecresof Greecego to my Tent, 
There in the full convive you: Afterwards, | 
As Hectors leaſure, and your bounties thall 
Concurre together, ſeverally intreat him. 

Beate lowd the Taborines,let the Trumpets blow. 


| That this great Souldier may his welcomeknow-Ex cunt. 


Trey. My-Lord Vhyſſes, tell me I beſeech you, 


| In what place of the Ficld doth Calcas keepe ? 


. Uhſ. At Menelau Tent, molt princely Troyins, 
There Diomed doth feaſt wittrhim to nighr, 
"Whoncither lookes on heaven, nor onearth, 

But givesall gaze and bentiof amorous view: 
On the faire (Fefſid: of 1 {57 


Troy. Shall I ({weet Lord) be bound tathee 0 much, 


After we partfromn Agamemness Tent, // 5: © 
Tobring me thicher ? |; + 0 27 
Viyf: You ſhall command me-ſig2'\; «= 

Aspentle tell me, of what Honour was : © 


| This (reſidain Troy, had ſhee no Lover there | 


That walles her2bſence 2 565 © | 

Troy. Oar, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew'their fcarres, 
A mecke is due ; will you waike on my Lord ? 
Sho was belov'd, ſhe lov'd; ſhe is, and dooth. 


Enter Acilles, and Partroclus, . 


Achil. Ile heat his blood with Greekiſh wine to night, | 


Which 


nd 


————_ — 


| Bur ſtill Cweet Loye is food for Fortunes tooth. E297. |: 
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Which with my Semitar Ile coole to morrow : 


Patrechu, let us Feaſt him to the hight. 


Pat, Heere comes Therſues.' Emter T herſutes, : 
eAchil, How now, thou core of Envy ? 

Thou crufty batch of Nature, whar's the newes ? 
Ther. Why thou piQure of what thou ſcem'ſt ,& Idoll 


| of Idcot-worſhippers, here's a Ictter for thee. 


Achil. From whence, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why thou full diſh of Foole, from Troy» 

Pat, Who keepes the Tent now ? 

Ther, The Surgcons box, or the patients wound. 

Parr. Well aid adverſity,and what need theſe tricks? 

Ther, Pcythee be ſilent boy, I profit not by thy talke, 
thou art thought t obe Achilles male Varlot. 

Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue ? What's that ? 

Ther. Why his maſculine Whore. Now the rotten 
diſcaſes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loades a gravell i'th' backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and 
the like,take and take agaiue, ſuch prepoſterous diſcove- 
rics. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of envy thou , what 
mean'ſt thou to curſe thus ? 

Ther. Dol curſe thee ? 

Patr. Why no, you rainous But , you whorſon indi- 
ſtinguiſhable Curre. | | 

Ther. No? why artthouthen exaſperate , thou idle, 
immateriall skeine cf Sleyd filke ; thou greene Sarcenet 
flap for aſore cye, thou roſfell of a Prodigals purſe thou: 
Ah how the poore world ispeſtred withſuch water-flics, 
diminutiues of Nature. | 

Pat. Our gall. 

Ther, Finch Egge. ? | 

Ach. My ſweet Patrocles, I am th' warted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to morrowes barrell : 
Heere is a Letter from Queene Hecuva, 
A token from her daughter, my faire Love, ':*' 
Both taxing me, and gaging meto keepe . 
An Oath that I have {worne. I will not breake it, 
Fall Greeke, faile Fame, Honor or go, or {tay 
My maior vow lyes hcere ; this Ile obay : 
Come, come Therſites, helpe totrim my Tent, 
This night in banquetting muſt all be ſpent. 
Away Patroclu.. +1110 56 Exit. 

Ther. With co much blond, and too little Brain,theſe 
two may rut made. but if with too much braine, and too 
lietle blood, they. do; Ile bea curer of madmen. Heere's 
Agamenmnen,am honeſt fellow enovgh, and: one that loves 
Quailes, but he has not ſo-aich Braine as :care-1wax;; and 
the goodly transformation of Iupiter there his-Brother, 
the Bull, the primative Statae ,and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds, atbratty ſhoojng-horne inachaine , hanging 


| 


at his Brotherslegge,towharforme but that he 1s,ſhould | 


| witlarded with malice,and malice forced-yyith wit;turne 


. 
- 


him to: to:am Aﬀe werenothiag, hee is both Aﬀe and ' 
Oxe; toan Oxe were nothing, hee is both Qxe and Afle: { 


| to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Firchew,'&Foade, a Li- | 
| zard, an Owle, a Puttocke; ora Herring without aRoe, 


I would not carezbutto be Afenrlarns, .& wonld conſpire 
againſt Deſtiny Asemenot wharT would be, if 1 were | 
not Therſies : for I carenot to bee the lowſe of a Lazar, 


| ſo I were not Mferelary.) Hoy-day ſpiritsand fires. . 


Emer Hettor, Ajax, Agameminon, Viyſſer, Nov * 
ſtor, Diomed, with Lights. - is 


| - gs. Wego wrong, we go wrong: 


| ax. Noyonder is, there where we ſeethe light. 


| --- He8, Itrouble you. | 
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Ajax. No, got a white, | _ 
£5 Enter Achilles, 
Ef Heere comes himſelfe to guide you ? 
chil. Welcome brave Hefor, welcome Princegall, 

Agam, So now faire Prince of Troy,I bid goodnight 
Ajax commandsthe guard totend on you. 

Het#, Thanks, and goodnight tothe Greeks general, 

Mer, Good night my Lord, 

Hef. Goodnight ſweet Lord Menelaxs, 

Ther. Sweet draught : ſweet quoth-a? ſweet ſinke, 


{weet ſure. 


Achil. Goodnight and welcom, both at once, tothoſe 
that go, or tarry. 

Aga, Goodnight. 

Achil. Old Neſtor tarries,and you too Diomed, 
Keepe Hefor company an houre, or two, 

Dis, I cannor Lord, I have important buſineſſe, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Helter, 

Ref, Give me your hand. 

Fiyſ; Follow his Torch, he goes to Chalcas Tent, 
Ile keepe you companys» 

Troy. Sweet ſir, you honour me, 

Eef, And ſo good night. | 

Achil. Come, come, enter my Tent. Exeuat, 

Ther, That ſame Diowed's a talſc-hearted Rogue ,; 
moſt unjuſt Knave ; I will no more truſt him when hee 
leeres,then I will a Serpent when he hiſles : he willf 
his mouth &promiſe,like Brabler the Hound; but when 
he performes, Aſtronomers foretell ir, that it js prodigi- 
ous, there will come ſome change : the Sunne borrowes 
of the Moone when Diomed keepes his word, I will 
ther leave to ſee Hefoy, then not to dogge him; they ſay, 
he keepesa Troyan Drab , and uſes the Traitour Chalew 


| his tent. Ile after ——— Nothing bur Lercherie ? All 


1ncontinent Varlets.. - Exenns, 
Enter Diomed, 

Dio. Whatare you up here ho? ſpeake ? 

Chal. Who cals? | | 

Dis., Diomed,Chalcai(I thinke wher's you Daughter? 

(hat. Shecomes to you. | ; 

Emer Troylus and Uliſſes. | 
Uliſ. Stand where the Torch may not diſcoverus. 
Enter ( reſſia. 

Troy. (Teſſidcome forth to him. 

Dio, How now my charge? ; 

Creſ.Now my ſweet gardian:hearkea word with you. 

Troy. Yea;{o familiar?: - 

Vir, She will ſing any'man at firlt ſight. 

Ther. And any man may finde her, at he can take bir 
life : ſhe's noted. * 110"? 

Die. Will you remember ? 

Creſ. Remember? yes. | 

Dis. Naybut doc then;' and let your minde becot 
pled with your words.” 

Troy. What ſhould ſhe remember ? 

Vii: Lift ? on 

Creſ. Sweet hony Greek, tempt me no moreto folly, 

Ther, Roguery. 

Dio, Nay then: þ 

Cre: lle:tell you what. my 

Dio. Fo, to; come teliapin;'you are 'a forſworne—= 

Cre. In faith I cannot; what would you haveme 

Ther, A jugling tricke, to be/{ecretly opett« 2 

Dio. What did you ſweare you wonld beſtow 08M 

Creſ. T prethee doe not hold me to'mine oath. _ 
Bid me doeany thing but thatſweer Greeke. _ Gool 


* T_ 


Troylus and (reſsida. S 


Die.Good night. 
Troy. Hold patience. 
Yif.How now Troian? 
Creſ. Diomed. Ps 4 | m_ 
Dio. No,gno,good night: Ile be your foole no more. 
Troy. Thy better mult. 
{Yeſ. Hearke ane word ih your care. 
Troy. O plague and madnefle! | 
Ul. You are moved Prince,let us depart I pray you, 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhouldenlarge it ſelfe 
To wrathfull tearmes:this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly: I beſcech you goe* 
Troy. Behold,I pray you. _ 
Ul. Nay, good my Lord goe off: 
Youflow to great diſtraction:come my Lord? 
Troy. 1 pray thee (tay? E; 
Vf. You have not patience,come. 
Troy. pray you ſtay?by hell and all hells torments, 
I will not ſpeake a word. 
Dro. And {0 good night. 
(e/- Nay,but you part in anger. | Es 
Trey. Doth that grieve thee?O withered truth! 
Vii: Why,how now Lord? 
Troy. By Jovel will be patient. 
Creſ. Gardian?why Grecke? 
Ds. Fo,to,adew,you palter. : 
Creſ. In faith I doe not:come hither orice againe. 
Fif. You ſhake my Lord at ſomething;will you goe? 
You will breake out. 
Troy. She ſtroakes his cheekes 
Ulf. Come,come. | 
Troy. Nay ſtay,by [ove will not ſpeake a word. 
There is betweene my will,and all offences, 
A guard of parience;itay alittle while. — =» 
Ther, How the divell Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
Potato finger,tickles theſe togerher:frye lechery,trye, 
Do. But will you then? 
(ref. in faith I will goe;never truſt meelſe. 
Do. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it, 
(ef. Ile fetch you one. 
Uif. You have {worne patience. 
Troy. Feare me not {weete Lord: 
I willnot be my ſelfe,nor have cognition 
Of whar I feele:1am all patience, 
Ther.Now the pledge,now,now,now. 
Creſ. Here Diomed;keepethis Sleeve. 
Troy, O beauty ! where isthy Faith? 
Vii. My Lord: oy 
Troy, I will be patient,out wardly I will. 
Creſ: Yon looke upon that Sleeve?behold it well: 
He /ov'd me:O falſe wench:give't me againe. 
Dio, Whoſe was't? 
Cre/. It 1s no matter now I have't againe. 
I will not meete with you tomorrow nighs: 
Iprythee Piomed vilite me no more, ,, - _ 
Ther, Now ſhe ſharpens:well ſaid Whetſtone. 
D10.1 ſhall have it, 
Creſ. What,this? 
Dio. 1 that. PETE os 
Creſ. Oall you gods 1O pretty,pretty ptedge; 
Thy Maiſter now lies thinking in his bed 
Ofthee and me,and ſighes,and takes my Glove, 
And gives memoriall dainty kiſſes to it; 
As] kifſe rhee. 5 pe + 
Do. Nay,doe not ſnatch it from me, 
_ Creſ. He that takes that,takes my heart withall. 


Enter Creſſid. 


—D—— et 


Valeſle ſhe ſay,my minde is now turn'd whore. 


—Cc_M 


Dio. T had your heart before,this followes it. 
Troy. I did ſweare patience. | 
Cre/.You ſhall not have it Diomed:faith you ſhall not 
Ile giue you ſomething elſe, | 
Des. I will have this: whoſe was it? 
Cre/. It 1s no matter. 
Dtzo. Come tell me whole it was? E 
Cref. Twas one that lov*d me better then you will, 
But now you have it,take it. 
Dio. Whoſe was it? 
Cre/. By all Dianas waiting women yonder. 
And by her (elfe,I will not tell you whoſe. 
D#e. To morrow will I weare it on my Helme, 
And grieve hisſpirit that daresnot challenge it, + 
Tro. Wert thouthe divell,and wor'ſt it onthy horne, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Creſ. Well,well,tis done,tis paſt;and yet it is not; 
I will not keepe my word. 
Do. Why then farewell, 
Thou never ſhalt mocke Diomedagaine. n 
(ef: You ſhalt not goe:one cannot ſpeake a word, 
Bur it ſtrair ſtarts you. 
Die. I doe nor likethis fooling, | | 
Ther, Nor 1 by Pluto: but that that likes not me, plea- 
ſcs me beſt. 
Dio. W hat ſhall I come?the houre. 
Cref. I, come:O ove! doe,come:1 ſhall be plagu'd. | 
Dze. Farewell till then. _ Eu. 
Cref. Good night ? I prythee come: 
Trojlsfarewelltone eye yetlookes on thee, 
But with my heart,the other cye,doth ſee- | 
Ah poore our ſexe;this faulc in us I finde: | 
The errour of our eye,direts our minde. | 
W hat errour leads,muſt erre;O then conclude, x 
Mindes ſwai'd by eyes,are full of turpitude. £2. 
Ther.A proofe of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more; 


Uh. Al's done my Lord. 
Tr 9). I e Is « 
Vii. Why ftay we then? 
Trop. To make arecordation to my ſoule 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke: 
Burt if | tell how theſe two did coat; 
Shall I not lie, in publiſhing a truth? 
Sith yet there isa credence in my heart: 
An eſpefance fo obſtinately ſtrong, 
T hat doth invert that reſt of eyes and eares; | 
As if thoſe organs had deceptious funRions, 
Created onely to calumniate. 
Was (reſſid here? 
Uisſe 1 cannot conjure Trojan, 
Troy. She wasnot ſure. 
Vii. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 7 - 
Troz..Why my negation hath notafte of madneſfe? 
Viiſ:Nor mine my Lord:Creſſid was here but now. 
Troy. Let it not be beleey'd for womanhood: 
Thinke wehad mothers;doe not give advantage | 
To ſtubborne Criticks,apt without a theame 
For depravation;to ſquare the generall ſex 
By Creſsids rule.Rather thinkethis not (: eſsid. 
Yiiſ. What hath ſhe done Prince,that can ſoyle our | 
mothers? LOWRY 
Troy. Nothing at all, unleſſethat this were ſhe. + _ 
Ther. Will he ſwagger himſclfe out on's owne eyes? 
Troy. This ſhe?no,thisis Diomeds Creſrida: 
If beauty have a ſoule,this 1s aor the: | 


__ 


_— — 


fi, 


| 


; 


| He@.Youtraine me tooffend you: get you gone. 


| 
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Troyhs and (reſsida. ; 


—_——— 
—_—_— 


If ſoules guide vowes; if vowesare ſantimony; 
If fan&timony be the gods delight: 

If there be rule in unity it ſelte, 

This is not ſhe: O madneſle of 61{courſe! 

That cauſe ſets up, with;and againſt thy ſelfe, 
By foule authority: where reaſon can revolt 
Without perdition,and lofle afſume all reaſon, 
Without revolt. This is.and is not Creſſid: 
Within my ſoule,there doth conduce a fight 
Of this ſtrange nature,that a thing inſeparate, 
Divides more wider then the skie and carth: 
And yet the ſpacious bredth of this diviſion, 
Admits no Orifece for a point as ſubtle, 

As Ariachnes broken woofe to enter: 
Inſtance,O inſtance!ſtrong as P lvroes gates: 
Creſſidis mine,tied withthe bonds of heaven; 
Inſtance O inſtance,ſtrong as heaven it ſclfe: 
The bonds of heaven are {lipt,diffolv'd, and loos'd: 


And with another knot five finger tied, 


The fractions of her faith,orts of her love: 
The fragments, ſcraps,the bits,and greacy reliques, 
Of her ore-eaten faith,are bound to Diomed. 
Utſ.May worthy Troyles be halfe attached 

With that which here his paſſion doth exprefle? 

Troy. I Greeke,and that ſhall be divulged well 
In Characters,as red as Aars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus ;never did yong man fancy 
With ſoeternall and fo fixt a ſoule- 
Hearke Greek:as muchas I doe Creſſidalove; 
So much by weight, hate I her Dromed, 
That Sleeve is mine;that heele beare in his Helme: 
Were it a Caske compos'd by Ymlcars kill, 
My Sword ſhould bite ir:Not the dreadfull ſpout, 
W hich Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, 
Conſtring'd in maſſe by the almighty Fenne, 
Shall dizzie with more clamour Neptunes eare | 
In hisdiſcentzthen ſhall my prompted ſword, 
Falling on Dromed. 

Ther. Heele tickle it for his cqncnpy 

Troy. O Creſſid! O falſe Creſſid | falſe, falſe, falſe: 
Letall untruths Rand by thy ſtained name, 
And theyle ſ{ceme glorious. 

Vf. O containe your ſelfe: 
Your paſſion drawes eares hither. 

Enter e/Eneas. 

e/En. I have becne ſeeking you this houre my Lord: 

Her by this is arming him in Troy. 


| eFiax your Guard, (tales ro conduct yon home, 


Trey. Have with you Prince: my curtcous Lord adew: 
Farewell revolted faire : and Dromed, 
Stand faſt,and weare a Caſtle on thy head. 
71.. Tie bring you to the Gates. 
Troy. Acceptdiſtracted thankes. 
Excunt Trojlus,o/Encaiand Uhſſes. 
Ther. Would I could meete that roague Diomed , I 


would crokelike a Raven : I would bode, I would bode: 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 


this whore:the Parrot will not do more foran Almond, 


then he for a commodious drab : Lechery,lechery , ſtill 


warres andlechery,nothing elſe holds faſhion, A burning 


divell. take them. Exit. 
Enter Heflor and Andromache. 


And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper'd, 


To ſtop his cares againſt admoniſhment? 


Vnarme,vnarme,and doe not fight to day. 


| 


— . 


By the everlaſting gods,Ile goc. ; 
And. My dreames will ſure prove ominous to the day. 
Het?. No more I fay. Emter (aſſandri, 
Caf. Where is my brother Heftor? 
era Here ſiſter,arm'd,and bloudy in intent: 

Comſart with mein loud and deere petition: 

Purſue we him on knees:for I have dreamprt 

Of bloudy turbulence;and this whole night 

Hath nothing becne but ſhapes,and formes of ſlaughter, 
(of. O, tis true. 

Helt. Ho? bid my Trumpet ſound. 
Caf. No notes of (ally,for the heavens,ſweet brother, 
Hef. Begon I ſay:the gods have heard me ſweare. 
| Caf. The godsare deateto hot,and peeviſh vowes; 
They are polluted offrings,moreabhord 
Then ſpotted Livers in the ſacrifice. 
era. O be perſwaded,docnot count itholy, 

To hurtby being juſt;it is as lawfall: 

For we would count givemuch to as violent thefts, 

And rob in the bchalfe of charity. 

Caſe It 15 the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the vowe; 

But voges to every purpoſe muſt not hold: 

Vnarme ſiveete Heftor, 

Fief. Hold you ſtill I ſay; 

Mine honour keepes the weather of my fate: 

Life every man holds deere,but rhe deere man 

Holds honor farre more precious-deere,then life. 

Emer T roylus. 
How ncw yong man?mean'ſt thou to fightro day? 
Ana. (aſſandra, call my fathcr to perſwade. 
Exit Caſſandra, 
Hef. No faith yong Treyles ; doffe thy harneſſe youth; 

I am to dayith*vaine of Chiyalry? 

Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ſtrong; 

And tempt nor yetthe bruſhes of the warre. 

Vnarme thee,goe,and doubt thou not brane boy, 

Le {tandro day, forthee,and me,and Troy. 

Troy. Brother,you have a vice of mercy in you; 
W hich better firs a Lyon,then a man. 
Hef. W hat vice is that?good Troy/as chide me for it, 
Troy, When many times the captive Grecian fals, 
Even inthe fanne and winde of your faire Sword: 
You bid them riſe, and live. 
Hef. O tis faire play. . 
Troy. Fooles play,by heaven He#or, 
Hec. How now?how nows _ 
Tre. For th'love of all the gods 
Ler's leave the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we have our Armors buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our ſwords, 
Spur them to ruetull worke,reine them from ruth. 
Hett. Fic ſavage,fic. 
Troy. Hecter,then tis warres, 
Hec. Troykns,| would not have you fight today. 
Troy. W ho ſhould with-hold me? 
Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Marys, 
Beckning with fiery trunchion my retire; 
Not Priamns,and Hecuba on knees; 
Their eyes ore-galled with recourſe ofteares; 
Nor you my brother,with your true ford drawne 
Oppos'd to hinder me,ſhould Rop my way: 


| But by my ruine. 


Enter Priam and Caſiandra. 
Caf. Lay hold upon him Priem, hold him faſt: 
He 1s thy crutch;now ifthou looſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him leaning,and all Troy on thee, 


— .— 


—_ a 


| 


| 


Fall 
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Fall all together. | 
Priam.Come Hefeor,come,goec backe: 
Thy wife hath dreampt:thy mother hath had viſions; 
«ſandra doth foreſec;and I my felfe, ' 
Am like a Prophet ſuddenly enrapt, 
to tell thee that this day 18 ominous: 
Therefore come backe. 
He. /Eneas isa held, 
And I do ſtand engag'd to many Greekes, 
Eyen in the faith of valour,to appeare 
This morning to them. 
Priam. I, but thou ſhalt not goc, 
He&. [ muſt not breake my faith: 
You know me dutifull,theretore deare fir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpeR;but give me leave 
To take that courte by yonr conſent and voice, 
Which you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam. 
. Caf. O Priatn,yeeldenot to him. 
eAnd. Doe not deere father. 
Heft, Andromache I am offended with you: 
Vpon the love you beare me,get you in. 
Exit Audromache. 
Troy. This fooliſh,dreaming, ſuperſtitious girle, 
Makes all theſe bodements. 
(ff. O farewell,deere Heotor: 
Looke how thou dieſt;looke how thy eye turnes pale: 
Looke how thy wounds doe bleede at many vents: 
Hearke how Troy roares;ho Hecaba cries out; 
How poore Andremache ſhrils her dolour forth; 
Behold diſtraction,frency,and amazement, 
Like witlefle Antickes one another meete, 
Andall cry Hector, Heetors dead:O Hector! 
Troy. Aways 
Caf. Parewell:yes,ſoft: Hector I take my leave; 
Thou do'(t thy ſelfe,and all our Froy deceive. 
Hec, You are amaz'd,my Liege,at her exclaime: 
Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight: 
Doe deedes of praiſe,and tell you them at nighr. 
Priams. Farevell:the gods with ſafety ſtand about thee. 
eAlarum, 
Troy, They are at it, hearke:prond Dzomed,belecye 
I come to/looſe my arme,or winne my ſleeve, 


Ex. 


Enter Pandar. 


Pad. Dge you heare my Lord?do you hcarc? 

Troy, What now? | 

Pand. Here's a Letter come from yond poore girle. 

Troy. Let me reade. 

Paxd. A whorlon tiſficke , a whorſon raſcally tificke, 
forroubles me: and the fooliſh fortune of this girle , and 
what one thing, what another, that 1 ſhall leave you one 
oth'sdayes ; and' T have a rheume in mine eyes too , and 
ſuch an ache in my bones : that unlefſe a man were curſt, 
Icannot tell wharto thinke on't. W hat fayes ſhethere? 

Troy. Words, words , mecre words, no matter from 

the heart: 
Theffet doth onerate another way. op 
Goe winde to winde, there turne and change together: 
My love with words and errors ſtill the feedes; 
But edifies another with her deedes. 

Pand, Why,but heare you? | 

Troy. Hence brother lachy;ignomy and hame 
Perſue thy life,and liveaye with thy name. 
| Alarum,. 


Exit. 


- Sore hurt and bruiſed;the dreadfull Sagittary 
; Appaulsour numbers, haſte we Diomed 
' Tore-enfoxcement,or we periſh all, 


—c_ 


Enter Therſites in excarſion. 


Ther. Now they are clapper-c!awing one another ,Tle 
goc looke on : that difſembling abhominable varlet De- 
weee , has got that ſame ſcurvy , doting, fooliſh yong 
knaves Slceve of Troy , there in his Helme:I would faine 
{ce them meet;that,that ſame yong Troian aſſe, that loves 
the whore there , mightſend thar Greekiſh whore-mai- 
iterly villairie, with the Sleeve, backe to the difſembling 
luxurious drabbe,of a ſleeveleſic errant. O*th'tother fide, 
the pollicy of thoſe crafty ſwearing raſcals; that ſtole 
old Mouſe-eatendry cheete , Neſtor : and thatſaine dog- 
toxe Vhſſes is not prov'd worth a Black-berry. They ſet 
me up in pollicy , that mungrill curre Aiax, againſt thar 


41ax prouder thenthe curre ecbhilles , and will not arme 
to day. Whercupon, the Grecians began to proclaime 
barbariſme;and pollicy growes into an ill opinion. 
Enter Diomed and Troylus. 
Soft, heere comes Siceve,and th'other. 
«.. Troy. Flyerot : for ſhould't thoutake the River Stix, 
I would ſwim after. | 
Dom. Thou do'lt miſcall retire: 
I doe not flye;but advantagious care 
Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude: 
Have at thee? | 
Ther: Hold thy whore Grecian:now for thy whore 
Trojan:Now the Sleeve,now the Sleeve. 
Enter Hettor, 
He&.W hat art thou Greek?art thou for Hectors match? 
Art thou of bloud, and honour? | 
Ther. No, no :I am araſcall:a ſcurvy railing knave : a 
very filthy roague. 
Hee. I doe beleeve thee, live. 
Ther. God amercy , that thou wikt beleeve me; but a 
plagve breake thy necke--for frighting me : what's be= 
come of the wenching rogues ? I thinke they have ſwal- 


in a ſort,lechery cates irfelfe : Tetceke them. 
Exit. 
Enter Diomed and Servant. 
Dia. Goe,goegmy ſervant,take thou TrozizrHorſe; 
Preſent the faire Steede ro my Lady Creſſtd; 
Fellow, commend my ſervice to her beauty: | 
Tell her, I have chaſtisd the amourous Troyan, | 
And am her Knight by proofe, 
Ser. I goe my Lord, Enter « Ag 4memnon. 
Aga. Renzw,renew,the fierce Polidamus 
Hath beare downe H/exon;baſtard Hargarelon 
Hath Doreae priſoner. 
And ſtands Coloſſus-wiſe waving his beame, 
Vpon the paſhed courſes of the Kings: 
Epiſtrapus and Ceadvs, Polixixesis ſlaine: 
Ampbimacus,and Thons deadly hurt: 
Patroctus tare or {laine,and Palamedes 


. Emter Neſtor. | 
Neff, Goe beare Patroclus body to Achilles, | 
And bid the ſnaile-pat'd Aiaxarme for ſhame. 
There is a thouſand Hectors in the field: | 
Now here he fights on'Ga/athe his Horſe, 
And therelacks worke:anon he's thereafoote, 


| And there they flye or KT 4g ſcaled ſculs, 


dogge of as bad akinde , Achilles. And now isthecarre | 


lowed one another, 1 would laugh at that miracle—-yet 


— Cas. _ —— 
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Before the belching W hale;then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Greekes,ripe for his edge, 
Fall downe before him,like the mowers ſwath; 
Here;there,and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obaying app<tite, 

T hat what he will he does,and dots ſo much, 
That proote 1s call'd impolſsibility. 


Enter Vhyſſes. 
Fiiſ. Oh,courage,courage Princes:great Achilles 
Is arming,weeping,curling,vowing vengeance; 
Patroclus wounds have rouz'd his drowzie bloud, 
Together with his mangled 1dyrmiadons, : 
That noſeleſſe, handlefſe, hackt and chipt, come to him; 
Crying on Hefor. Aiax hath loſta friend, | 
And foames at mouth,and he is arm*d,and at it: 
Roaring for Trey/ns ; who hath done today, 
Mad and fantaſticke execution; + 
Engaging and redeeming of himſclfe, 
With {ucha carclefle force,and forceleſle care, ; 
As ifthat luck in very ſpight of cunning,bad him win al. 
Emer Aiax. - 


ea Trojlus,thou coward Troylas. Exit. 
Dio. I,thcregthere. 
Neſt. So,10,we draw together. Exit. 


Emer Achilles. 

Achil. Where 1s this Heftor? 
Come,come,thou boy-queller, ſhew thy face: 
Know what it is to meete eAchilles angry. 
Hettor,wher's Heftor? I will none but Hettor, 

Emer Atax. 
Aia. Trojlas,thou coward Troylus,ſhew thy head. 
Enter Dromed. . 

Diow. Treylas,1 ſay, wher's Troylus? 

Aia. What would'lt thou? 

Dis. I would correct him. 

Ara. Wcerel the Generall, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have my oilice, 
Ere that correQtiqn:Troi#s I fay,what Trolus? 
| Enter Troylus. 
Troz. Oh tritour Diomed! 
Turne thy falſe face thou traytor, 
And pay thy life thou oweſt me for my horſe. 

Deo. Ha art thou there? 

ea. Ile fight with him alone, ſtand Diomed. 

Dio. He is my prize, 1 will not looke upon. 

Trey. Come both you cogging Greekes , have at you 


Exit. 


both. Exit Troybes. 
Enter Hetlor. | 
Het. Yea Trojlus?Owell fought my yongelt Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 


Achil. Now doe ſec theczhave at thee Fetter. 
Het. Pauſe if thou wilt. 
eAchil.T doe diſdaine thy curteſie, prond Troian; 
Be happy that my armes are out of uſe: 
My reſtand negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt heare of me againe: 
Till when,goe ſceke thy fortune. 
Hef. Fare thee well: 
I would have beene much more a freſher man, 
Had I expected thee:how now my Brother? 
Emter Trojles. 
Troy. Aiax hath tane e/Eneas;ſhall it be? 
| No,by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
' He ſhall not carray him:Tle be tane too, 
' Or bring him off: Fate heare me what I ſay; 


EREI——_— 


— 


| I wreake not,though thou end my life today. Fxy 


Baſtard. 


Enter onein Ar muour 
Hett. Stand,ſland,thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly marke: 
No? wiltthounot?] like thy armour well, 
Ile fruſh it,and unlocke the rivets all, 
But Ile be maiſter of it:wiltthou not beaſt abide? 
Why then fiye on, Ile hunt thee for thy hide. 
Enter Achilles with Idyrmidons. 

efchil, Come here about me you my CMyrmiden;; 
Marke whar I ſay;attend ine where 1 wheele: 
Strike nota ſtroake,bur kepe your ſelves in breath; 
And when I kave the bloudy Hefor found, 
Empale him with your weapons roundabout: 
In felle{t manner execute your armes 
Follow me firs,and my procceding eye; 
It is decreed, Heffor the great mult dye. 

Enter Therſntes, Menelans,and Paris 

Ther. The Cuckoid and the Cuckold-maker are att; 
now bull.now dogge,lowe ; Paris lowe ; now my double 
hen'd ſparrew ; low Paris, lowe ; the bull has the game: 
warc hornes ho? | 


. Exi, 


Ex. 


Exit Paris and Menelaus, 

Enter Baſtard. 
| Baſt, Turne ſlaveand fight. 

7 her. W hat art thou? 

Baſt. A Baſtard Sonne of Priams. 
— Ther, TamaBaſtard too, Tlove Baſlards, IamaBa 
ſtarc begor, Baſtard inſtructed , Baſtard in minde, Baſtard 
in valour,in every thing illegitimate*. one Beare will not 
bite another , and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? take 
heede, the quarrel's moſt ominous to us:if the Sonne ofa 
whore fight for « whore,he tempts judgement; fareell 


Baſt. The diyell take the coward. 
Enter Hector. 

Fec. Molt putrified core ſo faire without: 
Thy goodly armour thus hath colt thy life. 
Now is my dares worke done;lle take good breath: 
Reſt Sword,thou halt thy fill of bloud and deaths 

Enter Achilles and bis CMyrmidens. 

Achit. Looke Heetor how the Sunne begins to ſet: 
How ugly night comes breathing ar his heeles, 
Even with the vaileand darking of the Sunne. 
To clole the day up, Heeterslife is done. 

Hece. lam unarm'd,for-goe this vantage Greeke. 

Achil' Strike fellowes ſtrike,this is the manI ſeeke. 
So 1Ilion fall thou:now Troy finke downe; 


E xeunt, 


— 


— 


Herelyes thy heart,thy finewes,and thy bone. 

On AMyrmidons,cry you all a maine, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector {laine. 

Hearke,a retreat upon our Grecian part. | 
Gree. The Troian Trumpets ſoundsthe like my Lord- 
eAchi. The dragon wing of night ore.ſpreds theearth 

And ſtickler-like the Armies ſeperates | 

My halfe ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 

Pleas'd with this dainty birt:thus goes ro bed. 

Come,tye his body to my horſes tayle: 

Along the field, I will the Troian traile. 

Sound Retreat, Shogt. 


Retreat. 


E xennt; 
Enter Agamennon, Aiax, Menelens, Nefter, 
Diomed,and the reft marching. 


e#ga.Hearkeghearke,what ſhout is that? 
- Neft, Peace Drums. 


| 


Sol Achill | 


[ mm 


_ 
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Sold. Achilles, Achilles, Hector s\laine, Achilles, 
Dio, The bruite is HeQor's ſlaine,and by eAchilles. 
ea. If it be ſo,yer braglefle ler irbe: 

Great Heftor was a manas goodas he. | 
Agam. Martch patiently alonglet one ve ſent 

To pray Achilles (ee us at onr Tent. 

If in his deach the gods have us befriended, 

Great Troy is ours,agd our ſharpe warsare ended. 

TT Exemnt... 

Enter e/Eneas;Paris, Anthenor and Deiphobn. 
<AEne- Stand hoe, yet are we mailters of the field, 

Never 2oe home; here ſtarve we out the night. 

Enter Trojlus, 
Troy. Heftor is ſlaine. _. . 
eAll Heftortthe gods forbid. , © 
Tory. Hee's dead:and at the muttherers Horſes talle, 

In bealtly ſort,drag'd through the ſhamefull Field, 

Frowne on you heavens,ffect your rage with ſpeede: 

Sit gods upon your throanes.and ſmile at Troy. 

I ay at once,let your briefe plagues be mercy, 

And linger not our ſure deſtructions on, -— 
e/Ene. My Lord,you doe diſcomfortall the Hoſte. 
Troy, You underſtand me not, that tell me ſo: 

I doe not ſpcake of flight, of feare,of death, 

Butdareall imminence that gods and men, 

Addreſſerheir dangers in. Heftor is gone: 

Who ſhall tell Priam ſofor Hecwba, | 

Lethim that will a ſcreechoule aye be call'd, 

Goein to Troy,and ſay there, He&ors dead: 

There is a word will Priam turne to ſtone; | 

Make wels,and N'+obes of the maides and wives; 

Coole ſtatues of the youth:and ina word, 

Scarre Troy out of it ſelfe.But martch away, 

Heftor is dead:there is no moreto ſay. 


= 


| Stay yet:you vile abhominable Tents, 


Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plaines; 
Let Titan riſe as early as he dare, 


No ſpace of Earth ſhall ſunder oar two hates, 
lethauntthee,like « wicked conſcience ſtill, 
That mouldeth goblins Gvift as frenfies thoughts. 
Strikea fre ema:tchro Troy,with comfort got: 
Hope of reveage, ſhall hide our inward woe. 
Enter Pandarus, 

Pard. But heare youtheare you? 

T roy. Hence brother, lacky,ignomy,and ſhame 
Perſuethy life,and live aye with thy name. Exenunt. 


world,wo1ld ! thus is the poore agent diſpiſde: Oh trai- 
tours and bawdes;Hhow earneſtly are you ſetaworke , and 
how ill requited? why ſhould our indevour be ſo defir'd, 
and the performance {oloath'd 2 What Verſe for it?what 
inſtauce for it?ler me ſee*  ;., 

Full merrily the humbleBee doth ſing, 

Till he hath loſt his hony,and his ting. 

And being once ſubdu'd in armed taile, 

Sweete huny,and ſweete notes together faile. 


{ Goodtradersin the fleſh, ſet thisin your painted cloathes 


As tnany as be heere of Panders hall, 

Your eyes halfe out, weepe ont at Pandar's fall: 
Or1t you cannot weepe, yet give ſome grones; 
Though not for meyer for your akingbones: 
Brethren and ſiſters of the hotd-dore trade, 
Some two months hence,my will ſhall here be made: 
It ſhould be now, but that my feare is this: 
Some galled Govuſe of Wincheſter would hiſſe: 
Till then, Ile ſweare,and ſeeke about for eaſes; 


: 


 Andat that time be queath you my diſeaſes. Excunt, 


__ 
—_—_ 


le through,and through you; & thou great ſiz'd coward: 


Pa.A goodly medcine for mine a kingbones:oh world, | 
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Fnter a Company of Mutinons Citizens, with Staves, 
(inbs,and other weapons. 


I. (ittzen, 
? Eforc we proceed any further,heare me ſpeake. 
All. Speake,ſpeake. 
5 1.(ﬆ. You arcall refolv'd ratherto. dy then 
ve to famiſh? = S 
All. xeſolv'd,reſolv'd. 
I. Cir. Firſt you know,Cams 
to the people, 
Al!. We know't. 
1. Cir. Lerus kill him , and wee'l have Corne at our 
owne price. Is ta Verdia? ; CA 
All.No moretalking on't,Letit be done, away, away 
2. Cit. One word,good Citizens KS 
” I-(*#. Weare accounted poore Citizens , the Patri- 
cians good: what Authority ſurfets one, would relceve us, 
If they would yeelde us ut the ſuperfluity while 1t were 
whoiſome, we migh: gueſle they relceved us humanely: 
But they thinke we are roodcere,the lcannes that afnicts 
us, the objet of our mitery , is as an inventory to parti- 
cuiarize their abundance,our ſufferance 1s 2gaine to them. 
Let us revenge this with our Pikes,erc we become Raks, 
For the Gods know; I ipeat ethis in hunger for Bread, 
not in thirit for Revenge. 
2. Cit. Would you proceede eſpecially againſt Caizs 
MMartios. 
eAll. Againſt him f 
monalty. 


Martins is chicte ehemy 


- 


r{t;He's a very dog to the Com- 


2.Cst.Conſider you what Services he ha's done for his. 


Country? - _ 
I. Cit. Very well, and comld be contentto give him 


| good reportfor't;, but thathee payes himſclte withbee- 
ing proud. © 

Alt. Nay,but ſpeake not maliciouſ]y. 

I. Cit, Ifay unto you,what he hath done Famouſly, 
he didit to that end:though ſoft conſcienc'd men can be 
| content to ſay it was for his Countrey , hedid itto pleaſe 
his Mother,and to be partly proud , which he is, evento 
thealtitude of his vertue. 

2. Cit. What hecannot helpe in his Nature , you ac- 
count a Vicein him ; You mult in no way ſay heis couc- 


$. 
I. Cit. If Imuſt not, I necdenot be barren of Accuſa- 
- tions he hath faults(with ſarplus)totyre in repitition. 
| Showts within, 
What ſhowts are thoſe? The other {ide a'th City is riſen: 
why ſtay we prating heere?To th'Capitoll. 
All, Come,come. 


1 Cir. Sof: who comes heere? 
Enter Menenins eAgrippas | 
| 2 Cit. Worthy enenins 4 'grippa y one that hathal- 
wayes lov'd the people. 
1 Cit.ti&s one honeſt enough, would althe reſt wereſo. 
Hen. What workes my Countrimen in hand? 
W here go you with your Bats 2nd Clubs? The matter 
Speake I ,pray you, | 

2 Cit. Our bulines is not unknowne to th'Senat, they 
bave had inkling this fortnight what we intend todo,yy 
now wee'l ſhew em in deeds:they ſay poore Suiters have 
{lrong brearhs,they ſhal know we have ſtrong armstoo, 

Aen. Why Mailters,my good Friends,mine honeſt 
Neigbours, will you undo your {clves? 

2 Cit, Wecannot Sir,we are undone already. 

C772. 1 tell you Frictzds,motit charitablecare 
Havethe Patriciaus of you for your wants. 

Your ſuffering in this dearth,you way as well 
Strixe at the Heaven with your [taves,as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State, whoſe courſe will on 

The way it takes:cracking ten thouſand Curbes 
Of more ſtrong linkd afunder,chen can ever 
Appeare 1n your impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods,not the Patrictans make it,and 

Your knees to them(not armes)mult helpe. Alacke, 
Youare tranſported by Calamity 

Thether,w here more attends you,and you ſlander 
The Helmes o'th Stare;zwho care for you like Fathers, 
W hen you carſe them, as Enemies. 

2 { s.. Care for us? Truc indeed , they nere car'd forus 
yer. Suffer us to famiſh , and their Store-houſes cramm'd 
with Graine : Make Edidts for Vſury , to ſupport Vſu- 
rers;repeale daily any wholſome AR eſtabliſhed againſt 
the rich , and provide more picrcing Statutes daily, to 
chaine up and reltraine the poore. If the Warres eate us 
not uppe , they will, .and ther's all the love they beare, 
us 


Men. Either you muſt | 
Confefſe your ſelves wondrons Malicious, 
| Ordeaccus'd of Folly. I ſhall tell you 
+ A pretty Tale, it may be you have hcardit, 
; But ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture. 
| Tofcale'ta little more. 
2 Cit. 'Well, 
Ile heare it Sir:yet you muſt not thinke 
To fobbe'off our diſgrace witha tale: 
But and't pleaſe you deliver. 
Men.There was atime, when all the bodies members 
| Rebell'd againſt the Belly;thus accus'd it; 
That onely like a Gulfe it did remaine 


Fth 
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th midd'ſt ath'body,idle and unative, 

Still cubbording the Viand,never bearing 
Like labour withthe reſt,where th'other Inſtruments 
Didſee,and heare,deviſe,inſtrut,walke,fteele, 

And mutually participate,did miniſter 

Vntothe appetite;and affection common 


'| Ofche whole body, the Belly antwer. 


2 Cit. Well fir, wbat anſwer made the Belly, 
en. Sir, I ſhall tell you with.a kindeof Smile, 
Which ne'recame from the Lungs,burt even thus: 
For looke you I may make the beliy Smile, 
As well as ſpeake,ittantingly replyed | 
To'th'diſcontented Members,the mutinous parts 
That envied hisreceire:even ſo moſt fitly, 
As you maligne our Senators, for that 
They are notſuch as you. 
2 Cit. Your Bellies anſwer: VV hat 
The Kingly crown'd head'the vigilant eyes 
The Couniailor Heart,the Arme our Souldier, 
Our Steed the Legge,the Tongue our Trumpeter, 
With other Muniments and petty helpes 
In this our Fabricke;if that they E 
' | Men, Whaythen?Foreme,this Feilow ſpeakes. 
What then? W bat then? : 
2 Cit. Shogld by the Cormorant belly be reſtrain'd, 
Who is the. ſinke a th*body. 
Hen, Well, what then? : 
2 Cit. The former Ag<nt,if they did complaine, 
What could the Belly anſwer? E | 
Men. T will tell you, | 4; 
If you'i bettow a ſ{mail(of what you havelittle) 
Patience awhile;you'ſt heare the Belles anſwer. 
2 (it. Yare long about it. 
Hen, Note me this good Friend; 
Your molt grave Belly was dcliberate, 
Not raſh like his Accuſers and thus anſwered 
' True is it my Incorporate Frictids(quoth he) 
That I receive the g-nerall Food at tirit 
Which yon dolive upon;and fitit is, 
Becauſe I am the Store-houſc,and the Shop 
Of the whole Body. But,it you co remember, 
I {end it through the Rivers of your blood 
Evento the:Court,the Hearr,toth'teate o'th'Braine, 
Andthrough the Crankesand Onlices of man, 
The ftrongeſt Nerves,and {mall inferiour Veines 
From me receive that naturall competency 
Whereby they live. And though thar all at once _ . 
(You my good Friends,thisfayesthe Belly)marke me. 
| 2/3.1 fir, well, well. : | 
Men. Though all at once,cannot 
See what I do deliver out to-cach, 1 
Yet 1 can make my Awdit up,that all ! ; - 
From me do backe receive the Flowre.ofall, 
Andleave me but the Bran. W hat ſay-you toot? 
| 2 Cit, It was an an{wcr, how apply you'this? | . - . 
| Cen. TheSenators of Rome,are this good Belly, ': : 
; And you the' tmutinous Members:For examine. =: 
Their Counſailes, and their Care;diſgeſt things. rightly, 
Touching the Weale a*ch Common, you ſhall tinde - - 
No publique benefit which you receive Y 5 
But 1t proceeds, or comes from them to you, pi 
And no way from your ſelves, What do youthinke?. 
Youthe great Toe ofthis Aﬀembly? - | 
2 (it, I the great Toe? Why the great Toe? '7 
OHep, For that being one o'th lowelt,baſeſt, pooreſt 


| 


Of this moſt wiſe Rebellion,thou goclt format: 
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Sicinins velatus , and I know not. Sdeath, 
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Thou Raſcall,that art worſt in blood rorun, 
Lead'it firſt to win ſome vantage. 7 {2} 
But make you ready your ſtiffe batsand clubs, 
Rome,and her Rats,areat thepoint of battel, 
The one (ide muſt have baile.  * - | 


Emer Cains Martins, 
Hayle, Noble arrive. : Ke 

A1ar,Thanks. What's the matter you difſentiohs rogues 
That rubbing the poore Itch of your Opinion, 

Make your {clves Scabs. | ; 
2 (#t. We havecver your good ward. 

Atar. He that will give good words to thee, will fatter 
Beneath abhorring. W hat would you have, you Curres, 
Thatlike nor Peace,nor Warre?The one affrights you, 
The other makes yon proud. He thar truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould finds you Lyons, findes you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Gceſe you aze:iNo furer; no; 

Tren is the coale of hre upon the lce, 

Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Vertue is, 

To make him worthy, whote offence ſuddues him, 

And curſe that Iuſtice did ir. Who delerves Greatneſle, 
Deſerves your Hate:and your Aﬀ:cions are 

A ſfickmans Appcite;whodeſiresmoſi that 


Which would encresſe his evill. He that depends | 


Vpon your tavours,fwimmes with finnes of Leade, 


And hewes downe Oakes,with ruſhes.Hang yeztruſt ye? 
With every Minute you do change a Minde, 

Andcall him Noble,that was how your Hate: 

Him viide,that was your Garland. What's the matter, 
That in theſe ſeverall places of the City, | 


| You cry agaiizſt the Noble Senate, who 
| (Vnder the Gods)keepe you in awe, whichelfe 


Would feede on oneanother?W hat's their ſecking? 
Men. For Corne at their ownerates, whereof they'fay 
The City is well ſtor'd, | | 
Men. Hang'em:They ſay? 


| They'l fit by th'fire,and preſume to know 


W hats done ith Capitoll: Who's like toriſe, 

W ha thrives,and who dcclines:Side factions,8: give out 
ConjeRurall Marriages,making partics'{trong, 

And feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 

Below their cobled Shooes. They ſay thers grain enough? 
Would the Nobility lay aſide their ruth; | 

And let me uſe my Sword,1I'de make a Quarry -. 

With thouſands of theſe quarter'd ſlages,as high 

As$T &ould picke my Lance. 1717% 

e Men. Nay theſe arealmoſt thoroughly perſwaded: 
For though abundantly they lacke difcretion + . 
Yet are. they paſsing Cowardly. But I beſcech you, 
Whatſayesthe other Troope?: 1 1: 1: 1 | 

Mar. They are difloly'd:Hangemp: 1:7 {7 
They ſaid they were an hungry, fightd forth-Proverbes 
That Hunger-broke ftone wais:thatidegges mult cate 


x4 
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That meate was made for mouths:Thar the godsfencnor | 


Corn? for the Richmein oneiy: Wirhitheſe ſhreds . 


They vented their Complainings,whichbeinganſwer'd | 


Anda petition granted them\,a itrange one, 
To breake the heart of generofiry, +» tt 2 
And make bold power looke pale; they threw their caps | 
As they would hang them on the homes a'th Moone, 
Shooting their Emulation. | ol 

en. W hat is graunted them? | 

Mar. Five Tributeste:defend their vulgar wi 
Oftheir owne choices One's Junius Bratas, 
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' The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


Therabble ſhould have firſt unroo'lt the City 
Ere ſo prevail'd with mc;it will in time 
Winupon power,and throw forth greater Theames 
For Inſurre&ions arguing. 
Aenen.This is ſtrange. 
Hay. Go get you home you Fragments. 
Enter a Meſſenger haſt thy. 
Meſ. Where's Cains Martins 
Mar. Heerezwhats the matter? 
Mef. The newes is fir,the Volcies are in Armes. 
Har. I am glad on't,then we ſhall ha meanes to vent 
Our mufty ſuperfluity. See our beſt Elders. 


Enter Sicinine Velutus, Arnins Brutus Cominins, Titus 
Lartins,with other Senatoxrs. | 


I. Sex, Martins tis true,thit you bave lately told us, 
The Volces are in Armes. 
Har. They have a Leader, 
Tallus Anffiains.that will put you toot: 
I finne in envying his Nobility: 
And were I any ching but what I am, 
I would with me onely he. 
{om. Y ou havc fought together? 
Mar. Were halfe to halfe the world by th'cares,& he 
Vpen my party,Ide revolt tomake 
Onely my warres with him. Heis a Lion 
| That I am proud to hunt. > 
I. Sen. Then worthy CMartms, 
Attend upon Comin to thele Warres. 
Cow. Itis your former promiſe. 
; CHar, Sir it 1S, 
'And Iam conftant:Titns Lacine, thou 
| Shaltſke meonce more ſtrike at T»llus face. 
What art thou Riffe? Stand'ſt our? 
Tit. No Cains Martins, 
Tle leane upon one Crutch,and fight with tether; 
Ere ſtay behinde this Buſineſſe. | 
Men. Oh true-bred. ) 
Sen. Your company to th'Capitoll,whereI kno 
Our greateſt Friends attend us. 
Ti. Lead you on:Follow Commins, we mult followe 
you,right worthy you Priority. 
(em. Noble Martins. 
Sen, Hence to your homes, be gone. 
ar. Nay let them follow, . G1 
The Volces have much Corne:take theſe Rats thither, 
To gnaw their Garners. Worſhipfull Mutiners, 
Your valour puts well forth:Pray follow. Exeunt, 
Citizens fleale away. Manent Sicin,& Bratus. 
Sicin. Was ever man ſo proud as is this Martins? 
Bre. He hasno equall. | 
Sie: When we were choſen Tribunes for the people. 
Bra. Mark'd you his lip and ces. | 
Sie. Nay,burt Tris taunts. 


Sic. Bemocketheimodeſt Moone. | 
Bra.The preſent Warres deyoure him, he is grogne 
| Too proud to be ſo valiant. | Ty SOR 

- Siciv. SuchaNature,tickled wich good ſucceſle,dil- 
daines the ſhadow which he treads on at noone, bnt I do 
; wonder, his inſolence can brooke tobe commanded un- 
der Cominins? 

Zrx. Fame,at the which he aymes, 

In whom already he is well grac'd,cannot 
Better he held,nor morcatrain'd then by 


| A place below the firſt:for what miſcarrics 
Shall be the Generals fault,though he performe 

Toth'vtmoſt of a man,and giddy.centure 
Willthencry out of Martins:Oh, if he 
Had borne the buſineſſe. 

Sic. Beſides, ifthings go well; 
Opinion that ſo ſtickes on Afartine, ſhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominizs. 

Bra. Come: halfeall Commins Honors are to Marty 
Though ertins carn'd them not:and all his faulrs 
To Cartins ſhall be Honors;though indeed 
In ought he merit nor. 

Sic, Let's hence,and heare 
How the diſpatchis made,and in what faſhion 
More then his ſingularity,he goes 
Vpon this preſent Action. 


Bra. Let's al ONg. - Exenm, 


Enter T nllus Auffidens with Senators of Coriolus. 


I. Sex. So,ycur opinion is Huffidrns, 

That they of Rome are entred in our Counaites, 
And know how we proceede, 

Anz. Is it not yours? 
What ever bath bin thought one inthus State 
That could be brought to bodily aRt,ere Rome 
Had circumuention:tis notfoure dayes gone 
Since I heard thence,theſe atethe words,I thinke 
I have the Letter heere:yes,heere it 1s; 
They have prcſt a power, but it is not knowne 
W hether for Eaſt or Welt:the Denth is great, 
The people Mutinous:And it is rumour” 
(ommirns, Martins your old Enemy 


| (Whois of Rome worſe hated then of you) 
| And T#t«s Lartias,a molt valiant Roman, 


Theſc thicelcadeon this Preparation 
Whether tis bent: molt likely,tis for you: 
Conſider of it. 

I. Sex Our Armie's in the Field: 
We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
Toanſwzr us. 

ef. Nor did yon thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, tiilwhen? _ 
They needs muit ſhew themſelves,which in che hatching 
It ſeem'd appear'd to Rome. By the diſcovery, 
We ſhallbe ſhortned in our ayme, which was 
Totake in many Townes,ere (almoſt) Rome 


Bru, Being mov*dghe will not ſpare to gird the Gods. | 


{ Should know we were a-foot. 


2. Sen. Noble Anſfidins, 
Take your commiſſion, hye you toyour Bands, 
Let usalone to guard Corzolas 
If they ſetdowne before's:forthe remove 
Bring up your Army:but(Ithinke)you'l finde 
Th'have not prepar'd for us. | 

Axf. O doubr not that, 
I ſpeake from Certaintics. Nay more, 
Someparcels of their Power are forth already, 
And onely hitherward. 1 leave your Honors. 
If we,and-Cains Martins chance to meete, 
Tis {worne betweene us,we ſhall ever ſtrike 
Till one can do nomore. 

Al. The Godsaſsiſt you. 

Auf. And keepe your Honors ſafe. 

I. Sev. Farewell. 

2. Sen. Farewell, 

eAll.Farewell. - 


——_— _ 


—_—__o 


- 


+ The Tragedy of Coriolanus. ==» 33 | 


_— 


| tenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded Burterfly,and whe? 
| Enter Volummia and Vi gitia,mother and wife to Martius: | he caught it, he let it goagaine, and after itagaine , and 0- 
' They ſet them downe on two lowe ſtooles and ſowe. ver and over he comes,and up againe:catcht it againe:or 
whether his fall enrag'd him, or how twas,hedid to ſet 
Uola.T pray you daughter ſing, or exprefle your ſelfe histecth , and tewe it. Oh,I warrant how he mammockt 
in a more comfortable ſort ; If my Sonne were my Hul- | it. | | 


band, I ſhould freelier rejoyce in that abſence wherein he Fol. One on's Fathers moods. 

wonne Honor, then in the embracements of his Bed, Fat. Indz«dla tis a Noble childe. | 
where he would ſhew moſt love. W hen yet hee was but Vig. A Cracke Madam. | 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb ; when, Ul. Come , lay aſide your ſtitchery, I muſt haye you 


youth with comelinefſe pluck'd all gazehis way ; when | play the idite Huſwife with me this after noone. 
fora day of Kings entreaites,a Mother ſhould nor (cl him Virg, No(good Madam ) 
an houre from her bcholding; 1 conſidering how Honour | I will not out of doores . 


would b:come ſuch a pexſon , that ic was no betcer then Val. Not out of doores? 

Piture-like to hang by th'wall, if renowne made it not Uolum. She ſhall,the ſhall. 

ſirre, was pleas'd to let him fſecke danger,where he was Vir. Indeed no, by your patience;Ile not over thethre- } 
like to finde fame : Toa crucll Warre 1 ſent him , from | ſhold,till my Lord returne from the Warres. iy 
whence he return'd , his browes bound with Oake. I tell Pat. Fye,you confine your ſeife moſt unreaſonably: 


thee Daughter , I ſprang not more 1n joy at firſt hearing | Come,you mult go viſit the good Lady thatlyes in. 

he was a Man-child , then now 1a firſt {ceing he had pro- Urg. 1 will wiſh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and viſite her 

ved himſelfe a man. | with my prayers:bur I cannot go thither. 

Virg, But had he dicd in the Buſinefle Madame, how Volum. W hy I pray you. 

then? Fug. Tis not to fave labour,nor that I want love. * |} 
Volum Then his good report ſhould have beene my Val, You wovid be another Penelope : yet they fay , all 

Sonne, I therein woutd have found ifſue. Heare me !pro- | the yearne ſhe ſpun in U/yſſerablence , did but fill Arhisa 

feſle ſincerely, bad I.a dozen ſons each in my lovealike, | full of Morhes. Come, I would your Cambrick were ſen- 

and nonelefle deere then thine , and my good Alartins, I | fibleas your finger, that you might leave pricking it for 

had rather had eleven dye Nobly tortheir Countrey,then | pitty. Come you ſha'l go with us. 


one voluptuouſly ſurfet out of Action. | Virg. No good Madam, pardon me, indeed I willnot 
Enter a Genilewoman foorth. ; j 
Gent, Madam,the Lady Falcria is come to viſityous | Ual.Intruth la gowith me, and Ile tell you excellent 1 
Virg. Beſcech you give me {cave to retire my ſclfes uewes of your Husband. | | f 
Volum. Indeed you hall not; Vir. Oh good Madam,there can benone yer. 
Me thinkes,T heare hither your Husbands Drumme: Val. Veiily Ido not 1eſt with you:there came newes | 
ſe him plucke Azffidins downe by th'haire: | from him laſt night. F | 
(Aschiidren from a Beare)the UVolces ſhunning him: Vir. Indeed Madam. {. | 
Me think, I ſee bim ſtampe thus,and call thus, Pal. Incameſt it's true ;T heard a Senatour ſpeake it, 
Come on you Cowards,you were got in feare Thus it is:the Volcies have an Army forth, againſtwhorm | 
Though you were borne in Rome; hisbloody brow Cominins the Generallis gone , with one part of our Ro- 
With bis mail'd hand, then wiping,forth he goes mane power. Your Lord, and Tits Lartins,are ſet down 
Like to a Harveſt wan,thats task*d to mowe before their City 'Cariolus:, they nothing doubrprevai- | 
Oral, or looſe his byre. £ { ling,and ro make it-breefe Warres.'This is true on mine | 
Urre. His bloody Brow?Oh Iupiter,no blood. Honor ,and (ol pray go with us,-"' f Jets? ' 6&4 
Uohem. Away you Foote;it more becomes 2 man Vir, Give me excuſe good Madame,l will obey you in 
Then gilt his Trophy. The breſts of Heeubs | every thing hecreafter. | 
Whenſhedid ſuckle Heer, look'd not lovelicr Vol. Let her alone Lady,as ſhe is now: | | 
Then HeQors forhead when it ſpit foi th blood She will but diſeaſe our better mirth. 
At Grecian ſwordes C ontcnd.ng-tell Val.rid | Jal. In trothT thinke ſhe would: 
Wearefitto bid her welcome. Exyt Gent. | Fare you well then. Come good ſicet Lady. 
Fir. Heavens blefle my Lord from fell enffidius. © | Prythee YVirgilia turne thy ſolemneſſe our a doore, 
Uel. Hee'l beat Auffides head below his knee, | And goalong with us. 
And treade upon bis necke. | Virg. No | 
| TE At a word Madam;Indeed TI muit nor, 
Enter Valeria with an Ufper,aud 4 Gentlewoaman, | Iwiſhyou much mirth. BAS” | 
Ya. My Ladies both good day to you. | 1 Pal. Well,then farewell. | Excunt Ladies. 
( Fel, Sweet Madam.  , ; | | ot . Wet [ 
| Fi. Tam gladtoſce.your Ladyſhip. | | Emer MuninsTitns Lartinsvith Drumme ayd Co- | | 
Pal. How do you both ? Youare manifeſt houſe-kee- | tonrs with (uptaines and Soldiers, as © 
Rers. What arc you ſowing heere? A tine ſpotte in good before the City (oriatic5:t0 them 


faith. How does your little Sonne? . LE” 4 Mclſemer..- 1 
Vir. Tthanke in Lady- ſhtp: Well good Madam. | | 4 joey | 
Pa. Hejbad rather feethefwords, and heare a Drum, | Aﬀarr. Yonder comes Newes: > 
thenlooke-upon his Schoolmaſter. 2 +. © || A'Wegertheyhave nxt. £322.81] | 
Val, A my word the Fathers Sonne : Ile ſweare tis a Lar. My horſe to yours,no. © | | 
very pretty boy. A my troth, I look'd upon hima Wenſ- Mar. Tis done, | 
| Gy halfe an houre together : ha's ſuch aconfirm'd coun» | Lar. Agreed.- - 2647 © 2, Zn | 
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Har. Say,ha'sonr Generall metthe Enemy? | 
CMeſſ. They lye in view,but have not ſpoke as yet. 
Lart. So,the good Horſe is mine. * 
Mart. lie buy him of you. 7 : 
Lart. No,[le nor (cl,nor give him:Lend you him I wil 
For halfe a hundred yeares: Summon the Towne. 
Har. How farre off lie theſe Armies? 
CMHeſſ. Within this mile and halfe. 
Mar. Then ſhall we heare their Larum,8 they Ours. 
Now Mars, I prythee make us quicke in worke, 
' That we with ſmoaking twords may march from hence 
To helpe our fielded Friends. Come,blow thy blaſt- 


They Sound a Parley: Enter two Senators with others on 
the Walles of Cortalns. 
T allus Auffidins,is he within your Walles? 
1-Senat.No,nor a man that fearcs you leſſe then he, 
Thar's lcfſer then alittle: Drum a farre off. 
Hearke,our Drummes 
Are bringing forth our youth: Wee'l breake our Walles 
Rather then they ſhall pound us up our Gates, 


Which yet ſecme ſhut , we have but pin'd with Ruſhes, . 


They'le open of themſelves. Harke you,farre off 
Alarum farre off 
There is Auffdmus. Liſt what worke he makes 
Among'tt your cloven Army. 
Mar. Oh they areat it 
Lar. Their noiſe be our inſtruQtion.Ladders hoa. 


Enter the eArmy of th: Volces. 
| Mar, They feareusnot,bur iſſue for'htheir City. 
Noy put your Shields before your hearts,and fight 
With hearts more proofe then Shields, 
Advance brave Titus, ' 
They do diſdaine us much beyond our Thoughts, 
Which maks me {weat with wrath.Come on my follows 
4 He that retires, Ile take him for a Yo/ce, | 
:| And he ſhall feele mine edge. 
| : Alarsm,the Romans are beat back to their Trenches 
T5 55. Enter Martins (urſing- | 
| -: . Aer. All the contagion of the South,light on you, 
| You ſhames of Rome:you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
| Plaiſter you o're,that you may beabhorr'd 
Fartherthen ſcene, and one infet another 
1 Againſt the Windea mile : you ſoules of Geeſe, 
That beare the ſhapes of men,how have you run 
4 From Slaves,that Apes would beatezP/mto and Hell, 
' All hurt behinde,backes red,and faces pale 
| With flight and agued feare,mend and charge home, 
;| Orby the firegof heaven, lie leave the Foc, 
'| And make my Warres on you: Looke too't:Come on, 
| If yow'l ſtand faſt,wee'l beate them totheir Wives, : 
þ} Asthcy us to our Trenches followed. - - 5697 
eAnother Alzram,and 1artins followes themto 
"IVY. gates and is (bit in, | Sa 
| So,now the gates are ope:now prove good Seconds, 
Tis forthe followers, Fortune widens them, 
} Notforthe fiyers:Marke me,and do the like. 
| | Enter the Gates, vie: 
- I. Sol. Foole-hardinefſe,not I. * 
2.S/.Nor I. R<-] = 
x. Sol. See they have ſhut him in. Alerum continues 
e411, To th potI warrant him. Enter Tzrns Lartius. 
Ti. What is becomeof Martins? Fat, 
AH. Slaine(Sir)doubtleſfle. | 9D 
L.Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heeles,.... 


| 


| There is the man of my ſoules hate, Anffdins, 


With them heenters:who upon the ſodaine 
Clapt to their Gates he is him(clfe alone; 
Toanſwer all the City. 

Lar. Oh Noblc Fellow! 
W ho ſenſibly out-dares his ſenceleſſe Sword, 


A Carbuncle intire:as big asthou art 
Evento Calves wilh,not fierceand terrible 
Onely in {trokes,but with thy grim lookes,and 
The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds 
Were feavourous,and did tremblee 

IT Sol. Looke Sir . 

Lax. O tis e Hartins. 
Ler's fetch him off,or make remaine alike. 

Enter certaine Romanes with [poiles, 


I-Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 
 2-Roms. And I this, 


Enter Martins,and Titus with a Trumpet. 


Irons ofa Doit,Dublets that Hangmen would 


Ere yet the fight be done, packe up,downe with 


And when it bowes,ftand'ſt up:Thou artleft Mariing, 


Weare not ſo rich a Iewell. Thou was't a Souldier 


Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, as if the World 


Enter Martins bleeding aſſaulted by the Enemy, 


They fight,and all enter the Cy. 


3-Rom. A Murrain on't,I tooke this for Silver. Exexy, 
Alarum continues ſill a-fare of, 


© Mar. See heere theſe movers, that do prize their hours 
Ata crak'd Drachme:Cuſhions, Leaden Spoones, 


Bury with thoſe that wore them. Theſc baſe ſlaves, 


them, 


And harke,w hat noiſe the General! makes;Tohim 


Piercing our Romanes: Then Valiant Tits take 
Convenient Numbersto make good the City, 


To helpe Commrns. 

Lay. Worthy Sir,thou bleed'ſt, 
Thy exerciſe hath bin too violent, 
For a fecond courſe of Fight. 

Ater.Sir,praiſe me not: 


The blood I drop, is rather Phyſicall 


. { Then dangerous to me. To Axzffidiusthus,I willa 


Lar.Now the faire Goddefle Fortune, ( 


Mar. Thy Friend noleſſe. by 


| Thenthoſe ſheplaceth higheſ-So farewell, 


Lar,Thou worthieſt Martins; 


| Goſound thy Trumpet in the Market place, 


Callthither all the Oilicers a'ch' Towne, 
W here they ſhall know our minde. Away- 


Nor Cowardly in retire:Beleeve me Sirs, 


By interims and conveying guſts,we have heard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Rowan Gods, 
Leade their ſucceſſes. as we wiſh our owne, 


May give you thankfull Sacrifice. Thy Newcs? 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mef. The Citizens of Corisls; bave yflued, 


And given to Lartizs and to Martins Battailc: 


Whil't I with thoſe that have the ſpirit,will hate | 


My worke hath yet not warm'd me, Fare you well: 


peare 


fight: 


Fall deepe in love with thee,and her preatcharmes 
Miſguide thy Oppoſers ſwords, Bold Gentleman; 
| Proſperity be thy Page, 


E xennt. 


Enter Cominins a; it were inretire,with ſoldiers. 
Cm. Breath you my friends,wel fought, we are come 


| Like Romans,neither fooliſh inour ſtands, +  - (6 


We ſhall be charg'd againe. Whiles we haveſtrooke 


If 


—_ - _ 
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Thar both our powers, with ſiniling Fronts cncoutitring, 
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Iſaw aur party to their Trenbhes driven, 
And then I came away. | 

Com. Though thou ſpeakeſt truth, ; | 
Me thinkes thou ſpeak'{t not well. How long 18't ſince? | 
| Ae. Abovean houre,my Lord. : 

Com. Tis not a mile: brieſely we heardtheir drummes. 
How could'ſt thou ina mile confound an houre, 

And bring thy Newes folate? 

Meſ. Spies of the Volces 

Held me in chace,that I was forc'd to wheels 

Three or foure miles about,elſe had I fir 

Halfe an houre ſince brought my report. 


Enter Martins, 
Com, Whoſe yonder, 
That doe's appeare as he were Flead?O Gocs, 
He has the {tampe of Marrme,and I have 
Before time ſeene him thus. 


CMar. Come I too late? 
{om, The Shepherd knowesnot Thunder fr6 a Taber, | 


Morethen I know the ſound of 44artiws Tongue 
From eyery meaner man. 
Mar.Comel too late? 
Com. I, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your OWNE. 
Mar. Oh/let me clip ye 
I Armesas ſound,as when I woo'd in heart; 
As merry,as when our Nuptiall day was done, 
And Tapersburnt to Bedward- 7 
{am Flower of Warriors,how i't with Titus Lartins? 
Mar. As with a man bufied about Decrees: 
Condemning ſometo death,andiome to exile, 
Ranſoming bim,or pittying,threatning th'other; 
Holding Corielus in the name of Rome, | 
Even like a fawning Grey-hound in the Leaſh, 
Tolert him ſhip at will. 
Com. W here is that Slave, 
Which told me they had beate youto your Trenches? 
Where is he? Call him hither. gs 
Mar. Let him alone, | 
He did informe the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file,(a plague-Tribunes for them) 
The Mouſe ne're ſhunn'd the Car,as they did budge 
From Raſcals worſe then they. 
Com, But how prevaiPd you? _ 
Mar, Will the time ferve totell,F do not thinke: 
| Where is the enemy? Are you Lords ath' Field? 
If not, why ceaſe you till you ate ſo? 

Com, Martins, we bavear difadvantage fought, 
Anddid retyre to win our propofe. | 

Car, How lies their BattellP Know you on w hat fide 
They have plac'd their men of truſt? 

Com. ASI guefle 1atins, 
Their Bands I'th Vaward are the Antients 
Of their beſt truſt;:O're them Auffidins, 
| Their very heart of Hope. 

Mar. I do beſcech you, | 
By all the Battailes wherein we have fought, 
by th'Blood we have {ted together, 
by th'Vowes we have made 
Toendure Friends,that you direly ſet me 
Againſt A» fidms,and his eAntiars, 
Andthat you not delay the preſent(but ; 
Filling the aire with Swords advanc'd)and Darts, 
Weprove this very houre. 


a — 


' 


. 


You were condutted toa gentle Bath, 
And Balmes applyed to you, yetdare I never 
Deny your asking,take your choice of thoſe 
That beſt canayde your action. 
Har, Thoſe are they | 
That moſt are willing; if any ſuch be heere; 
(As it were ſinne to doubt)that love this painting 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd,if any feare 
Lefſen his perſon,then an illreport: 
Ifany thinke,brave death out-weighes bad life, 
And that his Countries deerer then him{elfe, 
Let him alone: Or ſo manyſo minded, 
Wave thustocexpreſſe his diſpoſition, 
And follow Martms. 
They all ſhout and wave their ſwords gake hims up in their 
Armes,and caſt up their Cape. 
Oh mealone,make you a ſword of me: 
Iftheſe ſhewesbe not outward which of you 


But is foure Yo/ces?None of you, but is 
Able to beare againſt the great Anffiaius 
A. Shiels, as bard as his. A certaine number 
(Though thankes to all)muſt I ſeleAſfrom all; -- 
The reſt ſhall beare the buſineſfe in ſome other fight 
(As cauſe will be obey'd:)pleaſe you to Martch, 
And foure ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 
W hich men are beſt inclin'd. 
Cons. Martch on my Fellowes: 
Make good this oſtentation,and you ſhall 
Divide in all,withus. Exeum. 
Tutns Lartins , baving ſet a guard upon C orielas , going with 
Drum and Trumpet toward Commins", and ( ains Mar 
_ , Emters with a Liemtenant , other Souldionrs ,1 and 4 
cont. 


Lar. So,let the Ports be guarded;keepe your Duties , 
AsT haveſct them downe. If I doſend, diſpatch 
Thoſe Centuries ro our ayd,thereſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding,if we loofe the Field, 
We cantiot keepethe Towne. 
Lies, Feare not Our care Sirs 


(o». Though 1 could wiſh, 


Lar. Hence;and ſhut your gates upon's: 
Our Guider come,to th'Roman 
: eAlorum,as in Battaile. 


Enter Martins and Auffidixes at ſeverall doores, 
Mar. Ile fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worſe thena Promiſe-breaker. 
Anf; We hatealike: 
Not Aﬀrike ownes a Serpent 1 abhorre 
More then thy Fame and Enuy:;Fix thy foot. 
Mar. Let the firſt Budger dye the others Slave, 
And the Gods doome himafter. 
Asf. If I flye Martins, hollow me like a Hare. 
Har. Within theſe three houres Tallns 
Alone I fought in your Corio/us walles, 
And made what worke I pteag'd:Tisnot my blood, 
Wherein thou ſeeſt me maskt,for thy Revenge 
Wrench up thy power to tl'higheſt, 
. eFuf. Wer'tthou the Hefor, | | 
| That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, | 
Thou ſhould'ſt not ſcape me heere. | | 
Heerethey fight, and certaine Volces come in the ayde of 
Huffid. Martins fights til they be driven is breathes, 
Oitticious and not valiant, you have ſham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds, 
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My Noſe that bled,or foyl'd ſome debile Wretch, | 


bo A 


Flourifh. Alarum. eA Retreat is ſounded. Enter at ' Which without note, here's many clſe havedone, 
one Doore Communswwith the R,omanes : At You ſhoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolicall, 
another Doore Martins with his AsSif Tlov'd my little ſhould be dicted 
Armeina Scarſe. In prayſes,fawc'ſt with Lies. 
(om. Too modeſt are you: 
{om. 1f 1 ſhouldtell thee o'rethis thy dayes Worke, | More cruell to your good report,then grateful} 
Thou't not beleeve thy deeds: but Ile report it, Tous,that give you — your patience, 
Where Senators ſhall mingle teares with ſmiles, If againſt your ſelfe you be incens'd,wee'le put you 
Where great Patricians ſhall attend,andſhrng, (Like one that meanes his proper harme)in Manacles, 
I'th'end admire:where Ladies ſhall be frighted, Then reaſon ſafely with you:Therefore beit knowne, 
And gladly quak'd,heare more: where the dull Tribunes, | Asto us,to all the World, That Cains Martins 
That with the fuſty Plebeans,hate.thine Honors, Weares this Warres Garland:in token of the which, 
Shall ſay againſt their hearts,We thanke the Gods My Noble Steed, knowne to the Campe,I give him, 
' Our Rome hath ſucha Souldier. - With all his trim belonging;and from this time, 
Yet cam'ſt thou to a Morlſell of this Feaft, For what he did before Coriolus,call him, 
Having fully din'd before, With all tWapplauſe and Clamor of the Hoaſt, 
| CMarcns Cains Coriolanns.Beare th'ddition Nobly yer? 
Enter Titans with bis Power, from1he Purſuit. Floariſh, Trumpets ſonnd,and Drums, 
. Omnes, Marcus Cains Cortelanus.. 
Titzs Lartins. Oh Generali: Mar. I will goe waſh: 
Here is the Steed, wee the Capariſon: And when my Face is faire,you ſhall perceive 
Badſt thou bchold——— Whether I bluſh, or no;howbeir,I thanke you. 
Mar. Pray nowgno more: I meane to ſtride your Steed,and atalltimes 
] My Mother,who ha's a Charter to extoll her Bloud, To under-creſt your good Addition, 
When ſhe do's praiſe me,grieves me: To th'faireneſſe of my power. 
I have done as you have done,that's what Ican, { 2m. So,to our Tent: 
Induc'd 8s you have becne;that's for my Countrey: W here ere we doe repoſe us, we will write 
He that ha's buteffeRed his good will, To Rome of our ſucceſſe:you Titus Leartins 
Hath overta'ne mine Act. : Muſt to { #r#6/us backe,ſend us to Rome 
Com. You ſhall not be the Grave of your deſer Vving, The beſt,w ith whom we may articulate, 
Rome muſt know the value of her owne: For their owne good,and ours. 
| Twere a Concealement worſe thena Theft, Lav. i ſhall, my Lord, 
Nolefſethen a Traducement, | Mar. The Gods begin to mocke me: 
To hide your doings,and to ſilencethat, I thatnow refus'd molt Princely gitts, 
Whichrto the ſpire,and top of praiſes vouch'd,, + Am bound to begge of my Lord Generall. 
Would ſeeme but modeſt:theretore I beſcech you, Com. Tak't,tis yours: what is't? 
To figne of what youare,not toreward | Har, I femetime lay here in Corzolus, 
| What you have done, before our Army heare me, - At a poore mans houſe:he us'd me kindly, 
| Afar. I have ſome Wounds upon me,and they ſmart He cry*dto me:I ſaw him Priſoner: 
To heare themſelves remembred. | But then Auffidins was within my view, 
Com. Should they not: : | And Wrath o're-whelm'*d my pitty:Lrequeſt you 
Well might they feſter *gainſt Ingratitude, To give my poore Hoſt freedome. | 
And tent themſclves with death:;cf all the Horſes, Com, Oh well begg'd: 
Whereof we have ta'ne good, and good ſtore of all, Were hethe Burcher of my Sonne, he ſhould | 
The Threaſure in this field atchieved.and City, Be free,as 15the Wainde:deliver him * r {tr 
We render youthe Tenth,to be ta'ne forth, Lat. e Hartins,his Name. 
Before the common diltribution, Mar. By Iupiter forgot: 
At your onely choiſc. I am weary,yca my memory 1s tyr'd: 
Har. I thanke you Generall: Have we no Wine here? 
But cannot make my heart conſent to take = Com. Goe wetoourTent: 
A Bribe,to pay my Sword: L.doe refuſe it, | The bloud upon your Viſagedryes,tis time 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, It ſhould be lookt to:come. Exeunt, 
That have beheid the doing. | 
A flouriſh. ( ornets. Enter Tullus eAuffidius 
A long flouriſh. They all cry, Martins, Martins, gr two or three 1" 
caft up their Caps and Launces:Cominins | 
"+. | ana Lartins ſtand bare. Ax. The Towneis ta'ne, 8 
Soul. Twill be deliver'd back andition, 
7a.May theſe ſame Inſtruments,which you prophane. Axf. Condition? RR 
Never ſound more:when Drums and Trumpets ſhall I would I werea Roman,for I cannot, 
I'th'field prove fatterers,let Cours and Cities be  - Being a Yoſce,be,that I am. Condition? 
Made all of falſe-fac'd ſoothing: ; W hat good Conditzon cana Treaty finde | 
When Steele growes ſoft,asthe Paraſites Silke, I'th'part that isat mercy?five times, Martins, 
| { Ler himbe madean Overture for th*Warres: I havefought with thee;ſo often haſt thou beat me: 
| No more ſay,forthatT have not waſh'd And would'ſt doe ſo,Ithinke,ſhonld weencoffutcr | 
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| Ande often 2s we cate. By the Elements, 
Ifereagainel meet him beard co beard, 
He's mine, or Iam his : Mine Emulation 
Hah not that honor in't it had: For where 
Ithought rocruſh him in an equall Force, 
True 
Or wrath, or Craft may get him. 


Sword to Sword : Ile potche at him fome way, 


Sol. He's the divell, » EY 
_ A»f-Bolder, though not ſo ſubtle:my valors poifon'd, 


Wirh onely ſuffring ſtaine by him : for him 

Shall ye out of it {elfe, nor ſleepe, nor ſanftuary, 
Being naked, ficke ; nor Phane, nor Capitol, 

The Prayers of Prieſts, nor times of Sacrifice : 

| Embarquements all of Fury, ſhalllifrup | 

Their rotten Priycledge,and Cuſtome *gainſt 
My hate to CAMartins, Where I finde him, were it 
At home, upon my brothers Guard, cyen there 
Againſt the hoſpitable Canon, would I | ; 
Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Goe you to th'City, 
Learne how 'tis held, and what they are that muſt 
Be Hoſtages for Rome. 


Sol. Will not you goe? 
Avf. I am attended at the Cyprus grove. I pray you 


(Tis South the City Miis) bring me word thither 
How the world goes : that to the pace of ic 
I may ſpurre on my journey- 


Sol; I (hall fir. 


Pn —— 


Aus Secundus. 


__ *vweoaa 


ee 
_—_— 


Enter CMenenius with the two Tribune of the 
people, Sicinius & Brut. 


Men, The Augurertels 'me, we ſhall have Newes to 


nighe. 


Bru. Good or bad? $i. 
Men, Not according tothe prayer of the people, for 


they love not Adartime 


Sicin. Nature teaches Beaſts to know their friends. 

Men, Pray you, whodoes the Wolfe love ? 

Sicin. The Lambes 

Men. I, todevour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Martins. 

Bru. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 

Men. He'sa Beare indeed, that lives like a Lambe. 
You twoare old men, tcll me one thing that I ſhallaske 
you. 

Both. Well fir. | | 

Men.Tn what enormity is Martins poore in,that you 


| two have not in abundance? 


Brs. He's poore in no one fault, but ſtor'd withall. 
Ficin, Eſpecially in Pride. . 

Bru. And toppingall others in boaſt. 

Men, This is ſtrangenow : Doe you two know, how 


| YOu are cenſured here in the City, 1 meane of usa'thrighr 


hand File, doe you ? | 
Both, Why ? how are we cenſur'd ? 


Men. Becauſe you talke of Pridenow, will you not 


angry? - 
Botb, Well, well fir, well. | 
MHen.\Why*cis no great matter ; for a very little theefe 
* Occafion, will rob yoy of a great deale of Paticnce : 


TCV | 


— 


 triviall motion: Onexthat converſes more witht 


could! 
Both, Whatthenſic? e ERS 
Men. Why then you ſhould diſcover a briiee*of tm» 

meriting, proud, violent,teſty Magiltrates (alias Fodtes) 

aSanyin Rowe. af? | of S ' | «mae 
Seen, CMenerits you are knowne well enonghroo. 


but aninteriour ſurvey of your good ſelves.Ohr that you 


een. Iam knowne to be a humorous Patritian,and | 


onethat loves acupof hot Wine,withnor a drop of aJay- 
ing Tiber in't:Said, to be ſomething imperfett in'fayou- | 
ring the firſt complaint, haſty and Tinder-like v 


tocke of the night,then with the (forehead ofthe mox- | 
ning. W hat I thinke,I utter, and ſpend my malicein my | 
breath. Meeting two ſuch Weales men as you are (1 can- | 


| not call your Licurgsſſes if the drinks you give me,touch | 


my Palat advc1fly, I makea crooked face at it. I can ſay, | 
your Worfhippes have deliver'd the matter welf, when . 
I indethe Aſie in compound; with the Major” part of 
your ſyllables. And though I'maſt be content to beare 
with thoſe,that ſay you are reverend grave, yet they lye 
deadly, that tell you have good faces; if you ſee this in : 


the Map of my Microcoſime,followes it that Iam known | 
wellenough too ? What harme can your beeſome Con- | 


{peRuirics gleane out of this CharraRter, if T be knowne 
well enough too? 
Brx. Come fir come, we know you wll enough. | 
Men, You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any | 
thing : youare ambitious, for poore knaves cappesand | 


legges : you weare outa good wholeſome Forenoone, in | 


hearing a cauſe betweene an Orendge wife,and a Forſtt- | 
ſeller, and then rejourne the Controverſe of three-pence | 


toa ſecond day of Audience. When you are hearing a | 
matter betiveene party and party, if you chance to bee | 


pincid withthe Collicke: you make faces like Mum- 
mers, {et up the bloody Flagge againſt all Patience, and | 
!aroaring for a Chamber-por, diſmiſle: the Controverſie | 
bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing: All the 
peace you make intheir Caufe, is calling both the parties 
Knaves. You area payre cf ſtrange ones. 


Bru. Come, come, yon are well underſtood to beat 
perfeter gyber for the Table, thena-neceſlary Bencher | 


inthe Capitoll. : | A OO | 
Men, Our very Prieſts muſt become Mockerf, if they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous Subjetts as you are,when | 


you fpeake belt unto the purpoſe. It is noc worth the | 


wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deſervenot ſo 
honorablea grave, asto ſtuffea Botchcrs Cuſhion, orto 


-be intomb'd in an Aſſes Packe-ſaddle ; yet you muſt bee | 


ſaying, Afertixs is prond : whoin a cheape eſtjmation,is ; 
worth all your predeceſſors, ſince Dexcation, though per- | 
adventure ſome of the beſt of 'em were hereditary hang- | 
men. God den to your Worſhips,more of your conver- | 
ſation would infe&t my braine, being the Heardſmen of | 
the Beaſtly Plebeians. I will be boldto take my leave of 

« | 


yous | 
Alidt., 
Enter 


Bruins, and Sicmitns. 


on,to | 
Sc But- [ 


Yam a 
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Cortolanus. 
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Enter Uolunnia,and Valeria. 


How tiow (my as faireas Noble JLadyes, and the Moone 
were ſhe Earthly, no Nobler ; whither doe you follow 
ſo faſt ? 

Volum. Honorable Menenini,ay Boy Martins appro- 
ches: for the love of [uno let's goes 

Menen. Ha? Mertins comming home? 

 Valum. 1, worthy Menenins,and with molt proſperous 

approbation, | 

Menen., Take my Cappe /upirer, and Ithanke thee : 
hoo, rtins comming home ? 

2. Ladies. Nay, tis true _ 
Yelum. Looke, here's a Letter from him, the State hath 
another, his Wite another, and([thinke) there's une at 
home for you. 


Menen, 1 will make my very houſe reele to night ; 


{ A Letter for me ? 


Virgil. Yes certaine, there's a Letter for you, I ſaw't. 

CHMenes: A Letter for me ? it gives me an Eſtate of {e- 

ven ycereshealth ; in which time, I will make a Lippe at 
the Phyſician: The moſt foveraigne Preſcription in Galen, 
isbut Empcrickqutique 3 and tothis Preſervative, of no 
better report then a Horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded? 
Utrod.. Oh no, no, no. | 
UVolum. Oh, he is wounded, Ithanke the gods for't. 
Menen, So doe Ltoo, ifit be not too much: bringsa 
ViRorie in his Pocket ? the wounds become him. 

Volum. On's Browes : Menenis, he comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland . 

Mencr. Ha's he diſciplin'd Auffidine ſoundly ? 

Volum. Titm Lartius writcs,they fought together,but 
Auffidirs got off. 

HMenen, And*twas time for him tco, 1le warrant him 
that: and he had ſtay'd by him, I wold-not have beene ſo 
fiddious'd, for all the Cheſts in Coriolus, and the Gold 
that's in them. Is the Senate poſleſt-of this? . 

Pelum. Good Ladies let's goes. Yes , yes, yes: The 
Senate ha's Letters from the Generall, wherein he gives 
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warrc:he hath in this 
ation out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Uater. In troth, there's wondrous thingsſpoke of him. 

Menen. Wondrous; I, I warrant you, andnot wicth- 
out his true purchaſing, 

Vargil. The guds grant them true, 

Yoluns, True > pow wawe 

Mene, True? lebe ſworne they are true : where is 
he wounded,God fave your good Worſhips? IHarrin 
is comming home : he ha's more cauſe tro be prowd : 
where is he wounded ? 

Uolur. Ith' Shoulder, and ith'Icft Arme:therewill be 
large Cicatricesto ſhew the People, when he ſhall ſtand 
for his place : he reecivedinthe repulſe of Tarquin ſeven 
hurts ith'Body. 

Men.One ith*Necke, and two itt Thigh;therc's nine 
that I know, ; 

Uelum. He had, before this laſt Expedition, twenty 


| five Wounds upon him. 


Men, Now it'srwenty ſeren ; every gaſh was an E- 


| nemics Grave, Hearke, the Trumpets. 


ef ſhowt, and Flour. 
UVoelum. Theſe arethe V ſhers of Hari : 
Before him, he carryes Noyle; | 
And bchinde him, he lcaves Teares: 


———_— 


Death, that darke Spirit, in's nerv y Arme doth lye, A 
W hich being advanc'd, declines, and then men dye, 


| E Sonet. Trumpets ſound, 
Enter Comminus the G enerall, and Titis Lartiue: betwery 
them Coriolanus,crown' dwith an Oaken 
Garland, with (*uptaines and Soul- 
diert, and a Heranld. 

Hera. Know Rotne, that all alone Martine did f 
Within Coriolus Gates : where he hath wonne, 
With Fame, a Name to Martine Caine : 

Theſe in honor followes Martine Caine, Coriolanu, 
+» <Icometo Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 
Sound. Flonriſh. 

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanu, 

Corio, No more of this, it does offend my heart; pray 
now no more. | 

Com. Looke, Sir, your Mother. 

Cerio, Oh [you have, I know, petition'dall the gods 
for my proſperity. Kneeles. 

Volum. Nay, my good Souldier, up : 

My gentle ©#Zar1545, worthy (ins, 
And by deed-atchieving Honor newly nam'd, 
W hatis it (Coriolavws) muſt I call thee ? 

But oh,thy Wife. 

Corio. My gracious ſilence, haylc : LS, 
Would'ſt thou have laugh'd,had Icome Coiffin'd home, 
That weep'ſt to ſee metriumph ? Ah my deare, 
Such eyes the Widowes in Coriolus weare, 

And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. _ 
Men, Now the gods Crowne thee. 
Com. Andliveyou yet ? Oh my ſweet Lady, pardon, 

Yo1um. I know not where to turne. 

Oh welcome home: and welcome General], 
And yare welcomeall. 

Alen. A hundred thouſand Welcomes: 
I could weepe, and I could laugh, 
lam light, and heavy ; welcome : 

A Curle beginat very root on's heart, 
That is nor gladto ſee thee. 

You arethree, that Rome ſhould dote on: 
Yetby the faich of men, we Have 

Some ald Crab-trees here at home, 

That will not be grafted to your Relliſh. 
Yet welcome Warriors: 

We call a Nettle, but a Nettle ; 

And the faults of fooles, butfolly. 

Con, Ever right. 

Cer, AMenenius, ever, ever. 

Hera. Give way there, and goe On. 

Cor. Your Hand, and yours ? 

Ere in our owne houſe I doe ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited, 
From whom I have receiv'd not onely greetings, 
But with them, change of honors. 
Volum. I hayclived, 
To ſceinherited my very Wiſhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy : 
Onely there'sone thing wanting, 
Which (I doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caſt apon thee. 

Cer. Know, good Mother, 

T had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Tenſway with them in theirs. 
Flowriſb. 


Cem. On, to the Capitoll. Cormt!. 


u# Stats, as before: 
E xenns in Stats, ea 
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Enter Brutus and Sicmins. 


re. Alltonguesſpeake of him, and the bleared fights 
Are ſpeRacled toſee him. Your pratling Nurſe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, £p- 
While ſhe chats him : the Kitchin CAHa/kin pinnes 
Her richeſt Lockram *bout her reochy necke, 
Clambring the Wallstoeye him : 
Stalls, Bulkes, Windowes, are ſmother'd up, 
Leades hi11'd, and Ridges hors'd 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing 
In earneſtneſle to ſee him : ſeld-ſhowne Flamins 5 
Doe preſſe among the popular Throngs, and puffe | 
To winne a vulgar ſtation : our veyPd Dames 
Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 
In their niccly gawded Checkes, toth*wanton fpoyle 
Of Phebus burning Kiſfes : ſuch a poother, 
Asif that whatſoever God, who leades him, 
Wereflyly crept into his humane powers, 
And gave him gracefull poſture. | 
Sic, On the ſuddaine, I warrant him Conſull. | 
Bra. Then our Office may, during his power, goe 
lleepes. - | 
$:ci, He cannot temp'rately tranſport his honors, 
From where he ſhould begin, and end, but wall 
Loſe thoſe he hath wonne. 
Bru, In that there's comfort, 
S$icin, Doubt not, 
The Commoners,for whom we ſtand, but they 
Vpon their ancient mallice, wiltforget 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honors, : 
Which that he will give them, make as little queſtion, | 
As he is prowd to doo't. 
Bru, 1 heard him ſweare 
| Were heto ſtand for Conſull, never would he | 
Appeare 'th*Market place, nor on him put 
The Naples Veſture of humility, 
Nor ſhewing (as the manner is) his Wounds 
Toth'people, begge their ſtinking Breaths, 
Sis. *Tis right. 
Bris, It was his word : 
Oh he would miſle it, rather then carry ir, 
But by the ſuite of the Gentry to him,: 
Andthe defire of the; Nobles. | | 
Sci. I wiſh no better, then have him hold that pur- 
poſe, and to put it in execution» 
Bru, *Tis moſt like be will. 
S:cz. It ſhall be to-him then, as our good wills; a fare 
deſtruction. | 
Bru. So it muſt fall out 
Tohim, or our Authoritics,for an end. 
We muſt ſuggeſt the People, in what hatred | 
He {till hath held them : that to's power he would 
Have made them Mules, filcne'd their Pleaders, 
Anddifproportioned their Freedomes;holding them, 
In humane Aion, and Capacity, 
Of no more Soule, nor fitneſſe for the world, | 
Then Cammels in their Warre, who have their Provand 
 Otely for bearing Burthens, and ſore blowes 
tor finkingunderthem. | 
Sici. This (as you ſay) ſuggeſted, ; 
atſome ttme, when his ſoaring inſolence 
Shall reach thePeople, which time ſhall not want, | 
be pat upon't, and that's as caſie, 
ASto ſetDogges on Sheepe, will be his fire | 


dh 


». —_ 


To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter 4 e Meſſenger. 


Era, What's the matter ? 
_ CMeſſ. Youare ent for to the Capital : 
Tis thought, that arrive ſhall be Conſull : 
I have ſccnethe dumbe men throng toſce hims 


| And the blind to hcare him ſpeak: Matrons flong Gloyes, 


Ladies and Maids their Scarftes, and Handkerchers, 
Vpon him as hepaſs'd : the Nobles bended 
As to [oves Statue, andthe Commons made 
A Shower, and Thunder, withtheir Caps, and Show ts ; 
I never ſaw thelike. 
Bra, Let's tothe Capitoll, 
And carry with useares andeyes forth'time, 
But hearrsfor the event. 


Sics, Have with you. Exennts 


Enter two Offigers , to lay Cuſhions , 46 at were, 
32 the Capitall. 


I. Off, Come,come, they are almoſt here: how many 
ſtand for Conſulſhips ? | 

2. Off. Three, they ſay: but *tis thought of every one 
Ccriolanus will carry it- | 

I.Off. That's a brave fellow:but he's vengeance prowd, 
and loves notthe common people. 


2, Off. * Faith, there hath beene many great men that; 


have flatter'd the people, who ne*re loved them;and there 
be many that they have loved,they know not wheretore: 
ſothat if they love they know not why, they hate upon 
no better aground. Therefore, for Corcolane neither ro 
care whether they love, or hate him, manifeſts the true 
knowledge he ha's in their difpoſition,and ont cf his No- 
ble carcleſneſle lets them plainely fſce't. 

1. Off: Ifhe did not care whether he had their love,or 
no, he wavcd indifferently, *twixt doing them neither 
200d, nor harme : but he {cekes their hate with greater 
devotion,then they can render it him;and leaves nothing 
undone, that may fully diicover him their oppoſite. Now 
to ſeeme to affet the malliceand diſpleaſure of the Peo- 
ple, isas bad, as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them 
for their love. 


2. Off. He hath deſerved worthily of his Countrey, | 


and his aſcent isnot by ſuch caſie degrees as thoie, who 
having beene ſupple and courteonstothe People, Bon- 
netted, withour any further deed,to have them art all into 


their eſtimation, and oo but he hath fo planted bis } 


honors intheir Eyes, and his ations in theirhearts, that 
far their Tongues to be {ilenr, and not contetie ſo much, 
were a kinde of ingratefull injury :toreportocher wiſe, 
werea Mallice,thar giving itſelfe the Lye, would piucie 
reproofe and rebuke from every Ezrethat heard ir, 

I. off. No more of him, he's a worthy man 3 make 
way, they are comming, 


A Sonnet, Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of 
the People, Liftors before them ; Coriolanus, Me 
nenius, Commins the Conſull : Sicinius aud . 
Bruins take their plates by themſelves - 
Corjolansis ſtands. 
Men. Having determin'd of the Volces, 
Andro ſend for Titus Lartins : it remaines, 


} Asthe maine Point of this our after-meeting, 
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The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


To gratifie his Noble ſervice; that hath 

Thus ſtood for his Country. Therefor pleaſe you, 
Moſt reverend and grave Elders, to defire 

The preſent Conlull, andlaſt Generall, 

In onr weli-found Succefles,ro report = 

A little of that worthy Workz, perform'd 


| By Martine Cains Coriolanus : whom 


We met here, both to thanke; and toremember, 
With honors like himſclfe. 

I. Sen. Speake, good Comins : ; 

Leave nothing out for length, and make usthinke 
Rather our ſtates defective for requitail, 
Then we to ſtretch it ont. Maſters a'th'People, 
Wedoe requeſt your kindeſt eare : and afcer 
Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yeeld what pafles herc. 

Sicm, Weare convented 


—— 


of our Aſſembly. 
Bru. Whichthe rather we ſhall 


to priz'd them at. 
been ſilent : Pleaſe you to heare Cominires ſpeake ? 
pertinent then the rebuke you give It. 


their Bedfellow : Worthy Commins ſpeake. 
| Corielant riſes, and offers to goe aways 
Nay, keepe your place. 
Sezat. Sir Corio{and : uever ſhame to hrare 
What you have Nebly done. 
Corio. Your honors pardon : | 
T had rather have my Wounds to heale againe, 
Then heare {ay how I got them. 
Byz. Sir, I hope my words dis-bench'd you not ? 
Corio. NoSir : yes oft, 
When blowes have made me ſtay, I fled from words. 
You ſooth'd not, therefore hurt not ; but your people, 
I love them as they weigh——— 
 CIen. Pray now fit downe. 


PE 


When the Alarum were ſtruck, then idly fit 
To heare my Nothings monſter'd, 
Men, Maſters of the People, 

Your multiplying Spawne, how can he flatter 2 

Thar's thouſand to one good one, when you noxy ſee 

He hadrather ventureall his Limbes for honor, 

Then on ones Eares to heare it. Procced { ommirs. 
(om. I ſhall lacke voyce : the deeds of Coriolants 

Souid not be mter'd feebly : it is held, 

That Valour is the chicteſt V-rtue, And' 

Moſt dignifies the haver - if ic be, 

- The man I fpeake of, cannot inthe World 

Be ſingly counter-poys'd. Ar fixtecne yeeres, 

When Targnin made a Head for Rome, he fought 

Beyond the marke of others : our then Dictator, 

* Whom with all praiſe Ipoint at, ſew him fight, 

| When with his Amazonian Shinne he drove 


} The brizled Li ppes before him : he beſtrid 


An o're-preſt Roman, and fth'Conſuls view 
Slew three Oppoſers : Tarquens felfe he mer, 

And ſtrucke him-on his Knee : in that dayes feates, 
| When he might a& the Woman inthe Scene, 

He prov'd beſt mani*ch*held, and for his meed 

| Was Brow-bound withthe Oake. His Pupil-age 


wth 


upon a pleaſing Treaty, ard 
have hearts inclinable to honor and advance the 'Theame 


be bleſt to doe; if he 
remember a kinder value of the People,then he hath here- 


Aen, That's off, that's off: I would you rather had 
Bra. Moſt willingly: but yet my Caution was more 


Mes. He loves your People, bnt tye him not to be 


Corio. I had rather have one ſcratch my Head !th'Sun, 


Exit Coriolanms. 


Man-entredtbus, he wated like a Sea, 
And in the brunt of ſeventeene Batrailes fince, 
Helurcht all Swords o'ch Garland: for this laſt, 
Before, and in Coriolus, let me ſay 
I cannot ſpeake him home : he ſtopt the flyers; 
And by his rare example made the Coward 
Turneterror into ſport : as Waves before 
A Veſſellunder fayle, ſo men obey'd, 
And fell below his Stem : his Sword (Deaths ſtampe) 
W here it did marke, it tooke from faceto foot: 
He was a thing of Blood, whoſe every motion 
Was trim'd with dying Cryes : alone he entred 
The mortall Gate o'th'City, which he painted 
+ ith ſhunlefle defamy : aydelefle came off. 
And with a fuddeti re-tnforcement ſtrucke 
Cariolus like a Planet : now all*sthis, : 
W hen by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce 
His ready ſence : then ſtratght iis doubled ſpirit 
Requickned what in fleſh was fatigate, 
And to the Battaile came he, where he did 
Runne recking ore the lives of men, as if 
*Twere a perpetuall ſpoyle ; and till we call'd 
Both field and Citty ours, he never ſtood 
Toeaſc his breſt with painting. 
Men. Worthy man. 
Senat. Hee cannot but with meaſure fit the honors 
which we deviſe him. 
Com. Our ſpoyles he kickt at, 
Andlook'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common Mucke o'th World : he covets leſle 
Then Miſery it ſelfe would give, rewards his deeds 
| With doing them, and iscontent 
To ſpend the time, to endit. _ 
Men. He's righe Noble, let him be call'dfor; * 
Senat. Call Cortolanss. 
Off. He doth appeare. 


Enter (oriolanus. 


en, The Senate, (orvolanys, are well pleagd tomake 
thee Conſull, 

Corio: I doeowethem ſtill my life, and Services. 

Hem. It then remaines, that you doe ſpeake to the 
. People. 

Corio. Idoe beſeech you; 

Eet me 0're-leape that cuſtome ; for I cannot 

Put on the Gowne, ſtand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds ſake, togive their fufferage : 
Pleaſe you that I may paſſe this doing. 

Sscin. Sir,the People muſt have their Voyces; 
| Neither will they bateone jot of Ceremony-. 

Men, Put them not too't : 

Pray you goe fit youtothe Cuſtome, 
And take to you, as your Predecefſors have, 
Your honor with your forme. 

C orie. It isa part that 1 ſhall bluſh in ating, 
And might well be taken from the People. 

Bru. Marke you that. 

Corio, Tobragunto them,thusI did, andthus 
Shew them th'unaking Skarres, which I ſhould hide, 
As if I had receiv'd them for theyre 
Oftheir breath onely. 

Men. Doe nor ſtand uporrt : 

Werecommend to you Tridunes of the People 
Our purpoſe to them; and to our Noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all Ioy,and honor 


Send. 


DO — 


- 


| 
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Smar.To Coriolanu come all joy and honor. 
 Flonriſo Cornets. q ; 
Then Exennt. CManet Sicinins and Britus. 


' Bru. You ſce how he intends to uſe the people. . 


Sicin,May they perceive's intent: he will require them 

As if he did contemane what he requeſted, 

Should be in themto give. 

Frs. Come, we'll informe them 

Ofour proceedings heere onthiMarket place, 

I know they doe attend us. 5g * 
Emer ſeven or eight Citizens. | 

1. (it. Once if he doe requue our voyces, we ought 

notto deny him, 

2, Cit. We may Sir if we will. Wee 

3 Cit, We have power in our ſelves to doe it,butit 1s 

apower that we hayeuo power todoe : For, if he ſhew 

vs his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 

tongacs into thoſe wounds, and ſpeake for them : So if 

he tellus his Noble deeds, we muſt allo tell him our noble 

acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monſtrus,and for the 

multitude to be ingratefull, were to make a (Monſter of 

the multitude ; of the which, we being members,ſhould 

bring our ſelves tobe monſtrous members, 72 

1 Cir. Andto make ys no better thought of a little 

helpe will ſerve : for once we ſtood up about the Corne, 

he himſelfe ſtucke not to'call us the many-headed Mul- 


| titude. 


3 (it. We have beene call'd ſo ofmany, not that our 
heads are ſome browne, ſome blacke, ſome Abram, ſome 
bald ; but that our wits are ſodiverſly Coulord ; andtruc- 
ly I thinke, iFall our wits were to iflue out of one Scull, 
they would ſlye Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, and their con- 
ſent af one dire way, ſhouid be at once to all the points 
7th Compaſle. ; 

2(it. Thinke you ſo? Which way doe you judge my 
wit would flyes 

3 Cir, Nay your wit will not ſo ſoone out as another 

mans will, *tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in ablockehead : but 

if it were at liberty, twould ſure Southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. Tolooſe ir cake ina Fogge, where being three 

parts melted away with rotten Dewes , the forth would 

returne for Conſcience ſake, to helpe to get thee a Wife. 

2 (it. Youare never without your trickes, you may, 
JOu mays LES. 

3 Cit, Are you allreſolv'd to give your voyces ?, But 
thats no matter, the greater part carries it, I ſay. If he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthicr 
man. 

Enter Coriolanus in a gowne of Humility, with 
CMenenits, 


| Heere he comes, and inthe Gowne of humility, marke 


his behavio ur:we are notto ſtay al together,but to come 
by him where he ſtands, by ones, by twocs, by & threes. 
te'sto make his requeſts by particulars, wherein every 
Me of us ha'sa {ingie Honor, in giving him our owne 
Yoyces with our owne tongues,therefore follow me,and 
lediret you how you ſhall goe by him. 
All. Content, content. LY 
eAHen.Oh Sir, you fe norright ; have you notknown 
worthieſt menhave don't? $3206 
Coo. What muſt I ſay, I pray Sir ? 
upon't, I cannetbring 1279 15-618 = 
My tongue to ſach a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, 
| got them in my Countrics Service, when 
mecertaine of your Brethren roar'd, and ranne 


— 


| 


| From th'noiſe of our owne Drummes; 


| 


ſens Oh me the gods, you muſt not ſpeake ofthat, 
You muſt defire _ ro 'binke upon you, I 
Corio. Thinke upon-me ? Hang'em, ESE 
I would they would forget me, likethe Vertues'* 
W hichour Divines-loſe by em. FS 
Men. You'll marreall, + | 
Ile leave you: Pray you ſpeake toem, I pray yau” 
In wholſome atanner. AN Ext. 


Emer three of the Cintzens, Fs p 
Cari. Bid them waſh their Faces, | 
And keepe their teeth cleane : So heere comes a brace, 
You know the cauſe (Sir) of my ſtanding heere, | 
3 Cit. We do Sir, tell us what hath brought you too't- 
Corio. Mine owne deſert, 
2, Cit. Your owne deſert. 
Corio. I, no.mine owne deſire. 
3 Civ. Hownot:your owne deſire ? EF 
C'oria.. No Sir'twas never my defire yet totrouble the 
poore with begging. FE | 
3 Ci. You muſt thinke if we give you any thing, we | 
hope to gaine by you. F 
Corio, Well then 1 pray, your pricea*th Conſulſhip, | 
I Cit. The prices, to aske it kindly, ER 
Corio, Kindly fir,] pray let meha't: Thave wotmdsto | 
ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private: your good 
voyce Sir, whatſay you? EET” | 
2 Cit. You ſhall ha't worthy Sir, YR. 
Corio. A match Sir, theres in all two worthy voyces 
begg'd : I have your Almes, Adiea. 
3 Cir, But this is ſomething odde./ 
2 Cit, And twereto giveagaine ; but tisno matter. | 
Exennt, Emer pwoothey Citizens, | 
Corio, Pray you now, if it may-fſtand with the tune 
of your voyces, that I may be Conſull, I have heere the 
Cuſtomary Gowne. | | 
1- You have deſerved Nobly of your Country, and | 
you have notdeſcrved Nobly.- + | | 
Corio. Your Anigma. | | 
I. You have bcenealſcourge to her enemies,you haye 
bin a Rod to her Friends, you have notindeed loved the 
Common people. - . A 0 
(rio. You ſhould account me -the more Vertugus, | 
that I have notbin common in my Love, I will fir flatter | 
my ſworne Brother the people to carne a deerer'tſtima- 
tion of them,'tis a condition they account gentle: & fince | 
the wiſedome of their choyce, israther to have rmy har, 
then my heart, I will practice the infinuating nod,and be 
off 60 them moſt counterfetly, that is fir, I will counter. | 
fet the bewichment of ſome popular man, and give it þ 
bountifull tothe defires : Thereforebeſcech you; I may 
be Confull. ; 4A $2 
2 We hope to find you our friend : and therefore give 
you our voyces heartily. - - | = 
1 You have received many wounds for your Coun- 
trey. . | | | 
Corio. TI will not Scale your knowledge with ſhewing | 
them. I will make muctr of your voyces, and ſo trouble 
youno farther. 2? ER TION 
Both. The gods give you joy Sir heartily. 
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Cerio. Moſt ſweet Yoyces : ©! 
Berter ir is to dye, better to terye, © N 
Then crave the hire, which firft we doedeferve.-.. | 
Why in this Woolviſh gowne ſhould 1 ſtand heete,” | 
To begge of Hoband Dicke, that doesappeere*” © - *| 
: Do < —  E 


mw A 


* # e z 
_ 


cp ——_ —— 


RESO 


——_ 


tm rad 


—_— 


' The Tragedy of Coriolanys. 


;, 

* & 

wed of 17 
- 


Their neadlefie Vouches: Cuſtome calls me too't.. 
What Cuſtome wills in all things, ſhould we doo't 
The Duſt on antique Time would lye unſwept, 
And mountainous Errorbe roo highly heapt, 
For Truth to o*ce-peere. Rather then foole itſo, 
Let the high Ojlice and the Honor gos 
To one that would doe thus. I am halfe through, 
The one part ſuffered, the other will Idoe. 
Enter three Citizens more. 
Here come moe Voyces. 
Your \t- dn ? for your Voyces I have fought, 
| Watcht for your Voyces : for your Voyces, beare - 
Of Wounds, two dozen odde : Battailes thrice fix 
I have ſcene, and heard of: for your voyces, 
Have done many things, ſome leſſe, ſome more : 
Your Voyces ? indeed I would be Confull. 
I Cit. He ha's done Nobly, and cannot goe without 
any honeſt mans Voyce. 
. 2 C#. Therefore let him be Conſull : the Gods give 
him joy ,and make him gaed friend to the people. 
All. Amen, Amen. God fave thee, Noble Conſull, 
Corio, Worthy Voyces. 


.” Enter CMenenins, with Brutus aud Sicinis. 


Hen. You haveſtood your Limitation ; 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Remaines, that in th'Orhiciall Markes inveſted, 
You anon doe meet the Senate. | 
( orso. Is this done ?- . 
Sici. The Cuſtome of Requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 
The People doe admit you and are ſummon'd 
To mect anon, upon your approbation. 
Corio. W here?at the Senatc-houſc ? 
S:cs.: There, Coriolanw. 
Corio, May I change theſe Garments ? 
Stcin. You may Sir. 


Repayre toth'Senate-houſe, 
Men. Ile keepe you company. Will you along ? 
Brn.\We ſtay here for the People. 
Sin, Fare you well. 7 pr ( oriol. and Men. 
He ha's itnow: and by his Lookes, me thinkes, 
"Tis warme at's heart. | 
Bre.With a proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will youdilmiſſe the People ? 
+ Emter the Plebeians. 
Sics. How now,my Maſters, have you choſe this man? 
I Cit. He ha's our Voyces, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
2. Cit. Amen, Sir : to my poore unworthy notice, 
Hemock dus, when he begg'dour Voyces. 
| 3+ (#. Certainely, he flowted us downe-right. 
I» Cit.No, tis his kind of ſpeech,he did not mocke us. 
2. (it. Not one among us, ſave your ſelfe, but ſayes. 
He us'd us ſcornefully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His Markesof Merit, Wounds receiv'd for's Countrey. 
Sicin. W hy ſo he did, I am ſure. 
All. No, no; no man ſaw *cm. 
3. Cit. He faid he had Wounds, 
Which he could ſhew in private : | 
And with his Hat, thus waving it in ſcorne,' 
{ would be Conſul, fayes he : aged Cuſtome, 
| But by your Voyces, will not ſo permit me. 
Your Voyces therefore: when we granted that, 
| Here was, Ithanke you for your Voyces, thanke you 


” 


C ors. That Ile ſtraight do:and knowing my {elfe againe | 


| 
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1 


Your moſt ſweet Voyces:now you have left your Voyts 
I have no further with you. Was notthis mockery ? 
Siciw, W hy cither were you ighorant to {ce't® 
Or ſeeing it, of ſuch Childiſh fricndlinefle, 
To yeeld, your Voyces ? | 
Brs. Could you not have told him, 
As you wereleſfſon'd; When he had no Power, 
But was a petty ſeryant tothe State, 
He was your Enemy, everſpake againſt | 
Your Libertics, and the Charters that you beare 
Pch* Body of the Weale - and now arriving 
A place of Potency, and ſway o'ch'State 
It he ſhould ſtill malignantly rewaine | 
Faſt Foe toth' Plebey, your Voyces might 
Be Curſes to your ſelves. Yon ſhould have faid, 
That as his worthy deeds did clayme nolefle | 
Then what he ſtood for : ſo his gracious nature 
Would thinke upon yay, for your Voyces,and 
Tranſlate his Mallice towards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 
Sicw, Thus to have ſaid, TOR 
Asyou were fore-advisd, had toucht his Spirit, 
And try*d his inclination :from him pluckt, 
Either his gracious Promiſe, which you might 
As cauſe had call'd you up, have held himto ; 
Or elſe it would have gall'd his furly nature ; 
W hich cafily endures not Article, 
Tying him to ought, ſo putting him to Rage, 
You ſhould have ta'ne th'advantage of his Choller, 
And paſs'd him uneleced. 
Bru. Did you perceive, 
Hedid follicite you in free Contempt- 
When hedid necd your Loves : and doe youthinke, 
That his Contempr ſhall not be brubing to you, 
When he hathpower tocruſh ? Why, bad your 
No heartamong you? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againſt the Rectorſhip of judgement 2 
Sicin, Have you, ere now, deny*d the asker 3 
And nou againe, of him that did not aske, but mocke, 


yes 


. Beitow your ſu'd-for Tongues? | 


3. Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 

2, Cit. And will deny him: : 

Ile have five hundred Voyces of that ſound, _, 
I.Cit.ltwice five hundred, & their fricnds,to piece al 
Bru, Get you hence inſtantly, and tell thoſc friends, 

They have choſe a Conſul, that will from them take 

Their Liberties, make themof no more Voyce 

Then Dogges, thatarc as often beat for barking, 

AS therefore kept to doe ſo. : 

Sicin. Let them aſſemble : and on a ſafer jugement, | 
All revoke your ignorant election : Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate unto you: beſides, forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit heſcorn'd you : but your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, tooke from you 
Theapprehenfion of his preſent portance, _ 

Which moſtgibingly, ungravely, he didfaſhion 

After the inveterate Hate he beares you- 

Bru, Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 

That welabour'd (no impediment betweene) 

Burt that you muſt caſt your EleRion on him. | 
Sics.Say you choſe him, more after our commandacah 

Then as guided by your owne true affections, and ths 

Your winds pre-occupi'd with what you rather mu 

Then what you ſhould made you againſt thegraine 

To Voyce him Conſull, Lay the fault on us- 
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Brw. I, ſpareus not : Say, weread Lectures to you, 


How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, 
How ha tn , and what ſtocke he ſprings of, 
The Noble houſe o'th' Martians : from whence came 
That Ancus Martina, N #maes Daughters Sonne : 
Who after great Hoftilw here was King, . 
Of the ſame houſe Publrand Lnujnetue were, 
That our beſt Water; brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, ſo twice being Cerifor, 
Was his great Anceſtor. 
ici. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his perſon wrought, 
To be ſet high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances: but you have feund, 
Skaling his preſent,bearing with his paſt, 
That he's yonr fixed enemy ; and revoke 
Your {uddaine approbation. 
Bru. Say you ne're had don't, 


| (Harpe on that ill) bur by our putting on : 


And preſently, when you havedrawne your number, 
Repaire toth Capitoll, ; : 
eAl Wewllſo: almoſt all repent in theirelection. 
: | ALNE E xeunt Plebeians. 
Bra. Let ther goe on : EOS 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Then ſtay paſt doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refuſall, both obſerve andanſwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
Sicin, Toth Capitoll, come : 
We will be there before the ſtreame o'th'People : 
And this ſhall ſeeme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 
Which we have goaded on-ward. 


eA tus Tertius. 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenins,all the Gentry, 
| Cominixs Tits Lartins, and other Senators. 
(orio. Tullus Aufſidins then had made new head. 
Larti. He had my Lord, and that it was which caus'd 
Our ſwifter Compoſition. 
(rio. Sothen the Volces ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready when time ſhallprompt them, to make roade 
Vpon's againe, - 
Com. hey are worne (Lord Conſul) ſo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their Banners wave againe. 
('orio. Saw you Auffidins ? 
Larti, On lafegard he came to me,and did curſz 
Againſt the Volces, for they had ſo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne he is retyred ro Antium; 
Corio, Spoke he of me? 
Larti. He did, my Lord. 
({orio. How 2? what ? EE: 
Lati. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 
That of all things'upon the Earth, he hated 
Your perſon moſt : That he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopeleſſe reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call 'd your Vanquiſher- _ . 
Corio, At Antium lives he ? 
Larti. At Antium. bs 25 ? | 
Corso, 1 wiſh I had a caufe to ſeeke him there, 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 
| | Emer Sicinins, and Bratus., 
Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, .. 


Exennt 


—— —— 


The Tongues o'th'Conumon Mouth, I doe deſpiſe them : 


For they doe pranke themin Authority, 
Againſt all Noble ſufferance. 
$3c:m. Paſle no further. 
(0740. Hah? what is that ? 
. Bra. Tt will be dangerous to goe on-No further. 
(rio. What makes this change ? 
Hen. The matter? | 
Com, Hath he not paſs'd the Noble,and the Commons? 
Bru. Comms, no. 
Corio. Haye I had Childrens Voyces? 
Senat. Tribunes give way,he ſhall roth'Market place, 
Bru. The People are incens'd againſt him, 
Sicin, Stop,or all willfallin broyle. 
Coro, Are theſe your heard ? 
Muſt theſe have Voyces, that can yeeld them now, 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongs? what are your Offices 
You being their Mouthes,why rule you nor their Teeth? 
Have you not ſetthem on ? 
CMHenx. Be calme, be calme. 
Corio Itis a purpogs'd thing, and growes by Plot, 
Tocurbe the will ofthe Nobility : 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch ascannot rule;” 
Norever will beruled. | 
Bru, CalFt not a Plot : 
The People cry you mockt them: and of late, 
When Corne was given them gratz, yourepin'd, 
ScandaP'd the Suppliants : for the People, calld them 
Trme-pleaſers, flatterers, foes to Nobleneſle, 
Corio. Why this was knowne before. 
Bre, Not tothem all, 
Corio, Have youinfarmd them ſithence ? 
Bru. How? 1linforme them ? 
Com. You are like to doe ſuch buſineſſe. 
Bru. Not unlike each way tobetter yours. 
Corio. W hy then ſhould I be Conſull ? by yond Clouds 
Let medeſerve ſoill as you, and make me 
Your tellow tribune. 
Sicin, You ſhew too much of thar, 
For which the People ſtirre : if you will paſſe 
To where youare bound, you muſt enquire your way, 
Which youare out of, witha gentler ſpirit, 
Or never be ſo Nobleas a Contull, 
Nor yoake with him for Tribune. 
Men. Lets be calme, 
Com, The Peopleareabus'd : ſet on, this paltring 
Becomesnot Rome : nor ha's Corio/anrue 
Deſery'd this ſo diſhonourd Rub, layd falſely 
Ith plaine Way of his Merit. 
( »rie. Tell me of Corne ! this was my ſpeech, 
And I will ſpeakt againe. 
Hen. Not now, not now. 
Senat. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Corso. Now as T live, I will. 
My Nobler friends, I ccave their pardons : 
For the mutable ranke-tented Meyny, 
Let them regard.me, as I doe not flatter, 
And therein behold themſelves : I fay againe, 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſh gainſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebelhon, Infolence,Sedition, 


Which we our fdves liave plowed for,ſowd.8& ſcatterd, | 


By mingling them with us, the honord Number, 
Who lacke nor Vertue, no, nor Power, but that + 
Which they have given to Beggers. 
Xen. Well, no more. | 
.Senat. No more words, we beſeech you, 


{orio. How ? nomore ? = 
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As for my Country, I have ſhed my blood, 

Not fearing outivard force ; So ſhall my Lungs. 
Ccine words till their decay, againſt thoſe Mcazels 
Which we difdaine ſhould Tetter us, yet ſought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You ſpcake a'th'people, as if you were a god, 
To puniſh ; Not a man of of their infirmity* 

Sicin, *T were well we let the people know'te 

Men. Whar, what? his Choller ? +. 

Cor. Choller > Were Ias patient as the midnight ſleep 
By Iove, twould be my, minde. : 

Sicin. It is a minde that ſhall remaine a poiſon 
Where it is : not poyſon any further. 

Corio. Shall rcmiine ? 

Here you this Triton of the 1Zinnores? Marke you 
His abſolute Shall? 
Com. Twas from the Cannon. : 
Coris.Shall 2 O Ged ! but moſt unwiſe Patricians:why 
You grave, but wreaklefle Senators, have you thus 
Given Hidra heere to choote an Orlicer, 
That wirh his peremptory Shall, being bur 
The horne, and noiſe o'th'Monſters, wants not ſpirit 
Toſay, he*l! rurne your Current in a ditch, 
And make your Chanrell his? if he have power, 
Then vale your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your dangerous Lenity : it youare Learn'd, 
Be not aScommon Fooies ; if you arc not, 
Let thzm have Cuſhions by you. Youare Plebeians, 
If they be Senators: and they are no leſle, 
W hen both your voyces blended the great'ſt taſte 
Mot pallates theirs. They chooſe their Magiſtrate, 
And ſuch a oneas he, who puts his Shall, 
His popular Shall, again( a graver Bench 
Then cver frown'd in Greece. By Iove himſclfe, 
It makes the Conluls baſe ; and my ſoule akes 
To know, when two Authorities are up, 
Neither Supreame ; how ſoone confuſion 
May enter *twixt the gzp of Both, and rake 
Theone by th'other. 

Com, Well, onto'ch'Market place. 

Com, Whoever gave that Counſcll, to give forth 
The Corne a*ch'Store-houſe gratis, as twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece. 

Hen, Well, well, no more of that. 

(or. Though there the people had more abſolute powre 
I fay the noriſht ditobedience:fed, the ruin of the S:ate. 

Bra. Why ſhall the people give 
One that ſpcakes thus, their voyce ? 

Corzo. le give my Reaſons, 
More worthie thentheir Voyces. They know the Corne 
Was not our recompence, reſting well affur'd 
They ne're did ſervice fort; being preſt to'th*'Warre, 
Even when the Navell of the State was touch'd, 
They would not thred the Gates : This kind of Service 
Did not deſerve Corne gratis. Being i'th'Warre, 
Thare Mutinies and Revolts, whercin they ſhew'd 
Moſt Valour ſpoke not for them. Th' Accufation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborne, could never be the Native 
Of our ſo franke Donation, Well, what then? 
How ſhall this Boſome-multiplied, digeſt 
T he Senates Courtefic ? Let deeds expreſle 


{| What's like to be their words. Wedid requeſt it, 


Weare the greater pole, and in true feare 
They gaveus our demands. Thus we debaſe 
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 


—_——— 


| 


| 


| Call our Cares, Feares; which will in time 
| Breake ope the Lockesa'th'Senate, and bring in 


The Crowes to pecke the Eagles. 
Aer. Come cnough. 
Bru, Enough, with over meaſure. 
Coro. No, take more. 
What may be ſ{worne by, both Divine and humane; 
Seale what I end withall. This double worſhip, 
W hereon partdo's didaine with cauſe, theorker 


Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Ot generall ignorance, it muſt omit: 
Reall Neceſlities, and give way the while 
To unſtable Slightneſſe: Purpole ſo barr'd, it followes, 
: Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore beſcech you, 
You that will be lefle tearefull, then diſcreet, | 
That love the Fuxdamentall part of State | 
More then you doubt the change oft : That preferre 
A Noblelife, before a Long, and Wiſh, 
To jumpe a Bedy with a dangerous Phylicke, 
That's ſure of death without it : at once plucke out 
The Multitadinous Tongue, let themoot licke 
The ſweet which is their poyſon. Yourdiſhonor 
Mangles true judgement, and bereavesthe State, 
Of that Integrity which ſhould becoar't : 
Not having the pozwerto doe the good it would 
FortHill which doth controuPt. 

Bra. Has ſaid enough. 

Sicin, Ha's ſpokenlike a Traitor,and ſhall anſwer 


1 As Traitors doe. 


Corio. Thou wretch, deſpight ore-whelme thee ; 
What ſhould the people doe with theſe bald Tribunes? 
| On whem depcnaing, their obedience failes 

To'ch'greater Bench, in a Rebellion : 
W hen whar's not meet, but what muſt be, was Law, 
Taen were they choſen : ina better houre, 
Let what 1s meet, be ſaid it mult be meer, 
And throw their power i'th'duſt, 
Bre, Manitclt treaſon. 
Szc#n. This a Conſull ? No. 
Enter an e/Eatle. 
Bru. The Ediles hoe ; Let him be apprehended: _ 
Sicin. Goe call the peopie, in whote name my Self, 
Atrachthee asa Traitorous Innovator : 
A.Foe to'th'publike Weale. Obey Icharge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. 
Corio. Hence old Goat. 
All.. We'il Surety him. 
(om. Agd ſir, hands off, 
Corio. Hence rotten thing, or I 
Out of thy Ga: ments. 
Sic: Helpe ye Citizens. 
Enter a rabble of Plebians with the e/Edbles. 
Men, On both {ides more re(ſpe, 
Sicin. Heere's he, that wml; take from youall your 
pownnr 
Bru, Seize him e/£ables. 
el. Downe with him, downe with him: 
2 Sew, Weapons, weapons, weapons : 
T hey all buſtle about Coriolanus. 


Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens :what hee : 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanw, Citizens. 

All, Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold, peace. 

Men. What isabout tobe? 1 am out of Breath, 
Confuſions ne're, I cannot ſpeake. You Tribunes _ 
To'tlipeoplc: Coriolanns, patience : ſpeake good —_— 


© mnt 
=" 


———_ 
_ 


Inſult without all ſeaſon; where Gentry, Title, wiſcdome 


ſhall ſhakethy bones | 


| 
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Sicin. Heare me, People peace, 
All. Let'sheare otir Tribune peace, 
ſpeake. RE: 
Sici. You areat'point toloſe your Liberties : 
Martius would have all from you ; Afartime, 
Whom late you havenam'd tor Conſull. = 
Men. Fye, fie, fie, this isthe way to kindle, not to 
uenche 
b Sexe, To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
Sici, What isthe Citty, but the People ? 
All. True, the People are the City. 
Bri. By the conſear of all; we were eftabliſh'd the 
Peoples Magiſtrates. - 
All. You ſo remaine. 
Men. And ſoarelike to doe. 
Com, That is the way to lay the Citty flat, 
To bring the Roofe tothe Foundarion, 
And bury all, which yet diſtintly raunges 
In heapes, and piles of Ruine- 
Siciv. This deferves death. 
Bru. Orlet us ſtandto our Authority, 
Orlet us loſe it : we doe here pronounce, 
Vpon the parto*ch'People, in whole power 
We wereeleted theirs, Martixs is worthy 
Ofpreſent Death. = 
Sicin, Therefore lay hold of him : 
Beare him toth* Rocke Tarpeian, and from thence 
Iuto deſtru&ion Calt him. 
Bru. Adiles ſeize him. 
AR Ple. Yeeld Martina, yeeld. 
Men. Heare me one word,*beſeech you Tribunes, 
heare me but a word. 
e/Ediles, Peace, peace. _— 
Men Be that you ſeerne;truly your Countries friend, 
Andte np'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſle, 
Brz. Sir, thoſe cold wayes, | 
That ſeeme like prudent hclpes, are very poyſonous, 
Where the Diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands upon him, _ 
And beatre him to the Rocke. (rio. drawes bis Sword: 
Corio. No, Ile dye here : | | 
There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come try upon your ſelves, what you have feene me. 
Mea, Downe with thu Sword,' Tribuncs withdraw a 
whilc. | : 
Bru, Lay hands upon him. : 
Men. Helpe Martivshelpe 5 youthat be noble, helpe 
bim young anfold. = 
All. Downe with him, downe with him. 
In this Mntiny, the Tribuves, the e/Ediles, 'and the 
People are beat wn. 
Mer. Goe, get youto our Houſe: be gone, away," 
All will be naught elſe. 
2. Senat. Get you gone. 
Com. Stand fait, we have as many friends as enemies. 
Men. Shall it be put to that ? 
Sena, The gods forbid : | 
Iprethee noble friend; home to thy houſe, 
Leave us tocure this Cauſe, 
Cer. Fortis a'Sore upon us. 
You cannot Tent your ſelfe ; begon,*beſecch you. 
Com, Come Sir, along with us. 
Men, T would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
ough in Rofnelitter'd : not Romans ,as they are not; 
Though calved ith'Porch o'th* Capitol : 1&4 
3 S0ne, pat not yuur worthy Rage into your Tongue, 


Co ee aaa 


ſpeake, ſpeake, 


Exennt, 


| 


45 
One time will owe another. | 
Com. On faireground, I could beat forty of therh. 
Hen.1 could my ſelfe take up a Brace o'th'beſt of them, 
yea, the two Tribunes. 
Com. But now t's oddes beyond Arithmeticke, 
And Manhood is calfd Foolry,whenit ſtands 
Agunfſt a falling Fabricke. Will you hence, 
Before the Tagge returne3 whole Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted Waters, and ofce-beare 
What they are us'd robcare. 
en. Pray you be gone! 
Iletry whethermy old Wi bein requeſt 
With thoſe thar have bur little: this muſt be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour. 
Com. Nay, come away. £ xennt Coriolanus 
; and Commins. 
Patri, This man ha's marr'd his fortune. | 
Men. His nature is too noble forthe World : 
He would not flatter A eprunefor his Trident, 
Or Tove, for's power to thunder 3 his heart's his Mouth : 
What his breſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent, 
And being angry, þ hi forget that ever 
He heard the Name of death. e1 Noe within. 
Here's goedly worke. 
Patrri, I would they werea bed. 
Men. I would they were in Tyber. 
W hat the vengeance, could he not ſpeake *em faire 
Enter Brutus, and Sicinius with the rabble againe. 
Sicen. Where is this Viper, 
That would depopulate the cicy, & be cvery man bimſelf 


Men. You worthy Tribunes. 


Sicin. He ſhall be throwne downe the Tarpeianrocke | 


With rigorous hands : he hath teſiſted Law, 
And therefore Law ſhalt ſcorne him further Triall 
Then the ſeverity 6f the publike Power, 
Which he 1o ſets at naught. 

1 C#,He ſhall well knowthe Noble Tribunes are 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands, 

AY. He ſhall ſure out. 


Cen. Sir, lir. Sirin, Peace. 


Men,Do nor cry havocke,where you ſhould but hunt | 


With modeſt warrant. 

Sci. Sir, how com'it that you have holpe 
To mske this reſcue ? 

Hens Heare me ſpeake? As I doe know 
The Conſuls worthineſſe, ſo can Iname his Faults. 

Sicin. Conſull? what Conſull? 

CMHen. The Conſull Cortolanus. 

Bru. Be Conlull. 

All. No, no, no, no, no. 

Cen. If by the Tribunes leave, 
And yours good people, | 
I mzy be heard, I would crave a word or two, 
The which ſhall curne you ro no further harme, 
Then fo muchloſſe oftime. _ 

Sicen, Speake briefely then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
This Viporous Traitor: to ejeR him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keepe him hecre 
Our cerraine death: theretore it is decreed, 


| Hedyes tonight. | 


len. Now the good gods forbid, 
That our rerowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Towards her deſerved Children, isenroll'd _ 
In Ioves owne Booke, like an unnaturall Dam 
Should now cate up her owne. 


Sicin \ 
o 
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Sic. He's a Diſcaſe that muſt be cut away. 
An. Oh he's a Limbe, that ha's buta Diſcaſe 
| Mortall, to cut it off; to cure it, calie. 
What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our Enemies, the blood he hath oſt 
(Which I dare vonch, is morethen that he hath 
By many an Ounce) he dropp'd it for his Country : 
And what is left, to. looſe it by his Countrey, 
Were to us all that doo, and ſuffer it 
A brand to th'enda'th World-' 
Sicin, This is cleane kamme, 
Bra, Mecrely awry : 
When he did loue his Country, it honour'd him. 
Men. The ſervice of the foote 
Being once gangren'd, 1s not thea reſpected 
For what before it was. 
Br#, We'll heare no more : 
Purſue him to his houſe, , and plucke hem thence, 
Leaſt his infection being of caching natare, 
Spread further. 
| An. One word morc, one word : 
| This Tiger-footed-rage, when it ſhall find 
The barme of unskan'd fwiftneſle, will (too late)? 
Tye Leaden pounds too's heeles. Proceed by Procefle, 
Leaſt parties (as he 1s belov'd) breake out, 
And fſacke great Roms with Romancs. 
Bra. It it wereſo? 
Sic. What doe ye talke ? 
| Have wenot had a taſte of. his Obedience ? 
Our Ediles ſmot ; our ſelves refiſted come. = 
- Mes. Conſider this : He ha's beene bred i'th* Warres 
Since a could draiv a Sword, and is iil-ſchool'd 
In boulted Language : Meale and Bran together: 
He throwes without diſtinction. Give me leave, 
| Ile gocto him, aud undertake to bring him in peace, 
W here he ſhall anſwer by a lawfull Forme 
(In peace) to his utmoſt peril, 
I. Sev. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the hamane way : the other courſe 
| Will prove too bloudy : and the end of it, 
Vnknowne to the beginning. 


Maſters, lay downe your Weapons. 
Br. Goe not home. 
Sic. Meet onthe Market place: we'll attend you-there 
Where if you bring not Afartize, we'll proccede 
In our firſt way. 
Men. Ile bring himto you. 
| Let medelire your company : he muſt come, 
| Or whatis worſt will foilow. 
Sena. Pray youlct's to him. Exeunt Ommes. 
Enter Coriolanics with NN obles. 
Corio. Let them pull all about mane cares, preſent me 
{ Death onthe Wheele , or at wilde Horſes heeles, 
Or pile ten hilles on the Tarpeian Rocke, 
Thar the precipitation might downe ſtretch 
Below the beameof ſight ; yet will I ill 
Bethusto them. 
| Enter Volamnia. 
Noble. You deethe Nobler. | 
(orio. I muſe my Mother | = 
| Do's notapproue me further, who was wen 
To call theuwr Wollen Vaſfailes, things created 
| Tobuyard (ell with Groats, to ſhew bare heads 
{ In Congregations, to yawne, beſtill, and wonder} 
| When one butof my ordinance ſteod up 
1 Pq 


To ſpeake of Peace, or Warre, I talke of you, | 
Why did you wiſh me milder ? Would you have me 
Falſe tomy Nature ? Rather ſay, I play 
The man Iam. 
Volam. Oh fir, fir, ſir. 
I would have had you put your power wellon , 
Before you had worne it out- 
( *rio. Letgoe. 
Vol. You might have beene cnough the man youare, © 
With ſtriving leſſe to be ſo . Leſſer had beene 
The things of your diſpolitions,if 
You had not ſhew'd tnem how ye were diſpos'd 
Erc they lack'd power tocrofſe you. | 
(9740. Let them hang. 
Polum. I, and burne too. 
Euter Menenimu with the Senators. 
Hen.Come, come, you have bin too rough, ſomethung 
t00 rough : you muſt returne, and mend it. 
Sex. There's no remedy, 
Vnleſle by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleavein the midd'{t, and periſh. 
Volum. Pray be coundail'd ; 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, | 
But yet a braine, that leads my uſe of Anger 
To better vantage. | 
Atexo. Well faid, Noble woman: | 
Before he ſhould thus ſoope to'th'heart, but that 
The violent fit a'th*time craves it asPhyſicke | | 
| For the whole State; I would put mine Armouron, 
 Whichl can ſcarſely beare. 
Corio, What mult I doe ? 
An. Returne to th'Tribunes, 
Corio. Well, whatthen ? what then? 
Mev. Repent, what you have ſpoke. 
(orio. For them, I cannot doe it to the Gods, 
Maſt Tthen doo'tro them ? 
Yolum. Youare too abſolute, 
Though therein you can never be too Noble, 
Bur when extremities ſpeake. I have heard youſay, 
Honor and Policy, like unſever'd friends, 
Prh'Warre doe grow together : Grant that, andtellme 


Sie.Noble Menerius,be you then as the peoples officer: | 


In Peace, what eachof them by th'other looſe, 
That they combine nor there ? ry 

Cori0. FTuſh, tuſh. 

Aten., A gooddemand. 

Uolam. It it be honor in your Warres,to ſceme 
The ſame youarc not, which for-your belt cnds 
You adopt yourpolicy : How is it lefle or worſe 
Thar it ſhall hold Companionſhip in Peace 
With honor, as in Warre ; fince that to both 
It ſtands inlike requelt. | 

Corio, Why force you this ? 

Volum. Becauſe, that 
Now itlyes you on to ſpeake toth'people 3 
Not by your owne inſtruction, nor by th'matter 
Which your heart prompts youto, but with ſuch 
Thatare but reated in your Tongue ; 

Though but Baſtards, and Syllables 

Of no allowance, to your baſomes truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonors youatall, 
Then to take in a Towne with gentle words, 

W hich elſe would put you to your fortune, an 
The hazard of much blocd, 

I would diſſemble with my Nature, where , 
My fortunes and my Friendsat ſtake, requir d 


words 


I ſhould doe ſo in honor, I am inthis 


Yolr 


t 
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Your Wife, your Soritie : Theſe Senttofs, the Nobles; 
And you, will rather ſhew our generdll Lowts, 

How you can frowne, then ſpend a fane upon cm, 
Fortheinheritance of their loves, and (afegard 

Of what that want might rune: 

Me. Noble Ladys | 7% IN 
Come goe with us,ſpeakefaire : you may falve ſo, 
Not what isdangerous preſent; but the tofle 
Of what is palt. Bn 

Pelum. Tprethee now, my Sonne, 

Goe tothem, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 

And thus farre having ftretchr it (herebe withthem) 
Thy Knee buffing the ſtones : for in ſuch buſineſſe 
Action is cloquetice, and theeyes of th'iSnorant 
Morelearned then the eares, wavingthy head; 
Whick often thus correing thy ſtout heart, 

Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, | 
That will not hold the handling 2 or ſay to them, 
Thou art their Souſdier, and beihg bred in broyles 
Haſt not the ſoft way, whichthou do'ft confeſle 
Were fit for thee rouſe, as they to clayme, 
Inaskingtheir good loves, but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelfe (forſooth ) hereafter theirs fo farre, 
Asthou haſt power and perſon: 

Men, This but done, | 
Evenas ſhe ſpeakes, why their hearts were yorrs * 
For they have Pardons, being ask'd, as free, 

As words to little purpoſe, | 

Uolum. Prethee now, F 
Goe, and berufd : although I know thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine Enemy ina fiery Gulte, 


| Then flatter him in a Bower; Emer Cominins, 


Here is Comininre 

(om. I have beene i'th*Market place ; and Sir*tis fit 
You make ſtrong party, or defend your ſelfe 
By calmencſſe, or by abſence: all's in anger. 

Mex. Onely faire ſpeech. 


ſpirit. 
Uelum. He muſt and will ; heed 
Prethee now ſay you will, and goe about it. WS 
(vio, Maſt I goe ſhew them my unbarb'd Sconce? 
Muſt I with my baſe Tongue give to my Noble heart 
A Lye, that it muſt beare well 2 I will doo't : 
Yet werethere but this ſingle Plor, to lo6le 
This Mould of Martins, they to duſt ſhould grinde it, 
Andthrow't againſt the Winde. Toth*Marker place : 
You have put me now to ſuchapart, which never 
L ſhall diſchargetoth'Life. 
Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you. . 
Voum, Tprethee now ſweet Son, as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Souldier : fo | 
Tohave my praiſe for this, performe a part 
Thou haſt not done before. 
Coro, Well, I muſt doo't; 
Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſſe me | 
me Harlots ſpirit : My throat of Warre be turn'd; 
Which quier'd with my Drumme into a Pipe, 
'mllas an Eunuch, orthe Virgin voyce 
That Babies lull a-ſleepe : The finiles of Knaves 
mn my checkes, ant! Schoole-boyes Tearcs takeup 
be Glaſſes of my fight : A Beggars Tongue 
kemotionthrough my Lips and my Arm'd knees 
hobow'd but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
Thithath receiv'@an Almes. Twill not doo't, 


\ how. 


tl ſurceaſeto honor mine ownetruth, 


—_ - IT PRE 


(om, I thinke "twill ſerve, if he can thereto frame his 


—_ 


And by my bodies aQion, teach my Mifid 
A molt inherent Balcneſfle. 
Volum, At thy choyce then : 
To begge of thee, it is my more diſ-honor, 
Then thou of them. Come all to ruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare 
Thy dangerous Stoutneſle ; for 1 mocke at death 
Wich as bigge heart as thou. Doeas thouliſt, 
Thy Valiantnefſe was mine, thou ſack'ſt it from me : 
But owne thy Pride thy ſelfe. 
Corio. Pray be content : 
Mother, Iam goingto the Market place : 
Chideme no imore. Ile Mountebanke their Loves, 
Cogze their hearts from them, and come home beloy'd 
Ofallthe Trades in Rome. Looke, I am going : 
Commend meto my Wife, Ile returie Conſull, 
Or never truſt to what my Tongue can doe 
th way of Flattery further. | 
YVolam. Doe your will. | Exit Volnmmia. 
(om. Away, the Tribunes doe attend you : artne your 
Toanſwer mildely : for they areprepar'd ({elfe 
With Accuſations, asI heare more ſtrong 
Thenareupon you yet. 
Corio. The word is, Mildely. Pray youlet us goe, 
Letthem accuſe me by invention: I 
Will anſwere in mine Honor. 
An. 1, but mildly. | 
. Corio, Well mildly be it then, Mildly. Exenunt, 


—— 


| - Enter Sicinins and Brutus. 
Bra. Tnthis point charge him home, that heaffe&Xs 
Tyrannicall power : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the Spoile got on the Antiazs 
| Wasne'rediſtributed; What, will he come ?. 


___ Emeran Edile, 
Edile, He's comming, 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
Eail. With old CMenenins, and thoſe Senators 
That alwayes favour'd him. 
| Sicen. Haue you a Catalogue 


Eazl. I have : 'tisready, (Pole ? 
| . Sicin. Have you collected them by Tribes? 

Eail. T have: tis ready 

Sicin, Aſſemble preſently the people hither : 

And when they heare me ſay, it thall be fo, 

| Tth'right and ftrengtha'th* Commons: be it either 
For death, for Fine, or Bamhment, then let them 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
Inſiſting on the old prerogative 

And power i'th Truth a'th Cauſe, 

Eaie. I (hall inforime them, 

Bru. And when ſuchtimethey have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with adinne confus'd | | 
Inforce the preſent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 

Edil, Verywell. ; | 

Sicin. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to giv't them. 

Bre. Goe about it, 

Put him to Choller ſtraite, he hath beene us'd 


| 


= 


Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction. Being once chaft, hecannot 


| Be rein'd againe ta Temperance; then he ſpeakes 


Of all the Voices that we have procur*d,ſet downe by*th 


| 


—__—— 
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What's in his hcart, and that is there which lookes 
With us to breake hisnecke. 
Enter Coriolanua, HMeneniua, and Comi- 
nin, with others. 
Sicin. Well, heere he comes. 
Men. Calmdly, I doe beſeech you. | 
(oris. I, as an Hoſller, thatfor th'poorelt peece 
Will beare the Knave by'th Volume z 
Tithonor'd goddes .. _Y 
Keepe Romein ſafty, and the Chaires of juſtice 
Supplicd with worthy men, plantlove amonglt you, 
Through our large Temples with the ſhewes of peace 
And not our ſtreets with Warre- 
1 Sev. A men, Amen. 
Mene. A Noble wiſh. 
Enter the Edile with the Plebesans. 
Sicin. Draw necre ye people. 
Edie. Liſt to your Tribuncs. Audience ; 
Peace I ſay. 

Corio. Firſt heare me ſpeake. 

Both Tri. Well, ſay : Peace hoe. = | 

Crrio. Shall I be charg'd no further thert this preſent? 
Muſt all determine heere ? 

Sics. Idoe demand, 

If you ſubmit you to the peoples voyces, 
Allow their Odicers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawfull Cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall beprov'd upon you» 

(rio. Lam content, 

Aene. Loe Citizens, he ſayes he 1s Content: 
The warlike Service he ha's done, conſider,; Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which ſhew 

| Like Graves ith holy Church-yard, 
{orio. Scratches with Briars, ſcarres to move 

Langhter only 

Men. Conſider further : 
That when he ſpeakesnot like a Citizen, 
Youfind him like a Souldier : doe not take 
His rougher Ations for malicious ſounds z 
But as I fay, ſuch as become a Soldier, 
Rather then envy you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Corio. What is the matter, 
That being paſt for Conſull with full voyce - 
I am ſodithonour'd, that the very houre 
You take it cfFagaine? 

Sice. Anſwer to us. 

Corio, Say then : *tis true,I ought ſo. | | 

Sics, We charge you,that you have contrtv*d to take 

From Rome all ſeaſon'd O1Jice, and to winde 
Your ſelfe 1atoa power tyrannicall, 
For which you are a Traitor to the people. 

Corio. How? Traytor ? 

Mene. Nay temperatcly: your promiſe. | 

Cris. The fires i'thloweſt hell, Fou!d in the people : 

Call me their Trairor, thou injurious Tribune. 
| Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths 
In thy handsclutcht : as many Millions in 

| Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would ſay 
| Thoulyeli unto thee, with a voyce as free, 

As Tdoepraythe gods. 

Sicin, Marke you this people ? 

| el. Toth Rocke with him. 

| Sueen.Peace : 

We neede nor put new matter to his charge : 

| What you have ſcene him doc, and heard hum ſpeake : 


| 


. 
_ 


Beating your Qgfcers, curſing your ſelves, | .- 
Oppoſing Lawes with ſtroakes, and here defying 
Thoſe whole great power muſt try him, 

Even thus fo criminall, and in ſuch capitallkinde, 
Deſerves th'extreameſt death. 

Br. But ſince he hath ſerv'd well for Rome. 

Corzo. W hat doe you prate of Service? 

Brut. Italke of that, that know it. 

Corio. You? 
Adewe.ls this the promiſe that you made your mother? 
Com. Know, Ipray you. wr 
Coro. lle know no further : 
Let Om Progotuee the {tcepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exule, Fleaing, pent tolinger 
But with a graine aday, L would not buy 
Their mercy, at the price of onefaire word, 
Nor checke my Courage for what they can give, 
To have't with ſaying, Good morrow. 

Sicix, For that he ha's ge 
(As much as in him lyes) from time totime 
Envi'd againſt the people ; ſecking meancs 
To plucke away thcir power 3 as now at.laſt, _ 
Given Hoſtile ctrokes,and that net in the preſence 
Ofdreaded juſtice, but on the Miniſters ref oy 
That doe diſtribute it. Inthe name a'th'people, 

And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 

(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh him our City 

In perill of precipitation ; 

From off theRocke Tarpeian, never more 

Toenter ourRome gates. I'th'peoples name, 

I fay it ſhall be ſo. 
Al. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo : let him away: 

| He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Com, Heare me my Maſters,and my common friends: 
Sicin. He*slenteac'd : No more hearing. opt 
Com. Let me ſpeake : 

T have beene Conſull, and can ſhew from Rowe 

Her Enemics markesupon me. I doe loue 

My Countries good, with areſpe& more tender, 

More holy, and profound, then mine ownelite, . 

My deere Wiveseſtimate, her wembesencreaſe, 

And treaſure of my Loynes; then if I would 
Siein. We know your drift. Speake what ? 
Bra. There's nomore to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd 

As Enemytothe people, and his Countrcy. 

It ſhall be ſo. 

All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo. 

( crie. You commencry of Curs, whoſe breath hate, 
Asreeke 7th'rotten Fennes : whoſe Loves I prize, - 
As the dead Carkaſles of unburied men, : 
That doe corrupt my Ayre : I banifh you, 

And heere remaine with your uncertainty. 

Let every feeble Rumor ſhake your hearts ; - +, 

Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes | 
Fan you intodeſpaire: Have the power [till | 
To baniſh your Defenders, tillatlength 

Your ignorance (which findes not tilll it feeles, 

| Making but reſervation of your ſelves, 

Still your owne Foes ) deliver you 

As moſtabated Captives, to ſome Nation 

| That wonne you without blowes, defpiſing 

For youthe City. Thus Iturne my backe ; 

| There is a world elſewhere. ; ; 

{ .E-xeunt (prielanus, Cominivs, wich Cumaiſe 
| They all ſhout, and throw up their Caps * blt 


——_—_— —— 


D— 


= as. CA. 023 Santis a 


—_—_—— 
W : 


— 


The Tragedy of (oriwlanus, 


£aile, The peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. | 
All. Oar cnemy is baniſh'd, he is gone : Hoo, 00. 
Sie. Goſce him out atGares, and follow kim 
As he hath follow'd you, with all deſpight 
Give him deſerv'd vexation, Leta guard 
Attend us through the City. : 
Al. Come, come, lets ſee him out atthe gates, come: 
The gods preſerve our Noble Tribunes, come. Exennt, 


— ——  — — 


eAfus Quartus, 


——_— RE ———_—_ 


———— 


—_— 


Enter Coriolanus, Volummnia, _— Menenius, Commis 
with the youg IN ability ef Rome. 
{ario.Come leave your teares:a brief farwel : thebeaſt 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage? You were us'd 
To lay, Extreamity was thetrier of ſpirits, 
That common chances, common men could beare, 
That when the Sea was calme, all Boates alike 
Shew'd Maſterſhip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 
When moſt ſtrooke home,being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make invinctvle 
The heart that conn'd them. 
Virg. Oh heavens 1O beavens ! 
Corio, Nay, Iprythee woman. ; - 
Yol-Now the Red Peſtilence ſtrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh. 
Corio. What what, what : 
I ſhall be lov!d when I am lack*d. Nay Mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wontto ſay, 
If you had beene the Wite of Hercwles, 
Six-of his Labours youl'd have done, and ſav'd 
Your husband ſo much ſweate. Comms, 
Droope not, Adien: Farewell my Witfe,my Mother, 
lle dowell yet. Thou old and and true Jenenirs, 
Thy tearcs are ſalter thena yongcr mans, 
And venomons to thine eycs- My (fometime)Generall, 
I have ſcene the Sterne, and thou haſt oft bcheld 
Heart-hardning ſpeRacles. Tell theſe ſad women, 
'Tis fond to waile inevitable ſtrokes, 
As8*tis to laughat'em. My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards ſtill have beene your ſolace, and 
Beleev't not lightly, though I goc alone 
Like to alonely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more then ſcene : your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With caurelous airs and practice. 
Uolum. My firſt fonne, 
Whither will you go? Take good Comrics 
With thee awhile : Determine on ſome courſe 
Morethena wilde expoſture, tocach chance 


| That ſtarts i*th* way before thee, 


- {®ie. O the gods! 
(om, Ile follow thee a Moneth, deviſe withthee 


| Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt heare ofus, 


And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth 
 Aauſeforthy Repeale, we ſhallnot ſend 
| Ore the vaſt world, to ſeeke a ſingle man, 
And looſe advantage, which doth ever coole . 
Th! abſence of the needer. 


| Corio, Fare ye well : 


haſt yeares upon thee, and thou art too full 


— 


|| Themeaneſt houſe in Rome; 1o farre my Sonne 


i. 


Of the warres ſurfers, to gorove with cnc 
That's yer unbruis'd : bring me but our ar gate. 
Come wy ſweet wife, my dcereſt Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch : when am forth, 
Bid me farewell, and (mile. Ipray you come : 
VWhiteI remaine above the ground, you ſhall 
Heare from mie ſtill, and never of me ought 
Burt what is like me formerly. | 
CMHenen, That's worthily | 
AS any care can heare. Come,let's not weepe, 
If I could ſhake off but one ſeven yeeres 
From theſe old armes and legges, by the good gods 
It'd with thee evere foot. 
Corio. Give me thy hand, come. Exennt- 
Emer the twa Tribunes, Sicinins, and Brutas, 
| with the Edite. 
Sicin.Bid themall home, he's gone: aod wce'Inio further, 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we ſce have ſided 
In his behalfe, | | 
Brut. Now we have ſhewne our power, 
Letus ſezme humbler after it is done, 
Then when it was a dooing. | 
Siein. Bid them home ; ſay their great 
And they, ſtandin their ancient ſtrength. 
_ Brat, Diſmiſlethem home. Here: comes his Mother, 
Enter Volunmia, Virgilia, and Menenins, 
Stein, Let'snot meet her- 
Sicin. They ſay ſhee's mad. 
Brat. They havetane note of us:keepe on your way» 
. Volum. Ohyare well met : 
Th' hoorded plague a'th* gods requit your love. 
enen, Peace, peace, be notſo loud. 


enemy 15 gone, 


- 


Volum. If that 1 could for weeping, you ſhould heare, j 
k 


Nay, and you ſhall heareſome. Will you be gone? 
Virg. You ſhall ſtay too; 1 would I had the power 


Tofayſo tomy Husband. 


Sicin. Are you mankinde? | 


Tolum. I toole, is that a ſhame, Note but this Foole, | 


Was ncta man my Father ? Had*{trhoa Foxſhip 
To baniſh him that ſtrooke more blowes for Rowe 
Then thou haſt ſpoken words. 

Sicin, Oh bleſſed Heavens ! 


Velurn.Moe Noble blowes, then ever thou wiſe words. 


And for Romes good iletell thee whar : yet goe : 
Nay butthou ſhalt tay too : I would my Sonne 
Were 1n Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 

His good Sword in his hand. 

Sicim, What then? 
Vig. Whatthen? Hee'ld make an endotithy poſterity. 
Volam, Baſtards, andaill. 

Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rome ! 
Menen. Come, come, peace. | 
Sicin. I would he had continue] to bis Country 

As he began, and notunknic himſelfe 

The noble knot he made. 

Bru, I would he had, 


. 
ws. 


Yolum. 1 would he had? Twas you incenſt the rable. 


Cats, thatcan judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe Myſteries which heaven 


|] Will not bave carthto know. 


Brat. Pray let's g0- 

Volum. Now pray fir get you gone. 
You have done a brave deede : Erc you go, heare this: 
As farre as doth the Capitoll exceede 


2 


| 


| 


| 
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This Ladies Husband heere ; this (do youſee) 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you: all. 

Bru, Well, well, weelleave you. , 

Sicin. Why ſtay you to be baited 
With one that wants her Wits, 

Volum. Take my Prayers with you. 
I would the Godshad nothing cl{eto do, 

Bat to confirme my Curſſes. Could I meete 'em 

But once a day, it would unclogge my heart 
Of what lycs heavy too't. 

eHMene., You have told them home, - : 
Andby my troth you have cauſe : you'l ſuppe with me. 

Yolum, Angers my Meate: Iſuppe upon my (clfe, 
And ſo ſhall ſerve with Feeding : Come, let's go, - 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as I do, 
In Anger, /#no-like : Come, come; come. 

Aene., Fie, fie, fic. 

Enter 4 Reman, and a Volce. 

Rom. 1 know you well fir , and you know me: your 
name I thinke is Arias. 

Polce, It is ſo fir, truly I have forgot you. 

Rem. 1am a Roman, and my Services areas you are 
againſt 'em. Know you me yet, 

Volce, N 1canor: no, 

Rom. The ſame fir, 

Yalce. You had more Beard when I laſt ſaw you , but 
your F2vour is wellappeard by your Tongue- What's 
the Newes in Rome : I havea Note from the Volcean 
ſtate to finde you out here. You have well ſaved mee a 
dayes journey. - 

Rom. There hath beene in Rome ſtraunge Inſurreti- 
ons: The people, againſt the Senatours, Patricians, and 
Nobles. 

_ Pol. Hathbin ; is it ended then? Our ſtate thinks not 
ſo,they areina moſtwarlike preparation, &hope to come 
upon them, in the heate of their diviſion 

Rom. The maine blaze of itis paſt, but aſmall thing 
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles receive ſo 
to heart, the Baniſhment of that worthy ( orio/avxu , that 
they are in a ripe aptneſle,to take all power from the peo- 
ple, and to plucke from them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lyes glowing I can tell you,and is almoſt mature for 
the violent breaking out. 

Yot. Coriolanns Baniſht ? 

Row, Baniſh'd fir. : 

Yel. You will be welcome with this intelligence Ns- 
canor. 

Rom. The day ſerves well for them now. T have heard 
it aide, the fitteſt time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 
ſhee's falne our with her Rusband. Your Noble Tw/ius 
Aufidixs will appeare well in theſe Warres, his great 
Oppoler Coriolanre being now inno requeſt of his coun- 
trey- 

Polce. He cannotchooſe : I am moſt fortunate, thus 
accidentally to. encounter you. You have ended my Bu- 
ſinefle, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. T ſhall betweene thisand Supper , tell you moſt 
ſtrangethings from Rome: all tending to the good of 
their Adverlaries. Have you an Army ready ſay you ? 

Ual. A moſt Royall one . The Centurions, and their 
charges diſtintly billetted already inth' entertainment, 
and to be on foot atan houres warning. 

Rom, 1am joyfuilto heare of their readineſſe, and am 
the man Tthinke, that ſhall ſer them in preſent Action.So 
fir, heartly well met, and moſt glad of your Company. 

Yolce. You take my part from me fir, I have the moſt 


E xt T robunes. 


Exeunt 
EXxit. 


cauſe to be gladof yours. 
Rom, Welllet us gotogether. 


OO ———RY 


Exenm, + 


E nter Coriolanus in meane Apparell,Diſ- 


gniſa, and muffled. 


Corio, A goodly City isthis Antinm. Citty , 
*Tis I that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyre 


Of theſe faire Editices for my Warres 
| Have I heard groane, and drop : Then know me nor; 


Leait thatthy Wives with Spits, an Boyes withſtones 
In puny Battell flay me. Save you ſir. 


Enter a Citizen. 


Cit. And you. 


Coi0. Diretme, if it be your will, where great Auf. 


frasrs lies ; Is he in eSninm?t 


(*t. He isand' Feaſts the Nobles of the State, athis 


houſe this night, 


Corio. Which is his houſe, beſeech you? 


(it. This heere before you. 
Corte. Thanke you fir, farewell, 


Exit Citizen 
Oh World,thy ſlippery turnes ! Friends now faſt ſworn, 
W hoſe double botomes ſeene weare on heart, 


Whoſe Houres,whoſe Bed, whoſe Meale and Exerciſe 
Aretill together : who Twine(as *twere) in Love, 


Vnſeparable, ſhall within this houre, 
On a diflcntion of a Doir, breake out 
To birterc{t Enmity : So felleſt Foes, 


Whoſe paſſions, and whoſe Plots have broke theirfleepe 
To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 
Some tricke not worth an Egge, ſhall grow deere 
And inter-joynetheir yſlues. So with me, 

My Birth-lace have i, and my loverupon 

This Enemi: Towne lle enter , if he ſlay me 

He does faire Tuſtice : it he give me wayy « 


Ile do his Conntry Service, 


Eh, 


Mufti che playes. Enter a Servingman, 


7 Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine: What ſervice is here | | 


thinke our Fellowes are afleepe. 


Enter another Serving man. 
2 Ser, Wixre's Cotus:my M. cals for him: Cotm-Exit 


Emer Corvlanus. 
Corio. A goodly houſe : 


The Fealt ſmcls : but I appeare notlikea Gueſt. 
Enter the firſt Servingman. 
I, Ser. W hat would you have Friend?whence areyou 
Here's no place for you : Pray go to the doore ?. Bxit. 
Corio. 1 haveceſery'd no better entertainment, inbe- 
Enter ſecond Servant. —Þ 
2Ser. W hence are you fir ? Ha's: the Porter his eyes 1h | 


10g Corsolanus. 


his head, that he gives enterance to ſuch Companions? 


Pray get you our. 
0740, Aways 
2 Ser. Away? Get you away. 
Corio. Now th* troubleſome. 


2 Ser. Are you ſo brave: lle have you talkt with anon 
Enter 3 Servingman, the 1 meets him. 


2 What Fellowes this? 


1 Aſtrangeone as cver Hook'd on: 1 cannot get him 
out o'th houſe : Prythee call my Maſter to him. 
3 Whathave youto do here fellow ? Pray you 


the houſe. 


(orio. Let me but ſtand, I willnot hurt your Harth, | | 


3 Whatare you. 

Corio, A Gentlemati. 

2 A maru'llous poore one. 
Corio. True, {ol am, 


3 Pray youpoore Gentleman,take up ſome 


an. 


other ſta- 
' tioly[. 


- 
| oat 


friends 


'| 


avoid | 


1 


YO OT Po THF + Y 


The T rapedy of (coriolanus, 


5 


tion heere's no place for you, pray youavoid : Come, 
Corio, Follow your Funion, go, and batten on colde 


bits. Puſres him away from him. 
; Whatyou will not ? Prythee tell my Maſter whata 
ſtrange Gueſt he ha's here. 

2 AndI ſhall. 

3 Where dwel'{t thou ? 

{orio, Vnder the Canopy» 

3 Vnder the Canopy ? 

Corio. I. 

3 Where's that ? | 

Corio, I'th City of Kites and Crowes; : 

3 I'ch City of Kites and Crowes. What an Aﬀe it 15, 
then thou dwel'{t with Dawes too ? 

Corio. No, Ifervenot thy Maſter. 

3 How ſir? Do you meddle with my Maſter ? 

Corio. I,tisan honeſter ſervice, then to meddle with 
thy Miftris: Thou prat'lt,and prat'ſt,ſerve withthy tren- 
cher : Hence. Beates him away 

Emer Auffidine with the Servingmans | 

Aaf, Where is this Fellow ? 

2 Herefir ,I'de have beaten him like a dogge, but for 
diſturbing the Lords within. 

Auf. W hence com'ſt thou? What woldt y? Thy name? - 
Why ſpeak'{t not? Speake man: what's thy naine? _ 

Cirio, If Tam not yet thou know'ſt me, and ſeeing 
me,doit not thinke me for the man I am, necefſitie com- 
mands me name my {cite. 

Auf. What is thy name ? | | 

Corio. A name unmuſicall to the Volcians cares, 

And harſh in ſound tothine, - 
eAuf. Say ,whar's thy name? 
Thou haſt a Grim appearance, and thy Face 
Beares a Commanne in*t: Though thy Tackles torne, 
Thou ſhew'lt anoblc Veſſcll: What's thy name? 

Corio, Prepare thy brow to frowne:knowklt Y me yet ? 

Aufe I know thee not? Thy Name? 

Corio, My name is (ains Martins, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the V olces 
Great lurt and Miichiecte : therero witneiſe may 
My Surname ( or#ol anus. The painefull Service, 
| | Theextreame Dangers, and the droppes of Blood 
Shed for thy thank lefle Country are requitted : 

But with that Surname, a good memorie 

And witnefle of the Malice and Diſpleaſure 

Which thou could ſt beare me,only that name remaines, 
The Cruelty and Envy of the people. 

Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 

Have all forſooke me, hath devour'd thereſt : 
Andſuffer'd me by th* voyce of Slaves tobe 

Hoop'd out of Rome, Now this extremity, 

Hath brought meto thy Harth, not our of hope 

(Miſtake menot) to fave my life : for if 

| [hadfear'd death, of all the Men i'th' World 

would have voidedthee. Burin meere ſpight 

Tobe full quit of thoſe my baniſhers, 

"Rand I before thee heere : Then if thon haſt 

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine owne particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maimes 
| Of ſhame ſeene through thy Country ,ſpeed thee [traight 
And make my! miſery ſerve thy turne: Sou it, 

That my 1evengefull Serviſes may prove 

Ashenetics to thee- For I will fight | 

Againſt my Cankred Country, with the; pleene 

Ofall the under Fiends. But if fo be, a 
| Thoudar'ſtnot this and thar to prove more Fortunes 


re 


Exit ſecond Servingman. 


— 


—_— —— 


——_— 


Th art tyr'd, then in a word, I alſo am 
Longerto live moſt wearie : and preſent 
My throat tothee, and to thy Ancient Malice : 
Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a Fooole, 
Since I have ever followed thee with hate, 
Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Countries breſt, 
And cannot live but to thy ſhame, unkeſle 
It be to doe thee ſervice. 

Arf. Oh Hartins, Martins; 
Each word thou haſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my heart 
Aroote of Ancient Envy. If Iupiter 
Should from yond clowd ſpeake divine things, 
And ſay 'tistrue; 1'denot beleevethem more 
Then thee all-Noble Martins. Let me twine 
Mine armes about that bady, where againſt 
My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And icari'd the Moone with fſplinters : hcere I cleep 


| The Anvile of ay Sword, and do conteſt 
| As hotly, andas Nobly with thy Love, 


As everin Ambitious ſtrength, I did 

Contend againſt thy Valour. Know thou firſt, 
Ilov'd the Maid I married : neyer man 

Sigh'd truer breath. But that Iſce thee heere 

Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Then when I firſt my wedded Miſtris ſaw 

Beſtrid my Threſhold. Why , thou Mars I tell thee, 
We havc a Power on foote : and had purpoſe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne, 
Or looſe mine Arme for'c: Thou haſt beate me out 
Twelve ſeverall times, andT have nightly ſince 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thy ſelteand me ; 

We have beene downe together in my fleepe, 
Vnbuckling Helmes, fiſting each others Throat, 


And wak'd halfe dead with nothing. Worthy CMarcins | 


Had we no other quarrell cl{e to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence Baniſh'd, we would muſter all 
From twelue, to ſeventie : and powring Warre 
Into the bowels of ungratcfull Rome, 
Like a bold Flood o'rc-beate. Oh come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by 'th' hands 
W ho now are heere, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar'd againſt your Territories, 
Though nor for Rome it ſelfe. 
Corio. You blefle me Gods. 
nf, Therefore moſt abſolute Sir, it thou wilt have 
The leading of thine owne Revenges, take 
Th' one halfe of my Commiſſion, and ſet downe - 
As beſt thouart experienc'd, fince thou know'lt 
Thy Countries ſtrength and weakneſle, thine own wales 
Whether ro knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, eredeſtroy. But come 1n, 


Let mecomment thee firſt, tothoſe that ſha!l 


Say yea to thy defires. Athouſand welcomes, 
And more a. Friend then ere an Enemie, 
Yet Martins that was much, Your hand: molt welcome. 


, 


| E xemnnt. 
' Enter two of the Servingmen. 
1 Heere's a ſtrange alteration? LE 
2 By my hand,[ had thought to have ſtroken him with 


a Cudgell;and 2 my minde gave me, his c!oathesmade 
a falſe report of him. 2230 

1 What an Arme he has, he turn'd me about with his 
finger and his thumbe, as one would {et upa Top. 


2 Nay, 1 knew by his face thatthere was ſome-thing | 
| in him. Hehad fir, a kinde of tace me thonght, Icannor 
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tellhow to terme 1t. | : 
1 He had ſo, looking asit were, would I were hang d 
but I thought there was more in him,then I could think. 
2. Sodid I,lle be ſworne : He is fimply the rareſt man 
ith' world. | 
I Ithinke he is : but a greater ſoldier then he, 
You vvot One. | 
2 Who my Maſter ? 
1 Nay, it's no matter for that. 
2 Worth ſix on him. 
1 Nay not {oneither : but I take him to be the greater 
Souldiour. 
2 Faith looke you, one cannot tell how to ſay that : for 
the defenceof a Towne, our Generall 1 excellent- 
I I, and for anaſſault too. 
Enter the third Servingman. 
» OhSlaves,I can tell you Newes, News you Raſcals 
Both. What, what, what? Let's partake- 
3 I would not bea Roman of all Nations; I had as 
live bea condemn'd man. 
Both. Wherefore ? Wherefore? 
2 Why here's he that was wonttothwacke our Ge- 
nerall, Caius IHMariins, 
1 Why do youſay, thwacke our Generall ? 
| 3 Idonotfay thwacke our Generall, but he was al- 
wayes goodenoughfor him 
2 Come weare fellowes and friends : he was ever too 


| hard for him, I have heard him ſay ſo himſelfe. 


I He was too hard for him dire&ly, to ſay the Troth 
on't before Cordolus; he {cotcht him,and notcht hin like a 
Carbinado. | 

2 And hee had bin Cannibally given, hee might have 
boyld and eaten him too. 

r But more of thy Newes. ; 

3 Why he is ſo male on heere within, as if he were 
Son and Heire to Mars, ſet at upper end o'th' Table : No 
queſtion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ſtand 
bald before him. Our Generall himſelfe makes a Miſtris 
of him, Sandtifics himſelfe with's hand,and turnes up the 
white o'th' eye to his diſcourſe. But the bottome of the 
Newes is,our Generall is cut i*th' middle,8& but one halfe 
of what he was yeſterday. For the other ha's halte, by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. Hee'l go hee 
fayes, and ſole the Porter of Rome Gates by th'cares. He 


will mowe all downe before him , and leave his paſſage 


poul'd. 

2 Andhe's as like to do't as any man I can imagine. 

3 Doo't? he willdoo't : for look you fir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies:which Friends fir as it were,durſt 
not (looke you fir) ſhew themſelves (as we terme 1t) his 
Friends, whileſt he's in DireRitude, 

I Diretitude ? Whats that ? 

3 But when they ſhall ſee fir, his Creſt up againe, and 
the man in blood,they will ont of their Burroughes (like 
Conies after Raine) and revell all with him. 

r But when goes this forward? 

3 Tomorrow, to day, preſently, you ſhall have the 
Drum ſtrooke up thisafternoone ;*Tis as it were a parcel 
of their Feaſt,andto be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Why then we ſhall havea ſtirring World againe : 
This peace 1s nothing, butto ruſt Iron, encreaſe Taylors, 
and breed Ballad-makers. 

I Letmehave Warre fay I, it exceeds peace as farre 
as day do's night : It's(prightly walking audible,and full 
of Vent. Peace, is a very Apoplexy, Lerhargie, mull'd, 


| 


| —— 
dren, then warresadeſtroyer of men. 

2 'Tisſo,and as warres in ſome ſort may bee faideto 
be a Raviſher, ſo it cannot be denicd, but peace is; great 
maker of Cuckolds. | 

x 1,andit makes men hate one another. | 

3 Reaſon, becauſe they then leffeneede one another: 
The Warres for my money. Ihope toſece Romancs as 
cheape'as Volcians. They are riſing, they are riſing, 

Both. In, 1n, in, in. Exeun, 

Enter the two Tribunes, Sicintus, and Brutus, 
Sicin. We heare not of him, neither need we feare him, 
H1s remedies are tame, the preſent peace, 
And quietneſle of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well ; who rather lad; 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by*t, behold 
Difſentious numbers peſtring ſtrects, then ſce 
Our Tradeſmen ſinging in their ſhops, and going 
About their FunRions friendly. 
| Enter Menenitts. 

Bru, We ſtood too't in good time. Ts this Aeneniu? 

Sicin, Tis he,*tis he : O be is grown molt kind of late; 
Halle Sir, Aene. Haile to you both, 

Sicin. Your Cerio/anus 15not much miſt, but with his 
Friends : the Common wealth doth ſtand, and ſo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

Atene. All's well, and might have beene much better, 
if he could have temporiz'd. 

Stcen, Where is he, heare you ? 

Aene. Nay | heare nothing : 
His Mother and his wife, heare nothing from him. 
Enter three or foure Citizens. 

el. The Gods preſerve you both. 

Sicsn. Gooden our Neighbours. 

Bru. Goodento youall, goodento youall. 

I Our ſelves, eur wives, 2nd children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sicem, Live, and thrive, 

Bru, Farewell Kinde Neighbours : 
We wiſht Coriolamu had loy'd you as we did. 

All. Now the Gods keepe you. 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. E xennt Cui! 

Sicin, This is a happier/and more comely time, 
Then when theſe Fellowes ran abour the {treets, 
Crying Confuſicn. 

Bru. Cains Martins was 
A worthy Ojicer Ith* Warre,butInſolent, _ 
O're come with pride, Ambitious,paſlt all thinking 
Selte-loving. : 

Siczz-And affeRting one ſole Throne, without aſſiſtace 

Mene, I thinke not 10. : 

Sicin. We ſhould by thistoall our Lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Counſell, found. it ſo. 

Bru. lhe Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sics ſafeand ſtill, without him. 

Enteran e/Edule. 

e/Zaile, Worthy Tribunes, 
There isa Slave whom we bave put in priſon, 
Reports the Volces with two ſeverall:Powers 


And with thedecpeſt malice of the Warre, 
Deſtroy, what lies before *em. 

Mene., "Tis Anftding, 
Who hearing ofour Marin Baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his hornes againe into the world 


Arcentred inthe Roman Territories, 


deafe, ſleepe, inſenſible, a getter of more baſtard Chil- | 


C 


—_— 


Mz — ate ans het tht. , YT IFRS —_ 


Which were In-ſhell'd, when ©artine ſtood for m—_ 


F 


— 


_———— 


te in. dt. edt. te. tit; AE YT LETT TY 


The Tragedy of| C oriolanus. 


53 


rad 


- - - . "- m— 


nddurſt not once peepe out. i 
::$ici!n. Come; wine talke you of Martu. 
| Bru. Go ſee this Rumorer whipr, it cannot be, 
The Volces dare breake with us. 
Mene. Cannot be? + 
We have record, that very well it can, 
And three examples of the like, hath bectic 
Within my Age. But reaſon with the fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, 
Leaſt you ſhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beate the Meſſenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 
Sicin, Tell not me : I know this cannot be. 
Brg. Not poſſible. 
| Emer a Meſſenger. rob 
UWef, The Nobles ingreatearneſtneſle are going 
All to the Senate-houſe : ſome newes is comming 
Thatturnes their Countcnances. 
Sicin, "Tis this Slave : 
Go whip him fore the peoples eyes : His raiſing, 
Nothing but his report, 
eſe Yes worthy Sir, 
TheSlaves report is ſeconded, and more 
More fearfull is deliver'd. 
Sicin. W hat more fearefull ? ] 
HMeſe Itis ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Aſartins 
Toyn'd with 4uffidsns, leads a power*gainſt Rome, 
And vowes Revengeas ſpacious, as betweene 
The yong'lt and oldeſtthing. 
Sicin. This is molt likely, - | 
rx. Rais'd onely, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Good Martixs home againe. 
Sicin, The very thricke on't, 
 Mene. This is unlikely, 
He,and Auffidizs can no moreattone 
Then violent'ſt Contraricty. 
Enter Meſſenger, 
eMeſ. You areſent for tothe Senate : 
A fearefull Army, led by Caius Martine, 
Afſociated with eLuffidim Rages 
Vpon our Territories, and haye already WF 
O'reborne their way, conſum'd with fire,and tooke 
What lay before them. 
Enter Cominin. 
Com. Oh you have made good worke. 
OMene, W hat newes? What newes? 1:4 30341 
Com, You have holp to raviſh your owne daughters,8 


| Tomelt the City Leades upon your pates, 


Toſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your Noles. 
Mene. W hat's the newes ? What's the newes ? 
Com, Your Temples burned intheir Ciment,and 

Your Franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 

Intoan Augors boare. 

OMere, Pray now the newes | 
You have made faire worke I feare me: pray your newes, 
It Martixs ſhould be joyn'd with Volceans. | 

Com, If? He istheir God, he leadsthem like athing 
Made by ſome other Deiry then Nature, 

That ſhapes man Better : and they folow him 

Againſt us Brats with no leſle Confidence, 

Then Boyes perſuing Sugmer Butter-flies, 


; | The breath of Garlike-caters. 


POW SEL -wALK 
Com. Heel ſhake your Rome about your cares. -2 © 
AMene. AS Herculms did ſhake downe Mellow Fruite': 
| You have made faire worke. NAD CH LIM 
Bre, But is this true fir ? 
Coms, I, and youl looke pale oh 
Before you finde irother: All the Regions 
Do {milingly Revolt, and who refiſts ''- 
| Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, | "0 
And periſh: conſtant Fooles © who is't can blame him? 
Your Enemies and his, finde ſomerhing inhim,  - © © 
Mere. We areall undone, unleſſe * / 
The Noble man have mercy. A 
Com, Who ſhall agke at? 
The Tribunes cannot doo't for ſhame; the 
Deſerve ſuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe” 


% 


proper” 


Doe's of the Shepheards : For his beſt Friends, it they 
Should ſay be good to Rome, they charg'd him, evei' | 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 
| And therein ſhew'd like Enemies, | | 
Ae, 'Tis true,if he were putring to my honſe,the brand 
That ſhould conſume it; I have not the face W814 3 
Tofay, beſeech you ceaſe. You have made faire hands, 
You and your Crafts, you have crafted faire, "One 
Com, You have brought 
A Trembling upon Rome, ſachas was never 
S'incapeable of helpe: - RE BOY 72 
Trs. Say not, we brought it. 
Mene. How? Was'twe? Welov'd him, 
Bur like Beaſts,and Cowardly Nobles; he 
Gave way unto your Clufters, whodid hoot '« 
Him out o'ch' Citty, os: 02g 
(om.”Bvtl feare & 
They'l roare him in againe. Tullws Auffidgns, 
The ſecond name ofmen, obeyes his points 
As it he were his Officer : Deſperation, 
Is all the policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Renit'can makeagainſt them. 
'  ' Emer aTromeof Cuizens. 
Mene, Heere come the Cluſters. 
And is Auffidires with him? You are they 
That made the Ayre univholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greaſie Caps, in hooting 
At Corielanws Fxile. How he's comming , 
And nota haire upon a Souldiers head 
Which willnot provea whip: As many Coxcombes 
As youthrew Caps up, will he tumble downe, 
And pay you for your voyces. 'Tsnc matter, 
If he could burne ugall into one coale, 
We have deſerv'd it. 
Ommnes. Faith, we heare fearfull Newes» 
1 Cit. For mine owne part, 
When I ſaid baniſh him,I ſaid *twaspitty- 
2 Andſodid I. | 
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ny of us, that we did wedid for the beft, and chonghwe 


our will. - | 
Com, Y are goodly things, you Voyces. 
Mene.Y ou have made you good worke 
- You and your cry. Shalsto the Capitol ? 
Cor, Oh I, what cl{c? ; 


Or Butchers killing Flyes. Sicin. Go Maſters get you home, benot diſmaid, 
ng You have made good-worke, Theſeare a Side, that would be gladto have 
a your Apron men - you, tharſtood ſo much . | Thistrue, whichthey fo ſcemeto feare. Go home, 
pate voyce of occupation, and BRAT And ſhew no ſigne of Feare, — 
— IT 2 IT | Te Sh," 


heme 
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2 Andſodid I: and tofay the truth, fo did very ma- | 


willingly conſented to his Baniſhment, yet 1t was againſt | 


Exeunt both | 


| 
| 


| 
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2 (Gi. The Gods bee good to us: Come Maſters let's | 


home, Lever {aid we werei'th;wrong, when we baniſh d 


LUN. rr: $3 E1) 1 : : 
2 Cit. So did we all, But come, let's home. Exit.C. 
Brew. I do notlike this Newes- 4 
Sic43, Norl. ' | 
Bru. Let'sto the Capitoll : would halfe my wealth 
Would by this for alye. i -* gion: 
Siem. Pray let's go. Exennt T ribunes. 
* ni.» Enter Auſſiduu with by Lievienant. 
Anf. Do they (till flye to*th Roman? 
Liex. I donot know what Witchcraft's in him: but 
Your Soldiers uſe him as the grace*fore meate, 
Their ralke at Table, and their Thankes at end, 
And you are darkned in this ation Sir, | 
Fven by your owne. + £455 
.Asf.: I cannothelpe itnow, - 
Vnlefle by ufing meancs I lame the foote 
Ofour deſigne, He beares himlclfe more proudly, 
Evento my perſon, then I thought he would 
When firſt I did embrace hit. Yet his Nature 
In thar's no Changeling, and-1 mutt excuſe 
What cannot beamended, ; ..”. 
Liew. Yctl with Sir, - 
(I meanc for your perticular ) you had not 
Ioynd in Commiſſion with him : but either have borne 
Theaction of your ſelfe, or elfe to him , had left it ſoly. 
Azf. I underſtand thee well; and be chou ture 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knowes not 
What I canurge againſt him, although it ſcemes 
And ſghe thunkes; and is noleſſe apparant: _ 
Toth*vulgar eye, that be,bears2ll things fairely ; 
And ſhewes good Husbandry for the Volcean State, 
Fights Dragon-like, anddoes atcheeve as ſoone-: . 


| As draw his Sword: yet he hath lefrundone 


Thar which ſhall breake his necke; or hazard mine.  ' 

Whenere we come to cur account, NT Rk 
Les. Sir, I beſeech you, think you hel carry Rome? 
Af. All places yeeldto him ere he fits downe, 

And the Nobility of Rome arc his : x14 o 

The Senator and patrictans love him too : 

Thetribunesare no Soldiers : and their people 

Will be as raſh inthe repeale , as haſty 

Toexpell him thence. I thinke kee'l be to Rome 

Asis the A\pray to the Fiſh, who takes it 

By Soveraignty of Nature. Firſt, he was 

A Noble ſervant to them, but he could not 

Carry his Honors even: whether*was Pride 

Which out of dayly Fortune ever taints 

The happy man; whether defect of judgement, 

To faile in the diſpofing of thoſe chances 

Which he was Lord of : or whether Nature, 

Not to be other then one thing, not mooving 

From th' Cake to th' Cuſhion : but commanging peace 

Even with the ſame 2uſterity and garbe, 

As he controll'd the warre. But one of theſe 

(As he hath ſpices of themall) not all, 


| For I dareſo farre free him, made him fear'd, 


So hated, and fo baniſh'd : but he ha's a Merit 
Tochoake it inthe utt'rance : So our Vertues, 

Lie in th' interpretation of the time, _ | 

And power unto it ſelfe moſt commendable, 
Hathnota Tombe ſo evident as a Chaire 

T extoll what it hath done. 

One firedrives out one fire; one Naile,one Naile ;. 
Rights by rights fouler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do faile. 
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Come let's away : when Caim Rome is thine, _ 
Thouart pooxr'{t of alzthen ſhortly art thou mine. Exeary, 


ee 


eAfus Quintus, = 
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Enter Menenius, Cominins, Sicixiut, Bruty, 
the two Tribunes, with others, 
Aemen. No, le not go : you heare what he hath Gaid 
W hich was ſometime his Generall : wholoved him 
In a moſt ceere particular. He call'd me Father : 
But what o'*that ? Go you that baniſh'd him 
A mile before his Tent, fall downe and kneele 
The way into his mercy : Nay, it he coy'd 
To heare Comm ipeake, Ile keepe at home. 
(om. He would not ſeemeto know me. 
Aenen. Do you heare ? 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name: 
I urg'd our o!d acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. ( oriolanus 
He would nor anſwer to ;  Forbad all Names, 
He was a kinde of Nothing, Titleleſſe, 
Till he had forg'd himſclfe a name a'th' fire 
Of burning Rome. 
Menen, Why ſo: you have made good worke; 
A paire of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 
To make Coales cheape ; A Noble memory. 
Com. 1 minded him, how Royall 'twas to pardon 
When it was lefſeexpeted. He replyed 
It wasa bare pctition of a State 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 
CHMenen. Very well, could he ſay leſſe? 
{ om. 1 offered to awaken his regard 
For's private Friends. His anfwere to me was 
He could nor itay to picke them, in a pile 
Of noytome muſty Chaffe, He ſaid, twas folly 
For one poore graine or two, to leave unburne 
And {till to noteth' offen ce. 
Menen. For one poore pgraine or two ? 
I am one of thoſe : his Mother, Wife, his Childe, 
Andthis brave Fellow too : weare the Graines, * 


| You are the muſty Chatte, and youare ſmelt 


Above the Moone. We muſt be burnt for you. 
Sicin, Nay, pray be patient ; 1f you refuſe your ayde 
In this ſo never-needed helpe, yer do not 
Vpbraid's with our diftrefte. But ſure if you | 
W ould be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
More then the inſtant Armie we can make 
Might ſtop our Countryman. 
Mexen. No: Ile not meddle. 
Siciw, Pray you goto him. 
Aenen. What ſhould Ido? 
Bru, Onely make triall what your Love cando, 
For Rome, towards Martins. 
HMene. Well, and ſay that Martine returne me, 
As Cominire is return'd, unheard: what then? 
But as a diſcontented Friend, griefc-ſhot 
Wirh his unkindnefſe* Say't be ſo? 
Sicin, Yet your good wil 
Maſt have thatthankes from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. NEE 
AMene, Ile undertak't : 
I thinke hee'l heare me. Yet tobite his lip, 


And humme at good Cominius, much unhearts me: Dy 
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He was not taken well, he had not din'd, 

The Veines unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
Wepowt upon the Morning, are unapt 

Togive or to forgive; but when we have ſtufft 

Theſe Pipes, andtheſe Conveyances of our blood 

With Wine and Feeding, we haveſuppler Soules 

Then in our Pricſt-like Faſts : therefore Ile watch him 
Till be be dieted tomy requeſt; 

And then Ile ſer upon him. 

Bru. You know the very rode into his kindneſle; 
And cannot loſe your way. 

Mere. Good faith Ile prove him, 

Speed how it-will, I ſhall ere long, have knowledge | 
Of my ſuccefle. . , Exit, 
(om. Hee'lnever heare him. 

Sicta, Not. .. 

Com. I tell you, hedoe'sfit in Gold, his eye 
Redas*twould burne Rome : and his Injury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. I kneel'd before him, 

'Twas very. faintly he ſaid Riſe: diſmiſt me 
Thus with his ſpeechlefſc hand. W hat he would do 
He ſent in writing after me : what he would not, 
Bound with an Oathto yeeld to his conditions : 
Sothatall hope is vaine, unlefſe his Noble Mother, 
And his Wite ,who (as I heare) meane to ſolicits him 
For tnercy to his Country : therefore let's hence, 
And with our faire intreaties halt them on. Zxcunt, 
Enter Menenins to the Watch or Guard. 

I Fat. Stay : whence are you: 

2.Wat, Stand;and go backe. | 

Ho. You guardlike men,'tis well. But by your leave, 
Iam anOthcer of State,& come to ſpeake with (oriolanm. 

I From whence ? . Mene. From Rome. 

I You may not paſſe, you muſt returne : our Geuerall 
will no more heare from thence. | 

2 You'l ſee your Rome embrac'd with fire, before 
You'l ſpeake with Coriolanm. 

Mee, Good my Friends, : 
If you have heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, _ 
My name hath touch'r your cares : itis Menenm. 

1 Beit fo, go back: the vertue of your name, 
Is not heere paſſable» 

Aene, I tellthee Fellow, - 
Thy Generall is my Lover : I have been 
Thebooke of his good Acts, whence men 
His Fame unparalell'd, happely amplified : 
For I have ever uerified my Friends, | 
(Of whom hee's cheefe ) with all the ſize that verity 
Would without lapſing ſuffer : Nay, ſometimes; 

Like ro a Bowle upon a ſubtle ground 

I hve tumbled patt the throw : and in his praiſe _ 
Have (almoſt)ſtampt the Leaſing. Therefore Fellow, 

I mutt baveleave to paſſe, | 

I Faith Sir, if you hadtoldas many lies in his behalfe, 
a3 you have uttered words in your. owne,you ſhould not 
paſſe heere : no, though it were as'vertuous tolye; as to 
live chaſtly. Therefore go backe. . FLIE, 

Men? r5thee fellow, remember my name is enenim, 
awayes faFtionary on the party of your Generall. 

2 Howlſoever you have bin his Lier , as you ſay you 
have, lam one that telling true under him , muſt ſay yon 

Cannot paſſe. Therefore go backe. , 

Mene, Ha's he din'd can'{t thou tel For I would not 
ſpaake with him;till after dinner, 
_ I Youarea Roman, are you ? 


i 
| EIT 


have read 


"TT I 


CHene. I am as thy Generallis, + Fi) 

I Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he do's. Can yon, 
when you have puſht out your gates, the very Defender 
of them, and ina uiolent populer ignorance, given your 
enemy your ſhield, thinke to front hisrevenges with the 
caſte groanes of old women, the Virginall Palms of your 
daughters, or with the paltied interceſſion of ſuch a de- 
cay'd Dotanr as you ſeemeto be? Can you thitik to blow 
out the intended fire, your City is ready to flame in, with 
ſuch weake breath as this?No,you are deceiv*d,therefore 
backe to Rome, and prepare for your execution : you are 
condemn'd, our Generall has {worne you vnt of repreeve 
and pariſon; | : 

Mens. Sirra, if the Captainekneiy I were heere, 
He would uſe me with eltimarion. 

I Come, my Captaine knowes you not. 

<Iene. 1 meane thy Generall, | 


1 My Generall caresnot for you. Backel ſay,go: leaſt | 


Tet forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe, that's the ut- 
moſt of your having, backe* | e 
Mee, Nay but Fellow, Fellovz. 
Enter Coriolanus with Aufſidins, 

Corzo. What's the matter? 

Atene, Now you Companion: Ile fay an arrant for you : 
you ſhall know now thatTI am in eſtimation : you ſhall 
perceive, that a Iacke gardanr cannot office me from my 
Son Corielanrs, gueile but my entertainment with him:if 
thou ſtand'ſt not i'th ſtate of hanging , or of ſome death 
more long in SpeRatorſhip, and crucller in ſuffering, be- 
hold now preſently,and ſweond for what'sto come upon 


thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy | 


particular proſþcrity,and love thee no worſe then thy old 


Father Ienewims do's,. O my Son, my Son ! rhouart pre- | 


paring fire for us: looke thee, heere's water toquench it. 
I was hardly moved tocome tothee :. bur being affured 


out of your Gates with {;ghes : and conjure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrimen. The good 
Gods aflwage thy wrath,and turne the dregs of it, upon 
this Varletheere : This, who like a blocke hath denyed 
my accefle to thee. | 
Corio. Away. | 
Mene. How ? Away? . 


Corio. Wife, Mother, Child,I know not. My affaires | 


Are Servanted to others: Though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remiſhon lies 
In Volcean breſts. That we have beene familiar, 
Ingrate forgerfulneſſe ſhall poiſon rather 
Then pitty : Note how much, therefore be gone. 
Mane cares againſt your ſuites,are {tronger then 
Your gates againſt my force. Yet for | loved thee, 
Take this aiong, I writ it for thy fake, 
And would have ſent it. Another word CMeneniae, 
I will not heare thee ſpeake. This man Awuffiazzs 
Was my belov'd in Rome : yet thou behold'ſt. 
Anf. You keepe a conſtant temper. 
CManent the Guard and Meneuins. 

x Now ſir, is your name enenima? 

2 'Tisaſpell youſeeof much power: 
You kriow the way home againe: 

I Do you heare: how we are ſhent 
greatneſſe backe ? 

2 Whatcauſe do you thinke I have to fwoond ? 

© Mene. I neither care for th' world, nor your Generall; 
ſor ſuch things as you, L can ſcarfe thinke ther's any,y'are 


Exeant. 


for keeping | your 


ſo flight. Hethat hatha will todye by himſclte, feares it | 


nor | 


II 
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+ none butimy ſelfe conld moue thee, I have becne blowne | 
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not from another : Let your Generall do his worſt. For | 
you, bee that you are, long; and your miſery encreale 
with your age. I fay to you, as I was ſaid to, Away.&xv. 

I» A Noble Fellow I warrant him, 

2 The worthy Fellow is our General. He's the Rocke, 
The Oake not to be winde-ſhaken. Exu Watch. 

Enter ( orialanus and Anfſfidens. 

Corio, We will before the walls of Rome to morrow 
Ser downe our Hoaſt. My partner in this Aftion, 
You muſt reporttoth' Volcian Lords, how plainly 
I have borne this Bulineſle. 

Auf. Onely their ends you have reſpected. 

Stopr your cares againſt the generall ſuire of Rome: 
Never admitted a privat whiſper,no not with ſuch frends 


| That thought them ſure of you. 


Corio. This laſt oid man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſent to Rome, 
Lovy*d me, above the meaſure of a Fa: her, 
Nay godded me indeed. Their lateſt refuge 


' Was co ſend him : for whole old love I have 
| (Though I ſhew'd pw 


to him) once more offer'd 
The firlt Conditions which they did refuge, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 
That thought he could do more : A verylictle 
I have yeeided to. Friſh Embaſſes, and Suites, 
Nor from the State, nor private friends heercafter 
WillI lend care to. Ha ? what ſhout is this? Shout withis” 
Shall I be rempted to infringe my vow 
Intheſame time*tis made 1 will nor. 
Emer Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, youg Martins; 
with Attendants, | 
My wife comes formoſt, then the honour'd mould 


 Wherein this trunke was fram'd, and in her hand 
| The Grandchilde to her blood. Burout affeRion, 


All bond and priviledgeof nature breake; 

Let it be Vertuous to be Obſtinate. ; 
What is that Curt'fie worth ? Or thoſe Doves eyes, 
W hich can make Gods forſworne ? 1 melt and am not 
Ofſtronger earth thenothers : my Mother bowes, 

As ifOiympus to a Mole-hill ſhould 

In ſupplication Nod: and my young Boy 

Hath an aſpeR of interccſlion, which 

Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volces 

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, Ile never 

Be ſucha Goſling to obey inſtin&: bur ſtand 

As ifa man were Author of himſelf, & knew no other kin 

Virgil, My Lord and Husband. 

Corio, Theſe eyesarenot the ſame I wore in Rome. 

V:rg. The ſorrow thatdelivercs us thus chang'd, 
Makes you thinke ſo, 

Corio. Like a dull Actor now, I have forgot my part, 
AndI am out, eventoa full Diſgrace. Beſt of my Fleſh, 
Forgivemy Tyranny : but do not ſay , 

For that forgive oor Romans. O a kiſſe 
Longas my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge ! 
Now by the jealous Queene of Heaven, that kiſſe 
I carried from thee dearcy and my truc Lippe 
Hath Virgin'd it ere ſince. You wares ogy 
And the moſt Noble Mother of the wo 
Leave unſaluted : Sinke my knee i'th* carth; 
Ofthy deepe duty, more 1impreffion ſhew 
Then that of common Sonnes. 

Yolum. Oh ſtand up bleſt! 
Whilf with no ſofter Cuſhion then the Flint 
I kneele beforerhec, and unproperly | 
Shew duty as miſtaken, all this while, 


Kneeles 


——_— 


Om 


Betweene the Childe,and Parent. 
Corio. What's this > your knees to me ? 
To your Corrected Sonne? | 
T hen let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starres: Then, letthe mutinous windes 
Strike the proud Cedars 'gainſt the fiery Sun; 
Murd'ring [Impojſtvility, to make 
W hat cannot be, ſlight worke. 
UVolum. Thou art my Warriour, I hope toframe thee 
Do you know this Lady? 
(9ri0. The Noble Siſter of Publicola; 
The Moone of Rome : Chaſte as the 1ſicle 
That's curdied by the Froſt, from purelt Snow, -. 
And hangson Dias Temple : Deere Valeria, 
Yoluw. This is a poore Epitome of yours, 
Wlich by th' interpretation of full time, 
May ſhe like all your ſ{clfe. 
Corz0. The God of Souldiers : 
With the conſent of fupreame love, informe 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefſe,;that thou mayſt proye 
To ſhame unvulncrable, and firike i'th Warres | 
Like a great Sea-marke ſtanding every flaw, 
And faviig thoſe that eye thee, 
Colnm. Your knee, Sirrah. 
Corio, That's my brave Boy. 
Vo'um. Even he, your wife, this Ladie, and my ſelfe, | 
Are Sutors to you. 
Corw. Iheſcech youpeace: 
Or it youlc aske remember this before ; 
The thing I nave forſworne to graunt, may neyer 
Be held by you denials. Donot bid mc 
Diſmiſſe my Soldters, or capitnlate 
Againe, withRomes Mechanickes. Tell me not 
W herein I teeme unnaturall : Deſire not t'allay 
My Ragesand Revenges, withyour colder reaſons. |} 
Folum, Oh no more, no more : 
You have ſaid you will notgrant usany thing : 
For we have nothing elſe to aske, but that 
Which youdeny already : yet we willaske, 
That if you faile in our requeſt, the blame 
May hang upon your hardneſſe, therefore heare us. 
Cario. Anffidzus, and you Voices marke, for weell 
care noughtfrom Rome in private. Your requeſt? | 
Uolum. Should we be filent & not ſpeak, our Raimett 
And ſtate of Bodies wouid bewray what life | 
We haveled ſince thy Exile. Thinke with thy ſelfe, | 
How more unfortunate then living women 
Are we come hither ; ſince thatthy ſight, which ſhould 
Make our cies flow with joy,heartsdance with comforts, 
Conltraines them weepe, and ſhake with feare & ſorow, 
Making the Mother, wite, and Childe fo ſee, 
The Sonne, the Husband, and the Father teacing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 
Thine ennuittes moſt capirall : Thou barr'ſt us 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy, For how can we? 
Alas ! how can we, tor our Country pray ? 
W hereto weace bound, together with thy _— 
W hereto weare bound : Alacke, or we mult loole 
The Countrie our deere Nurſe, orclſe thy perſon 
Our comfort inthe Country. We muſt finde 
An evident Calamity , though we had |; 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhouid win. Foreither thou 
Muſt asa Forraine Recreant be kd " 
With Manacles through our ſtreets, or elſe | 
Triumphantly treade en thy Countriesrune, 


And | 
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And beare the Palme; for having bravely ſhed 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood: For my ſelte,Sonne, 
I purpoſe not to waite on Fortune,till 


| Theſe warres determine 2 if I cannot perſwade thee; 


Rather to ſhew a Noble grace toboth parts, 
Then ſeeke the end of one ; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to affaule thy Country,then to treade 
(Truſt too't, thou ſhalt not) on-thy Mothers wombe 
That. brought thee to this world. ; 
Virg. T,and mine, that brought you forth this boy, 
To keepe your name living to time» 
Boy. A ſhallnottread on me: Ile run away 
Till I am bigger, but then Ile fight. 
Corio. Not of a womans tendernefſe to be, 
Requires nor Childe, nor womans faceto fce: 
] have fate too long. | 
Uolum. Nay, gonot from ns thus : 
If it were ſo, that our requeſt did tend 
Toſave the Romanes, thereby to deſtroy . 
The Volces whom you ſerve, you might condemne us 
Aspoyſonous of your Honour. No, our ſuite 
Is that you reconcile them : While the Volces 
May fay, this mercy we have ſhew'd : the Romanes, 
This we receiv*d, and each in either fide 
Give the All-haile to thee, and cry be Bleſt 
For making up this peace. Thou know'ſt (great 
Theend of Warres uncertaine : but this certaine, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou ſhalt thereby reape, is ſuch a name 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes : 
Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble, 
But with his laſt Attempr, he wip'd 1t out : 
Deſtroy'd his Country, and his vame remaines 
To th'inſuing Age, abhorr'd. Speake to me Son : 
Thou haſt affected the fave {traines of Honer, 
To imitate the graces of the Gods. 
To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes a'th* Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boult. 
That ſhouid but rive an Oake. Why do'ſt not ſpeake 
Think'ſt thou it honourable for a Noble man 


Sonne) 


Stillto remember wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeake you : 


He cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childithnefle will moye him more 
Thencan our Reaſons. There is no man inthe world 
More bound to's Mother, yet here he let's me prate 
Like one 'ch' Stockes. Thou haſt never inthy life, 
Shew'd thy deere Mother any curteſie, 

When ſhe (poore Hen) toad of no ſecond brood, 
Ha's cluck'd thee to the Warres , and ſafely home 
Loden with Honour. Say my.Requeſt's unjuſt, 

And ſpurne me backe : Bur, if ir benort ſo 

Thouart not honeſt, and the Gods will plagne thee 
That thou reſtrawit from me the Duty, which 

Toa Mothers part belongs. He turnes away : 

Down Ladies : let us ſhame him with our knees 
Tohisſur-name Coriolanus longs more pride 
Thenpitty ro our Prayers. Downe : anend, 

This isthelaſt, So, we will home to Rome, -.- 
Anddyeamong our Neighbours: Nay, bchold's, 
This Boy that cannot cell what he would have,. 
But kneeles, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Doc's reaſon our Petition with more ſtrength 

Then thou haſt ro deny*t. Come, let us go ; 

This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother : 

His Wite is in.Corie{us ,and his Childe 
Like him by chance z yet giveus our diſpatch : 


4 * - 
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I am huſht untill our City beafire,& then Neſpeakalittle 
| Holds her by the hand ſilent. 
Corio. O Mother, Mother | 44: 3.44 
W hat have you done ? Behold, the Heavens doope; 
The Gods looke downe, and this unnaturall Scene 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother :Oh ! 
You have wonne a happy Victory to Rome. 
But for your Sonne, beleeve it; Oh belceve it, 
Moſt dongerouſly you have with him prevail'd, 
| If not mott mortallto him Bur let it come 3; 
eſfidixs, though I cannot make true Warres, 
Ile frame convenient peace. Now good Auffiding, 
Were you in my ſtced, would you have. heard 


A mother lefſe? or granted lefle Anffidtns ? 
Arf, T was mou'd withall. | 
Corts, I dare be ſworne you were ; 
And fir, it 1s no little thing to make 
Mineeyes ro ſweat compailion. But (good fir) 
W hat peace you't make, adviſe me: For my part, 
He not to Rome, Ile backe with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this cauſe. O Mother 1 Wife |! 
Auf. Tam glad thou haſt ſet thy mercy, & thy Honor 
Ar difference in thee : Oat of that Ile worke 
My ſelfea former Fortune. . ' .' :, . : 
Corio. I by and by ; But we will drinke together ; 
And you ſhalt beare - £ . | 
A better witneſſe backe then words,which we 
On like conditions, will haue counter-tcal'd. 
Comeenter with us: Ladies you deſerve 


\ To havea Temple built you : All the Swords 


In Italy, and her Confederate Armes es 
Couid not have madethis peace. Exenn. 

Enter Men:mins and Sica. (ſtone ? 

CMene, See you yon'd Coina'th Capitol, yon'd corner 

Sicen, Why what of that? ; Dy 

Mene. If it be poſſible for you to diſplace it with your 

little finger, there 1s ſome hope the Ladies of Rome,eipe- 


isno hope int, our throats are ſentenc'd, and itay upon 
EXCcution. | 

Sicin. Is't poſſible, that ſo ſhort atime can alter the 
condition of a man. | | 2 

AMene. There is difference between a Grub. 8& a But- 
terſly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub : this Martine , 1s 
growne from Man to Dragon ; He has wings, hee's more 
then a creeping thing, 

Sicin, He lov'd his Mother deerely. | 

ene. So did heme : and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, then ancight yeare old horſe. The tartneſſe 
of his face,ſowres ripe Grapes. W hen he waiks, he moves 
like an Engine, and the grour.d ſhrinkes before his Trea- 
ding. Betsable to pierce a Corflet with his exe: Talkes 
like a kne!l, and his bum is a Battery. Heſits in his State 
asa thing made for Al-xandetr, W hat he bids be done, is 
finiſht with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God but 
Eternitie, anda Heaven to Throne in. 

Sicin. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

ene, I paint him in the Charater. Mark what mer- 
cy his Mother ſhall bring from him : There is no more 
mercy m him, then thereis milke.in a male-Tyger , that 
ſhallour poore City firde : and all this is loag of you. 

Sicin. The Godsbe goed unto us. 


cially his Mother,may prevaile with him. Bur I ſay,there | 


IHMene. No, inſucha caſe the Gods will not be good }.. 
unto us- W hen we baniſh'd him,we reſpeted notthem: |. 
and he returning to breake our necks, they reſpect notuss |: 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
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<Meſ. Sir, ifyou'ld fave your life flye to your Houle, 
The Picbeians have got your Fellow Tribune, 
And hale him up and downe; allſwearing, if 
The Romane Ladies bring not comfort;home, 
They'l give him death by Inches. 
Enter another Meſſenger. ; 
Sicin, What'sthe Newes?  (prevayl'd, 
Meſi Good Newes, good newes, the Ladies have 
The Volcians are diflodg'd, and Martivs gone : 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th' expulſion of the 7 arquins.. 
$icin, Friend, art thoa certaine this 1s true ? 
Is't moſt certaine. 
CMefſ, As certaineas I know the Sun is fire : 
Where have you lurk'd that you make doubt of it : 
Ne*e thronghan Archſo hurried the blowne Tide 
As the recomforted through th' gates. Why harke you? . 
Trumptts, Hobojes, Drums beate, altogether, 
The Trumpets , Sack-buts, Plalteries- and Fifes, 
Tapors, and Symboles, and the ſhowting Romans, 
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke yon, e ſpout within 
Meve. This is good Newes : 
I will go meete the Ladics. This Yolunma, 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full : Of Tribunes ſuchas you, 
A Seca and Land full : you have pray'd well today : 
This Morning, for ten thouſand of your throates, 


I'de not have givena doit. Harke, how they joy- 


Sound 5till with the Shonts. 
Sicin, Firſt, the Gods bleſſe you for your tydings: 
Next, accept my thankefuldeſl; 
Aeſe Sir,we have all great cauſe togive great thanks. 
Sicim, They are neere the City, | 
Hef. Almoſt at pointto enter. 
gicin. Wec'l meet them, and helpe the joy. Exemnt. 


Enter two Senators, with Ladies, paſſing over 
the Stage, with other Loras. 


Sena.Behold our Patronneſle, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tri bes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant fires, ſtrow Flowers before them: 
Vnſhoot the noiſe that baniſh'd CMartine ; 
Repcalc him, with the welcome of his Mother : 
Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 
All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. Exennmt. 
A Florriſh with Drummes & Trampets. 


Enter T ullus » A uffidins, with Attendants. 
Anf. Gotell the Lords 2'th' City, Iam heece : 
Deliver them this Paper : baving read it, 
Bid them repatreto th* Market place, where I 
Even intheirs, and in the Commons eares 
Will vonch the rruthof it. Him I accuſe ; 
The City Ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends tappeare before the People, hoping 
To purge bimſelfe with words. Diſpatch. 
Emter 3 or 4 Corſpirators of Auffidins Faltion. 
Moſt Welcome. pw 
1.C0. How isit with our Generall? 
Arf. Even ſo, as with a manby his owne Almes im- 
poyſon'd, and with his Charity ſlaine. 
2.(0n. Moſt Noble Sir, If you do hold the ſame intent 
W herein you. wiſht us parties ; Wee'l deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
Aruf, Sir, I cannot tell, 


| 


— 


We mult proceed as we do finde the People. : 
3-Con. Thepeople will remaine uncertaine, whil'| :: 
'Twixt you there's difference: bur the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor heyre of all. | 
Arf. I know it; 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him, admits 
A good conſtruction, I rais'd him, and Ifpawn'd 
Minc Honor for his truth : who being ſo heighten'd, 
He warcred hisnew Plants with dewes of Flatterie, 
Scducing {o my Friends : and tothis end, 
He bowd his Nature, never knowne before, 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and tree. 
$. Conſþ, Sir, his ſtoutncſle 
W hen he did ſtand for Conſull, which he loſt | 
By lacke of {tooping, 
eF#f. T hat | would have ſpoke of : 
Being baniſh'd for't,he came unto my Harth, 
Preſented ro my knife his Throat : I rooke kim, 
Made him joynt-ſervant with me : Gave him way 
Inail bis owne deſires : Nay, let him chooſe 
Out of my Files, hisprojes, toaccompliſh 
My beſtand freſhelt men, ſervd his diignements 
In mine owne perſon: hope to reape the Fame 
Which he did end ail his ; and tooke ſome pride 
Todo my {clte this wrong ; Ti!l at the laſt 
I ſeem'd his Follower, nor Partner; and 
He wadg.d me with his Countenance,as if 
I had bia Mercenary. | 
I.Co2n. So he did my Lord: 
The Army marveyled at it, and inthe laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, and that welook'd 
For no lefſe Spoile, then Glory. 
eArf, There wasit : 
For which my finewes ſhall be ſtretchtupon him, 
At a few drops of Womens rhewme, whichare 
As cheapeas Lics ; he ſold the Biood and Labour - 
Of our great Action ; therefore ſhall he dye, - 
And Ile renew me in his fall. Bur hearke, 
Drummes and Trumpets ſounds, with great 
(bowts of the people. 
7.Cov. Your Native Towne you enter'd like aPolte, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre with noyle, 
2.{ 0n. And patient Fooles, 
W hoſe chiidren he hath flaine, their baſe throars tears 
With giving him glories 
3-Con. Thereforeat your vantage, 
Ere he expreſle himſclfe, or move the people 
With what he would ſay, let him feete your Sword: 
Which he willſecond, when he liesalong 
After your way, His Tale pronounc'd, ſhall bury 
His Reaſons, with his Body. 
eAuf. Say no more. Heere come the Lords, 
Emntes the Lords of the ( ity. 
All Lords, Yon are moſt welcome home. 
e4uf. I have not deſerv'd it, 
But worthy Lords, have you with heede peruſed 
What I have written to you? 
All. We have, | 
I:Lord. And greeve to heare't : 
W hat faults he made beforethelaſt, Ithinke 
Might have found caſie Fines ; But there toend 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us 
With our owne charge : making a Treatie,where 
There was a yeelding ; this admits no excuſe. 
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»Auf, He approaches, you ſhallheare him. 
Enter Ck a with Drumme. and Colours. The 
 (ommoners bring with bins. | 
Corio. Haile Lords, Iam return'd,your Souldier : 
No more infected wich my countries love 
Then when I parted hence : bur ſtill ſubfiſting 
Ynder your great Command. - You areto know, 
That proſperouſly I haveattempted, and 
With bloody paflage led your Warres, even to. . » 
Thegates of Rome; Our ſpoiles we have brought home 
Doth more then counterpolze a full third part 
Thee charges of the Aion. We have made peace 
With no lefſe Honour to the Antzates 
Then ſhametoth' Romaines. And we heare deliver 
Subſcrid'd by*vh'Conſuts, and Patricians, 
Together with the Seale a'th Senat, what 
We have compounded on. 
Asf. Read it not Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor inthe higheſt degree 
He bath abus'd your Powers. 
Corio. Traitor ® How now ? 
Auf. I Traitor, Iartize, 
brio, Martin? oo 
Auf. 1 Martini, Cainst Martins : Do'it thou thinke 
lle grace thee with that Robbery, thy ſtolne name 
Coriolanus 1n Cortolns? 
You Lords and Heads a*th' State, perfidiouſly 
Heha's betray'd your buſineſſe, and givenup 
Forcertaine drops of Salt, your City Rome : 
Lay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oathand Reſolution, like 
Atwiſt of rotten Silke, never admitting 
 Counſaile a'th' warre : But at his Nurſes teares 
He whin'd and roar'd away your Viorie, 
That Pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ring each at others, 
Corio. Hear'(t thou Mars ? LC gs 
Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of Teares. 
Corio, Ha? 
Aufid. No more. Ry EE 
Corio. Meaſurelefſe Lyar thou haſt made my heart 
Toogreat for what containes it. Boy? Oh Slave, 
Pardon me Lords, *tis the firſt time that ever 
I was forc'd to ſcoul'd. Your judgements my grave Lords 
Muſt give this Curre the Lye ; and his owne Notion, 
| Who weares my ſtripes impreſt upon him, chat 
Muſt bears my beating to his Grave, ſhall joyne 
Tothruſt the Lye unto him. 
1 Lord, Peace bothzand heare me ſpeake. 
Corio, Cut me too peeces Volces men and Lads, 
Raine all your edges on me. Boy, falſe Hound : 
Ityou have writ your Annales true, 'tis there, 
Thatlike an Eagle in a Dove-coat, 


the 


Flatrer'd your Volcians in Coriolis. 
AloneT did it, Boy! © 

Azf. Why Noble Lords, DES 
Will you be put in minde of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your {lame, by this unholy Braggart ? 
'Fore your owneeyes, and eares ? 

eAu Conſp. Lethim dye for'. 

All People. Teare him to peeces, doit preſently: 
Hekill'd my Sonne, my daughter, he kill'd my Cofine 
Marcus, he kil'd my Father. 

' 2 Lord. Pcace hoe; no Outrage, peace : 

The man is Noble, and his Fame folds in 

This Orbe o*h' carth: His laſt offences. to.us 
Shall have Iudictous hearing, Stand Auffidine, 
And trouble not the peace. | 

Corio. O that I had him, with fix A=ufiaznſſes,or more: 

His Tribe to uſe my lawfull Sword. 
Auf. Inſolent Vullaine, 
ARConfp. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 
Draw bath the (onfpirators, and kils Martine, who 
| falles, Auffidins Stands on him. 
Lords.-Hold, hold, hold, hold. 
eAuf. My Noble Malters, heare me ſpeake, 
I-Lord. O Tullas. 
2.Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe. dd IR —_ 
3-Lord. Tread notupon hfin Maſters, all be quiet, 
Pur up your Swords. 
Auf, My Lords. 
When you ſhall know (as inthis Rage 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this mans life did owe you, you'l gejoyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, Ile deliver 
My ſelfe your loyall Servant, or endure 
Your heavieſt Cenſure. | 5 
1.Lord. Beare from hence his body, 
And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moſt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 
2.Loxd. His owne impatierce, 
Takes from Asſſidius a great part of blame : 
Let's make the Beſt of it, 

Anf My Rage is gone, 

And Iam ſtrucke with ſorrow. Take himup : 
Helpe three a'th' chiefelt Sonldiers; Ile be one. 
Beate thou the Drumme that it ſpeake mournfully : 
Traile your ſteele Pikes. Though in this City hee 
Hath widdowed and unchi!ded many a one, : 
Which torhis houre bewaile the Injury. 
Yet hee ſhall have a Noble memory. Aſſiſt. 

Exeunt bearing the Body of Martins. A dead March 

Sonnded. 
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A tus Primus. Scena Prima. 


| Enter theTribunes and Senators aloft. eAnd then exter 
Saterninus and bis Fellowers at one doore, and 
Baſſianus and his Followers at the other, 
with Drum & Colonrs. 
Saturnmms. 
Kew Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, | 
N&y Defend the juſtice of my Canſe with ATmess 
A I8 And Country-men, my loving Followers, 
MX. pleade my Succeſſive Title with your SWOrds. 
I was the firſt borne Sonne, that was the laſt 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem or Rome : 
Then let my Fathers Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this indignitic. 
Baſſianns. Romaines, Friends, Followers, 
Favovrers of my Right: 
If ever Baſſianns, (eſars Sonne, | 
Were gracious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Keepe then this paſſage to the Capitall : 
And ſuffer not Diſhonour to approach 
Th Imperiall Seate to Vertue : confecrate 
To Iuſtice, Continence, and Nobility : 
But let Deſert in pure Election ſhine ; | 
And Romanes,fight for Freedome in your Choice. 


Enter Marens Andros.icus aloft with the Crowne. 


{ Princes, that ſtrive by Fations, and my Friends, 
| Ambitiouſly for Rule and Emperie : 

Knoiy, thar the people of Rome for whom: we ſtand 
| Aſpeciall Party, have by Comman voyce 

| In Election for the Romane Emperie, 

Choſen Andromiens, Sur-named Pins, 

For many good and greatdeſcrts to Rome. 

A Nobler man, #braver Warriour, 

1 Lives notthisday within the City Walles. 

He by the Senate is accited home 

From weary Warresagtinſt the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his Sonnes Ga terror to our Foes) 

Hath yoak'd a Nation ſtrong, train'd up in Armes. 
Ten yeares are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertooke 

{ This Cauſe of Rome, and chaſticed with armes | 
Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath returnd 

- Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 

In Coins from the Field. 

And now at laſt, laden with Honours Spoyles, 
Returnes the good Ardronicus to Rome, 
Renowned T3t#s, flourithing in Armes. 


| 
Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 
W hom (worthily) yon would have noyy ſucceed, 
And in the Capitoll and Senatcs right, 
Whom you pretend to honor and adore, 
That you withdraw you, andabate your Strength, 
Ditmiſſe your Followers, and as Suiters ſhould, 
Pleade your Deſerts inPeace and Humblenefle, 

Saturnine, How fayre the T ribune ſpeakes, 
| Tocalme my thoughts. | 
Baſſia. Marcus Andronicus do I do ajhe 

In thy uprightneſſeand Integrity : 
And ſo 1 Love and honor thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother T#:#s, and hisSonnes, 
And Her (to whom my thoughts arc humbledall) 
Gracious Lavinia,Romes rich Ornament, 
That 1 will heere diſmifſe my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 

| Commit my Cauſe in ballanceto be weigh'd, 

Ex. Sonldirs 


Satxrnne., Friends, that have beene 
Thus forward in my Right, 
I thanke youall, and heere Diſmiſſe you all, 
And tothe Love and Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Selfe, my Perſon, and the Cauſe; 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious nnto me, 
AsT am confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 

Baſſia, Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. 

They gowp inzo the Sevat boſe, 


Enter a Captaine. | 
Cap. Romanes make way: : the good Androtias, 
Patron of Vertue, Romes beſt Champion, 


| Succeſſefull in the Battailesthat he fights, 


With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome, 


Sound Drammes and T1 rumpets. Andthen enter woof Ties 
Sonnes ; After them , two men bearing a Coffin coveres 
with blacke then two other Sonnes. «After them , 7% 
Andronicu, and then Tamora the 2 ueene of Gothes , & 
her two Sonres (hiron and Demetrius , with Auren the 
Moore, andothers, as many as can bee : They ſet done 
the Coffin, and Titus Feakes, 


*Andronicws, Haile Rome : 
Vicoriousin thy Mourning Weedes : 


\ 
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Loc as the Barkethat hath diſcharg'd his fraught, 
Returnes with pregiouslading tothe Bay, @ 
From whence atfirſt ſhe weigh'd/her Anchorage: 
Commeth eAudrovicis bound with Lawrell botves, 
Torcſalute his Country with bis teares, 

Teares of true joy for his retarneto Rome, 

Thou greatdefender of this Capitoll, 

' Stand gracious tothe Rites that weiintend, 
Romaines,of fiveand- twenty Valiant Sonnes, 

Halfe of the vumber that King Prez» had, 

Behold the poore remaines alive and dead! 

Theſe that Surviue,let Rome reward with Love: 
Theſe that I bring untotheir lateſt home, 

With buriall amongſt their Aunceſtors. 


Titus unkinde,and carcleſle of thine owne, 
Why ſuffer ſtthou thy Sonnes-unbuxied yer, 
To hover on the dreadfull ſhore of Stix? | 
Make way to lay them by their Bretheren. 


T hey open the Tommbe. 
There greetein ſilence as rhe dead are wont, 
And leepe in peacc,ſlaine in your Countries watres: 
Ofacrer receptacle of my joyrs, 
Sweet Cell of vertue and Nobility, 
How many Sennes of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never renderto me more? X 
Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbes,and ona þile 
eAd mantts fratrums {acrifice his fleſh; 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones, 
That ſothe ſhadowes be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigtes on earth. 
Tit. I give him you,the Nobleſt that Surviues, 

The eldeſt Son of this diſtreſſed Qyeene. 

. Tam. Stay Romaine Bretheren,gracious Conqueror, 
Victorious Tits,true the teares I thed, 
A Mothers teares in pailion for her fonne: 
Andif thy Sonnes wereever deere to thee, 
Oh thinke my ſonnes to beas deere to mee. 
Swheeth not,that we are brought tro Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,and returne 
Captive to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But muſt my Sonnes beſlaughtred in the ſtreetes, 
For Valiant doingsin their Countries cauſe? 
O!1tro fight for King and Common-weale, 
Were piety in thinezit is in theſe: 
eAngronicus,ſtaine notthy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thoudraw neerethe nature of the Gods? 
Draw ncerethem then 1n being merctfull, 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 
Thrice Noble Tiras, ſpare my firſt borne ſonne, 

_ Tit. Patient your felfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Theſeare the Brethren, whom you Gothes behold 
Alive and dead,and for their Bretheren flaine, 


| Religiouſly they aske a ſacrifice; 


Tothis your ſonneis grarkt, and die he muſt, 
Tappeaſetheir groaning ſhadowes that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him;and make a fire ſtraight, 
And with our Swords upon a pile of wood, 


| Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane conſum'd.. - 


Exit Sounerwith Alarbus. 
Tam, Ocruell irreligions piety. 
Chi. Was ever Scythia halfe ſo barbarous? 


Dem. Oppoſe me Scythia to ambitious Rome, 


I RY 
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Heere Gothes have given me leave to ſheath my Sword: 


— 


] 4Alarbns gotto reſt,and weſervive, © 


Totremble under 7 5»s thredtniiip lookes, 

\ Then Madam ſtand refolv*d,buthope withall; 
The ſelf fame Gods that arm'd'the Queene of Troy 

With opportmity of ſharpe revenge - 

Vpon the Thracian Tyrant ini his Tent, 

May favour Tamors the Queene of Gothes, 

(When Gothes were Gothes;and 7 amers was Queene) 


- ” 


To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes* + - 
Enter the Sonnes of Andronticus againe. 


Zoe, See Lord ant Father, how we have perform'd 
Our Romaine rites, Alarbuslimbs are lopt, 
And intrals feede the facrifizing fire, 
Whoſe ſmokelike incenſe doth perfume the skie. 
Remainethnought burro interre our Brethren, 
And with low'd Larums welcome them to Rome. 
Tit.Lctit beſo,and let Andronicns 
Make this his lateſt farewell to their ſoules. 


Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffus in the Tombe, 
In peace and Honorr reſt you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes readie{t Champions, repoſe you heere in reſt, 
Securefrom worldly chances and miſhaps: 
Heerelurksno Treaſon,heere noenvieſwels, 

Heere grow no damned grudges, beere no {tormes, 


In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes. 


Enter Lavinia. 


bh 


Lav. In peace and Honour,live Lord Titus long; 

My Noble Lord and Father,live in Fame: 

Loc at this Tomb2 my tributary teares, 

I render for my Bretherens Obſecuies: 

And at thy feete I kneele,with teares of joy 

Shed on the carth for thy returne to Rome. 

O bleſle me heere withthy vitorions hand, 

Whoſe Fortunc Romes beſt Citizens applau'd. 
Tit. Kind Rome, 


——_ 


Thar haſt rhus lovingly reſery'd. | 
The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, | 
Lavinia live,out-live thy Fathers dayes: 


And Fameseternall date for vertnes praiſe. j 


Mar. Long live Lord Tir#s,my beloved brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 
Tit. Thankes Gentle Tribuce, 


No noiſe,but ſilence and Eternall ſleepe, | | 


bac. do. af "I "PII 


Noble brother CIMarcas. | 
Mar. And welcome. Nephews from ſaccesfull wars, 
You that ſurviue and you that ſleepe in Fame: 
Faire Lords your Fortunes areallalike in all, 
That in your Countries ſervice drew your Swords. 
Bur ſafer Triumph 1s this Funerall Pompe, 
That hath aſpir'd to S9/ons Happines, 
And Triumphs over chaunce in honours bed. 
Titus eAnaronicus,the people of Rome, 
W hoſe friend in juſticethou haſt ever bene, 
Send thee by me their Tribune and their truſt, 
This Palliament of white and ſpotlefle Hue, | 
And name thee in Election for the Empire, | 
With theſe our late deceaſed Emperours Sonhes: - | 
Be Candidatns then,and put it on, 
And helpe to ſet a head on headlefſe Rome. 
Tit, A better head her Glorious body fits, 


Then his that ſhakes for age and feeblenefſe; - | 
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What ſhould I d*on this Robe and trouble you, 
Be choſen with proclamationsto day, | 
To morrow yeeld up rule, reſigne my life, 


And ſet abroad new buſinefle for youall. 
Rome 1 haye bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
And led my Countries ſtrength ſucceſſetully, 
And buried one,and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Knighted in Field,ſlaine manfully in Armes, 
In right and Service of their Noble Country: 
Give me a ſtaffe of Honour for mine age, 
Butnot a Scepter to captroule the world, 
Vpright he held it Lords,that held it laſt. : 
ear. Titzs, thou ſhalt obtaine and aske the Empirye 
Sat. Proud andambitious Tribune can'{{ thoutell? 
Titns.Patience Prince Saturnings. 
Sat. Romaines do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords,and ſheath them not 
Till Sazurnimuws be Romes Emperour-: 
Andronicus would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me cf the peoples hearts. 
Lxc. Proud Sarwynine,interrupter of the good 
That Noble minded T irs meanes to thee. 
Tit. Content thee Prince,I will reſtore to thee 
The peoples hearts,and weane them from themſelves. 
Baſs. Andronicus,T do not flatter thee 
But Honour thee,and willdoe till I die: 
My Faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy Friend? 
I will moſt thankefull be, and thankes to men 
Of Noble mindes,is Honourable Meede. 
Tit. Pcople of Rome,and Noble Tribunes heere, 
Taske your voices and your Suffrages, 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicns? 
Tribs.To gratifie the good Andronicns, 
And Gratulate his ſafe returne to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 
Tit. Tribunes I thanke you,andrhis ſureT make, 
That you Create your Emperours eldeſt ſonne, 
Lord Satrrnine,whoſe Vertues will I hope, 
Reflet on Rome as Tytans Rayes 0n carth, 
And ripen Iuſticein this Common-weale; 
Then if you will ele by my adviſe, 
Crowne him,and fſay:Longlive our Emperour. 
Mar. eAn. With V oicesand applaule of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebicans we Create 
Lord Saturninus Romes Great Emperour. 
And ſay, Leng live our Emperony Saturnine. 
e long Flouriſh till they come downe. 
Sat.Titws 9 1» amp OY Favours done, 
To us in our Ele&ion this day, 
I give thee thankes in part of thy Deſerts, 
And will with Deeds require thy gentleneſle: 
And for an Onſet Titws to advance 
Thy Name,and Honourable Family, 
Lavinia will I make my Empreſle, 
Romes Royall Miſtris, Miſtris of my heart 
And inthe Sacred Pantheon her eſpouſc: 
Tell me 4nd-onicus doth this motion pleaſe thee? 
Ti. It doth my worthy Lord,and in this match, 
I hoid me Highly Honoured of your Grace, 
And heere in ſight ef Rome,to Saturnive, 
King and Commander of our Common-weale, 
The Wide-worlds Emperour,do 1 Conſecrate, 
My Sword,my Chariot,and my Priſoners, 
Preſents well Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord: 
{ Receive them then,the Tribute thatT owe, 
| | Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my feete. 


— —_—_ 


The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable Delerts, 
Romans forget your Fealty tome. 


To him that for your Honour and your State, 


That I would chooſe, were I to chooſe a new: 


Though chance of warre 

Hath wrought this change of cheere, 

Thou com'ſt not to be made a ſcorne in Rome: 
Princely ſhall bethy uſage every way. 


| Bearc his Betroth'd, from all the world away. 


Sar. Thankes Noble Tit#s,Father of my life, bs 
How proud I am of thee,and of thy gifts | | 
Rome ſhall record,and when do forget | 


Tit. Now Madame are you priſoner toan Emperour, 


Willuſe you Nobly and your followers. 
Sar. A goodly Lady,truſt me of the Hue 


Cleere up Faire Queene that cloudy countenance, 


Reſt on my word,and let not diſcontent 
Daunt all your hopes:Madam he comforts you, 
Can you make you Greater thenthe Queene of Gothey? | 
Lavinia you are not difpleas'd with this? 
Lax. Not I my Lord,ſfithtrue Nobility, 
Warrants theſe words in Princely curtelie. 

Sar. Thankes ſweete Lawinies,Romans let us goe; 
Ranſomleſſe heere we ſet our Priſoners free, 
Proclaime our Honors Lords with Trutmpe and Drum, 

Baſs. Lord Titas by your leave,this Maid is mine, 

Ti. How fir?Are you incarneſt then my Lord? 

Baſs. I Noble Tirar,and refolu'd withall, 

Todoe my felfe this reaſon,and this right. 
Aarc. Sunmtuigqne, is our Romane Iuſtice, 
This Prince in Tuſtice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lac. And that he will and ſhall,if Lacizs live. 

Tit. Traytors avant, where is the EmperoursGuarde? 
Treaſon my Lord, Levimiais ſurpris'd, 

Sat. Surpris*d, by whom? 

Baſs. By himthat juſtly may 


CHut, Brothers helpe to convey her hence away, 
And with my Sword Ile keepe this doore ſafe. 
Tir. Follow my Lord,and Jle ſoone bring her backe, 
Mut. My Lord you paſſe not heere, | 
Tit. W hat villaine Boy,bar'ſt me my way in Rome? 
Aut. Helpe Lucins helpe, He kils him, 
Lc. My Lord you are unjuſt,and more then fo, 
In wrongfull quarrell,you have {laine your {ons 
Tit. Nor thou,nor he are any ſonnes of mine. 
My ſonnes would never fo diſhonour me. 
Traitor reſtore Lavinia tothe Emperour. 
Lxc.Dead if you will, but not to be his wife, | 
That is anothers lawfull promis'd Love. 


Enter aloft the Emperour with T amzora and her two 
ſonnes and Aaron the Moore, 
Emp. No Titws,no,the Emperour needs her not, 

Nor her,nor thee,nor any of thy ſtocke: 
Ile truſt by Leiſure him that mocks me once. 
Thee never:nor thy Trayterous haughty ſonnes, 
Confederates all,thus to diſhonory me. 
Was there none els in Rome to make a ſtaleof 
But Satarnine?Full well Andronicus 
Agree theſe Decds,with that proud bragge of thine, 
That ſaid'ft, I beg'd the Empire at thy hands, 

Tit. O monſtrous, whatreproachfuli words aretheſe? 

Sar. But goe thy wayes,goe give that changing pccce | 
To him that flouriſht for her with his Sword: | 
A Valiant ſonne in-law thou ſhalt enjoy: 
One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefle Sonnes, To 
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Toruffle in the-Cammon-wealth of Rome. 
Tit. Theſe waxdsare Razors to my wounded heart. 
Far. And therefore lovely T amora Que 
That like the ſtately Phebe mong'ſt her Nimphs 
Doſt over-ſhine the Gallant't Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleag'd with thismy ſodaine choule, 
Behold I chooſe thee Tawora for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Engr Rome. _ : 
Speake Queene of Goths doſt .thou applaud my choſe? 
And heere 1 ſweareby all the Romaine Gods, 
Sith Prieft and Holy-watcr are (o neere, | 
And Tapers burne to bright,and every thing 
Inreadineſſe for Hymeneus ſtand, 
I willnot refalute the ſtreets ofRome, 
Orclimbe my Pallace,till trom forth this place, 
Iteade eſpous'd my Bridealong with me, 
Tam. And heere in fight of heavento RomeI ſ{weare, 
if Saturnine adyance the Queene of Gothes, 
| She will a Hand-maid be to his deſires, 
' Aloving Nurſe,a Mother to his youth. 
Sat. Aſcend Faire Queene, 
Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnme, 
| Whoſe wiſedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There ſhall we Conſummate our Spouſall rites. 
N Exemnnt omnes, 
Tit. I am not bid to waite upon this Bride: 
Titns when wer't thou wonr to walke alone, 
Diſhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs? 


Enter Marcns and Titus Sonnes. 


Mar, O Titns fee 1 O ſee what thou haſt done! 
Ina bad quarrell,flaine a Vertuous ſonne. 

Ti. No fooliſh Tribune,no: No ſonne of mine, 
Nor thou,nor theſe Confederates in the deed, 

That hath diſhonoured all our Family, 
Vnwortby brother,and unworthy Sonnes. 

Lac. But let us give him buriall as becomes: 
Give Mntins buriall with our Bretheren. 

Tit. Traitorsaway,he reſt's not in this Tombe: 
This Monument five hunreth yeares hath ſtood, 
Which I have Suwptuoully re-edified: 

Heere none but Soulidicrs,and Romes Servitors, 
Repole in Fame:Nore baſely ſtaine in braules, 
Bury him where you can,he comes not heere. 
Har. My Lord this is impicty in you, 
My Nephew Mutins deeds do plead for him, 
He muſt be buried with his bretheren. 
Tatres two Sounes ſpeakers. 
And ſhall, or him we will accompany. | | 
Ti. And ſhall 1 W hat villaine was it ſpake that ward? 
Titss ſonne ſpeakes. 
He that would vorch'd itin any place but heere. 

Tit, W hat would you bury him in my deſpight? 

Mar. No Noble T3t»s but intreat of thee, 
Topardon CMmtius,and to bury him. 

T#, Marcas,Even thou hait ſtroke upon:my Creſt, 
| And with theſe Boyes mine Honour thou haſt wounded, 
My foes I doe repute you every ones 
59 trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

I, Son. He is, not himſclfe.let us withdraw. 

2+ Sox. Not 1 tell Mzutiws bones be buried. 

T he Brother and the ſownes kneele. 

Aar.Brother,for inthat name doth natyreplea'd. 


—_ 


ere Gothes, | 


| Did graciouſly plead for bis Funerals: 
| Let not young Angus then that was thy joy, - 
| Bebard his entrance heere. 


| 2.Sox. Father,qud inthatname doth nature ſpeake. 
Tu, Speakethou no more if all the ret will ; rh . 

CHar. Renowned Tims more then halfe my ſoule. 

Lac. Deare Father,ſoule and ſubſtance of us all. 

1ar. Suffer thy brother Harexsto interrs 


| His Noble Nephew hcere itivertuesneſt, 


That died in Honour and Lavmia's cauſe. 
Thouart a Romaine,be not barbarous; * 
The Greekes uponadviſe did bury Aiax 

That ſlew himſclfe: And Laertes ſonne, 


* 
* ___— 


Tit. Riſe Marces,rile, ._. 


The diſmall'ſt day is.this that ere I ſaw, 


To bediſhenoredby my Sonnes in Rome: 
Well,bury him,and bury me the next. | 
They pat him in the Tombe. | 
Zu. There lie thy bones ſweet utiv' with thy 
Till we with Tropheesdo adorne thy Tombe- (friends } 
.. They all kneelke and (ay, 
No man ſhed teares for Noble 2Atins, 
Helives in Fame,that di'd in vertues cauſe. Exit. 
Aar. My Lord to ſtep out of theſe ſudden dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubriſe Queene of Gothes, 
Is of a ſodaine thus advanc'd in Rome? 
Ti. I know not Mercss : but I kaow it is, 
(Whether by deviſe or no)che heavens can tell, 
Is the potthen heholding tothe man, 
That brought her for this high good turne fo farre? 
Yes,and will Nobly him remunerate- | 


Floureſh. | 
Enter the Emperor, T amora,avd ber two ſous with the Moore 
atone doors, Enter at the other deore Baſcianns aud 
| Lavinia with others. 
Sat, So Baſſianns,you have plaid your prize, 
God give you joy ſir of your Gallant Bride. 
Saf. And you of yours my Lord:l fayno more, 


Nor wiſh no lefl:,ando I take my leave. 


Sat. Traitor,if Rome have law,or we have power, 
Thou and thy Factiou ſhall repent this Rape. 
_ Baſe. Rape call youit my Lord,to {eifſe my owne, 


j Is in' opinion and in honour wrong'd, 


] With his owne hand 6id ſlay his youngeſt Son, 


My true betrothed Love,and now my wite? 
Burlet the lawes of Rome d<etermine all, 

Meane while 1 am poſleſt of that is mine. 

Sat. Tis g90d fir:youare very ſhort with ns, 
Bur if we live,weele be as ſharpe with you. 

Bafſ. My Lord,what I have done as beſt I may, 

Anſwere I muft, and (halldo with my life, 
Onely thus much give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This Noble Gentleman Lord Tizzs heere, 


That 10a the reſcue of Lavmz, 


In zealeto you and highly mov'd to wrath, 
To be controul'd in thac he frankly gave: 
Receive bim then to favour S@wrme, 
Thar hath expre'ſt himſelfe in all his deeds, | 
A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſrianws leave to plead my Deeds, 

Tis thou,and thoſe,that have diſhonoured me, _ 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my udge; © 
How [ have lov'd and Honour'd Saturnne. 
Tam. My worthy Lord if ever Tamora, - 
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Were gratious in thoſe Princely cyes of thine, 
Then hicare me ſpeake indifferently for all: 
Andatmy tute({weer )pardon whatispalt. 
Sat. W hat Madam,be dſ{honoured openly, 
And baſely pur it up without revenge? | 
| Te».Notlo my Lord, 
The Gods of Rome for-fetid, 
I ſhould be Authour te diſhenour you, 
But on mine honour dare,I undertake 
For good Lord T#t#s innocence in all: 
| Whoſe fury nor diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes: 
1 Then ar my ſaute looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaine ſuppoſc, 
Nor with ſowrelookesafflit his gentle heart. 
My Lord,be rul'd-by me,be wonne at laſt, 
Difſemble all your griefes anddiſconrents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leaſt then the people,and Patricians too, 
Vpon a juſt ſurvey take Tirns,part, 
And fo ſupplantus for ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputesto be a hainous ſfinne- 
Yeeldar intreats,and thznlct me alone: 
Tie findea day to 1aaffacre them 21], 
And race thei: faction,and their familie, 
| The cruell Father,and bis trayt'rougſonnes, 
Towhom I ſued for my deare fonnes life. 
And make them know what tis to leta Queene 
Kneele in the ſtreetes,and beg for grace 1n vaine. 
Come.,come,ſweetEmperour,(come Anaronicws) 
--Takeup this good old man,and cheere the heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frowne. 
Sat. Riſe Tirwsrile, 
My Empreſſc hath prevail'd. 
Ti. I thanke your Majeſty, 
And her my Lord. 
Theſe words,theſc lookes, 
Infuſe new life in me. 
| Tam. Titxs, | am incorporate in Rome, 
ARoman now adopted happily: 
And muſt adviſe the Emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die Andronices. | 
And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 
That 1 have reconcil'd your friends and you, 
For you Prince Baſsianws , I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the Emperour, 
That you will be more milde and tractable, 
And feare not Lords: 
And you Levina, 
By my adviſcall humbled on your knees, 
' You ſhall aske pardon of kis Majeſty. 
$ov. We doe, 
And voy to heaven,and to his Highnes, 
That what we did,was mildly,as we might, 
Tendring our ſiſters honour and our owne. 
Mar. That on mine honour heere 1 doprotefſt. 
Sat. Away and talke not,trouble us no more. 
T am. Nay ,nay, 
SycetEmperour, we muſt all be friends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 
I wil not bedenicd,ſyeet heart looke back. 
Sat, Marne, 
| For thy fake and thy brothers heere, 
And at my lovely Tamora's mntreats, 
I doe remittheſe young mens haynous faults. 
Stand ap- Leviia,though you left me like a chulc, 
I found a friend,and fureas death I fware, ; 


L 
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{ And ſoin this,to beare me downe with braves, 


I would not part a Batchellour from the Pricft. 
Come,if the Emperours Court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my gueſt Levins4,and your friends: 
This day ſhall be a Love-day Tamore. 

Tit. To morrow andit pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Heart with me, 
With horne and Hound, 

Weele give your Grace Bos joxr, 
Sar. Be it ſo Tirms,and Gramercy t00s 


—— 


Aus Secundus. 


Enter eAron alowe. 


-irox. Now climberth T<mora Olympus toppe, 
Safe 011c of Fortunes ſhot,and ſitsaloft, 
Secure of Thundcrs cracke orlightning flaſh, 
Advanc'o 2bove palcenyiesthreatning reachz| 
As wika tine golden Sunne ſalutes tbe morne, 
An? baving gilt thc Ocean with his beames, 
Gaiiops the Zodiacke in his gliſtering Coach, 
And ovcr-lookes the higheſt picring hills: 
So T amora, | 
Vpon Her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And vertie ſtoopes and trembles at her frowne, 
Then Aron arme the heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miſtris, 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumphlong 
Halt priſoner held,fettred in amorous chaines, 
And faſter bound :o Arons charming eyes, 
Then is Promethens ti'deto Cancaſns. 
Away with {laviſh weedes,and idle thoughts, 
I will be bright and ſhine in Pearle and Gold, 
To waite upon this new made Empreſle, 
To waite ſaid I ? To wanton with this Queene, 
This Goddcſle, this Sarramis,this Queene, 
This Syren,that will charme R >mes Satwrnine, 
Ard ce his ſhipwracke,and his Common wealcs.! 
to:la,whart ftorme is this? 


_Y 


Enter (hiron and Demetrius braving- 
Dem. Chiron thy yeeres want wit,thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intru'd where I at grac'd, 
And may for ought thou know'ſt affected be. 
Chs. Demerrms,thou doo'ſt ever-weenein all, 


, 


Tisnot the difference of a yeere or two 
Makes me lefſe gracious,or thee moore fortunate: 
I am asable,and as fit,as thou, 
To ſerve,and to deſerve my Miſtris grace, 
And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſlions for Lawri's love. 
ev. Clubs,clubs,theſc lovers will not keep c—_ 
Dem. Why Boyalchough our mother(unadviſd) 
Gave youa daunſing Rapicr by your ſide, 
Are you ſodeſperate growne to threat your friends? 
Goc to: have your Lath glued within your ſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it, | 
Chi. Meane while fir,with the little $kill I have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare- | 
Dem, I Boy,grow ye ſo brave? They arawe- 
eAr. Why now Lords? 
So nere the Emperours Pallace dare you draw! 
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And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly? _. . 
Full well I wote,the ground of all this grudge. 
I would not for a million of Gold, 
The cauſe were knowue tothem it moſt concernes. 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be ſo diſhonored inthe Court of Rome. 
For ſhame put up. .. . 
Dems. Not I, till I have ſheath'd 

My rapier in his doſome,and withall | 
Thrult theſe reprochfull ſpceches downe his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour heere. 

Chs. For that I am prepar'd,and full re{olv'd, 
Foule ſpoken Coward, 
That thundreſt with thy tongue, | 
And with thy weapon nothing car'ſt performe. 

Ar. A way I ſay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
This pretty brable will undoo us all: | 
Why Lords,and thinke you not hog dangerous 
It is to ſet upona Princes right? 
What is Lavinia then become {0 looſe, 
Or Baſſian:s ſo degenerate, | 
That for her love tuch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulement, Tuſtice,or revenge? 


This diſcord ground,the muſicke would not pleatc. 
C/4,1 care not L,knew ſhe andall the world, 
Ilove Lavmia more then all the world, 
Dem. Youngling, 


| Learne rhou to make ſome meaner choſe, 


Lavinia is thine elder brothers hope. I. 
Ar. Why are ye mad?Or know ye not in Rome, 

How farions and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke Comperitorsin love? 
I tell you Lords,you doe but plot your deaths, 
By this deviſe. | 

Chi. Aron,a thouſand deaths wouldTI propoſe, 
Toat chieve her whom | do love. 


| 
[ 


Ar.Toatchieve her, how?. . » 
Dem, Why,mak'{tthou it fo ſtrange? 
Shee is a woman,thercfore may be woo'd 
Shee is a woman,thercfore may be wonne, 
Shee is Lavinia therefore mult be lov'd. 
What man,mecre water g!ideth by the Mull 
Then wots the Miller of,and caſe it 1s 
Of a cut loafe to ſteale a ſhive we know: 
Though B-ſſianns be the Emperours brother, 
Better then he have yet worne Vulcans badge. 
L14r,1, and as good as Saturi3nmu may. 
Dem. Then why ſhould he difpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire lookes,and liberality: 


What haſt not thou full often ſtrucke a Doe, 


| And borne her cleanly by rhe Keepers nolc? 


| Would ſerve your tarnes. 
| Chi, I ſocheturne were 


| 


Ar. Why then it ſecmes ſome certaine ſnatch or ſo 
| ſerved: 
Dem, Aron thon halt hit it, 

| . Ar, Would yorrhad hit it too, | 
| Then Chould not we be tir'd with this adoo: | 
| Why harke yecharke yee,andare youuch fooles, 
Toſquare for this? Would it offend yon then? 

Chz. Faich not me, 

Dem. Nor me, ſol were one. : 


Tispollicy,and ſtratageme muſt doe |, 
| That you affe&;and ſo-muſt you reſolue, 


— 


Young Lordsbeware,and ſhould the Empreſſe know, 


(court t 


eAr For ſhame be friends,and joyne for that you iar: 


—_—_ 
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That what you cannor as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lzcrece was not more chaſt 
Then'this Lavinia, Baſtianns love, 

A ſpeedier courſethisliogring languiſhmenr 
Muſt we purfuc,and I have found the path: 
My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand. 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troope: 
The Forreſt walkesare wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequentcd plotsthere are, 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villainy: 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe. 

And ſtrike her home by force,if not by words: 
This way or notat all,ftand you in hope. 
Come,come,our Empreſſe with her ſacred wit 
To villainy and vengeance conſecrate, 

\Will we acquaint with allthat we intend, 

And ſhe ſhall file our engines with adviſe, 


; 


— 
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That will not ſuffer you ro ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes height advance you both. 
The Emperours Court is like the houſe of Fame, 
Thepallace full of:ongues,of eyes,of cares: 
The Woodsareruthlefle , dreadfull,deafe,and dull: 
| There ſpeake,and ſtrike brave Boyes,& take your turnes. 
There ſerve your luſts,ſhadow?d from heavenseye, 
And revell in Lavinia's Treaſury. 
Clz, Thy counſell Lad ſmeils of no cowardilſc. 
Dem. Sifas ont nefas, til] T finde the ſtreames, 
| Tocoole this heat,a Charme to calme their fits, 
Per Stigia,p:r manes Vehar, Exenn. 
Enter Titns Anarontcus and his three ſonnes, making a noiſe 
with bounds ana bornes,and Marcus, 


T ie, The hunt 1sup,the morne is bright and gray, - 
The fields are fragrant,and the Woodsare greenc, 
Vacouple heere,and ler us make a bay, 

And wake the Emperour,and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince,and ring a hunters peale, 


Thar all the Court may eccho withthe noiſe. 
Sonnes {ct it be your charge,as it is ours, 
Toattend the Emperours perſon carcflly: 
have bene troubled in my ſleepethis night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 


Winde Horzezs. . 
Heere a cry of boundgs and winde hornes in a peale then 


Enter Saturninus,Tamora, Baſuianus , Lavima, Chiron, De- | 
metrins,and thr Attendans, | 


Ts, Many good morrowes to your Majcſty, 
Madam to you as many and as good. 
I promiſed your Grace,a Hunters peale. 

Sar. And you have rung it luſtily my Lords, 

Some what too carely for new married Ladies. 

Baſ. Laviuia,how tay you? 

Lam. 1 ſay no: | 
I have bene awake two houres and more. 
Sat, Come onthen,horſe and Chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport: Madam, now ſhall ye ſee, | 
Our Romaine hunting. 
Har. T have dogges my Lord, 
Will rcuze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, | 
And clime the higheſt Promontory top. | 

Tit. And I bave horſe will follow wherethe game _ 
Makesaway,and runne like Swallowes ore the plaine | 
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Dem. Chiroy we hunt nor we, with Horſe nor Hound, 


'B * to plucke a dainty Do to ground. 
Enter Aron alone, 


Exenwnt. 


eAr. He that had wit,would thinke that I had none, 


To bury ſo much Gold under a Tree, 

And never afterto inherit it. 

Let him that thinks of me ſo abjecly, 

Know that this Gold muſt coine a ſ{tratageme, 
Which cunningly effected, will beger 

A very exccllent pecce of villany: 

And ſo repoſe ſweet Gold for their unreſt, 


That have their Almes out of the Empreſſe Cheſt. 


Enter T amora to the 1oore., 
Tam. My lovely Aro, 
Wherefore look'{t thou ſad, 
When every thing doth make a Gleefull boaſt? 
The Birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 
The Snake lies rolled in the chearetull Sunne, 


The greene leaves quiver,with the cooling winde, 


And makea cheker'd ſhadow on the ground: 
Vnder their ſweet ſhade, Aros letus far, 


And whil'f the babling Eccho mock's the Hounds, 


Replying ſhrilly to rhe well tun'd-Hornes, 
Asadouble hunt were heard at once, 

Letus fit downe,and marke their yelping noiſe: 
And after confli,ſuch as was ſuppos'd, 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 


When with a happy ſtorme they were ſurpris'd, 


And Curtain'd with a Counſaile-keeping Cave, 


.We may each wreathed in the others armes, 


(Our paſtimesdone) poſſeſſea Golden ſlumber, 


Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and ſweet Mclodious Birds 


Be unto us,as isa Nurſes Song | 
Of Lullaby,to bring her Babe aſleepe. 
Ar. Madame, 
Though Fenns governe your defires, 
Saturne iS Dominator over mine: 
What ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 
My filercce,and my Cloudy Melancholy, 
My fleece of Woolly haire,that now uncurles, 
Even asan Adder when ſhe doth unrowle 
To do ſome fatall execution? 
No Madam, theſe are no Veneriall gnes, 
Vengeance 1s in my heart,death in my band, 


Blood,and revenge, are Hammering 1n my head, 


Harke Tamora,the Empreſle of my Soule, 


Whichnever hopes more heaven,thenreſts in thee, 


This is the day of Doome for Baſsares; 

His Phi/ome/muſt looſe her tongue to day, 
Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands in B«ſ/tarns blood. 

Sceſt thou this Letter,take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatall plotted Scrowle, 
Now queſtion me no more,we arceſpied, 
Heere comes a pareell of our hopefull Booty, 
W hich dreadsnot yet thelr lives deſtruction. 


Enter Ba(cianns and Lavinid, 


Tam. Ah my ſweet Core: 
Syeeter to me then life: 


eAr. Nomore great Empreſſe, Baſz5auws canes, 


Be croſſe with him,and Ile goe fetch thy Sonnes 
To backe thy quarrell what ſo ere they bo. 
Baſ. Whom have we heerc? 


Romes Royall Empreſle, 


gen 
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Vnfurniſht of our well beſceming troop? 
Or is it Dsas babited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 

To ſee the generall Hunting in this Forreſt? 

T am. Sawcy controller of our private {teps: 
Had I the power,that ſome ſay Dian had, 

Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently. | 
With Hornes,as was «4 20ns,and the Hounds 
Should drive upon his new transformed limbes, 
Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Lan. V nder your patience gentle Empreſſe, 

Tis thought you have agoodly giftin Horning, 
And to be doubted,that your CHoore and you 

Are ſingled forth to try experiments: 

{ove ſhelld your husband from his Hounds to day, 
Tis pitty they ſhould take him for a Stag. 

Baſ. Beleeve me Queene, your ſwarth Cymmerian, 
Doth make your Honour of his bodics Hue, 
Spotted,deteſted,and abhominable. 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all your traine? 
Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obſcure plor, 
Accompanicd witha barbarous CHoore, 

If foule defire had not conduted you? - 

Lax. And being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my Noble Lord,be rated 
For Saucinefle,T pray you let us hence, 

And let her joy her Raven coloured love, 
This valley firsthe purpoſe paſſing well.' 

Baſ. The King my brother ſhall have notice of this, 

Zas.1, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long, 
Good King,to be ſo mightily abuſed. 

Tam, Why haveI patienceto endure all this? 

Emer ( hiwon and Doemetrins, 

Dem, How now deere Soveraigne 
And our gracious Mother, 

Why doth your Highneslooke ſo pale and wan? 

Tam. Have I not reaſonthinke you to looke pale? 
Theſe two havetic'd me hither to this place, 

A barren,deteſted vale you ſee it is. 

The Trees(though Sommer)yet forlorne andleane, 
Ore-come with Moſſe,and balefull Miſſclto. 
Heere never ſhines the Stnne,heere nothing breeds, 
Vnlefle the nightly Owle,or fatall Raven: 

And whenthey ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me,heere at dead time of the night, 
Athouſand Fiends,a thouſand hiſſing Snakes, 
Ten thouſand ſwelling Toades,as many V rchins, 
Would make ſuch fearefull and confuſed cries, 
Asany mortall body hearing it, 

Should ſtraite fall mad,or elſe die ſuddenly. 
Noſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 

But ſtrait they told me they would binde me heere, 
Vntothe body of adiſmall yew, 

Andleave me to this miſerable death. 

Andthen they call'd me foule Adulterefle, 
Laſcivious Gothgand all the bittereſt tearmes 
That ever caſedid heare toſuch effet, 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed: 
Revengeit,as you love your Motherslife, 

Or be ye not henceforth cal'd my Children. 


Dem. This is a witneſſe that I am thy Sonne. Sb him. 


Chs. And this for me, 
Strook home to ſhew my ſtrength. 
Lan. I come Semiramis,nay Barbarous Tamera, 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne, 
Tam. Give me thy poygnard: you ſhal know my boyes 

Your Mothers hand ſhall right your Mothers wrong. 
Dem, Stay Madam heere is more belongs to her, 

Firſt thrafh the Corne,then after burne the ſtraw: 

This Minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, 

Vpon her Nupriall vow, her loyalty. _ 

And with that painted hope ſhe braves your Mightineſle, } 

And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? 

Chi. And if ſhe dae; 

I would I werean Eunuch. 

Drag hence her husband to ſome ſecret hole, 

And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luſt. 

Tam, But when ye have the hony yedeſire, 

Let not this Waſpe out-live us both to ſting. = 
Chi. I warrant you Madam we will make that ſure: 

Come Miſtris,now perforce we will enjoy, 

That nice-preſerued honeſty of yours. 

Lav. Oh Tamora,thou bear'it a woman face. 

Tam. I will not heare her ſpeake, away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me but a word. 
Dem. Liſten faire Madam,let it be your glory 

Toke her teares,but be your heart to chem, 

Asutirelenting flint to drops of raine. 

Lav. W hen did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? 

Odoe not learne her wrath,ſhe taught it thee, 

The milke thou ſuck*fi from her did turne to Marble, 

Even atthy Teat thou had'it thy Tyranny, 

Yet every Mother breedsnot Sonnes alike, 

Dothou-intreat her ſhew a woman pitty. 

| Chbs. What, | TE 

Would'ſt thou have me proye my ſelfe a baſtard? 
Lan, Tistrue, | 

The Raven doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yet have I heard,Oh could I finde it now, 

The Lion mov'd with pitty did indure 

To have his Princely pawes par'd all away. 

Some ſay,that Ranens foſter forlorne children, 

The whil*it their owne birds famiſh in their neſts: 

Oh bero me though thy hard heart ſay no, 

Nothing fo kind but ſomething pittifull. | 
Tam, I know not what it meanes,away with her. 
Lav, Ohlet me teach thee formy Fathers ſake, 

That gave thee life when well he might have ſlaine thee: 

Penot obdurate,open thy deafe cares. 

Tam, Hadſt thou in perſon nere offended me, 

Even for his ſake am Inow pittileſſe; Z 

Remember Boyes I powt'd forth teares in vaine, 

Tofave your brother from the ſacrifice, 

But fierce Andronicus would not relent, 

Therefore away with her,and uſe her as you will, 

The worſe to her,the better loy'd of me. 

Las. Oh Tamora, 

Be call'd a gentle Queene,, X | 

| And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 
For tis nor life that I have beg'd ſo.long, 

PooreI was ſlaine, when Baſsianws dy Si : 

What beg'ſt thou then?fond woman,let me go? 

Lav. Tispreſent death I beg,and onething more, 

That woman hood denies my tongue to tell: 

Oh keepe me from their worſe then killing luſt, 

And tumble me into ſome loathſome pir, 

Where never mans eye may behold my body, 

Doe this,and be a charitable murderer, . 
Ta». So ſhould I rob my ſweet Sonnes of their fee, 

No,let them fatisfie their luſt on thee. 


Dem. Away, . 
For thou haſt ſtaid us hcere too long. 
Las. No grace. | 
No woman hood ? Ah beaſtly creature, 
The blotand enemy to our generall name, 
Confuſion all 
Chi. Nay then Ile ſtop your mouth: 
Bring thou her husband, | 
This isthe Hole where eros bid us hide him: Exennt. 
Tam.Farewell my Sonnes,ſce that you make her-ſure, 
Nerelet my heart know merry cheerc indeed, 
Tillall the Andronics be made away: 
Now will I henceto ſecke my lovely CMHoore, | 
And let my fpleenefull Sonnesthis Trull defloure, Exit. 


_ Enter Aron with two of Titus Soxnnes, 
Hon. Come on my Lords,the better foote before, 
Straight will I bring you tothe lothſome pit, 
Wherel eſpicd the Panther faſt aſleepe. 
Lin, My ſight is very dull what ere it bodes. 
Alar. And mine I promile you, were it not for ſhame, 
Wellcould | leave our ſport toſleepe a while. 
L#in, W hat artthou fallen? 

What ſubtile Hole is this, 

Whoſe mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, 

Vpon whoſe leaves are drops of uew-ſhed-blood, 

As freſh as mornings dew diſtil'd on flowers, 

A very fatall place it ſeemesto me: 

Speake Brother haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Mar. Oh Brother, 
With the diſmal'ſt objet . 
That ever eye with ſight made heart lament 
Ar. Now will I tetchthe King to finde them heere, 

That he thereby may have alikely gheſle, 

How theſe werethey that made away hisbrother.. 

- Exit Aron. 
. Mar. Why doſt not comfort me and helpe me out, 

From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained Hole? 
2mm. 1 amturprifed with an uncouch feare, 

A chilling ſweat ore-runs my trembling joynts, 

My heart ſuſpets morethen mineeye can ſee. 
tar. To prove thou haſt atrue divining heart, 

Aronand thou looke downe into this den, 

And ſcea fearefull ſight of blood and death. 

Lis. Aron is gone, 

And my compalilionate heart 

Wili not permit mine eyes,once to behold 

The thing where ar it crembles by ſurmiſc: 

Ohtell me how it 1s,for neretill now 

Was I a child,to feare I know not whar. 

Mar, Lord Baſsianns lies embrewed heere, 

All on a heape like to the ſlaughtred Lambe, 

In this deteſted,darke,blood-drinking pit. D 
Lin. If it be darke, how dooſt thou know'cis he? 
Mar. V pon his blody finger he doth weare 

A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole: 

W hichlike a Taper in ſome Monument, ., 

Doth ſhine upon the dead mans earthly checkes, 

And ſhewesthe ragged intrailes of the pit: 

So pale did ſhine the Moone on Piramns, nd 

When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden blead: .. .... 

O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hand, ;_ ; . , 

If feare hath made the faint,as mee it hath, + al 

Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hatefull as Cocites miſtie mouth» - 7 TE. = 
Lin, Reach methy hanj,tbatT may helpe thee ont, | 

i Oct 


— wb th. A OE nas 


__—_ Y—_ <= —_ _— 
— ——— ————y— 


| 68 


T he Tragedy of Titus eAndronicus. 


——— I —_ 


Or wanting ſtrength todoe thee ſo much good, 

I may bepluckt into the ſwallowing wombe, 

Of this deepe pit,poore Beſsianns grave: 

T have no ſtrength to plucke thee to the brinke. 
Mar. Nor I no ſtrength to clime withour thy helpe. 
2 #in. Thy hand once more, will not looſe againe, 

Till thou art heere aloft,or I below, 

Thou can'ft not come to me, I come to thee. Boths fall in. 


— 


Enter the Emperonr, Aron the Moore. 


Sat. Along with me,leſee what hoe 1s heere, 
And what heis that now is leapt into 1 . 
Say,who art thou that lately did'ſt deſcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earch? 

Mar. The unhappy ſonne of old Androvicus, |, 
{ Brought hither in a moſt unlucky houre, 
To finde thy brother Zaſ/ianns dead. 

Sat. My brother dead I know thou dolt but jeſt, 
He and his Lady bothareat the Lodge, 
Vpon the North-ſide of thispleaſant Chaſe, 
Tis notan houre ſince I left him there. 

Har, We know not where youleft himall alive, 
But out alas, heere have we found him dead. 


Enter Tawmora,e Andronicus,and Lucins, 


Tam. Where is my Lord the King? 
Sat. Heere Tamora,though griev'd with killing griefe. 
Tam. W here is thy brother Baſnanun 
Sat. Now to the bottome doſt thou ſearch my wound, | 
| Poore Baſianus heerelies murthered, 
Tam. Then alltoo latel bring this farall yyrit, 
The complot of this rimeleſſe Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
In pleafing ſiniles ſuch murderous Tyranny. 
| She giveth Saturnine a Letter 


Satorninus reads the Letter. 
And if we miſſe to meete him hanſomely, 
Sweet hunt ſman.Baſſianns tis we meane, 
Doe thou ſo much as dig the grave for him, 
Thor know” ſt our meaning,looke for thy reward 


Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 

Which over-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit- 
Where we decreed to bury Baſſtanas, 

Doe this and purchaſe us thy laſting friend. 


Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit,and this the Elder tree, 
Looke firs,if you can findethe huntſman our, 
That ſhould have murthered Gaſſianus heere. 

eAr. My gracious Lord heere 1s the bag of Gold. | 
'  $at: Two of thy whelpes,fell Cars of bloody kind 
- Have heere bereft my brother of his life: 
| Sirs drag them from the pituntothe priſon, 
| There let them bide untill wehavedevis'd 
{- Some never beard-oftortering paine for them. | 
' Tam, Whatarethey 1n this pit, 
* Oh wondrous thing! 
' How eaſily murder js diſcovered? Foy 

Tit. High Empereur,npon my feeble knee, 
I beg this boone, with teares,notlightly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurſed Sonnes, 

| Accurſed if the faults be prou'd in them. 


 Aias,a Crimſon river of warme blood, 


| Sat. If itbe prov*d?you ſceit is apparant, 


nant ©. eISSN BT © TOY 


W ho found this Letter, awora was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himelfe did take it up. 
Tit, I did my Lord, 

Yet let me be their baile. | 

For by my Fathers reverent Tombe I vow 

They ſhall be ready at your Highnes will, 

To an{were their ſuſpition with their lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not baile them,ſee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murthercd body, ſome the murtherers, 
I et them notſpeake a word;the guiltis plaine, 

For by my ſoulc,were there worſe end then death, 

Thatend upon them ſhould beexecuted. 

Tam. Androvicus 1 will cntreat the King, 

Feare notthy Sonnes, they'ſhall do well enough. 

Tir. Come Lxcizs come, 

Stay not totalke with them. E xenn, 

Enter the Empreſſe Sonnes,with Lavinia,her hands cut off ant 

ber tongue cut out;andraviſht. 


Dem. Sonow goe telland if thy tongue can ſpeake, 
Who t'wasthar cut thy tongue and raviſhr thee. 
Cs. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And if thy ſtumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 
Lem,>cc how with ſignes and tokens ſhe can ſcomle, 
Cki. Goe home, 
Call for ſweet water, waſhthy hands. 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call,nor hands to waſh. 
And ſolet's leave her :o hcr filent walkes. 
C%. And r'were my cauſe,I ſhouldgoe bang my ſelfe. 
Dem. If thou ha&'ſt hands to heipethee knit the cord, 
E'xemit, 
Winde Horne s, 
Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavinia 
Whois this,my Neece that flies away fo fait? 
Colen a word, w here is your husband? 
If 1 do dreame, wouldall my wealth would wake me, 
If : do wake,fome Planet ſtrike me downe, 
That I may ſlumber in etcrnall ſleepe. 
Speake gentle Ncece,whar ſterne nngentle hands 
Hath lopt,and hew*d,and madethy body bare 
Ot her two branches, thoſe ſweet Ornaments 
'W hoſe circkling ſhadows, Kings have ſought to ſleepin 
And might nor gaine ſo greata happines 
As halfe thy Love: Why doeſt not ſpeake to me? 


Like toa bubling fountaine ſtir'd with winde, 
Doth riſe and fall betweene thy Roſedlips, 
Commingand going withthy hony breath. 
Bur furclome Terexs hath defioured thee, 
Andlczſt rhou ſhould'ft detetthem,cur thy tongue, 
Ah,now thouturn'ſt away thy face for ſhame: 
And notwith itanding allthis lofle of blood, 

As troma Conduit with their iſſuing Spouts, 
Yet doe thy cheekes looke red as Titans face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I ſpeake for thee?ſhall I fay tis ſo? 


q 


Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaſt 
That I might raile at him to eaſe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed,like an Oven ſtopt, 

Doth burne the heart to Cinders where it is. 
Faire Philomela ſhe but loſt her tongue, 
Andin atedious Sampler ſowed her minde.. 
But lovely Neece;that meane is cut from thee, 
A crafticr Terexs haſt thou mer withall, | 
And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 


That. 
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That could have better ſowed then Phbs/ome!. 

Oh had the monſter ſcene thoſe Lilly hands, 

Tremble like Aſpen leaves upon a Lute? 

And makethe filken ſtrings delight to kiſfe them, 

| He would not then have toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heavenly Harmony, 

Which that veer tongue hath made: 

He would have dropt his knife and feil aſleepe, 

As Cerberas at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come,let us goe,and make thy father blinde, 

For ſuch a ſight will blindea fathers eye. 

One houres {torme will drowne the fragrant meades, 
What, will whole montbs of teares thy Fathers eyes? 
Doe not draw backe,for we will mourne with thee: 
Oh couid our morning caſe thy mitery. Exeunt, 


eAftus Tertins, 
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Enter the ndges and Senatourswith Titus two ſonnes bound, 
paſſing 01 the Stage 10 the place of execution,and Turns 
going before pleadmg. 


T5. Heare me grave fathers,noble Tribunes ftay, 
For pitty of mine age; whole youth was ſpent 
In dangerous warres, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept: 
For ail my blood in Romes great quarrell ſhed , 
For ail the froſty nights thac I have watch, 
And forthe(e bitter teares, which now you ſee, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 
Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 
Whoſe ſoules are not corrupted as tis thought: 
For two and twenty ſonnes I never weept, 
Becauſe they died in honours lofty bed. 

Andronicus lyeth downe and the Indges paſſe by him. 

For thele,theſe Tribunes,in the dulit I write 
My harts deepe languor,and my ſoules ſad teares: 
Let my teares ſtench the earths dry appetite. 
My ſormes ſweet blood, will make it ſhame and Bluſh: 
Ocarth ! I will be friend thee more with raine Exennt. 
Thar ſhall diftill from theſe two ancient ruines, 
Then youthfull Aprill ſhall with all his ſhowres 
Inſummers drought:Ile drop upon thee (till, 
In Winter with warme teares le melt the ſnow 
And keepe eternall ſpring-time on thy face, 
Sothon refuſe to drinke my deare ſonnes blood. 


Enter Lncins, with hit weapon drawne. 


Ohreverent Tribunes,oh gentleaged men, 
Vnbinde my ſonnes,reverſe the doome of death, 
And let me ſay(that never wept before} 
| ) tearesare now prevaling Oratours. 
Ls. Oh noble father,you lament in vaine, 
The Tribunes heare you not,no man is by, 
And you recount your ſorrowes toa ſtone. 
Ti. Ah Lacixs for thy brothers letme plead, 
Grave Tribunes,once more 1 intreat of you. 
Ls. My gracious Lord , no Tribune heares you 
Tit, Why tis no matter man,if they did heare 
They would not marke me: oh ifthey did heare 
They would not pitty me. 
Therefore Itell my forrowes bootles tothe ſtones. 
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Who though they cannot anſwere my diſtrefſe, ' 5+; . | 


Yet in ſome ſort they are better then the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale; 
When TI doe weepe,they humbly at my feere 
Receive my teares,and ſeeme to weepe with me, 
And were they bur attired-in grave weedes, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 
A ſtone is as loft waxe, 
Tribunes more hard then ſtones: 
A ſtone isfilent,and off:ndeth not, 
And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death. 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawne? 
Ls. To reſcue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Indges have pronounc'{t 
My everlaſting doome of baniſhment. 
T5. O happy man,they have befriended thee: 
W hy fooliſh Zzcs,doittthou not perceive 
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers? 
Tigers muſt prey,an&Rome affords no prey 
Bur me and mine:how happy art thou then, 
From theſe devourers t. be baniſhec? . 
But who comes with our brother CY/arcas heere? 


Emer Marcus and Lavinia. 
Mar. Titns,prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or it not ſo,thy.noble heart to breake: 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
T5. Wiliit contame me?Lert me ſee it then. 
Mar. This was thy daughter, 
Ts. W hy Marcus lo ſheis. 
Lu. Aye me this objeR kils me. | 
Ts. Faint-harted boy,ariſe and looke upon her, 
Speake my Levmia;what accurſed hand 
Hath made thee handlefle in thy Fathers ſight? 
What foole hath added water tothe Sea? 
Or broughta faggot to bright burning Trey? 
My gricte was at the light before thou cam'ſt, 
And now like Ny/zsit diſdaineth bounds: 
Give meaſword,lie chopoff my hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome,and all in vaine: 
And they have nur'{t this woe, 
In feeding life: 
In bootelefle prayer have they bene heldup, 
And they have ſ{erv'd me to cffeRlefle uſe. 
Now all the ſervice I require of them, 
Is thatthe one will helpe to cut the other: 
Tis well Lava, that thou haſt no hands, 
For hands to do Rome ſervice,is but vaine. 
La. Speake gentle fiſter,who harh martyr'd thee? 
Har. O that delighttull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing cloguence, 
Istorne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where like a ſweet mellodious bird ir ſung, 
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| Sweet varied notesinchanting every care, 


Lac. Oh ſay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed? ? 
Mar. Oh thus I found her ſtraying inthe Parke, 
Seeking to hide herſelfe as doth the Deare 
Thar hath recev'd ſome unrecuring wound. 


Tit. It was my Deare, | 


And he that woundcd her, 

Hath hurt me more,then had he kild me dead: 

For now I ſtand as one upon a Rocke, | 
Inviron'd with a wilderdnefle of Sea. 
Who makes the waxing tide, 

Grow wave by wave, 
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ExpeRtingever when ſome envious ſurge, 

Willin his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 

| This way to death my wretched ſonnesare gone: 

Heere ſtands my other ſonne,a baniſht man, 

And heere my brother weeping at my wots. 

But that which gives my ſoule the greateſt ſpurne, 

Is deere Lavinia,deerer then my ſoule. 

Had I but ſeene thy picture 1n this plight, 

It would have madded me. W hat ſhall I dge? 

Now I behold thy lively body ſo? 

Thou haſt no handsto wipe away thy teares, 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee; 

Thy heed heis dead,and for bis death 

Thy brothersare condemn'd,and dead by this. 

Looke Marcrzs,ah fonne Lucins looke on her: 

When Idid name her brothers,then freſh teares 

Stood on her cheekes,as doth the heny dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoſt withered, 

Mar. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kil'd her 
husband, "gg 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knowes bim innocent, 

Tu. If they did kill thy husband then be joyfull, 

Becauſe the law hath tane revenge on them. 

No,no,they would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Witnes the ſorrow that thei ſiſter makes. 

Gentle Lavinialet me kiſle thy lips, 

Or make ſome ſignes how I may do thee czſe; 

Shall thy good Vncle,and thy brother L acius, 

And thou and I fit round about ſome Fountaine, 

Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 

How they are ſtain'd in meadows,yet not dry 

With miery {limeleft on them by a flood: 

And inthe Fountaine ſhall wegaze ſo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that cleerenes, 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares? 

Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe ſhewes 

Paſſe the remainder of our hatcfu]l dayes? 

What ſhall we doe?Let us that have our tongues 

Plot ſome deviſe of further miſeries 

To make us wondred at in time to come. 

Lu.Sweet Father ccaſe your teares,for at your griefe 

See bow my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 

Ma. Patience deere Neece,'good Tits drie thine 

CyES» 

'T it. Ah Marcus, Havens, Brother well I wot, 

Thy napkin cannot drink ea teare of mine, 

For thou poore man haſt drown'dit with thine owne. 
Ls, Ah my Lavina I will wipe thy cheekes. 
Tit, Marke Marcns marke,I underſtand her ſignes, 

Bad ſhe atongue to ſpeake,now would ſhe ſay 

That to her brother which I ſaid to thee. 

His Napkin with her trueteares al! bewer, 

Can do noſervice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh wharta ſimparhy of woe is this! 

As facre from helpe as Limbois from bliſſe. 


Enter Aron the Moore alone. 


Moore, Titus Andronicus,my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word,that if thou love thy ſonnes, 
Let Marcus Lucius, or thy ſelfe old T ws, 

Orany one of you,chop off your hand, 

And ſend it to the King: he for the ſame, 
Will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes alive, 
And that ſhall be the ranſome for their fault, 
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Ti. Oh gracious Emperour,oh gentle Aaron. 
Did ever Rayen ſing fo like a Larke, +, G, 
That gives ſweet tydings of the Sunnes upriſc? 
With all my heart,Tle ſend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off? | 
La. Stay Father,for that noble hand of thine. 
That hath thrownedowne ſo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſentzwy hand will ſerve the turne, 
My youth can better ſpare my blood then you, 
And therefore mine ſhall ſave my brothers lives. 
Aar, Which of your hands hath not defended Rong, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody Battleaxc, h 
Writing deltruction on the enemies Caſtle? 
Oh none of both but are of highdeſerr: | 
My hand hath bin but idle,let it ſerve X 
Toranſome my twa nephewes from their death, 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 
CMHoo. Nay come agree,whoſe band ſhall goe along, 
For feare they die before their pardon come. 
Atar.My hand ſhall goe. 
Lu.By heaven it ſhall not goe. 
F5.Sirs {trive no more,{uch withered hearbs as theſe 
Are mecte for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 
Ls. Sweet Father,if I ſhall be thoughr thy ſonne, 
Let meredceme my brothers both trom death. 
ar. And for our fathers ſake,and mothers care, 
Now let me ſheyw a brothers love to thee. 
Ti. Agree betweene you,I will ſpare my: hand, 
Ln. Then llegoe fetch an Axe. 
Har. But I will uſe the Axe. E xennt, 
Ti, Come hither Aaron,lle deceivethem both, 
Lend me thy hand,andI will givethee mine, 
Mov. If that be cal'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never whiPtt I live deceive men ſo: 
But Ile deceive you in another ſort, 
And that you'l ſay ere halſe an houre paſſc. 


He cutsoff Titus hands 
Enter Inucins and Maron againe. 


Ti, Now ſtay your rife, what ſhall be,isdiſpatcht: 
Good Aaron give his M2jeſty my hand , 
Tell himyit was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers:bid him bury it: 
More hath 1t merited: That let it have. 
As for my ſonneg,ſfay I account of them, 
As 1ewels purchalt at an calieprice, 
And yet deere too,becauſe I bought mine owne+ 
Aaron. | goe Andr oricus,and for thy hand, 
Lookeby and by to have thy ſonnes with thee: 
Their heads I meane:Oh how this villany +: 
Doth ſat me with the very thought of it. 
Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace, | 
eAren will have his ſoule blackelike his face. =E£*%% 
T4. O heere I lift this one hand up to heaven,; 
And bow this feeble ruine to the earth, 
Ifany power pitties wretched teares, 
To that I call:w hat wilt thou kneele with me? 
Dot then deare heart, for heaven ſhall hearc our prayers, 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkindimme, 
And ſtaine the Sun with fogge as ſometime cloudes, 
W hen they dohug him in their melting boſomes, 
Mar. Oh brother ſpeake with poſſibilities, 
And do not breake into theſe deepe extreames- 
Ti Is not my ſorrow deepe, having no þottogner, = 
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Then be my paſlions botromleſſe with them. 

Mer. But yetlet reaſon governe thy. lament, 

Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I binde my woes: * 
| When heaven doth weepe, doth nor the earth ore flow? 
Ifthe windes rage,doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with hisbig-ſwolne face? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coile? 
Tam the Sea. Harke how her ſighes doe blow: 
Shee is the weeping welkin,I the earth: 
Then muſt my Sea be moved with her fighes, 
Then muſt my earth with her continuall ,ceares, 
Becomea deluge:overflow'd and drown'd:; 
For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes; 
But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them: 
Then give me leave, for looſers will have leave, 
To cale their tomackes with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a meſſenger with two heads and a hand. 


Meſ. Worthy Anaronicus,ill art thou repaid, 
For that good hand thou ſent*{t the Emperour: 
Heereare the headsof thy two noble ſonnes. 
And heeres thy hand inſcorne to thee ſent backe: 
Thy gricfes,their ſports:Thy reſolation mockt, 
That woe isme to thinke upon thy woes, 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. 

Mar. Now let hot &tna coole in Cicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell: 

Theſe miſeries are more then may be borne, 
To weepe withthem that weepe,doth caſe ſome deale, 
But ſorrow flonuted at, is double death. 

Lac. Ah that this ſight ſhould make ſo'deepa wound, 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrinke thereat: 

That ever death fould let life beare his name, 
Wherelife hath no more intereſt but to breath. 

War, Alas poore hart that kiſſe is comfortleſle, 
As frozen water toa ſtarved ſnake. 

Tit. When will this fearefull lumber have an end? 

Har. Now farewell ſlattery,die Andronicus, 
Thou daſt not ſlumber,ſce thy two ſons heads, - 
Thy warlike hands,thy mangled daughter here: 
Thy other baniſht ſonnes with this deere ſight 
Srucke pale and bloodlefſe.and thy brother 1, 

Even like a ſtony Image,coldand numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my gricfes, 
Rent off thy ſilver haire,thy other band 

Gnawing with thy tecrth,and be this diſmall fight 
The cloſing up of our moſt wretched eyes: 

Now is atime to ſtorme,why art thou ſtill? 

Tit. Ha,ha,ha. 

Mar.\W hy doſt thou laughtit fits not with this houres 

Ti. Why I have not another teare to ſhed: 

Beſides, this ſorrow 18an enemy, 

And would uſurpe upon my watryeyrs, 

( Andmakethem blinde with tributary teares, 
Then which way ſhall I finde Revenges Cave? 
For theſe two heads doe ſeeme to ſpeak tome, 
Andthreat me,T ſhall never come to bliſle, 

Till all theſe miſchiefes be returned againe, 
Evenin their throats that havecommaitted the, 
Come let me ſee what taske I have to doe, 

You heavy people,circle meabout, | 

at I may turne me to cach one of you, 
Andſweare unto my ſoule to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made,come Brother take a head, 


DT 


Extts | 


And in this hand the other will I beare. 

Lavinia thou ſhalt be employdin theſe thingss 
Beare thou my hand ſweet wench betweene thy teeth; - 

AS for thee boy,goe get thee from my ſight, | 
Thouart an Exile,and thou muſt not ſtay, 

Hie to the Gothes,and raiſe an army there, 

And if you love me,as Ithinke you doe, | | 

Let's kifle and part,for we have much to:doe» Exenm. 


CHManet Lucins, 


Luc. Farewell eAnarozicus my noble Father. 
The wofulſt man that everliv'd in Rome: 
Farewell proud Rome,till Lzcius come againe, 
Heloves his pledges dearer then his life: 
Farewell Lavinia my noble ſiſter, 

O would thou wertas thou to fore haſt beene, 
But now,nor ZL«c:s nor Laveia lives 

But in oblivion and hatefull griefes: 

If Zzcins live, he will requit your wrongs, 
And make proud Satwrainusand his Empreſſe 


| Beg at the gateslike Tarquizand his Queene. 


Now will I to the Gothes and raiſe a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Sarwrnine. Exit Lucins. 


eA Banquet. 
Enter Anaronicus, Marcns, Lavinia,and the Boy. 


An. So,fo, now ſit,and looke you cate ne more 
Then will preſerve juſt ſo much ſtrength in us 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 
AMarcxsunknit that ſorrow-wreathen knot: 
Thy Neece an I(poore Creatures) want our hands 
And cannot paihionate our tenfeld griefe, 
With foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine, 
Is left to tirranize upon my breaſt 
W ho when my heartall mad with miſery, 
Beats In this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then thus I thumpe 1t downe. 
Thou Map of woe,that thus doſt talke in ſignes, 
W hen thy poore heart beates with out ragious beating, 
Thoucanſt not ſtrike it thus to make ir ſtull? 
Wound it wich ſighing girle,kil it with grones: 
Or get ſome little knife betweene thy teeth, 
And jult againft thy heart make thou a hole, 
Thar all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke,and ſoaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting foole,in Sea-ſalt teares. 
Mar, Fy brother fy,teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life, 


Az. How now ! Has ſorrow madethee doate already? | 


Why CMarcns,no man ſhould be mad bur I: 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life: 
Ah,wherefore doſt thouurgethe name of hands, 
To bid e-£xeas tell the tale twice ore | 
How Troy was burnt,and he made miſerable? 

O hahdle got the theame,to ralke of hands, 

Leaſt we remember (till that we have none, 
Fie,fie,how Frantiquely I ſquare my talke 

Asif we ſhould forget we had no hands: 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands. 


| Come,lets fall roo,and gentle girleeatethis, - 


Heere is no drinke? Harke Afarces what the fayes, 

T can interpretall her martir'd ſignes, 

She ſaies,ſhe drinkesno other drinke bur teares 
Brew'd with her forrows:meſh'd upon her checkes; 


—_— — 


—_— 


Speech- 


MW 
Wee. 
CA 


_ 


x 


"OT" 


_—— 


 Asbeg 


—_ ——_—_ 


72 


The Tragedy of Titus eAndronicus. 


_— 


| Speechleſſe comphint;O I will leatre thy thought: 


Inthy dumb a&tion,will I be as perfect 

ging Hetnits'in their holy prayers. | 
Thou ſhalt net Highe nor hold thy ſtumps to heaven, 
Nor winke,nor nod,nor kneele,nor make a figne, 
But I (of theſe) will wreſt an Alphabet, 


| And by till practice,learne to know thy meaning. 


Boy, Good grandfire leave thele bitter deepe laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with ſome pleaſing tale. 
ar. Alas,the tender boy in paiſion mov*d, 
Doth weepe to ſee his grandfires heavineſle, 
An. Peace tender Sapling,thou art made of teares, 
And teares will quickly melt thy lite av ay. 
CMarcus firikes the diſh with a knife. = 
W hat doeſt thou ſtrike at Aarcus with thy knife. 
Mar. At that that I have kill'd my Lord,a Flye 
An, Out onthe murderour:thou kil't my heart. 
Mine eyesare clord with view of Tirrany: 
A deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becoms not T ztes brother:get thee gone, 
I ſee thou art not for my company: 
Mar. Alas(my Lord) have but kilda flic. 
Az. But?How:if that Flie bad a father and mother? 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings inthe aycr, 
Poore harmeleſſe Fly, 
That with hispretty buzzing melody, 
Came heere ty makeus merry, 


| And thou haſt kil'd him. 


Car. Pardon me ir, 

It was a blacke illfavour'd Fly, 

Like to the Emprefſe Moore,therefore I kild him- 
A1,0,0,0, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou haſt done a Charitable deed: 


| Give me thy knife,I will inſult on him, 


Flattering my ſelfe, as if it were the Moore, 


| Come hither purpolcly to poiſon me. 


There's forthy ſelte,andthats for Tamora: Ah f1r72, 
Yet Ithinke weare not brought ſolow, 

Butthat betweene us,we can killa Fly, 

That comes in likenefle of a Cole-blacke Moore. 

Mar. Alas poore man,griete ha's ſo wrought on him, 
Hetakes falſe ſhadowes, for true ſubitances. 
And:Come,take away: Lavinia,goc with me, 

Heto thy cloſſet,and goe read with thee 
Sad tories,chanced in the times of old. 


| Comeboy,andgoe with me,thy ſight is young, 


And thou ſhaltread,when mine beginto dazell. Exennt, 
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Enter young Lncins and Lavinia running after hin, andihe 
Loy flies from ber with his bookes under his arme. 
Emer Titus and Marcas. 


Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Lavinia, 
Followes meevery where I know not why. 
Good Vncle Marensſce how ſwift ſhe comes, 


| Alas ſweet Aunt, I know not what you meane. 


IHar. Stand by me Zucins,doe not feare thy Aunt, 
Tit. She loves thee boy roo wellto doe thee harme 
Boy. 1 when my father wasin Rome ſhedid. 


F IP 
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] My Lord looke heere,looke heere Lavinia, 


| 


A————t. tre. 


Ma.W hat meancs my Neece Lavinia by thelc figny 
Ts. Feare not Lecizs,lome what doth ſhe meane; .: 
See Lncins (ee, how much ſhe makes of thee: 
Some Whither would ſhe have thee go with ker. 
Ah boy, Cornetianever with more care 
Read to her ſonnes,then ſhe hath read to thee, . 
Sweet Poctry,and Tullies Oratour: | 
Canſt thou not gefſe wherefore ſhe plies thee 
Boy. My Lord I know notT,nor can gefle, 
Vnlefle ſome fit or frency do poſleſle her: v; 
For I have heard my Grandher ſay full oft, 
Extremity of griefes would make men mad. 
And I haveread that Hecuba of Troy, 
Ran mad through ſorrow,that made meto feare, 
Although my Lord,l know my noble Aunt, 
Loues meas deare as ere my mother did, | 
And would notbur in fury fright my youth, 
W hich made me downe to throw my bookes,and flis 
Caufles perhaps,but pardon me ſweet Aunt, 
And Madam,ifmy Vncle arcs goe, 
I will moſt willingly attend your Ladyſhip, 
Atar. Lucins I will. 
Ti. How now Lavinia, IMarcns what meanes this? 
Seme booke there isthat ſhe deſires to ſee, 
W hich is it girte of theſe? Open them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better skild, 
Come and take choyſe of all my Library, 
Ando beguile thy ſorrow,till the heavens 
Revecale the damn'd contriver of this deed; 
What booke? 
Why lifts ſhe up her armes in ſequence thus? 
CHar.lthink the meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate inthe fa&t,I more there was: 
Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves them to revenge. 
Tit, Lucius what booke is that ſhe toſſeth ſo? 
_ Boy.Grandfiertis Ovids Metamorphoſis, 
My mother gave it me, 
ar. For love of her that's gone, | 
Perhaps fhe culd it from among the reſt, | 
Tt. Soft,ſo bufily ſhe turnesthe leaves. - 
Helpe her , what would ſhe finde ? Lavinia ſhall I read? 
This isthe tragicke tale of Philowel? 
And treates of Terens treaſon and his rape, 
And rape feare was roote of thineannoy. 
Mar. See brother ſee, note how ſhe quotes the leaves 
Tit.L10:a,wertthou thus ſurpriz'd {weetgirle, 
Raviſht and wrong'd as Philemela was? 
Forc'dinthe ruthleffe, vaft,and gloumy woods? 
See,ſee,l ſuch a placethere is where wedid hunt, 
(O had we never,never hunted there) 
Patern'd by that the Poet heere deſcribes, 
By nature madefor murthersand for rapes. 
IHMar,. O Why ſhouldnatnre build ſo foule a den, 
Vnleſſe the Gods delight intragedies? | 
Ti.Give ſignes ſweet girle, for heerc are none bt frieds 
W hat Romaine Lord it was durſt do the deed? 
Or ſlunke not Satzrnine,as Tarquin erſt, 
That lef:cthe Campe to ſinne in Lucrece bed. 
Mar.Sit downe ſweet Neece, brother fir downe by me, 
Apollo, Pallas, Tove,or HMerenry, 
Inſpire me that I may this treaſon finde. 
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Thisafcer me, when I have writ my name, 

Wichout the heipe of any hand ar all. 

Cuclt be that heart that fozc' ſt us to this ſhift 
Write thou good. Neece, and heere diſplay at laſt, 
What God will havediſcovered for revenge, 
Heaven guide thy pen toprint thy ſorrowes plaine. 
Thit we may know the Traytors and the truth, 


She takes the ſlaffe in her month, and gridesit with her 
Anmps and writes. : 
Tit. Oh doe ye read my Lord what ſhe hath writ? 
Stupramm, (iron, Demetrius. 
Mar. W hat, what, the luſtfull ſonnes of T amora, 
rerformers of this hainous bloody deed ? 
Tit, CMagni Dominator poli. 
Tamlentus audi ſcelera | tam lent vides) 
Mar, Oh calme thee gentle Lord : Although Tknoiv 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
Toſtirre'a mntiny in the mildeſt thoughts, 
Andarmethe mindes of infants to exeleimes. 
My Lord kncele downe with me : Lavinia kneele, 
And kneele Tweet boy, the Romaine Hefors hope, 
And ſweare with me, as with the wotull Feere 
And father of thar chat diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord Innius Brutus {weare tor Lucrece rape, 
That we will proſecute (by good adviſe) 
Mortall reyenge upon theſetraytorous Gothes, 
And ſce their blood, or dye withthis reproach. 
Tit. Tis ſure enough, and you knew how. 
Butif you hunttheſe Beare-whelpes, then bewars 
The Dam will wake, and if ſhe winde youonce, 
Shes with the Lyon deepely (till in leagne. 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her backe, 
And when he ſleepes will ſhe doe what fhe liſt. 
You area young huntſman farce, let it alone : | 
And come, I will goe geta leate of braſle, 
And with a Gad of ſtecle will write theſe words, 
And lay ir by z the angry Northerne winde 
Will blow theſe ſands itke Sibels leayes abroad, 
And wheres your leflon then. Boy what ſay you? 
Boy. 1 ſay my Lord, that 1f I were a man, 
Their mothers bed-chamber fhould not be ſafe, 
Forthele bad bond-men to the yoake of Reme. 
Mar. Ithat's my boy, thy father hath full oft, 
for his ungratefull country done thelike, 
Boy. And Vncleſo will I, and if I live. 
Tit. Come goe with mic into mine Armory, 
|Lacius Ile fitthee, and withall, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprefle ſonnes, 
Preſents that I intend to fend them both, | 
Come, come, thou'lt doe thy meſſage, wilt thou not ? 
Boy, I with my dagger in their boſome, Grandlire ; 
Ti, Noboy not fo, Ile teach thee another courſe, 
Lavinia come, CIarcns looke to my houſe, 
Luciasand Ile goe brave it at the Court, 
marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. E©xeunt, 
Mar. O heavens ! Can you hearea good man groae 
and not relent, or not compaſhon him? 
Marcus attend him in his extaſie, 
That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 
Then foe-mens markes upon his batter'd ſhicld,; 
Butyet ſo juſt, that he will not rev enge, 
Revenge the heavens for old eAndronicus. Exit. 
Enter Aron, (iron and Demetrius at one dove : and at 
another dere young Lucius and another, with a bun« 
ale of weapons, and verſes writ upon them, 


1 - - 


——— 


i 


C'bi. Demerrins heeres the ſonne of Lutive, 

He hath ſome meſſage to deliver us. | 

| Aron. I \ome mad meiſage from his mad Grandfather. 

Boy. My Loxds, with ail the humblenefle I may, | 
I greete your hanours from Andronicus, - 

And pray the Ramane gods confound you both, | 
Deme. Cramercy loveiy Zucins, what's the newes? 
Boy. For villaines markt with rape, May it pleaſe you, 

My Grandfire well advit'd hath ſeat by me, | 

The gooclieſt weapons of his Armory, 

To gratifie your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome, for ſo he bad me ſay : 

And fol doeand.with his gifts preſent 

Your Lordthips, whenever you haye need, 

You may bearmed and appointed well, 

And ol leave you both :like bloody villaines.” Exir. | 
Deme.Whar's heere ? a ſcrole,and written round about? 
Lets ſce. | 

Integer vite ſceleriſque purus, non egit manri jacnlis nec ar- 

CH. 

Chir. O tisa verſein Horace, I know it well. 

I read it in the Grammer long agoe, 

Aoore. 1 juſt, a verle in Forace : right, you have it, 
Now what a thing it isto bean Aﬀe? 

Heeresno ſound jeſt, th'old man hath found their guilt, 

And ſends the weapons wrapt about with lines, - 

That wound (beyond their feeling) tothe quicke : 

But were our witty Emprefle well a foor, 

She would applaud Aradronicrs conceit ; 

Butlet her reſt, in her unreſt a while. 

And now young Lords, was't nota happy ftarre 

Led usto Rome ftrangers, and more then (o ; <p Y 

Captives, to beadvanced to this height ? 

Ic did me g90d before the Pallace gate, 

To brave the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Deme. But me more good, to {ee ſo greata Lord 
Baſely inſinuate, and ſend us gifts. 

Moore. Had he not reaſon Lord Demerrins ? 

Did you nor ule his daughter very friendly ? 

Deme. I would we had a thouſand Romane Dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turne to ſerve oat luſt. 

Chir. A charitable wiſh, and full of love. 

Moore. Heerelack's but you mother for ſay, Amen. 

Cvir. And that would the for twenty thouſand more. 

Dem, Come, let us goe; and prayto all the gods | 
For our beloved mother in her paines, | 

Hoore. Pray to the devils,the gods have given us over. 

| Flowriſh. -| 
Dem, Why doethe Emperors trumpets flouriſh thus? | 
Cher. Belike for joy the Emperour hath a ſonne. 
Dem. Soft, who comes heere ? 
Enter I urſe with a blacks a Moore child. 
XN «rſe. Good morrow Lords :; 

O tell me, did you ſee Aaronthe Moore? 

Aaron, Well, more or leſſe, orne'rea whit atall, 
Heere Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ? 

Nurfe. Oh gentle Aaren, we are all undone. 

Now hdÞpe,or woe betide thee evermore. 

Aaron. Why, what a catterwalling duſt thou keepe ? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nwrſe. O that which I would hide from heavens eye, | 
Our Empreſfe ſhame, and ſtately Romes diſgrace, 
She is delivered Lords, ſhe is delivered. 

Axron. To whom? | 
XN #r/e. I meane ſhe 1s broughta bed ? 
eAaron, Well God give her good relt. 
2g Whari 
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| 


The Tragedy of Titus eAndronicus. 


What hath be ſent her ? 
Nurſe, Adevill. ; 
Aaron. Why then ſhe isthe devils Dama joyfull iflue. 
Nur. A joyleſſe, diſmall,blacke and, forrowfull iſſue, 
Heere is the babe as loathſome as a toad, 
Among'{t the faireſt breeders of our clune, 
The Empreſſe ſends itthee, thy ſtampe, thy ſcale, 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy daggers point. 
Aaron. Out you whorezis blacke ſo baſea hue ? 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beautious bloſſome ſure. 
Deme, Villaine what haſt thou done? 
eAaron, That which thou canſt not undoe. 
(bir. Thou haſt undone our mother. | 
Deme. And therein helliſh dog, thou haſt undone, 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choyce, 
Accurt the off-ſpring of ſo toulea fiend, 
Chir. It ſhall not live. 
Aaron, It ſhail not dye. 
Norſe. Aaron it muit, the mother wiils it ſo. 
Aaron, What, muſt it X.94/e ? Then ler no man but I 
Doe execution on my ficth and blood. ; : 
Deme. le broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers pount ; 
Nwrſegiveitme, my ſvord thall ſoone difpatchit. 
Aaron. Sooner this f\vord ſhall plough thy bowels up. 
Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the skye, 
That ſh'one ſo brighly when this Boy was got, 
He dies upon my Semitars tharpe point, : 
That touches this my firſt borne fonne and heire. 
I tell yon young-lings, not Enceladus 
With all his threatning band of Typhons broode, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of Warre, 


| Shall ceaze thisprey our of his fathers hands : 


What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow hearted Boyes, 
Ye white-limb'd wails, ye Ale-houſe painted fignes, 
Cole-blacke is better then another hue : 
In that it ſcornesto beareanother hue # 
For all the water in the Occan, 
Can never turne the Swans blacke legs to write, 
Although ſhe lave them hourely in the flood : 
Tell the Empreſle from me, Iam of age 
To keepe nine owne, excutc it how ſhe can. 
Deme, Wilt thon betray thy noble miſtris thus ? 
Aaron. My miſtris is my miſtris; this my ſcltc, 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, before all the world doe I preferre, 
This mauger all the world will I keepe ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmocake for it in Rome. | 
Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 
(ir. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foule eſcape, 
Nur.The Empcrour in his rage will doome her death 
Chir. 1bluſh tothinke upon this ignominy. 
Aaron, Why ther's the priviledge your beauty beares: 


; Fyetrecherous hue, that will-betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enatts and counſells of the heart : 


Heresa young Lad fram'd of another leere, 

Looke how the blacke ſlave ſmiles upon the father ; 
As who thould ſay, 0:d Lad I am thine owne. 

He is your brother Lords, ſenſibly fed 


| Of that ſelfe blood that firſt gave life to you, 


And from that wombe where you impriſoned were 
Heis infranchiſed and come to light : 
Nay he is your brother by the ſurer (ide, 
Although my ſeale be ſtamped in his face. 
Nurſe. Aaron what ſhail I ſay unto the Empreſle ? 
Dem. Adviſe thee ere», what is to be done, 


| Save thou the child, ſo we may all be ſafe. 


| Sir Boy now let me ſee your Archery, 


And we will all ſubſcribe to thy adviſe : 


Aaron, Then fit we downe and let usall conſult; 
My ſonne and 1 will have the winde of you : 
Keepe there, now talke at pleaſure of your ſafety, 

Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his? | 

Aaron, Why ſo brave Lords, when we all joyzein 
Tam aLambe: bur if you brave the Moore, (leags 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneſle, 

The Ocean ſwells notſo ate Aaron ſtormes : 

But fay againe, how many faw the child? 

Norſe. Cornelia, the midwite, and my {elfe, 

And noneelſe but the delivered Empreſte. 
eAaron, The Empreſſe, the Midwife, and yourſelf, 

Two may keepe counſell, when the third's away : 

Goe to the Emprefle, tell her this I ſaid, He kilthy, 

Weeke, weeke, fo cries a Pigge prepared to th'ſpir, 
Dem. What meant thon Aaron ? 

W herefore did'ſt thou this? 

Aaron. O Lord fir, *tis a deed of pollicy ? 
Shall ſhelive to betray this guilt of ours : 

Along tongu'd babling Goſſip ? No Lords no ; 

And now be it knwne to you my full intent. 

Not farre, one X4nlirens my Country-man 

His wife but yeſternight was brought tobed, 

Hts child islike to her, faire as you are : 

Goepacke with him, and give the mother gold, 

And tell them both the circumſtance of all, 

And how bythistheir Child ſhall be advanc'd, 

And be received for the Emperours heyre, 

And ſubſtitutedin theplace of mine, 

To calme thistempeſt whirling in the Court, 

Andlet the Emperour dandle him for his owne. 

Harke ye Lords, yeſce I bave given her phylicke, 

And you muſt necds beſtow her funerall, 

The fields are neere, and youare gallant Groomes; 

This done, ſce that you take no longer dayes 

But ſend the Midwife preſently to we. 

The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
(fir. AaronT ſee thou wilt not truſt theayre withſc- 
Dem. For this careof Tamora, (crets, 

Her ſelfe, and hersare highly bound to thee. Exemn. 
Aaron. Now to the Gothes, as ſwift as Swallow files, 

Thereto diſpoſe this treaſure in mine armes, 

And ſecretly to greete the Emprefſſe friends : 

Come on-you thick-lipt-ſlave, Ile beare you hence, 

For 1t 1s you that puts us to our ſhifts: 

le make you feed on berries, and on rootes,' 

And feed on curds and whay, and ſucke the Goate, 

And cabbin ina Cave, and bring you up 


Tobe a warriour, and command a Campe« Exit. 


Enter Titty, old Marc, young Lucius, and other gentiemes | 
with bowes, and Tits = the arrowes with | 
Letters on the endof them. | 


Tit. Come Mares, come, kinſmenthis is the way: 


Looke yeedraw homeenough, and 'tis there ſtraight : 
Terras Aftraarehiquit, be you remembred Marco. 
She's gone; ſhe's fled, firs take you to your tooles, 
You Coſens ſhall goe found the Ocean: _ 

And caſt your nets, haply you may find her inthe 5 
Yet theres as little juſticeasatLand: = 
No Pwblins and Sempronixe, you mult doe it, 


*Tis 
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The Tragedrof Tim eAndroncs. 


Tis you maſt dig with Mattocke, and with Space, 
And pierce the inmaſt Center of the carth : 
Then when you come to Plutoes Region, 

I pray you deliver him this petition, 

[4&1 bim ir 1s for jultice, and tor aide, 
And that it comes from old Andrenicus, 

Shaken with ſorrowes in ungratetull Rome. 
Ah Rome ! Well, well. I made thee miſcrable, 
What time I rhrew the peoples ſuffrages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me- 

Goe get you gone, andpray be carefull all, 
And icave you not a man of warre un(earchr, 
This wicked Emperour may have ſhipt hcr hence; 
And kinſmen then we may goe pipe for jultice. 

Marc. O Publ i$ not thisa heavy caſe 
Toſee thy Noble Vncle thus diftract ? 

Pab, Therefore my Lord it highly us concernes, 
By day and nighttattend him carefully ; 

And teede his humour kindiy as we may, 
Till time beget ſome carefull remedy. 

Marc. Kinſmen, his ſorrowesare paſt remedy. 
loyne withthe CGothes, and with revengefull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius how now ? how now my maltcrs ? 
What have you met with her? | 

Publ, No my good Lord, but Plzroſends you word, 
If you will have 1evenge from hell you ſhall, 

Marry for juſtice ſhe i5 ſo1mploy'd, | 
He thinkes with /ove in heaven, or ſome where elle: 
So that perforce you mult necds (tay atime. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to iced me with delayes, 
Ile dive intothe burning Lake below, 
and pull her out of Acheren by the heeles, 

Marcus wc are but ſhrubs, no Cedars we, 
No big-bon'd-men. tram'd of the Cyclops fize, 
But mertali Aarcw, iteeic to the very backe, 


And fith there's no juſticejin carthnor hell, 

We will ſoliicite heaven, and move the gods 

Toſend downe Iuſtice for to wreake our wrongs: 

Come to this geare, you are a good Archer Marcy, 

e grves them the Arrowes, 

Ad lovers, thats for you ; here ad Apollonems, 

Ad Martem, thats for my {elte 

Heere Boy to Pallas, heerc to Aercury, 

ToSaturnme, to { aim, not to Sarwrnine, 

You wereas good to fhootcagainlt the winde, 

Toit Boy, arcs looſe when I bid : 

Of my word, I have written to cffcct, 
neresnot a godlefr anſollicitcd. | 
Mare, Kini{men, ſhoot all your ſ:2frs into the Court, 

We will aMi& the Empcrour in his price. 

| Tit. Now maiſters draw, Oh welijaid Lucie : 

Good boy in Virgoes lap, give it Fallas, 

CMare. My Lord, laymea Mile beyond the Moone, 

Your ktter is with /zpiter by this « | 
Tit, Ha, ha, Public, Publizs, vihat haſt thou done ? 

| Seeſee, thou haſt ſhot of one of Taurus hornes. 

Mar, This was the ſport my Lord,when Publius ſhot, 

The Bull being gal'd, gave 4ries ſuch a knocke, 

Thar downe fell both the Rams hornes inthe Court, 

And who ſhould finde them but the Emprefle villaine : 

She laught, and told the Moore he ſhould not chooſe 

Burgive them to his Maiſter fors preſent. 

T#, Why there it goes, God giveyour Lordſhip joy. 


Yet wrung with wrongs morethen our backe can beate: 


| 


— _ _— 
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Enter the C lowne with a baskt» aud tro Pigeons, 
Tit. Newes, newes, from heaven. 
Marcus the poalt iscome. 
Sicrah, what tydings ? have you any letters ? 


| Shall I have Luſtice, what ſayes /mpiter ? 


(ow. Ho the Iibbermaker, he {ayes that he hath ta- 
ken them downe againe, for the man mult nor be hang'd 


| till thenext weeke. 


Tit. But what ſayes Inpiter I aske thee ? 
Clow, Alas fir I know not /upiter : 
I never dranke with him inall my lite. 

Tit. Why villaine art net thou the Carrier ? 

Clow. I of my Pigions (ir, nothing cle. 

Tit. Why, didſt thou not come frum heaven ? 

Chow, From beaven? Alas fir, 1 never came there, 
God forbid I ſhould be ſo bold, to prefſe to heaven in my 
young dayes. Why I am going with my pigeons co the 
Tribunall Plebs, rotake up a 1natter of brawle, Letwixt 
my Vile, and one of the Emperialls men. 

Mary. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for your 
Oratien,and let him deliver the Pigionsto the Emperour 
from you. 

Ti. Tell me, can you deliver au Orationto tlc Em- 
perour with a Grace ? 

WA low, Nay truely fir, I couid never ſay grace in all my 
ife. 

Ti. Sirrah come hither, make no more adoe, 

But give your Pigeons to the Emperour, 
By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 
Hold, hold, mcane while hers money for thy charges. 
Glve meapen and inke. 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication? 
( low. | I (irs 
T it. Thea hexe 18 4 Supplication for you, and when 


| you come to him, at the firſt approach you mult kneele, 


then kifle bis foore, then deliver up your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward: Ile be at hand fir,fee you do 
ic bravely. 
(ow. | warrant you fir , let me alone. 
Tit. Sirrha haſt thou a knifc ? Come let me ſee it. 
Heere CMarers fold it in the Oration, 
For thou haſt made it like au humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the kmpcerour, 
Knocke at my dore, andrell me what he ſayes. 
Clow. God be with you lir, I will. 
Tit. Come Marcus Ietus por, fablins follow mes 
E xexant. 
Enter Emperonr and Empreſſe, and her two ſounes, the 
Emperatr brings the Arrowes mn hi4 hand 
that 7 «114 (boot at hams. 


wt 


Satay. Why Lords, 
W har wrongs are theſe ? was ever ſrene 
An Emperour in Rome thusoverboi nc, 
Troubled, Confronted thus, ani for the extent 
Ofequall juſtice, uſ'd in ſuch contempt ? 


My Lords, you know the mightfull: Gods | 
(How ever theſe diſturbers of our peace 


Buz in the peoples cares) there nought hath paſt, 


| But even with law againſt the willfull Sonncs 
Of old Andronicus. And what and if | 


His ſorrowes have fo overwhelm'd his wits, 

Shall we be thus aflited in his wreakes, 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefle >? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redreſle, 

Sce, heresto /eve, and this to AZercary, | 


—_—— 
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The Tragedy of Titus eAndronicus, 


This to » Apollo, this to the god of warre : 
Sweet {crowles to flye abour the {treets of Rome : 
What's this but Libeiling againſt the Senate, 


| Andblazoning our injulticc every where ? 


A goodly humour is it not my Lords? 
As who would ſay, in Rome no Tuſtice were. 
Burt if I live, his fained cxtafies 


| Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 


But be and his ſhall know, thar Juſtice lives 

In Saternin's health , whom if heſleepe, 

He'll ſo awake, as he in fury ſhall 

Cut off the proud{t Conſpirator that livess | 
Tamo. My gracious Lord, my lovely Saturn, 

Lord of my lite, Commander of my thoughts, 

Calme thee, and beare the faults of 7 xs age, 

Theeffetsof ſorrow for his valiant Sonnes, 

Whole lofle hath pier*ſt him deepe, and ſcar'd his heart; 

And rather comfort his diltretied plight, 

Then proſecutethe meanelt or the belt 

For theſe contempts. Why thus it ſhall become 

High witted Tamer to gloſe with all: 

But T#z5, I have toucl'd thee to the quicke, 

Thy life blood ont : if Aaronnow be wilc, 

Then is all fate, the Anchor's in the Port. 

Enter Clowne. 

How now good fellow, would'ſt thou ſpcake with us ? 
Chow. Yea iorfooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperiall. 
Taw. EmpreſſeI am, but yonder fits the Eqpeiour. 
(tow. Tis he;God and Saint Stephen give you good den; 

I have brought you a Letter,and a conpic of Pigions here. 
: He reades the Leiter. 
Satu, Goetake himaway, and hang him preſcntly. 
Cow, How much money mult I have ? 
Tam. Cont firralr you mutt be hang'd. | 
(tow, Hang'd? bir Lady, then I have brought up a 

| | Exit. 
Satzr. Deſpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall Iendure this monſtrous villany ? a 

I know from whencethis ſame deviſe proceedes + 

May this be borne ? Asif his traytrous Sonnes, 

That dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 

Have by my meanes beene butcher'd wrongfully ? 

Goe dragge the villaine hither by the haire, 

Nor Age, nor Honor, ſhall ſhape priviledge: 

For this proud mocke, Lc be thy flaughter man : 

Sly tranticke wretch, that holp*tc to make me great, 

In hope thy tclte ſhould governe Rome and me, 

Enter Nuntuts Emillins. 
Satur, What newes withthee Emnliimy. 
Emil, Arms my Lords, Rome never bad more cauſc, 

The Gothes have gather'd head, and witia power 

Ot high reſolved men, bent to the ſpoy 

They hither march amaine, under the conduA 

Of Lncime, Sonne to old Andronices : 

Who threats in courſe ofthis revenge to doe 

As much as ever Cortolanm did, 

Satwr, Ts warlike Zxciues Generall of the Gothes ? 

Theſe tydings nip me, and I hang the head 


| 


| 
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As flowers with froſt,or grafſe beat downe with ſtormes 

Inow begin our ſorrowes to approzch, 

Tis he the common peoplelove ſo much, 

- My (elfe hath often hcard them ſay, 

(WhenT have walked like a priuate man ) 

That Zecizs baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wiſht that Zxcize were their Emperour. 
Tam. Why ſhould you feare? Isnotour City ſtrong? 


_ 


Satur, T, but the Cittizens favour Lucie, 

And will revolt from me, toſuccour him. 

Tam, Kmg, be thy thoughts imperions likethy name, 
Is the Sunne dim'd, that'Gnats doe flyein it ? 
The Eagle ſuffers little Birdsto ſing, 

And isnot carefull what'they meane thereby, 

Knowing that with the ſhadow? of his wings, . 

He can ar pleaſure ſtint their melody, ung 

Evenſo mayelt thou, the giddy men of Rome, * 

Then cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou Emperdur; 

I will enchaunt the old Andronicas, 

With words moreſieet, and yet more dangerous 

Then baites to fiſh, or hony ſtalkesto ſheepe, 

W hen as the one is wounded with the baite, 

The other rotted with delicious foode. 

King. But he will not entreat his ſonne for ns. 

Tam. If Tamoraentreat him, then he will, 

For I can ſmooth and fill his aged care, 

*+ 1th golden promiſes, that were his heart 

Almoſt impregnabke, his c1d cares deafe, 

Yet ſhould both care and heart obey my tongue. 

Goe thou before toour Embaſlador, 

Say, that the Emperour requeſts a parly 

Of warlike Laciws, and appoint the meeting. 
King. Emillizs doe this meſſage Honourablys 

Andit ae ftand in Hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt, 
Emill. Your bidding ſhall I doe eftetually. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Azdronicis, 

And temper him withall the Art] have, 

To your proud Lacims from the warlike Gothes: 

And now {ſweet Emperour be blithe againe, 

And bury all thy feare in my deviſes. 

Satz. Then goeſucceſſantly and plead for him. Exit. | 


Ent, 


uy, 


eAns Quintus, 


— 


Enter Lucins with an eArmy of Gothes. 
with Drum and Souldiers. 


Laci. Approved warriours, and my faithful Friends, | 
I have recerved Letters fromrgreat Rome, 
Which ligmtics what hare they beare their Emperour, 
And how delirous of our ſight they arc. 
Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witneſlo, 
Imperious and impatient of, your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any {cathe, 
Ler him make treble ſatisfaction. WF 

Goth. Brave flip, ſprung from the Great Androniew, 
W hoſe name. was once Our terrour, now our comfort, 
W hoſe high exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratcfull Rome requites with foule contempt : 
Beholdin us, weele follow where thou lead ft, 
Like {tinging Bees in hotteſt Sommers day, 
Led by their Maſter to the flowred fields, 
And be aveng'd on curſed Tamora : 

Omr. And as heſaith, ſoſay weall with him. 

Lxci. I humbly thanke him, and Ithanke you alk 
But who comes heere,ledby a luſty Goth? 

Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his cluld 
in hit armes. bes 

Goth. Renowned Laciwe, from our troups1I ſtraid, 

To gazeupona ruinous Monaſtery, And 
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And as I earneſtly did fixe mine eye 
Vpon the waſted building, ſuddainely 
Lhrard a child cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noiſe, when ſoone 1 heard, 
The crying babe control'd with this diſcourie : 
Peace Tawny ave, halfe me, and halfe thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whole brat thou art e 
Had nature lent thee, but thy Mothers looke. 
Villaine thou might{t have beene an Emperour. 
But where the Rull and Cow are both milk-white, 
They never doe beget a cole-blacke-Calte : 
| Peace, villaine peace, even thus he rates the babe, 
For I muſtbeare thee to a truſty Goth, | 
Who when he knowesthou art the Empreſle babe, 
Will hold cheedearcly for thy Mothers ſake. 
withthis, my weapon drawne I ruſht upon him, 
Surpriz'd him fuddainely, and brought hin hither 
Touſe, as you thinke needfull of the man. 
Laci, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate devill, 
That rob'd e-Zudronicrs of his good hand : 
| This is the Pearle that pleaſ'd your Empreſle eye, 
And heres the Baſe Fruit of his burning luſt. 
Say wall-ey'd ſlave, whether wouldit thou convay 
Thisgrowing Image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why doſt notſpeake ? what deafe ? no | Not a word ? 
A halter Souldiers, hang him on this Tree, 
And by hisſide his Fruite of Baſtardy. 
Aarori, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royall blood, 
Luci, Toolike the Syre for ever being good, 
Firſt hang the Child that he may ſee it {prall, 
A lightto vexe the Fathers ſoule withall. 
Aaron. Get me a Ladder Lnciwe, fave the Child, 
And bcare it from me to the Empreſle : 
If thou doethis, Ile ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to heare ; 
If thou wilt nor, befall what may befall, 
Ile ſpeake no more : but vengeance rot you all, 
Luci. Say on, and if it pleaſe we which thou ſpeal'ſt, 
Thy child ſhall :ive, and I will ſee it Novriſhr, 
Aaron, And if it pleaſe thee? why aſſure thee Lucins, 
Twill vexethy foule to heare what I ſhall ſpeake : 
ForI muſt talke of Murthers, Rapes,and Maſlacres, 
Acts of Blacke-nighr, abhominable Deeds, 
Complots of Miſchiete, Treaſon, Villaines 
Ruthfull co heare, yer pittiouſly perform'd, 
| And this ſhallall be buried by my death, 
Valefſe thou ſiveareto me ray Child ſhall lives 
Lec. Tell on thy nunde, 
Ifaythy Child ſhalllive. _ 
eArros, Sweare that he ſhall, and rhen I will begins 
Luci, Who ſhould Ifweareby; 
Thou beleeveſt no God, 
That graunted, how can'{t thou beleeve an oath ? 
Aaron, What if T doe not, as indeed I docnot, | 
Yetfor I know thou art Religious, 
And haſt a thing within thee, called Conſcience, 
Withtwenty Popiſh trickes and Ceremonies, 
Which 1 have ſeene thee carcfull to obſerve : 
Therefore I urge thy oath, for that I know 
An Ideot holds his Bauble for a god; _ | 
And keepes the oath which by that god he ſweares, 
To that He urge him : therefore thou ſhalt vow 
By that ſame god , what god ſo ere it be 
That thou adoreſt, and halt in reverence, 
Tofave my Boy, to nouriſh and bring him up, 
Ore elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 
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| Makepoore mens Cattell breake their neckes, 
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Zuci. Even by my god 1 ſweareto thee I will, 
Aaron, Firſt know thou, 
I begot him on thy Empreſle. 
Lacs, Oh moſt infatiate luxurious woman 1 
efaron. Tut Lucits, this was but a deed of C "* 
To that which thou ſhalt heare of me agon, 
Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baſſiame, 
They cut thy Siſters tongne, and raviſht her, 
And cut her hands off, and trim'd her as thouſawſt. 
£uci. Oh deteſtable villaine ! 
Calllt thou that Trimming ? 
Aaron. "N hy ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trim'd, 
And twas trim ſport for them thar had the doing of it. 
Luci, Ohbarbarous beaſtly villaines like thy 1cife | 
Aaron, Indeed, I wastheir Tutor to inſtru them, 
That Codding ipirit had they from their Mother, 
As ſurea Card as ever woune the Set : 
Thatbloody mind 1 thinke they learn'd of me, 
AStrue a Dogas ever fought at head. 
Well, let my Deeds be witneſſe of my worth : 
I trayn'dthy Bretheren to that guilefull Hole, 
W here the dead Corps of Baſſianm lay : 
I wrotethe Letter, thatthy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd. 
Confederate with the Queene, and her two Sonnes, 
And what notdone, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
W herein I had no ſtroke of Miſcheife in it. 
I plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And whenT hadit, drew my ſelfe apart, 
And almoſt broke my heart with extreame laughter. 
I pried me through the Crevice ofa Wall, 
When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads, 
Beheld his tcares, and laught ſo heartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his: 
And when I told the Emprefſle of this ſport, 
She foundedalmoſt at my pleaſing tale, 
And for my rydings, gave me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth, What canſt thou fay all this, and never blvſh? 
Aaron. 1, like a blacke Dogge, as the ſaying is. 
Luc. Art thou not ſorry for thele hainous deeds ? 
Aaron, I, that I bad not donea thouſand more. 
Even now I curſe the day, and yet Ithinke 
Few come within the compaſle of my curſe, 
W herein 1 did not ſome Notorious 11l, 
As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death, 
Rauiſh a Maid, or plot the way to doe it, 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and fortweare my ſelfe, 
Serdeadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 


Set fire on Barnes and Hayſtackes inthe night, 
Andbid the Owners quenchthem with their teares: 
Oft have I dig'd up dead men from their graves, 
And ſet them up right at their deere Friends doores, | 
Even when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their skinnes, as on the Barke of Trees, 
Have with my knife carved in RomaineLetters, 
Ler not your forrow dye, thoughl amdead. 
Tut, I bave donea thouſand dreadfull things 
As willingly, as one would kill aflye, 
And nothing greives me heartily indeed, 
But that [ cannotdoe ten thouſand more, 

Lacs. Bring downe the divell, for he muſt notdye 
So ſweet a death as hanging preſently. 

Aaron. If there be divels, would Iwere a devill, 
To liveand burne in everlaſting fire, 
So I mighthave your company in hell, | 

Bue 


ee. Ah 


83.3 


| 


—_ —_ 


78 


The Tragedy of Titus Angronicus. 


- Ce 


Py ah 


| But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 


Loc. Sirs ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeake no more- 
Enter Emialbiues, 
Geth. My Lord, th:re is a Meſſenger from Rome 


Debi to be admittedto your preſence. 
Z#e. Let him come neerc. 
Welcome Emillizzs, whats the newes from Rome ? 
Emi. Lord Lucins, and you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greets you all by me, 
And for he underſtands you grein Armes, 
Hecraves aparly at your Fathers houſe 
Willing you to demand your Holtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately gelivered, 

Goth, W hat ſayes our Genefall ? : 

Luc. Emillins, lerthe Emperourgive bispledges 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle ares, 
And we will come : march away. 


Emer Tamora, and her two Sonues diſguiſed. 


Tam. Thus in this ſtrange, and ſad Habillaments, 
I will eacounter with Andronicm, 
And ſay, Iam Revenge ſentfrom below, 
To joyne with him and right his hainous wrongs : 
Knocke at his ſtudy where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate ſtrange plots of dire Revenge, 
Tell him Revenge is come to joyne with him, 
And worke confuſion on his Encmies. 
T bey knocks and Titus opens his ſtudy doree 
Tit. Whodoth moleſt my Contewplation? 
Isit your tricketo make me opethe dore, - 
That ſo my ſad decrees may flye away, 
And all my ſtudy be to no effect? 
| You are deceiv*d, for what TI meane to doe, 
See herein bloody lines I have ſet downe : 
And what is written ſhall be executed. 
Tam. Tis, | amcometo talke with thee. 
Tit, No nota word ; how can I gracc my talke, 
| Wanting a hand to give it aftion, 
| Thou haſt the ods of me, therefore no more. 
Tam. If thou did'it know me, 
' Thou would talke wich me. 
Tit. Tam not mad, I know thee well cnough, 
| Witneſle this wretched ſtump, 
Witneſle theſe crimſonlines, 
Witneſle theſe Trenches made by griefeand care, 
| Witneſſe the tyring day, and heavy night, 
Witneſſeallſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreſle, Mighty T amore : 
| Is notthy comming for my other hand ? 
Tam. Know thou ſad man, I am not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy,andI thy fricnd, 
' Tam Revenge ſent from th,infernall Kindome, 
| Toeafe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreakefull vengeance on thy Foes : 
Comedowne and welcome me tothis werlds light, 
Conferre with-me of Murder and of Death, 
There's not a hollow Cave or lurking place, 
| No Vaſt obſcurity. or Miſty vale, 
W here bloody Murther or deteſted Rape, 
Can couch for feare, but I will find them out, 
Andin their cares tellthem my dreadfiill name, 
Revenge, which makes the foule offenders quake. 
| Tit. Artthou Revenge ? andart thou ſent to me, 
To beatorment to mine Enemies ? 
Tam. I am, therefore cone downe and welcome me. 


Exeunt. 


| 


Tit. Doe me ſome ſerviceere I come tothee: - 
Loe by thy fide where Rape and Murder ſtands, 
Now give ſome ſurance that thou art Revenge, _ - 
Stab them, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles, 
And then Ile come and bethy Waggoner, 

And whirlealong with thee about the Giobes. 
Provide thetwo proper Palfries, blacke as let, 
To hale thy vengefull Waggon ſwiftaway, 

And find out Murder in their guilty Caves. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 

I will diſmount, andby the Waggon wheele, 

Trot likea Servile footeman all day long, 

Even from Hiperiens rifing in the Eaſt, 

Variil his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day Iledoe this heavy raske, 

Sothou deſtroy Rapine and Mares there. 

Tam. T heſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 

Tu- Aretheythy Miniſters, what are they call'd? 
Tam. Rapineand Murder, therefore called fo, 

Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men. 
Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreſſc Sons they are, 

And you the Emprefle : But we worldly men, 

Have miſerable mad miſtaking eyes : | 

Oh ſweet Revenge, nowdoe I come to thee, 

Andifone armes imbracement will contentthee, 

I will imbrace thee in it by and by. | 

Tam, Thiscloſing with him, fits his Lunacy, 

What ere I forge to feede his braine-ſicke fits, 

Doe youuphold, and mainraine in your ſpeeches, 

For now he firmely takes me for Revenge, 

And being Credulous in thismad thought, 

Ile make him ſend for Lxciw his Sonne, 

And whilſt I at a Banquet hold him ſure, 

Ile find ſome cunning praRtiſe out of hand 

To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Gothes, 

Or at the leaſt make them his Enemies: 

Sce heere he comes, and I muſt play my theame. 
Tit, Long have | beene forlorne, andall for thee, 

Welcome dread Fury to my worfull houſe, 

Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too, 

How like the Emprefle and her Sonnes you are. 

Wellare you fitted, had you buta Moore, 

Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devill ? 

For well I wote the Empreſle never wags ; 

But in her company there is a Moore, 

And would you repreſent our Queene aright 

It were convenient you had ſuch a devill : 

But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doe  _ 
Tam. What wouldſt thou haveus doe Andronicw? 
Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, Ile dealewith him- 
Clir. Shew me a Villaine that hath done a Rape» 

AndI am ſent to be reveng'd on him, 

Tam. Shew mea thouſand that bave done thee wrong, 

And I willbe revenged on them all, 

Tit. Looke roundabout the wicked ftreets of Rome, 

And when thou findeſt a man that's like thy ſelfe, 


1 Good Murder ſtab him, he's a Murtherer. 


Goe thou with him, and when ir is thy hap 

To find another tharis like to thee, 

Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 

Goe thou with them, and inthe Emperours Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Moore, : 
Well maiſt thou know her by thy o wne proportions 
For up and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee, 

I pray thee doe onthem ſome violent death, 

They have beene violent to meand mine. 


| 


| 


_ 
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Tam, Well haſt thou leſſon'd us, this ſhall we doe 
But would it pleaſe the goud Andronicus, * | 
To ſend for Lxcizs thy thrice Valiant Sonne, 
Wholeads towards Romea Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and Banquet atthy houſe. 
When he is here, even atthy Solemne Feaſt, 
I will bring in the Empreſſeand her Sonnes, 
The Emperour himſelfs, and all thy Foes, 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoope, and kneele, 

| And on them ſhalt thoueaſe, thy angry heart: 
| What ayes Androniers to this devite? 


Enter Marcts. 


Tit. Marcus my brother, tis ſad Tir calls, 
Goc gencle Marc to thy Nephew Luci, 
Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 
Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chicfeſt Princes of the Gothes, 
Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they are, 
Tell him the Emperour, and the Emprefſetoo, 
Feaſts at my houſe, and he ſhall Feaſt withthem, 
This due thou for my love, and ſolet him, 
As heregards hisaged Fathers life. ; : 
Mar. This will I doe, and ſoone returne againe - E xs 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy buſincſle, 
And take my Miniſters along with me. | 
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rapeand Murder ſtay with me, 
Or elſe Ile call my Brother backe againe, 
And cleave to no revenge but Luci, _ 
Tam, What ſay you Boyes, will you bide with bim, 
Whiles I goetell my Lord the Emperour. 
How I have govern'd our determined jeſt? —_ 
Yceldto his humour, ſmooth and ſpeake him faire, 
And tarry with him till I turne againe. R 
Tit. Iknow them all thoughthey ſuppoſe memad, 
And will ore-reach them in their owne deviſes, 
A payre of curſed hell-hounds and their Dam. 
Den. Madam dapart at pleaſure, leave vs here. 
| Tam, Farewell eAndronicus, revenge now goes 
Tolay acomplot to betray thy Foes. 
Tit. Tknow thoudo'lt, and ſweet revenge farewell. 
Chi. Tellus old man, how ſhall we be imploy'd ? 
Tit. Tut, 1 have worke enough for you ro doe, 
Publizs come hither, Caine, and Valentine. 
Pub. What is your will ? 
Tit. Know you theſe two? 
Pub, The Emprefſe Sonnes 
Itake them, Chiron, Demetrius. | 
Tit. Fye Publ, fie, thou art too much deceau'd, 
The one 18 Murder, Rape is the others name, 
And therefore bind them geatle Pub 51s, 
Caius, and Valeztize, lay hands on them, 
Ott have you beard me wiſh for ſuch an houre, 
And now I find it, therefore bind them ſure. 
Chz. Villaines forbeare, we are the Empreſle Sonnes. 
Pub. And thereforc doe we,what we arc commanded. 
Stop cloſe their moathes, letthem not ſpeake a word, 
[s he ſure bound, looke that you binde them faft.Exewur. 


Enter Titus Andronicus with a knife, and Lavinia 
: with a Baſon. 


Tit, Come, come Lavinia, looke, thy Foesare bound, 
Ars ſtop their mouthes, let them nor ſpeake to me, 
But let them heare what fearefull words I utter. 


en. __ 


| Oh Villaines, Chiron, and Demerra, - 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ſtain'd with mud 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 

You kild her husband, and for that vil'd fault, 
Two of herbrothers were condemn'd to death, © 

My band cut off, and made a merry jeſt, 

Both her ſweet hands, her Tongue, and that more deere 
Then hands or tongue, her ſpotlefſe Chaſtity, 
Inhumane Traytors, you conftrain'd and for. . 

What would you ſay, if I ſhould let you ſpeake: 
Villaines for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 

| Hearke Wretches, how I meanc to marrtyr you, 

| This one Hand yer irieft, ro cur you throats, 

W hilt thac Lawvis tweene herltumps doth hold ; 

The Baſon that receives your guilty blood. 

You know you Mother meanes to feaſt with me, 

And calls herſelfe Revenge, and thinkes me mad. 

Hearke Villaines, I will gtin'd your bones ro duſt, 
And with your blood andit, Ule makea Paſte, 

And of the Paſte a Coffen I will reare, | 

And make two Paſties of yeur ſhameful heads, 

And bid that ſtrumper your unballowed Dam, 

Like tothe carth twallow her owne increaſe. 

This is the Feaſt, that I have bid her to, 

And this the Banquer ſhe ſhall ſurfet on, 

For worſe thea Philorzel you ul'd my Daughter, 

And worlethen Progne, Twill bereveng'd, 

Ane now prepare your throats:: Lavinia come. 

Receivethe blood, and whenrthat they are dead 

| Letmc goegrin'd their Bones to powder ſmall, - 


| Andwiththis hatefu!l Liquor terhper it, 


Andinthat Paſteler their vild'd Heads be bakte, 
Came, come, be ever one ouicious, | 
-To make this Banker, which I wiſh myght prove, 
More lterneand bloody then the Centaures Feaſt, 

He cars their throats. 
So now bring them in, for Tle play the Cooke, 
And ſee them ready, gainſt the Mother comes. Exemnt 


. Enter Lucius, Marci, and the Gothes. 
Luc. Vnckle Marcus, ſince *tismy Fathers minde 


That 1 repaire toRome, Iam content. 
Goth. Andours with thine befa{l, what fortune will. 


Zac, Good V nckle take you inthis barbarous Moore, 


This Ravenous Tiger , this accurtcd devill, 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter bimz 

Till he be brought unto the Emperours face, 
Forteſtimony of his fou:cproceedings, 

And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong, 


Aaron. Somedevill whiſper curſes in my care, 
And prompt mf that my tongae may utter forth, 
The Venemous Malice of my {ivelling hearr. 

Lac. Away mnhamane Dogge, Vonhallowed Slave," 
Sirs helpe our Vnckle, to convey him in, 
The Trumpets ſhew the Emperour is at hand, 


Sound Trumpets. Emer Emperonr, and E e, with 
T ribmnes andothers, vF 


| Sat. What, hath the Firmament more Sans then one? | 
Luc. What bootes 1t the to call thy ſelfe a Surme ? 
Mar. Romes Emperourand Nephew breake the pricty 

Theſe quarrels muſt be quietly debated, 

| The Feaſt 1s ready which the carefull 753mm, 


a cas... 
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If ere the Emperour meanes no good to us, | 
Flouriſh, | 
| 


| 


Hath 
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Hath ordained toan honourable end, 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome : 
| Pleaſe you therefore draw nye and take your places. 
Satur. Marcus we will. Hoboyes. 
860 A Table brought in. 
"Enter Titua like a (ooke, placing the meat on the 
Table, and Lavinia with a vale 
over her face. 
Titw. Welcome my gracious Lord, 
Welcome Dread Queene, _. 
Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lucene, 
And welcome all : although the cheere be poore, 
Twill fill your ſtomackes, pleaſe you car ot it. 
Sat. Why art thou thusattir'd Androvicws ? 
Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to haveall well, 
Toentertaine your Highnefſe, and your Empreſſe. 
Tam. We are beholdingto you good Anaromewms. = 
Tit. And if your highneſfſe knew my heart, you were : 
My Lord the Emperour reſolve me this, 
Was it well done of raſh Virgins, 
To ſlay hisdaughter with his owne right hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enfor'ſt, ſtain'd, and deflowr'd ? 
Satur, It was Andromens. 
Tie. Your reaſon, Mighty Lord? 
Set. Becanſe the Girle, ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill retew his forrowes. 
Tit. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effeuall, 
| Apatterne, preſident,and lively warrant, 
| For me (moſt wretched) to performe the like - 
Dye, dye, L@vinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 

And with thy ſhame, thy Fathers ſorrow dyc. 
He kils her. 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnaturall and unkind ? 

T#.Kild her tor whom my teares have made me blind. 
I am as wofull as Vir ginine was, 
And have athouſand times more cauſe then he. 
Sar.-W hat was ſhe raviſht ? tell whodid the deed, 
Tit, Wilt pleaſe you eat, Woe: 
Wiirt pleaſe your highneſle feed ? 
Tam.Why haſt thou flaine thine onely Daughter thus? 
Tit. Not I, twas (hion, and Demetrius. 
They raviſht her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, twas they, that did her allthis wrong. 
_Satrr. Goe fetch them hitherto us preſently. 
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pye, 
W hereof their Mother dantily hath fed, 
Fating the fleſh that ſhe berſeife hath bred. 
Tis true; tis true, witneſſe my knives ſharpe point. 
He ſtabs the Emepreſſe. 
Sats. Dye franticke wretch, for this accurſed deed. 
Ixc. Can the Sonnes eye, behold his Father bleed? . 
Theres meede for meed, death for a deadly deed. 


pI 


By uproreceſever'd like a flight of Fowle, 
1 Scattred by windes and high tempeſtuous gueſts : 
Oh let me teach you how, to knitagaine 
This ſcattred Corne, into one mutuall ſheafe, 
Theſe broken limbs againe into one body. 
Goth, Let Rome herſclfe be bane unto herſelfe, 
- . ] And ſhe whom mighty kingdomes curſie to, 
| Like a forlorne and deſperate caſtaway, 
Doe ſhamefull execution vn her ſelfe. 
' Bur if my froſty fignes and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you toattend my words, 
| Speake Romes deere friend, as'erſt our Anceſter, 


—_. 


When with his ſolemne tongue he did diſcourſe 

To love-licke Didoes fad attending eare, 

The ſtory of that balefull burning night, 

When ſubtill Greekes ſurpriz'd King Priams Troy : 
Tell us what Sion hath bewicht our cares, 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in, 


| That glves our Troy, our Romethe civill wound. 
; My heart is not compact of flint nor ſtecle, 


Nor can I utter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratory, 

And breake my very vttrance, even inthe time 

W hen it ſhould move youtoattend me moſt, 

Lending your kind hand Commilſeration, 

Heere isa Captaine, let himtell the tale. 

Your hearts will throb and weepeto heare him ſpeake, 
Znc. This Noble Auditory, be it knowne to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demerrins | 

Were they thit murdred our Emperours Brother, 

And they it were thatraviſhed our Siſter, 

For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded, 

Our fathers teares deſpi{*d, and baſely coulen'd, 

Of that true hand that fonght Romes quarrell our, 

Andient her enemies nntothe grave. 

Laſtly, my ſelfe unkindly baniſhed, 

The gates ſhur on me, and turn'd weepingout, 

To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies, 

W hodrown'd their enmity in my true teares, 

And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Friend ; 

AndI am turned forth; be it knowneto you, 

That have preſcrv'd her well fare in my blood, 

And from her boſome tooke the Enemies point, 

Sheathing the ſteele in my adventrous body. 

Alas you know,I amno Vaunter I, 

My ſcars can witneſſe, dumbe although they are, 

That my report is juſt and full of truth :. 


| But ſoft, methinkes I doe digrefſe toomuch, 


Cyting my worthleſſe praiſe ; Oh pardon me, 

For whenno friendsare by, men praiſe themſelves. 
Marc. Now is my turne to ſpeake ; Behold this Child, 

Of this was T amoradclivered, | 

The ifive of an Irreligious Moore, 

Chicfe Archite& and plotter of theſe woes, 

The Villaine isalive in Ts houſe, 

And as he ts, to witneſle this is true. 

Now judge what courſe had Tim to revenge 

Theſe wrongs, unſpeakeable paſt patience, 

Or more then any living man could beare. 

Now you have heard the truth, whatſay you Romanes? 

Have wedone oughtamifſe? ſhew us wherein, 

And from the place where you behold us now, 

The poore remainder of Andronicas, 

Will hand in hand all hcadlong caſt aus downe, 


*CIMar. You ſad fac'd inen,people and Sonnes of Rome, | And onthe ragged ſtones beat forth our brames, 


And make a mutuall claſure of our houſe ; _ 


Speake Romanes ſpeake, and if you fay we ſhall, 
Loe hand in hand, Zacius and I will fall. 

Emilli. Come come, thou reverent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 
Zucins our Emperour : for well I know, 

The common voyce doe cry it ſhall be ſo. 

Mar. Lycias, all haile Romes Royall Emperotr, 
Goe, goe into old Titus ſorrowfull houle, 
And hither hale that misbelieving Aſoore, 
To be adjadg'd ſome direfull ſlaughtering death) 
As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 


| Luci all halle to Romes gracions Governout» 
| | 


Lacius | 


—_—_—_ 
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T Lyc. Thankes gentle Romans, may T governe ſo, 
To heale Rome? s harmes, and wipe away her WOE. 
But gentle people, give me aymea-while, 

For Nature puts me tO a heavy taske : 

Stand ali aloofe, but Vnckle draiw you neere, 

To ſhed obſcquious teares upon this Trunke : 
Ohiakethis warme kifle on they pale cold lips, 
Thele forrowfull drops upon thy bloud+ſlaine face; 
The laſt true Durzes of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mar. A teare for tcare, and loving kiſfe for kiſle, 
Thy brother Marc tenders onthy Lips : 

O were the ſumme ofthele that I ſhould pay 
Countleſſe, andintinit yet would I pay them. 

Lec, Come hither Boy, come, come, and learne of us 
To melt in ſhowres : thy Grandfire lov*d thee well : 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee : 

Sung thee afteepe, his Loving Breſt, thy Pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told tothee, 

Meece, and agreeing with thine Infancy. : 
Inthatreſpe& then, like a loving Childe, ; 
Shed yet ſome {mall drops from thy tender Spring. 
Becauſe kinde Nature doth requireitſo : : 
Friends ſhould aſſociate Friends, in Griefe and Woe 
Bid him farwell, commit him to the Grave, 

Doe him that kindnefle, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grandfire, Grandfire : even with all my heart 
Would I weare Dead, ſo you did Live againe. 
OLord, I cannot ſpeake to him for weeping, 

My teares will choke me. if I ope my mouth. 


Romanes. You ſad efndronics, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this execrable Wretch, 

That hath beene breeder of theſe dire events, 

Lac. Set him breſtdeepe in earth, and famiſh him; 
There let him ſtand, and ravezand cry for foode : 
If any one releeves, or pittics him, , 

For the offence, he dyes. This isour doome : 
Some (tay, to.ſce him faſtned in the carth. . 

Aaron.O why ſhould wrath be mute,and fury dumbe? 
I am no Baby I, that with baſe Prayers | 
I ſhould repent the Evils I have done. 

Ten thouſand worſe, then ever yet 1 did, 
Would I performe if I might have my will: 
If one good Decd in all wy lite I did, 

I doe repent it from my very Soule. 

Luci. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 

And give him buriall in his fathers grave, 

My Father, aud Lavimia, ſhall forthwith 

Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument : 

As for rhat heyncus Tyger Tamora, 

No funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds; 
No mournfull Bell ſhall ring her Buriall : 

But throw her forth ro Bealt and Birds of prey : 
Her life was Beaſt-like, and devoid of pitty, 
Andbeing ſo, ſhall havelike want of purty. 

See Iuſtice done on eFaron that damn'd Moore, 
For whom, aur heavy happee had their beginning z 
Then afterwards, to Order well the State, 

That like Events, may ne're it Ruinate. Exeunt ommes- 
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ROMEO and IVLIET. 


R/S 


OF 


Attus Primus. 


Enter Sampſon and Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Honſe of Capulet. 


Sampſon. 

TS Regory: Amy word we'll not carry coales. 
Bl Greg. No, for then we ſhould be Colliars. 
AY 51 Samp.I meznc, if we be incholler, we'll draw 
ES Greg. 1, while youltve, draw your necke out 
o'th Collar. 

Samp. I ſtrike quicklygbeing mov'd. | 

Greg. Bur thou art nor quickly mov'd to ſtrike. 

Sazp. A dog of the houle of .ountague, moves me. 


Greg. To move, is to ſtir: and to be valiant, is to ſtand; | 


Therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runſt away. 

Samp. A dogge of that houic ſhall move me to ſtand, 
I will take the wall of any Man or Maid of Mowwragnes. 

Greg. That ſhewes thee weake {lave, for the weakeſt 
goes tothe wall. | 

Samp. True, and therefore women being the weaker 

Veſlells,are ever thruſt tothe wall: theretore I will puth 
Mowntagues men from the wall, and thruſt his Maides to 
the wall. (their men. 

Greg. The Quartc!l is betweene our Maſters, and us 

Sam. Tis all one, I will ſhew my ſelfe atyrant: when 
I have fought with the men, I will be ctvill with the 


Maids, and cut off their heads. 


Greg. The heads of the Maids ? 

Samp. I,the heads of the maids,or their maiden-hxads, 
Take ic in what fence thou wilt. 

Greg. They maſttake it in ſence, that feele it. 

Samp. Methey ſhall feele while 1 am abie to ſtand : 
And tis knowne I amapretty pcece of ficth. 

Greg. T is well chou art not Fiſh : if thou had'ſt, thou 
had'it becne pooxe Tohn.Draw thy Toole, here comes of 
the Houſe of the CMonntaznes, | 

Enter two other Servingmen. 
Sam.My naked weapon is out:quarrel,1 wil backe thee 
Gre. How ? Turnethy backe; and run. 
Sam. Feare me not. 
Greg. No marry :I fcarc thee. 
Samp. Let us take the Law of our fides:let them begin 
Gy.I wil frown as T paſle by,& let the take it as they liſt 

Sam. Nay, as they dare.I will bite my Thumbeat them 
which is a diſgrace te them, if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your Thumbe at vs fir 2 

Sam. I doe bite my Thumbexſir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your Thumbe at ns fir 


Sams. Is the Law of our fide, if I ſay I? Gre. No 


_ -y 


NE IN 


| 


| 


4 
- 


| what you doc. 


| Or manage 1t to part theſe inet with me. 


Scena Prima, 
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Samp.No fir, I doe not bite my Thumbe at you ſir : but 
I bite my Thumbe fir, 
Greg. Doe you quarrell ſir ? 
Abra, Quarrell fir ? no ſir. (asyou 
Sam.[f you doe fir, Tam for you, I ſerve,as good aman 
Abra. Nobetrter ? Sam. Wellſir 
Enter Benvolio, © | 
Gre.Say better:here comes one of my maſters kinſmen 
Sam. Yes,bettcr. 
Abra. You Hye: R 
Samp, Draw if you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
Ben. Part Fookes put up your Swords, you know not 


Enter Tibalt. 

Tyba. Whatart thou drawne, among theſe heartkſſ: | 
Hindes ? Turne thee Beavolio, looke upon thy death 
Ben. I doc but keepe the peace, put up thy Sword, 


Tb. What draw, and talke of peace ? T hate theword 

. AsT hate hcll, all Afountapres, and thee : 

Have at the Coward. Fight. 
Enter three or fonre Citizens with Clubs. 

Offic. Clubs, Bils, and Partiſons, ſtrike, beat chemdown 

Downe withthe Capulers, downe with the CMountagues: 
Enter old Capulet mnhis Gown, and bu IF fe, 
(ap. What noiſe is this ? Give me my long Sword ho- 
wife. A ctutch, crutch : why call you for a Sword? 
Cap. My Sword I ſay : Old onntegue is COME, 
And fouriſhes his Blade in ſpight of me. 
Emer old Monntapne, and bs wife, 
AMfoun. Thou villains Capalet. Hold me not,let me g06+ 
2. Wife. Thou ſhaltnot ſtirre a foore to ſeckea Fo 
Enter Prince Eskales; with his Trame. 

Prin, Rebellious Subjects, Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ſtained Steele, h 
Will they not heare? What hoe, you Men, you Bealts, 
Thar quench the fire of your pernitious Rage, 

With purple Fountaines iſſuing from your Veines: 

On paine of Torture, from theſe bloody hands 

Throw your iniſtemper'd Weapons to the ground, 
And heare the Sentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word, 

By thee old Capnler and CMonntapue, 

Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, 
And make FYerone's ancient Citizens 

Calt by their Grave beſeeming Ornament, 
To wield old Partizans, in handsas old, 
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T. be Tragedy of Rem coand Fuller. 


Cankred with peace, to part your Cankred hate, 
{fever you diſturbe our ſtreets againe, 

Your lives ſhall. pay the forfeir of the peace. 

For this time all the reſt depart away :: + 

You Capalet {hall goc along with me, -- 

And IMountague come you this afternoone, 

To know our Fathers pleaſure in this caſe: -- 

Toold Free-toywne, our com:non judgement places 
Once more on paine of death, all men.depart» £xewvt. 
Men. Who ſet this ancient quarrelinewabroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben. Heere werethe ſcrvants of your adverlary, ' 
And yours cloſe fighting ere I did approach, 

Idrew to partthenm, in the inftant came 

The fiery Tiba/r, with his ſword prepar'd, 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my cares, 
Heſwong abour his head, and cut the windes, 
Whonothing hurt wichall, biſt him in ſcorne, 

While we were cnterchanging thruſts and blowes, 


| Camemore and more, and fought onpart and part, 


Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 
Fife. O where is Romeo, ſaw you hum to day ? 
Right gladam I, be was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worſhipt Sun 
Pcer'd forth rhe golden window of the Eaſt, 

A troubled mind drave me to walke abroad, 
Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 

That Weſt-ward rooterth from this City fide ; 


| Soearely waiking did I ſee your Sonne; 


Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 
And ſtole into the covert of the wood, 
I meaſuring his affections by my oWne, 
W hichchen moſt ſougbt,where molt mightnot be found 
Bcing one too many by my weary ſelfe; 
Perfued my honour, not perſuing his 
And gladly ſhunn'd, who gladly fled from me. 
Mount, Many a morning hath he there beene {eene, 
With teares augmencing the freſh mornings deaw, 
Adding to cloudes, more cloudes with his deepe fighes, 
But all to ſoone as the all-cheering Sunne, 
Should in the fartheſt Eaſt begin to draw 
The ſhady Curtaines from eAwroras bed, 
Away from light (tcales home my heavy Sonne, 
And private in his Chamber pennes hiutelfe, 
Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, 
And makes himſclfe an artificiall night : 
Blacke and portentous muſt this humour prove, 
Vnleſſe good counſell may the cauſe removes. 
Ben. My Noble Vncle doe you know the cauſe ? 
Mon. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 
Ben, Have you importun'd him by any mcanes ? 
Mann. Both by my ſelfe and many other Fricnds, 
But he his owne affections counſeller, 
[to himſclte (I will notfay how true) 
Butro himiclfe ſo ſecret and ſo cloſe, 
90 farre from ſounding and diſcovery, 
A$is the bud bit with anenvious worme, 
Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves to the ayre, 
Ordedicate his beauty tothe ſame. 
uld we but learne from whence his ſorrowes grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, asknow, 
Enter Romeo. 
Bes. See where he comes, ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 
know his greevance,or be much denide, 
Mon. I would thou wert ſo happy by thy ſtay, 


Tohearetrue ſhrift. Come Madam let's away, ZExewnt. 
©. ESSEN 


| Ben. Gocd. morrow Coufin. 


Rom, Is the day ſo young? 6 SES pn oa” 


Ben. But new (trooke tine, 


Rom. Aye me, fad Koures ſeemelongs 
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Was that my Fatherthat went hence fofaft? 7 fe 
Brews Ie-was : what fadnefſe lengthtns Remeor hioures ? | 


S Ben, Inloye... LESS 


Roms, / Ot; lf , % rot W902 /s ke” 
Bod, "Off live} 05 HEL 162 Cone it inegt =, 
Rom; Out of het fivour whereT amin love: - © * 
Bes, Alasthac love ſggentiein his view, ._ ©" 
Should be ſo tyranhoiisznd rough in proofe, 


Rom. Alas thattove, whoſe viewis muffled ſill,” 
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Should without eyes, {cepath-wayes to his will: 
W here ſhall we dine? O me : what fray was beere ? 
Yer tcll me not; for I have hearditiall ;*  _ © 
Heres much to doe with hate, but more with love? 
Why then, O brawling love, O loving hate, 
O any thing, of nothing firſt creates 
O heavy lightneſſe, ſertous vanity, * 
Miſhapen Chaos of welſtemingformes, 
| Feather of lead, bright ſmoake, cold fire, ſicke health, 
{ Still-waking fleepe; chat is not what itis: 
| Thiis love feele I, that feelenolove in this. 
Doeſt thou not laugh? 
Ben, NoCoxe, | rather weepe, 
Rom. Good heart, at what ? 
Ben, Atthy good hearts oppreſliqn. 
Rom. W hy (ſuch is lovestranſgreffion. 
Griefes of mine owne lye heavy in my breaſt, 
Which thou wilt propagate to have it preaſt 
With more of thine, this love that chou haſt ſhowne, 
Doth adde more griefe, to too much of mine owne. 
{ Love, isa {inoake made with the fume of ſighes, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling in Loverseyes, 
Being vext, a Sea nouriſht with loving teares, 
W bar is-1r<Ife ? a madncſſe, moſt diſcreet, 
A choking gail, anda preſerving livect ; 
Farewell my Cozes. 
Ben. Soft 1 will gocalong. 
And if you leave me ſo, you doe me wrong. 
Rome. Tut I have loſt my {clfe, I am nor here, 
This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 
Ben. Tell me in iadnefſe, who isthat youlove? 
Rom. W hat ſhall Igrone and tell thee ? 
Ben. Grone, why no : bur ſadly tell me who. 
Kem, A ſicke man in good (adnefſe makes his will : 
O, word ill urg'd to one that is fo ill ; 
In ſadneſfe Cozin, I doe love a woman. 
Ben. laym'd ſo neare, when I ſuppos'd you lov'd. 
Rom. Aright good marke man, and ſhes faire I love, 
Ben, A right faire marke, faire Coze, is{oonelt hit, 
Rem. Well in that hir you miſſe, ſheell not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, ſhe hath Diaz wit : 
And in ftrong proofe of chaſtity well arm'd : 
From loves weake childiſh Bow, the lives uncharm'd, 
She will not tay the ficge of loving tearmes 
| Nor bid ttincounter of affjiliog eyes. 
Nor ope her lap to Saint-ſeucing Gold : 
O ſhe is rich.in beauty, onely poore, 
That when ſhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ſtore. | 
Bex.Then ſke hath (worne, that ſhe wili ſtill Iive chaſt ? 


| Zomr. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge walſt ? 


For beauty ſtery'd with her ſeverity, 
Cuts beauty off fromall poſterity. 
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$& TheTragedyof Romeoand Fuliet. 


She istoo faire, too wiſe wiſcly too faire, _ Turne giddy, ahdbe holpeby backward turning : 
To merit blifſe by making me djſpaire : Eg One deſparate griefe, cures with 2nothers languiſh : 
She hath forſworne to love, and inthat vow -- . Take thou ſome new infe&ion to the eye, 
Doel livedead, that live totcilit now. A 8 Andtherankepoyſon of the old will dye. 
Ben. Be ruld by: jos, irs tqthinke of her. _ | Roms. Your Plantanleafe is excellent for that. 
 , Rom., O teachmebow: thogld forget to thinke. Ben. For what I pray thee ? 
.* Bon: Þ 71V y untothine cyes, . - |. | Rom, For.your broken ſhin. 
| Examine other beauties. $a _;; (more, Ben, Why: Reyzea art thoumad ? 
| Rom. Tisthe way to call hers (exquiſit) in queſtion Row. Not mad, bur bound morethen a mad man is: 
Theſe happy maskes that kiſle faire Ladies browes, | Shytup in priſon, kept without my foode, 
Being blacke,puts us jn mind they hide the faire 3. | Whipt and tormented : and:Godden good fellow. 
' Hethat is ſtro>ken blind, cannp ; —"w" BY Ser, Godgigoden,1 pray ſir can you read ? 
| The precioustreaſure of his eye-lag] eo: << b; Rom. 1 mine owne fortune in my miſery. 
| Shew mea Miſtred? thatispaſſing fare * PS Ser, Perhaps you have lcarn'd it without booke ; 
| What dath her beauty ſerve Þutas a.pate, - ButI pray can you read any thing you ſee ? 
W hereT may rcade who paſt thax pajling faire... . - Rows. T,1f I know the Letters and the Language. 
Farewellthou car'ſtuotteach meto forget. Ser. Yelay honeſtly, reit you merry. 
Ben, As pay thatdaGtrine,or elſe dye in debt, Exennt. Rom. Stay fellow, I canread.” - 
* "Enter Capulet, (ounty Parts, ana the Clowne. He reades the Letters 
Capn. CHMountagae is bound as wellas I, & Eigneur Martino, and hi wife and daughter : Connty An- 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard T thinke, - {clme and his beentious fifters - the Lady widdow of Virw 
For men {ſo old as we,-:to keepe the peace. ” | V0, Seignenr Placentio,end bis lovely Neeces : Mercntio and 
Par. Ot honovrable reckning are you both, | bu brother Valentine, mine uncle Capnler hi: wife and | 
Andpitty tis you liv'd at odsſolong : ters : my faire Neece Roſaline, Livia, Seignen: Valentio, and 
But now my Lord, what ſay you tomy ſute ? hu Cofen Tybalt; Laccio and theliwvely Helena. 
Caps. But ſaying ore whatT have faid bcfore, A faire aflembly, whither ſhouid rhey come? 
My Child is yet a {tranger in the world, Ser. Vp. | 
Shce hath not ſcene the change of fourteene yeeres, Rom. Whither ? to ſupper ?. 
Let twomore Summers wither in thetr pride, - | Ser. To our houſe. 
Ere we may think? herripe to be a Bride, . Kom, Whoſe houſe? 
Par. Younger then ſhe, are happy mothers,made- Ser. My Maiſters, 
Cap. And too ſoonemar'dare thoſe fo carly made : Rom, Indeed I ſhould have askt you that before. 
| Earthup hath ſwallowed ali my hopes but ſhe, +. 41, Ser. Now lletell you without asking. My maſter is 
| She is the hopefull Lady of my carth : ',» * | thegreatrich Capwlet, andif you be not of the houſe of | 
| But wooe her geatle Pars, gct her heart, CMonntagues T pray come wat cruſh a cup of wine. Reſt | 
| My will to her conſent, jsbuta part, you merry. Exit, 
And ſhe agrce, withia her ſcope of choile, Ben. Atthis ſameancient Feaſt of Cupalers, 
Lyes iny conſent, and faire according voyce ; ; Sups the faire Roſatine, whom thou.ſo lovelt : 
| This night hel4 an oldaccuſtom'd feaſt, ; Withall che admired Beauties of Yerora, 
Wheretol have invited many aGueſt, Goe thither and with unattainted eye, 
Such as I love, and you among the ſtore, _ -| Compareher face with ſome that I ſhall ſhow, 
One more, molt welcome makes my number more : And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 
At wy poore houſe, lnoke to behold this night, Rom. Whenthe devoutreligion of mine eye 
Earth-treading {tarres, that make darke heaven light, Mainraines ſuch falſhood, then turne teares to fire; 
Such comfort asdoeluſty young men frele, And thele who often drown'd could never dye, 
When well apparrel'd Aprill on the heele Tranſparent Heretiques be burnt for liers. 
Oflimping Winter treads, eaen ſuch delight One fairer then my love !theall-ſeeing Sun 
Amo!g freſh Female buds fall you this night | Nere ſaw her match, fince firſt the world begun. 
Inheritat my houle : hearcall, ail ſee ; Ben. Tut Tut, you ſavy her taire, none clic being by, 
| And like her moſt, whoſe meric moſt ſhall be : Herſelfepoyſ'd with herſelfe incither eye: 
Which one more view, of many, mine being one, But inthat Chriſtall ſcales, letthere be waid, 
My ſtand in number, rhough in reckning none. YourLadies love againſt ſome other Maid 
Come, goe with mc : goe ſirrahtrudge abour, Thar will ſhow you, ſhining at this Feaſt, 
Through faire Verona, tind thoſe per{ons our, And ſhele ſhew ſcant, well, that now ſhewes beſts 
W hoſe names are written there, andto them ſay, Rom. Ile goe along, no ſuch ſight to be ſhowne, 
My houle and welcome, ontheir pleaſure ſtay, Exit. | But to rejoycein ſplendor of mine owne. 
Ser. Findth:m out whoie names are written. Heert it Enter Capulets Wife and N ur/e. 
1s written, that the Shoo-maker ſhould meddle with his | fe. Nurſe wher's my daughter? call her forth tome. 
Yard,-and the Tayler with his Laſt, the Fiſher with his | X «ſe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelve yeare old 
Penfill, and the Painter with his Nets. ButI am ſent to | T bad her come, what Lamb: what Ladi-bird ,God forbid, 
find thoſe perſons whoſenamesare writ, and can'nerer | Where's this Girle ? what Iuljer ? | | 
find what names the writting perſon hath here wrie (1 | Enter Tulict. 
mult to the learned) in good time. Iuliet. Aow now, who calls? - 
Enter Benvolio, aw Romeo. N wr. Your Mother. 
Bey. Tut man, one fireburnes out anothers burning, - Tuliet. Madam Iam heere, what is your will ? 
| One paineisleſned by anothers anguiſh : Wife.This isthe matrer : Nurle give leave a while w 
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Lawrmas Eue at night ſhall ſhe be fourtcene. S»ſ@» and ſhe, 
Godreſt all Chriſtian ſoules, were of an age. Well Saſan 
is with God, ſhe was too good for me. . But as 1 ſaid on 
Lana: Euc at night ſhall ſhe be fourtecne, that ſhall ſhe 
marie,l remember it well. Tis ſince the Earth-quake now 
ven yeares, and ſhe was wean'd [ never ſhall forget it, 
ofallthe daies of the yeare, upon that day : for I had then 
hid Worme-wood to my Dug ſitting inthe Sunne under 
the Dove-houſe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
Manus, nay 1 doe bearc a braine. Butas I faid, when 1t 
ddtaſtthe Worme-wood on the niple of my Dugge, 
2nd felt it bitter, pretty foole, to ſee it teacbie, and fail out 
withthe Dugge, Shake quoth the Dove-houſe, *t was no 
neede I trow to bid mee trudge : and ſincethattime 1t 15 
even yeares, for then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay b!'th 
roode ſhe could have runne,and wadled all about: for even 
the day before ſhe broke her brow, and then my Husband 
Godbe with hisſoule, a was a merrie man, rooke up the 
Child, yea quoth hee,doeſt thou fall uponthy face? thou 


not Jder? And by my holy-damr, the pretty wretchlefte 
aying,and ſaid 1: to ſee now how a Teft ſhall come about- 
Iwarrant,& I ſhall live a thouſand yeares, I never ſhould 
forgetit : wilt thou nor /aler quoth he2and pretty foole it 
ſtinted;and faid IL * 


| N#r. An houre,were not Ithine onely Nnrſe, I would 
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The Trazedy of Romeo and Juke, 
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muſt talke in ſecrert.Nurſe come backe againe,I have re- 


nembred me, thou'ſe heare our councell. Thou knowelt 
my daughter's of a prety age. 
Nurſe, Faith 1 can tell her age unto an houre., 
Wife, Shees not fourteene. | 
N »rſe. Ile lay fourcteene of my teeth, 
And yet to my teeth be it ſpoken, 
| tave but foure, ſhees not fourteene, 
How long is itnow to Lammas tide? 
wife. A fortnightand odde dayes, 
N#srſe. Eucen or odde, of all daies inthe yeare come 


wilt fall backeward when thou haſt more wit, wilt thou 


O04 Za. Inough of this I pray the hold thy peace. 


Nw#/e. Yes Madam, yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, to | 
thinke it ſhould leave crying, & ſay I : and yet 1 warrant 
thadupon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels 


lone? A perilous knock,and it crycd bitterly. Yea quoth | 
my husband, fallſt vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back» 
ward when thou commeſt to age : wilt thou not [4s Ir 
ſtinted:and ſaid I. | | 

iu, And ſtintthontoo I pray the Nar/e,ſay T. 

Nur. PeaceI bave done :God marke thee to his grace 
thouwas the pretieſt Babe that ere | nurſt, and I might 
lyeto ſee thee maried once;I have my with. 

0d La, Marry that marry is the very theame 
lcameto talke of tell me daughter /u/et, 

How ſtands your diſpoſition to be Married? 

[kf;, It is an houre that I dreame not of. 


aythou hadft ſuckt wiſedome from thy teat. 
0M La, Well thinke of marriagenow,younger thenyou 
tcre1n Yaroua, Ladies of eſteeme, * 
are made already Mothers. By my count, 
#8your Mother,much upon theſe yeares 
you are now a maide,thus then in briefe: 
valtant Paris ſeekes you for his love. 
Nirſe. A man young Lady, Lady, fucha man as all 
world. Why hce'sa man of waxe. | | 
0 La. Veronas Summer hathnot ſuxcha flower. 
Narſe, Nay hce's a flower,in faith a very flower. 
Ol Ly: What ſay you; can you love the Gentlethan ? 


| Read ore the volume of young Pars face, 

And find delight, writthere with Beauties pen: 
Examineevery ſeverallliniament, 

And fee how one another lends content: 

And what obſcur'd in this faire volumelies, 


Find written in the Margent of hiseyes, 
This precious Booke of Love, this unbound Lover, 
To Beavtific him;onely lacks a Cover. 
The fiſh lives in the Sea, and'tis much pride 
For faire withour, the faire withinto hide: 
That Booke in manieseyes doth ſhare the glory, 
That in Gold claſpes,Lockesin the Golden ſtorie : 
So ſhall you ſhare ali that he doth poſſefſe, 
By having him, making your ſelfe nolefſe. 
XNwrſe. Nolefle,nay bigger : women grow by men. - 
Old Le. Speake briefly,can youlike of #ars love + 
Ints. Ile looke tolike,it looking liking move. 
But no moredeepe will I endart mine eye, 
Then your conſent gives ſtrength to make it flye, 
| Enter a Serving man. 
. Ser. Madam,the gueſts are come,ſupper ſeru'd up,you 


| cal'd,my young Lady askt for,the Nurſe curſt in the Pan- 


tery,and Every thing in extremitic:I muſt hence to wait, I 
beſcech you follow ltraight. | Exits 
CMHo. We follow thee; Inlier, the Countie ſtaies. 
Noſe. Goe Gitle,fecke happie nightsto happie daies. 
Ex exnnt. 
Emer Romeo, Mercntio, Bennotio with five or fixe 

other Mackers,Torch-bearers, 


. Rom. What ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſc? | 


Oc ſhall we on without Apologie ? 

Ben. Thedate is out of ſuch prolixitie, 
Weele have no C»pid, hood winkt with a skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 
Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keepec. 
Butletthem meaſure us by what they will, 
Weele meaſurethem a meaſure, and be gone. 
Rom. Give me a Torch, amnot for this ambling, 
Being but heavy 1 will heare the light, 
Aer, Nay gentle Roweo,we mult have you dance. 
Rom. Not I beleeve me,you have dancing ſhooes 
With nimble ſoles, Thavye a ſole of Lead 
So ſtakes me to the ground, I cannot move, 
Mer. Youarca Lover,bortow Cupids wings, 
And ſoare with them above a common bound. 
Roms. I amtoo fore impearced with his ſhaft, 
To ſoare with his light feathers,and to bond : 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe, 
Vnder loves heavy burthen doel finke. 
Hora. And to ſinke in it ſhould you burthen love, 
Too great oppreſſion for a tender thing. | 
Roms. Islovea tendertbing? itis too rough, 
Too rude,too boylterous,and it pricks li: e thorne. 
» Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love, 
Pricke love for pricking,and you beate love downe, 
Give me a Caſero put my vilage in, 
A Viſor fora Vitor,what cace [ 
What cariouseye doth quote deformities : 
Here are the Beetle-browes ſhall bluſh for me. 
Ben. Comeknocke and enter,and no ſooner in, 
Butevery man betake him to hislegs. 
Rom. A Torch for me,{et wantons lightof heart 
Tickle the ſencelefle ruſhes with their heeles z 
For I am proverb'd with a GrandfierPhraſe, 
Ite be a Candle-holder and looke on, 


This night you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, | 


The game was nere {o faire,and Iam done, | | 
ot 0 ES +>: Af Ti 
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Aer. Tut,dunsthe Monſe,the Conſtables owne word, 
If thou art dun,weele draw thee from the ware. 
Or fave your reverence love, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Vp tothe eares, come we burne day-{ight ho. 
Rom. Nay that's not fo. 
Mer. 1 meanefirl, delay, 
We waſt our lights in vaine, lights,lighrs,by day ; 
Take our good meaning,for our Tudgement fits 
Five tigics in that ere once in our fine wits. , 
Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 
But 'tis no wit to go. 
Aer. Why may oneaske? 
Rom, I odreampt a dreameto night. 
Aer. And lo did T. 
Rom. Well what was yours? 
Her. That dreamers often lie. 
Rows, In beda ſleepe while they dodreame things true, 
er. O then I ſee Qncene Mabhath beene with you : 
She is theFairies Midwite,and ſhe comes in ſhape no big- 
ger then Agat-ftone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
drawne withatecme of little Atomies, over mens noſes 
as they lic aſleepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long 
Spinners legs 3 the Cover ofthe wings of Graſhoppers, 
her Trace ofthe ſmalleſt Spiders web, her collars of the 
Moone ſhines watry Beamcs, ber W hip of Creckets bone, 
the Laſh of filme , her Waggoner, aſmall gray coated 
Gnat, not halfeſo bigge asa round little Worme, prickt 
from the Lazy- finger of a woman. Her Chariot isan Epty 
Haſelnur, made by the loyner Squirrell or old Grub, time 


| outa mind,theFaries Choach-makers:and in this Rate ſhe 


gallops nightby night,through Louers braines :and then 
they dreame of Love. OnCountries knees,that dreame on 
Curſics trait: ore Lawiers fingers, who ſtrait dreame on 
Fees , ore Ladies ps, who ſtrait on kiſtes dreame, which 
oft the avgry Mab with bliſters plagues, becauſe their 
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime ſhe gal- 
lops orca Courtiers noſe,and then dreames he of ſmelling 
out a ſuite:and ſometime comes ſhe with a Tith pigs tale, 
tickling aParſons noſe as he liesafleepe,then he dreams of 
another Benefice. Sometime ſhe driveth ore a Souldiers 
necke,and then dreames he of cutting Forraine throats,of 
Breaches, Ambuſcados, Spaniſh Blades : Of Healths fiue 
Fadome deepe,and then anon drums in his eares,at which 
he ſtarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, ſweares a 
prayer or two & ſleeps 2gaine: this is that very Mab that 
plats the manesof Horſes inthe night:and baks the Elf- 
locks 1n foule fluttiſh baires,which once untangled,much 
misfortune bodes. | 
This isthe hag, when Maides lie on their backs, 
That preflesthem,and learnes them firſt to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
This 1s ſhe 
Rom. Peace,peace, Mercntiopeace, 
Thou talk'{t of nothing. 
Cer. True T talke of dreames: 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 
Begot of nothing. but vaine phantaſie, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the ayre, 
And more inconltant then the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen boſome of the North: 
And being anger'd, puffes away from thence, 
Turning his {ide to the dew dropping South. 
' Ben. This wind youtalke of blows vs from our ſelves, 
Supper is done andave ſhall come too late, - 
Rom. I fearetoo early, for my mind miſgives, 
Some conſequence yct hanging in theſtarres, 


Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 

With this nights revels, andexpirethetearme 
Of a defpiled life clot'd in my breſts 

By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death, 

But he that haththe ſtirrage of my courſe, 
Direct my ſute : on luſty Gentlemen, 

Ben. Strike Drum. 

They march abeut the Stage, and Serningmen come fart, 
with their napkin. p : 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Where's Porper, that he helps not to take away? 
He ſhift a Trencher? he ſcrapea Trencher. 

I. When good manners;thall lye in ane or two ming 
hands, and they unwaſht too, tis a foule thing, 

Ser, Away with the Ioynitooles, remove the:Conrt. 
cubbord, looke to the plate: good thou, ſave me a peice 
of Marchpane,andas thouloveſt me, let the Porterleti 
Suſan Grmadſtore, and Nell, Anthonieand Potpen. 

2. I Boy ready. | 

Ser. Youare lookt for,and cad for,askt for,and ſought | 

for, in the great Chamber. 
I, Wecannot be here and there too,chearly Boys, 
Be briske a while, and the longer liver take all, 
| Exon, 
Enter alt the Gueſts nnd Gentlewomen to the 
Hagkers. 
I. Capr. Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that have their toes 
Vnplagu'd with Cornes, will walke about with you: 
Ah me Miſtreſſes, which of you all -- 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She Ile {weare hath Cornes: am I come neare ye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have ſeene the day 
That I have worne a Viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale ina faire Ladicseare: 
Such as would pleaſe: *tis gone, tis gone, 'tis gone, 
Youare welcome Gentlemen, come Muſitians play: 
AMnſicke plates: and the dence, 
A Hall,tall, give roome, and foote it Girles, 
More light ye knaves, and turne the Tablesup: 
And quench the fire, the Roome is growne too hot. 
Ah firrah,this unlookt for ſport comes well : 
Nay fit,nay fit, good Cozin Capulet, 
For you and I are paſt our dauncing dayes : 
Row long*iit now fince laſt your {clfe and I 
Were in a Maske 
2. Caps, Bcrlady thirty yeares. 
I. Cap, What man: 'tis not ſo much,'tis not ſo much, 
'Tis {ince the Nuptiall of Lacentio. 
Come Penticoſt as quickly asit will, 
Some five and twenty yeares,and then we Maskt. 
2* Cap. *Tis more, *tis more, his Sonne is elder fir ; 
His Sonne 1sthirty. 
3+ Cap. Will youtell me that? 
His Sonne was buta Ward two yeares agoc - 
Rom, What Lady isthar which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? | 
Ser. I konw not fir» | 
Rom, O ſhedoth teachthe Torches to burnebright: 
Her Beauty hangs upon the checke of night, 
Like a rich Iewelin an Zthiops care : 


| Beauty too rich for uſe,for carth too deare: ,- 


So ſhewes a Snowy Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yander Lady ore her fellowes ſhowes? 

The meaſure done. Ie watch her place of ſtand, 

And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hands oy 
/OOOC——] 
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Did my heart love till now,forſweare it ſight; 
For I never ſaw erue Beauty<tilithis night. 
7b. This by his voyce,ſhould be a CMonntagee: 
Fetch me my Rapicr, Boy,wint dares the {lave 
Come hither coverd with an antique face, 
To ficere and ſcorne at our Solemnity? 
Now by the ſtocke and Honour of my kin- 
To ſtrike him dead I hold innota fin. 
Cap. Why how now kinſman, 
Wherefore ſtorme you ſo? 
Tib. Vncle this is a 1owntagne, our foc: 
A Villaine that is hither come 1n ſpight, 
Toſcorne at our Solemnity this nights 
Cap. Young Romeols it? 
Tib. Tis he,tbat Villian Roweo. . 
{ap- Contear thee gentle Coz, let him alone, 
Abeares him like a portly Gentleman: 
And to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 
Tobe a vertuous and well govern'dyouth: 
Iwould not for the wealth of all the towne, 
Herein my houſe doe him diſparagement: 
Therefore be patient,take nonote of him, 
It is my will, the which if thou reſpeR, 
Shew a faire preſence,and pur off theſe frownes, 
Anill beſceming ſemblance fora Feaſt . 
Tib, It firs when ſuch a Villaine isa gueſt, 
Ilenot endure him. 
Cap, He ſhall be endur'd. 
What goodmanboy,lI ſay he ſhall, goto, 
Am 1 the Maiſter here or you? goto, 
Youle not endure him,God ſhall mend my ſoule, 
Youle makea Mutiny among the Gueſts : 
You will ſercocke a hoope,youle be the man? 
Ti. Why Vncle 'tisa ſhame. 
Cap. Goto, go to. 
Youre a ſawcy Boy,'tis ſo indeed? | 
Thistricke may chance to ſcath you, know what, 
You wuft contrary me, marry tis time. 
Wellfaid my hearts, you are a princox,goe, 
Be quiet or more light, for ſhame, 
Ile make you quiet. W hat,chearely my hearts. 
Tib, Patlence perforce,with wilfull choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſhtremble in their different greeting: 
I will withdraw, but this intrufi on ſhatl 
Now ſeeming ſweet, conuert to bitter gall. 
Fez, If I prophane with my vaworthiclt hand, 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle ſin 1s this, 
My lips wo bluſhing Pilgrims ready ſtand, 
Toſmooth that rough touch, with a tender kiſſe; 
las. Good Pilgrime, 
You dowrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhewes inthis, 
For Saints have hands, that Pilgrimes band,doe touch, 
And palmeto palme, is holy Palmers kiſſe. _ 
Rem. Have not Saints lips, and holy Palmers too? 
Ini. I Pilgrim, lips chat they muſt uſe in prayer. 
Kom, O then deare Saint ler lips do what hands doe, 


a3 


They pray(graunt thou)lealt faith tarne to diſpaire. 


{sli. Saints doe not move, 
Though graun for prayers ſake. 
Fom. Then move not while my prayers effect doe take: 
us from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd. 
' Inli, Then have my lips the (in that they have tooke, 
Rem, Sin from my lipsfO treſpaſſe ſweetly vrg'd: 


_—_— 


| MX#r. Madam your Mother craves a word 
Rom. W hat is her Mother, 
Nurſe, Marry Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady ofthe houſe, 
And a good Lady;anda wiſe,and Vertuous, 
I Nur'ſt her Daughter that you talke withall: 
Itell you, he that canlay holdof her, 
Shall have the chincks. 
Rom, Is ſhea (apmler? 
Þ deareaccount! My life is my foes debt. 
Ben. Away, be gonethe ſport isatthe beſt. 
Kors. I ſol teare,themore is my unreſt. 
Cap, Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 
We have atrifling fooliſh Banquet towards: 
Isitc'ne 10? why then TI chanke you all. 
I thanke you hone{t Gentlemen,good night: 

More Torches here come on,then ler's to bed. 

Ahſirra,by my faic it waxeslate, 

lle to my reſt. 
ali. Come hither Nurſe, 

What is yond Gentleman: 

Nwur. The Sonne and Heire of old T yberio. 
Juli, What's he that now is going out of doore? 
Nr. Marry that I thinke be young Perrnchio. 
Tut. W hat's he that follows here that would not dance? 
Nur. I know not. 
Iuli. Goaske his name;if he be maried, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 
Nur, His name is Romeo,and a Jlowntagae, 
The onely Sonne of our great Enemy. 
{«ti. My oncly Loveſprung from my onely hate, 

Too early feene,unknow,and knowne, too late, 

Prodigious birth of Love it isto me, 

That 1 mult lovea loathed Enemy. 
Nur, What's thiewhat's this? 
Int. A rime, I learnd even now 

Of one Idao'lt withall, 


' Exenunt. 


One calls within, Julie. 

N;#r. Anon,anon: : 
Come let'saway, the ſtraungers all are gone. 

Ex eunt 
( hormus., 
Now old deſire doth in hisdeath-bed lye, 
And young aftetion gapes to behis Heire, | 
T hat faire,for which Love gron'd for and would dye, 
With tender /zltes matcht, 1s now not faire. 
Now Romeois beloved. and Loues azaine, 
Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes: 
But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complaine, 
And ſhe ſcale Loves ſweet bait from fearefull hookes. 
Being beld a foc,he may not have acceſle 
To breath ſuch vowes, as Lovers uſe to ſweare; 
And ſheas much in Love,her meanes much leſle, 
To meete her new Beloved any where: 
But paſlion lends them Power,time,meanesto meete, 
Temp'ting extremities with extreame ſiveete. 
Enter Romeo alone. | 

Rows. Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 

Turne backe dull earth,and find my Centour out. 
Enter Berinolio, with Mer cntio. 
Ben. Romeo,my Cozen Romeo, Romeo, 
Are. He is wile, 

Andon my life hath ſtolne him home to bed. 

Rev. He rat) this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 
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Give me my fin againe, Call good Aevemtio : 
Ini. You kiffe by th'booke. Nay,lle conturetoo. 4 _ as 


with you- | 
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Mer, Romeo, Humours, Madman,Paſhon,Lover, 
1 Appeare thon inthe likeneſſe of a fight, 
-} Speake but one time,and I am fatisfied: 
Cry me but ayme,Couply but Love and day, 
Speake to my goſhip Yenus one faire wer, 
Ohe Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her , 
Young Abraham Cupid he that ſhot ſo true, 
When Kiug Copberus lov'd the begger Maid, 
He hearcth not, he ſtirreth not, he movethnot, 
The Ape isdead,and I muſt conture him, 
I coniure thee by Koſalines bright eyes, 
By her high forchead,2nd her Scarlet lip, _ 
By her fine foote, Straight leg,aud Quivering thigh, 
And the Demeanes, thatthere Adiacent hie, 
Thar in thy likenefte thou appeare to us. 
Bes. And if he heare thee chou wilt anger him- 
Mer. This cannot avger bim, t'would anger him 
To raiſe a ſpirit in his Miſtreſle circle, 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting itthere ſtand 
Till ſhe had laid it, and copjur'd ir downe, 
That were ſome ſpight. NT? EE 
My invocation is fatre and honeſt,and in his Miſtris name 
I conjure onely bur to raiſe up him. 
Fen. Come, he hath hid himielfe among theſe Trees 
Tobeconforted with the Hamerous night : 
4 Blind is his Love, and beſt befits the darke. 
Her. If Love be blind, Love cannot bit the marke, 
Now will he ſit under a Medler tree, : 
And wiſh his MiRteſſe were that kind of Fruite, 
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 
O Romeo that ſhe were, O that ſhe were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare, 
Romeo goodnight,Tle to my Truckle bed, 
This Field-bed is too cold for meto ſleepe, 


—— 


Come ſhall we go? ;"ſvs 
Ber. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to ſecke him here——— 
That meanes nat to be found. Exennt. 


Rom. Ac icaſts at Scarres that never felt a wound, 
But ſoft, what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the Eaſt,and /ulzet is the Sunne, 

Ariſefaire Sun and kill the envious Moone, 

Who is already fickeand pale with greife, 

Thar thou her Maid art far more tairethen ſhe: 

Be not her Maid ſince ſhe is envious, 

Her Veſtall livery is but ſicke and greene, 

] And none but fooles do weare it,calt it off: 

Itis my Lady,O it is my Love,O that ſhe knew ſhe were, 
She ſpeakes, yet the ſaies nothing; what of that? 
Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwere it; 

I amtoo bold 'tis not to me ſhe ſpcakes: 

Two of the faireſt ſtarres in all the heaver, 

Hauing ſome buſineſſe doentreat her eyes, 

To twinckle in their Spheres till they returne. 

W har if her eyes were there,they in her head, 

The brightneſle of her cheeke would ſhamethoſe ſtarres, 
As dayelight doth a Lampe, her eye in heaven, 
Would through the ayric Region {treame fo bright, 
That Birds would ſing and thinke it were not night: 
See how ſhe leanes her checke upon her hand. 

O that 1 werea Glove upon that hand. 

That I might roychthat checke. 

Ink. Ay Me. 
| Roms. She ſpeakes, 

Oh ſpeake agaive bright Angell, for thou art 
Asglorioustothis night being ore my head, 
| As isa winged meſſenger of heaven 


| 


—_—. 


| 


| Doeſt thou Love?O I know thou wile ſay I, 


Vnto the white upturned wondering eyes 
Of morrallsthat fall backe to gaze on him, 
W hen he beſtrids the lazy putding Clouds, 
And failes upon the boſome of the ayre. 
Inli. O Romeo, Romeo,wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy Father and refuſe thy name: 
Or ifthou wiltnot,be but ſworne my Love, 
And Ile no longer be a Capwler. 
Rom. Shall I here more, or ſhall I ſpeake atthis? 
1s. Tis but thy name that is my Enemy : 
Thou art thy {elfe, though not a Afonntague, 
W hat's CHonnraguet it is nor band nor foote, 
Nor arme, nor face,O be ſome other name 
Belonging toa man. 
W bats in-a name? that whichwe call a Role, 
By any other word would ſmell asſweete, 
So Romeo would, were he not Remeo cal'd, 
Reraine that deare perfetion which he owes, 
Without that title Romeo,doffe thy name, 
And for thy name which is no part of thee, 
Take all my ſelfe, 
Ko, I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but Love, and Ite be new baptiz'd, 
Hence foorth I never will be Romeo. 
{sl;. W hat man art thou, that thus beſcreen'din nigh 
Soſtumleſt on my councell? 
Rem, By a name, 
Iknow not how to tellthee who Iam: _ 
My name deare Saint, is hatefull ro my ſclfe, 


| Becauſeit js an Enemy to thee, _y 


Had I it written, I would tearethe word, 
Iuli. My cares have yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues uttering, yet 1 know the ſound. | 
Art thou not Romec,and a Mowntague? 
Row, Neither faire Maid,if either thee diſlike, 
luti. How cam'ſt thou hither. 
Tell me, and whetefore? 
The Orchard walls arc high, and hard to climbe, 
And the place death,confidering whothou arr, 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here, 
Rom. With Loveslight wings 
Did I ore-perch theſe Walls, 
For ſtony limits cannot hold Love our, 
And what Love -can do, thatdars Love attempt; 
Therefore thy kinſmenare no ſtop to me. 
Inli. Ifchey doe fee thee,they will murther thees 
Rom. Alacke there lies more perill in thineeye, 
Then twenty of their Swords, looke thou but ſweete, 
And I am proofe againft their enmity. 
Iuli. I would not forthe world they ſaw thee her& 
Rom. I have nights cloake to hide me from their cyes 


| And but thou love me,let them finde me here, 


My life werebetter ended by their hate, 
T hendeath proroged wanting of thy Love. 

Iali. By whoſe direction tound'ſt thou out this place? 

Roms. By Love that firſt did prompt me to cnquure, 
He lent me counſell,and I lent him eyes, 

Iam no Pylot,yet wert thou as far 
Asthat vaſt-ſhore:waſhd with the fartheſt Sea, 
I ſhould aduenture for ſuch Marchandiſe, 

Ink, Thon knoweſt the maske of night is on my face, 
Elſe would a Maiden bluſh bepaint my checke, 
Forthat which thon haſt heard me ſpeake tonight, 
Faine would I dwell on forwe,faine,taine,deny 
W hat I have ſpoke but farewell Complements | 
And 


———— 
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And I will take thy word,yet if thou ſwear'ft, 

Thou maieſt prove falſe at Louers perJvries 
They ſay /oxe laughes,oh gentle Romeo, 

Ifthou doſt Love, pronounce it faithfully: 

Orif thou thinkeſt I am tooquickly wonne, 

Ile frowne and be peruerſe, and ſay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe: Bur «lſe nor for the world. 

Intruth faire fowntegue I am too fonds—@ 

And therefore thou mayeſt thinke my haviour light, 

But truſt me Gentleman, Ile prove more true, 

Then thoſe that have more coyning to be ſtrange, 

I ſhould have beene more ſtrange 1 muſt confetle, 

But that thou over heard'ſt ere I was ware 
My true Loves paſſion, therefore pardon me, 

And not imputethis yeelding to light Love, 
Which the darke night bath ſodiſcovercd, 
' Rom. Lady,by yonder Moone I vow; | 
That tips with (ilver all theſe Fruite-tree tops» I 
Iuli, O ſwearenot by the Moone, th'inconſtant Moone, 
That monethly changesin her circled Orbe, 
Leaſt that thy Love prove likewiſe variable. 
Rem. What ſhall I ſweare by? 
ali . Donot ſweare atall: 

Oc if thou wilt ſweare by thy gratious ſelfe, 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And lle beleeve thee... 

Roms. \f my hearts deare loveoomn— 
leli. Well do not ſweare although I ioy inthee, 

Ihave no ioy ofthis contra tonight, 

Itis too raſh,too unadviſ'd,too ſodden, | 
Too like the lightning which doth ceaſe to be 
Ere, one can ſay,itlightens,Sweete good night: 

This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath. _ 

May prove a beavteous Flower when next we mcete; 
Goodnight: goodnight, as ſweete repoſe and reſt, 
Cometo thy heart, asthat within my breſt. 
Rom, O wilt thou leave me ſounfatisfied?  _ 
Its, What fatistaRtion can'ſt thou have to night? | 
Row. Th'exchange of thy Loves faithfull vow of oune, 
Inlj. 1 gave thee mine before thou did'ſtrequelt it: 
And yet I would it were togive againe, . 
Rem. Would'{t thou withdraw it, 
For what purpoſe Love? : E 
[#h. But to be franke and giveit thee againe, 

And yet 1 wiſh bur for the thing I have, 

My bounty is as boundleſle as the Sea, 

My Love as deepe, the moxe I giveto thee 

The more I have,for both are Infinite. 

I heare ſoine noyle within deare Love adues oy 
(alt ithin, 
Anon good Nurſe, ſweet CHountagne be true: 

Stay but alittle, I will come againe. 

Rom. O bleſicd bleſfed night, amafear'd 

Being in night, allthis is but a dreame, 

Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantiall. 
Tub. Three words deare Romeo, 

And geodnight indeed, : 
Ifthat thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpole marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 
By one that Ile procure to come tothee, | 
Where and what time thou wilt performe the right, 
Andall my Fortunes at thy foote Ile lay, 
| And follow thee may Lord throughout the world. 

. ” 1hin . Madam. 

Icome,anon:but if thou meaneſt not well, 
Ido beſecch thee. 


(EY 


Enter. 


— 


FE | Fithin : Madam 
(By and byT come) | 
Toceaſe thy ſtrife,and leave me to my gricte, 

To morrow willI ſend. 


Row. Sothrive my ſoule. 
Ib. A thouſand times good night. Py 
x8, 


Rem. A thouſand timesthe worſeto want thy light, 
Love goes toward Love as ſchoole-boys fromtheir books 
But Love from Love,towardsſchoole with heavy lookes, 


Enter Inliet againe, 


Isuli. Hiſt Romeo hiſt: O for a Falkners voice, 
Tolure this Taffell gentle backe againe, 
Bondage is hoacſe, and may not ipeake aloud, 
Elſe would I teare the Cave where Eccho lies, 
And make her ayry tongue more hoarſe,then with 
Therepetition of my Romeo, . 
Roms. It is my ſoule that calls upon my name» | 
How filver ſweete, ſound Lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt Muſicke toattending cares. | 
Tuls. Romeo. _ 
Rom. My ſweete. | 
Inli. W hataclocke to morrow 
Shall I ſend tothee? 
Rom, Bythe houre of nine. Rh, 
Isl. I will not faite, *tistwenty yeares till then, 
I have forgot why Idid call thee backe, | 
Row. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 


— 


Inti. I ſhall forget,to have the ftill ſtand there, 


Remembring how I Loycthy company. 
| 


Rom. And Ile ſtill Nay, to have thee ſtill forget, 

Forgetting any other name but this. _ | 
1«/5. *Tis almoſt morning, I would have thee gone, 

And yer no further then a wantons Bird, 
Thatler's it hop a little from his hand, 
Like 2 poore priſoner in his twiſted Gyves, 
And with a {ilken thred plucks it againe, 
Soloving lealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Tuls. Sweetſa would I, Oo 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much 
Goodnight, goodnight. 

Rom. Parting isſuch ſweete ſorrow, 

That ſhall ſay goodnight, rull it be morrow. 
Inli, Slecpe Fell vpon thine eyes, peacein thy bm 
xit. 
Rom. Would I wefe fleepe and peaceſo ſweet toreſt, 
The gray ey'd morne ſmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eaſterne Clouds with ſtreaks of light, 
Anddarkeneſle fleckel'dlikeadrunkard recles, 
From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans whecles, 
Hence wil I to my ghoftly Frierscloſe Cell, 
His helpeto crave,and my deare hap to tell. 


cherithing: 


Exit, 
Enter Frier alone with 4 basket, 


Fri. Now cre the Sun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheere, and nights danke dew te dry, 
I muſt upfill this Oker Cage of ours,  _ EN 
With balefull weedes, and precious Tuiced flowers, 
The earth that's Natures mother,is her Tombe, 
 Whar isher burying grave that is her wombe: 


an_—_ 


And from her wombe _—_ ofdivers kind 
NET - W.: 


—_— me. 
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We ſacking on her naturall boſome find: 

Many for many vertues excllent: 

None but for ſome, and yetall different. 

Omickle js the powerfull grace that lies 

In Plants, Bearbs, ſtones,and their true qualities: 

For nought ſo vile, that on the carth doth live. 

Bur to the earth ſome ſpeciall good doth give. . 

Nor ought ſo good, but ſtrain'd from thar faire vie; 

Revolts from true birth,ſtumbling on abuſe. 

Vertue it ſclte turnes vice being milapplicd. 

And vice ſometime by action dignihed. 

| Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rin'd of this weake flower, 

Poyſon hath reſidence, and medicine power: 

For this being (melt, wich that part cheares each part, 

Being taſted {]ayes ail ſences with the heart. 

Two ſuch oppoſed Kings encampe them {till 

In man as well as Hearbs grace and rude will: 

And where the worſer is predominant, 

Full ſoone the Canker death cates up that Plant, 
Rom.Good morrow Father. 

Frs. Benedicite. | 
What early tongue ſo fiveert ſalutethen? wag 
Young Sonne,it arguesa diſtempered head, 

So ſooneto bid good morrow to thy bed; 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye, 

And where Care lodgeth, ſleepe will never lye: 

But where unbruſed youth with unſtuft braine 

Doth couch his lims, there, golden ſleepedoth raigne ; 

Therefore thy carlineſſe doth me aſſure, 

Thou art upronz'd with ſome diſtemprature g 

Or it not ſo,then here hit it right. 

Our Romeo. hath not beene in bed to night. 

Rom... That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine, 
Fri. God pardon ſin:waſt thou with Reſaline? 
Rom, W ith Reſahne, my ghoſtly Father? No, 

I have forgot that name, and that names woe. . | 
Frs.That's my good Son, but where haſt thou bin then? 
Rom. Ile tell thee ere thon aske it me agen: 

I have beene feaſting with mine enemy, 

Whereon a ſudden one hath wounded me, 


. That's by me wounded : both our remedies 


Within thy belpe and holy phiſicke lies; 
I beare no hatred. bleſſed man: for loe 
My interceſſionlikewiſe teads my foe. 
Fri. Be plaine good Son, reſt homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confeſſion, finds but ridling ſhrite. | 
Rom. Then plainely know my hearts deare Loves fet, 
On the faire daunger of rich Caper : 
As mine on hers. {o hers is ſet on mine; 
And all combin'd, ſave what thon muit combine 
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, 


| We met, we wooed,and made exchange of vouy: 


Tletell the as we paſſe, but this I*pray, 
That thou conſent to marry ns to day. 

Pri. Holy S, Frances, what a change is here? 
Is Roſalinerhat thou didſt Love fo deare 
Soſoone forſaken? young mens Love then lies 
Nottruely in their hearts, bur in theit eyes. 
Teſu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath waſhtthy fallow cheeckes for Roſaline ? 
How much ſalt water throwne away in.walt, 
To ſeaſon Love that of it doth nottaſt. 

The Sun nor yet thy ſighes,from heaven cleares, 
Thy old grones yet ring in my auncient cares: 
Lo here upon thy cheecke the ſtaine doth fat, 


_-_ """ 


| 


#. 


OT OE ee i et nd 


Of anold teare that is not wafht off yet. 
If ere thou waſt thy {elfe ;ard theſe woes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes, wereall for Roſaline, 

And art thou chang'd?pronounce this ſentence then 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men, 
Rom. Thou chid & me oft for loving Roſalie, 

Fri. For doting not for loving pupill mine. 
Kem. And bad'it me bury Love. 
Frs, Notina grave, 

Tolay one in another out to have, 

Rom. I pray thee chide me not, her I Love now 
Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love allow: 
The other did not ſo. 

Fri, Oſhe knew well, 

Thy Love did read by rote, that could not ſpell : 
But come young waverer, come goe with me, 
In one reſpett. llethy afiſtant bez 

For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 

To turne your heuſhold rancord to pure Love. 

Rom, Olet us hence,I ſtand on ſudden haſt. 

Fri. Wiſely and ſlow, they ſtumble that run faſt, 

| | E xenxt, 
Enter Bennolio and Mercurio. 
Mer. Where the devile ſhould this Romeobe? camehe 


| ncthome to night? 


Bem, Notto his Fathers,T ſpoke with his man. 

Aer. Why that me pale hard-harted wench, thats 
ſaline torments him ſo; that he will ſure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt, the kinſman to old Capuler, hath ſent altt- 
ter to his Fathers houſe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will an(were it. 

Mr. Any man that can write, may anſwere a Letter, 

Ben,” Nay he will anſwere the Letters Maiſter hoyhe 
dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo, heisalready dead,ſtab'diith 
a white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eareyith 
a Love ſong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes-but-ſhaft, and is hea man to encotinter 
T ybalt > 

Ben, Why what is 7 bal: ? 

Mer. More then Pfince of Cats. Oh hee's the Courage 
ous Captaine of Complements : he fights as you ſing 
prickſong, keeps time. diſtance, and proportion, he reſts 
his minum, one,two,and the third in your boſomc: theve- 
ry butcher ofa filke button, a Dualiſt, a Dualiſt:aGentle- 
man of the very firſt houſe of the firft and ſecond cauſe:ah 
the 1immortall Paſſado, the punto reverſo,the Hay. 

Ben. The what? 

'Mer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping affe&ing phan 
tacies,theſe new tuners of accent: Ieſu a very good blade, 
a very tall man, a very good whore. Why is not thisals- 
mentable thing Grandfire,thar we ſhould be thus affl 
with theſe ſtrainge flies: theſe faſhion Mongers,theſe par 
don-mee's, who ftand ſo much on the new form,ghatti 
cannot fit at eaſe on the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones. 

| Enter Romeo. 

Ben* Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer, Without his Roe, like adried Hering-O fleſh, 
fleſh, bow art thou fiſhified? Now is he for the numbers 
that Perrarchflowed in: Lawrato his Lady was a kitchen 
wench,marry ſhe had a better Loveto berime her : 
adowdy, Cleopatraa Gipſie, Hellen and Hero, hildings 
and harlots:Thuby a gray cie or ſo,but not to the purpoſe 


Signior Romeo, Boniowr,theres a French ſalutation : your 
re 


——_— 


—_— 
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ol 


— D——_—— 


French flop: you gaveus the counte h! 
Romeo, Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit 
didI giveyou? - x 


4 


cfeit fairely laſt night. 


Mer. The {lip fir, the {lip,can you not conceive? _ 

Rom, Pardon CMercutio, my buſineiſe was great;and in 
ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine courſie. _ 

Mer. That's as much as to ſay,ſuch a-caſe as yours con- 
frainsa man to boy in the hams. 

Rom, Meaning tocourtefie.  _ 

Mer, Thou haſt moſt kindly bit it- 

Rom. A moſt courtcous expoſitions | 

Mer, Nay. 1 amthe very pinck of courtelic. 

Rom, Pinke for flower. l 

Cer. Right. | | 

Rom, Why then is my Pump well flowr'd. | 

Mer. Sure wit,tollow me this icaſt, now till thou haſt 
worne out thy Pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it is 
worne, the icaſt may remaine after the wearing, fole- 
ſingular. | 

Kom. O ſingleſoldicaſt, 

Soly ſingular for the ſingleneſle. 
Mer. Come betweene us goo 
Rom. Swits and ſpurs, 

Switsand ſpurs,or Ile criea match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the Wild-Gooſe chaſe, Iam 

done : For thou haſt more of the Wild-Gooſe in one of 

thy wits, then 1 am ſure I have in my whole five. Was 1 

with you there for the Gooſe? EE 
Rom, Thou was never with me for any thing; when 

thou waſt not there for the Gooſe. : 
e er. I will bite thee by the care for that leſt, 
Rom: Nay,good Goole bite not, 
CMHer, Thy wit is avery bitter-1 weeting, 

It is a moſt ſharpe ſawce. | 

Rom. And is it not well ſery*d intoa ſweet-Gooſe? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheverell, that ſtretches from 

an ynch narrow, toan ellbroad. ' 

Rom. 1 ſtretch it out for that word, broad,which added 

tothe Gooſe, proves the farre and wide, abroad Goole. 
Mer. Why is not this better now, then groning for 

Love, now art thou fociable, now art thon Romes: now art 

thou what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, for this 

driveling Love is like a great Naturall, that runs lolling 
upand downe to hide his bable ina hot. 
Ben, top there, tov there. | 
Aer. iron defir it me toltop in my tale againſt the 
Ben, Thou would'iteiſc have made thy tale large, (haire, 
CMer.O thou art deceiv'd,l would have made it ſhort, 
orI was come co the whole depth of my tale, and nreant 
indeed to Occupy the argument no longer. 


* 


d Benuolio, my wit faints, 


—_—__— 


——_ tr oe rt re 


Enter Nurſe and her mas, 


Rom, Here's goodly gearc. 
A fayle, a ſayle. +2 hn 
Mer. Two, twora Shirt and a Smocke. 
Nur, Peter? 
Peter, Anon. 
Nur. My Fan Peter? 
Mer, Good Peterto hide her faces 
For her Fans the fairer face? 
| Nur. Godye good morrow Gentlemen. 
Hey, God ye gooden faire Gentlewomen, 
Nwr, It is goodcn ? 
Mer. Tis no leſle I tell you: forthe bawdy hand of the 
all is now upon the pricke of Noone. 


EG 
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Nr. Out upon you: what a man are you 
Rom. One Gentlewoman, :: 
That God hath made, himſelfe to, mar. | 
Nor. By mytroth it isfaid, for himſclfe to, mar quo- 
tha Gentlewan , can any of you tell me where I azay find 
the young Romeo? | 
Romee. I can tell you : but young Romeo will be older 
when you have found him, then he was when you fought 
him;Tam the youngeſt ot thacname,for fault of a worte. 
Nyr. You lay well. 
CHMer, Yeaisthe worſt well. 
Very well tooke: Ifaith, wiſely, wiſcly, 
Nar, If yoube he fir, 
T deſire ſome confidence with you? 
Beu, She will envite him to ſeme Supper. 
fer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 
Rom, W hat haſt thou found? 
Ar. No Hare fir, unlefſe a Hare fir ina Lenten pie, 
that is ſomething ſtale and hoareere it beſpent, 
An old Hare hcare, and an old Hare hoarcis very good 
meat in Lent. 
But a Hare that is hoare is too much for a ſcore, when it 
hoares ereit be ſpent, 
Romeo will you come to your Fathers? Weele todinner 
thither, 
Rom. I will follow you. 
Aer. Farewell auncient Lady : 
Fareivell Lady, Lady, Lady. 


bt 


Exit. MAercntio, Benuoko. 

XN wr. I pray you fir, what tawcie Merchant was this | 
that was ſo fall of his ropery? 

kom. AGentleman Nurſe, that loves to here himſelfe 
talke,and will ſpeake more 1n a minute, then he will ſtand 
to ina Monerh, | i TAS 

Nur, Anda ſpeakeany thing againſt me, Fletake him 
downe,and a wereluſtier then he is, andrwentyſuch lacks: 
and if I cannot, Ile find thoſethar ſhall : ſcuruie knave, I 
am none of his flurt-gils, I am none of his skaines mates 
and thou muſt ſtand by too and ſuffer every kuaveto uſe 
me at his pleaſure» 

Pee. Iiaw no man uſe youat his pleaſure: if I had, my 
weapon ſhould quickly have beene out, I warrant you, I 
dare draw 2floone as another man, it I ſee occaſion ina 
good quarrell, and the law on my ſide* 

Nur.Now atore God, am ſo vext,that every part about 
me quivers, skurvy knave: pray you ſir a word: and as1 
told you my young Lady bid me enquire yon out, what 


ſhe bid me fay TT will keepero my lelfe : but firſt ler me | 
tell ye, if ye ſhould lead herina fooxs paradiſe, as they | 


ſay, it werea very grofſe kind of behaviour, as they ay : 
for the Gentlewomen is yong:and therefore,if you ſhould 
deale double with her, trucly it were an ul thing to be of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman. and very.weake dealin, 
Rom. Nurſe commend me to thy Lady and Miſtrefle,T, 
proteſt onto thee ——— | 
Nur.Good heart, and Ifaith I will tell her as much: 
Lord, Lord ſhe willbe a ioyfull woman. | 
Rom. W hat wilt thou tell her Nurſe ? thou doeſt not 
marke me? | | 
Nwur. I willtell her fir , that you doproteſt, which as 1 
take it, 1s a Gentleman-like offer. (afternoone, 
Rom. Bid her deviic ſome meanes to come to ſhrifr this 
And there ſhe ſhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Befhriv'd and married: here is far thy paines. 
N w*r. Notruly fir nota penny. 
Rem. Goto I fay you ſhall. 
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Nr. This afternoone fir? well ſhe (hall be there- 

Re. And ſtay thou good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall, 
Withinthis houre my man ſhall be with thee, 

And bring the Cords madelike a tackled ſtaire, 
Whichrothe high top gallant of my iy. 
Muſt be my conuoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewell,be truſty and Lle quite thy paines: 
Farewell,commend me to thy Miltreſle. 

zr. Now Godin heaven bleſſe thee: harke you fir, 

Rom. Wharfaiſt thou my deare Nurſe? 

Nurſe, Is your man ſecret, did you nere heare ſay two 
may keepe councell putting one away. 

Rom. I warrant thee my man as true as ſtecle. 

Nor. Wellfir,my Miltreſſeis the ſweeteſt Lady,Lord, 
Lord,when *twas alittle prating thing, O there is a No- 
ble man in Towne one Pars, that would faine lay knife a« 
board: but ſhe good ſoulc had as leeve ſee a Toade. a very 


| Toadeas ſee him: I anger her ſometimes,and tell her that 


Paris isthe properer wan but Nle warrant you,when I ſay 
ſo ſhee, lookes as pale as any clout inthe vecfall world, 
Doth nct Roſemary and Romeo begin both witha letter? 

Rows, I Nurſe, what of that? Both withan & 

Nur, A mocker that's the dags name. A. is forthe no, 
I know it begins with ſome other letter, and ſhe haththe 
prettieſt ſententious ofit, of you arnd Roſemary, that 1t 
would do you good to heareit, 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

N ar. Iathoulſand times.Peter? 

Pet. Anon. 
N wr. Before and apace. * Exit Nurſe and Peter, 
Emnter Inlet. 

Iuti.The clocke ftfooke nine, when Idid ſend che Nugſe, 
In halfe an houre ſhe promiſed to returne, 
Perchance ſhe cannot meete him:that's not ſo: 
Oh ſhe is lame, Loves Herauid ſhould be thoughts, 
W hich ten times faſter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Driving backe ſhadowes over lowring hils. | 
Therefore do nimble Pinion'd Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Capid wings: 
Now is the Sun uponthe highmoſt hill 
Of this daies tourney, and from nine till rwelve, 
Ithree long houres,yet ſhe is not come: 
Had ſhe aftetions and warme youthfull blood, 
She'id be as ſwift in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my ſweets Love, 
And his to me; but old tolkes, 
Many faine as they were dead, 
Vnwieldy, ſlow,heavy,and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurſe. 

O God ſhe comes, O hony Nurſe what newes? 
Haſt thou met with him?ſend thy man away» is 

Nur. Peter ſtay atthe gate, 

Iuli, Now good ſweet Nurſe : 
O Lord why lookes thou ſad? 
Though newes, be ſad,yet teilthem merrily. 
If good rhou ſham'ſt the muſicke of ſweerte newes, 
By playing it to me, with ſo ſower a face. 

N wr. 1 am a weary, givemeleavea while, 
Fic how my boues ake, whata iaunt have I had? 

[xli. 1 would thon had*ſt my bones and I thy newes: 
Nay come [ pray the ſpeake,good Nurſe ſpeake. 

Nur. Icſu as fo haft?can you not ſtay a while? 


| Doyou not ſce I am out of breath? 


Inls. How art thou out of breath,when thou haſt brexh 
Tofſay to me, that thou arr out of breath? 


{ The excuſe thatthoudoſt make in this delay, 


- 


| Is longerthen the tale thou doſt excuſe. 


' The'le be in Scarlot ſtraight at any newes: 


Go lle to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
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Is thy newes good or bad?anſwere to that, 
day either and Ile ſtay the circumſtance: 
Let me be ſatisfied,ilt goed or bad? 

XN #r. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know 
not how tochuſea man: Romee,no not he though his face 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, ang 
fora hand,anda foote,and a bawdy, thoughthey be not to 
be talkt on, yer they are paſt compare:heis nottke floyer 
of courteſie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lambe : gg thy 
wates wench,ſerve God, what have you din'dat home, 

15. No no:but all this did I know before 
What faieshe of our marriage? what of that? 

Nur. Lord how myhead akes,what a head hayeT; 

It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 

My backe atother 6de:O my backe,my backe: 
Beſhrew your heart for ſending me-about 

To catch my death with iaunting vp and downe. 

In. Tfaith I am ſorry thatthou art ſo ill, 

Sweete {weete,ſweete Nurſe,tell mc what faics my Love? 

Nor. Your Love fayeslike an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a courteous,and a kind,and a handſome, 

And I warrant a vertuous: where is your Mother? 

Tnls, Where is my Mother? 

Why ſhe is within where ſhould ſhe be? 

How odly thou repli'ſt : 

Your Love ſaieslike an honeſt Gentleman: 

Where is my Mother? | 
Nor. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you ſohot?marry come vpI trow, 

Is this the Poultis for my aking bones 2 

Hence forward doyour meſſages your ſelfe. 
Isls. Hecre'sſuch a coile,come what ſaies Romed? 
Nur, Have you got leave to go to-ſhrift to day? 
Ink. 1 have. | 
Nwr. Then highyou hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 

There ſtaicsa Husband to make youa wife: 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeckes, 


Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your Love: 
Muſt climbe a birds neſt Soone when it is darke: 
I am the drudye, and toile in your delight: 

But you ſhall bearethe burthen ſoone at night, 


Inls. Hieto high Fortunc,honeſt Nurſe, farcyell. 
Exennt | 
Emer Frier and Ronaco 

#:. $0 {mile the heavens vpon this holy a, 
That after houres,with ſorrow chide us nor. 

Rom. Amen,amen,but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ſhort minute gives me 1n her ſight: 

Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then Love devouring death do what he darc, 
It is enough.I may but callher mine. 

Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
Andin their triumph dic like fire and powder; 
Whichas they kifle conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome in his owne deliciouſnefle, 

And in the taſte confounds the appetite. 
Therefore Love moderately, long Love doth fo, 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy as too flow, 

Enter Inhet. 
Herecomes the Lady.Oh folighca foot 
Will nere weare out the eyerlaſting flint; 
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A Lover may beſtride the Gofſamonrs, 
That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 
And yet nor fall, ſolight is vanity. | 
Iuli. Good evento my goſtly Confefſor. 
Fri. Romeo ſhall thanke thee Daughter for us both.” 
lali, As much to him, elſe in his thanks too much 
Rom. Ah /x/iet, if the meaſure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like minc, and that thy skillbe more 
To blaſon it,then ſweeten-with thy breath 
Thisneighbourayre,and let rich muſickes tongue, 
Vnfold the imagin'd happineſſe that both 
Receive in either,by this deere encounter. 
Isli, Conceit more rich in watter then in words, 

Brags of his ſnbſtance, not of Ornament: 

They arebut b-ggers that can count their worth, 

But my true Love is growne toſach exceſle, 

I cannot ſum up ſome of halfe my wealth. | 
Fri.Come,come with me,& we will make ſhortworke, 

For by your leaues,you ſhall not ſtay alone, 

Til holy Church incorporate two 1n one. 

Enter HMercutio, Bennolio,and men. 
Ben. 1 pray thee good Merentiolets retire, 

The day 1s hot,the Capmlets abroad: 

And if we meet, we ſhall not ſcape a brawle, for now theſe 

hotdayes,isrhe mad blood (tirring 

Mer. Thouart like one of thele fellowes, that when he 

enters the confines of a Tauerne,claps me his Sword vpon 
the Table,and ſayes,God ſend me no need of thee: and by 
the operation of the ſecond cup,draws bim on the Draw- 
er,when indeed there is no need. 

Zen, Am Tlike ſucha Fellow? 

Mer.Come,come,thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood, 
a5any in /taty : and atloone moved to be moody, and af- 
loone moody to be mov'd, 

Ben. And what tov? X 

Mer* Nay, and there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, for one would kiil the ocher:thou,why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hatha haire more,or a haire 

leſe in his beard,then thou haſt: thou wilt quarrell wich a 

man for cracking Nuts, having no other reaſon, but be- 

cauſe thon haſt haſell eyes 3 what eye, but ſuch an eye, 
would ſpy out ſuch a quarell ? thy head is as full of quar- 
els, as an egge is fall of mear, and yer thy head hath bin 
beaten as addleas an egge for quarreling: thou haft quar- 
re'd with a man for corjing in the ſtreet, becauſe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath laine afleepe in the Sun. Did'ſt 
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing his new Doub- 
l&t before Eaſter? with another, for tying his new ſhooes 
with old Riband, and yet thou wilt Tutor me from quar- 
relling? | 
Ben, And 1 were ſoapt toquarrell as thou art, any man 
| ſhould buy the Fece-ſimple of my life, foran houre and'a 
quarter. 
Mer. The Fee-fimple ? O ſimple. 
Enter Tybalt, Petruchio,and others, 
Ben, By my head here come the Capnletes, 

. Mer. By my hedcI carenot, Ee: 
Tib, Follow me cloſe,for I will ſpeake tothem, 
entlemen,Good den,,a word with one of you. 
Mer And but one word with one of us? couple it with 

lomething, make ita word anda blow- 

Tib, You ſhall find me aptenough to that fir, and you 

Wilgive me occaſion. 

ce Could younottake ſome occafion without 


Exennt. 


- 


bring? | 
Tub, CMercutio thou confort®ſt with Romeo, 


[ 
ee... 


| 


Marry goe before to field, heele be your follower, 


 AllafFucatho carries is away. 


Her. Conlort?what doſtthou make us Minſrels?and 
thou make Minſtrels of us, looke to heare nothing but dii- 
cords : here's my fiddleſticke,here's that ſhall make you 
dance.Come conſort. 

Ben. Wetalke here in thepublike haunt of men: 
Either withdraw unto ſome private place, 

Or reaſon coldly of your greeyances: 

Orelle depart, here all eyes gaze on us: 

ECAer, Mens eyes were made to looke,apd let them gaze? 
I will not budge for no manspleaſure I; £ 


Enter Romeo. 
Tib, Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man. 
Aer. But le be hang'd fir if he weare ygſtr Livery: 


Your worſhip 1n that ſenſe, nay call tim man. 
T6, Romeo.the Love beare thee,can affoord 

No better terme then this. Thou arta Villaine. 
Rom. T «alt, the reaſon that I haveto love thee, 

Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 

To ſacha greeting ; | 

Therefore farewell, I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 
Tb. Boy,this ſhall not excuſe the iniures 

That thou haſt done me, theretore turne and draw, 
Rom. Ido proteſt I never iniur'd thee, - 

But lov'd thee betterthen thoucan'ſt devile: 

Till thon ſhalt know the reaſon of my love, 

And ſo good Capwler,which name I tender 

As dearely as my owne, be ſarisfied. | 
Aer. O calme, diſhonourable,vile ſubauffion 


Tibalt.you Rat-catcher, will you walke? 
7ib6, What woulds thou have with me? | 
| Mer.Good King of Cats, nothing bur one of your tiine 
lives, that 1 meane to make bold withall,andas you ſhall 
uſe me hereafter dry beate thereſt of the eight. Will you 
plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the cares? Make | 
haft. leaſt mine beabout your cares creic be out. 
Tb» I am for you. | 
Rom. Gentle Merentio,put thy Rapicrup, | 
Aer. Come ſir, your Paſlado. | 
Rom, Draw Benuolzo beat downe their weapons; 
Gentlemen,for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tvbalt, Mexemio,the Prince expreſly bath + | 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ſtreetes. 
Hold Tybale, good Merentio, 
Exit Tybalt | 
Mer. Iam hurt, 
A plague of boththe houſes,I am ſped ;. 
Is he goneand hath nothing? | 
Bon. What art thou hurt? 
er. I,La ſcrath,a ſcratch,marry 'tis inough, 
W here 15 my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgon, £ 
Row, Courage man,the hurt cannot be much, 
Mer, Not*cis not ſo deepe as a well, nor ſo wideasa f 
Church doore, but 'tis inough,'twill ſerue: aske for me to | 
morroi, and you ſhall find mea graue man. 1 am pepper'd 
I warrant for this world: a plague of bath your houtes. | 
W hat, a Dog, aRat, a Mouſe, a Cat toſcratcha gan ro 
death : a Braggart, a Rogue, a Vilkine : that fights by the 
booke of Arichmericke, why rhe deu'le came you be» 
tweene vs? I was hart under your arme. 
Rom. I thought all for the beſt, | 
Aer. Helpe me irito ſome houſe Bernoke, 
OrT ſhall faint:a plague a both your houles. 
They have made wormes meate of me,' 
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'. F Shalt with him hence. 


| The Citizens are up,and Tybetc Nlaine, 


| That flewthy kinſman brave ercutio. 
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I haveit,and ſoundly too your Houſes. xn. 
Rom. This Gentleman the Princes neere Allie, 
My very Friend hath got his mortall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ſtain'd w 
With Tbalrs {launder,7ybalt thatan houre 
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet [wliet, 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 
And inmy temper ſoftned Valours ſtecle. 
Enter Benuolio. 
Bex, ORomeo, Romeo, brave Mercntis's dead, 
That Gallant ſpirit hath aſpir'd the Cloudes, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorne the earth. 
Rom, This daies blacke Fate, on mo daics doe depend, 
This but begins,the woeothers muſt end, 
Enter Tybalt. ; 
Ben, Here comes the Furious Tybalt backe againe. 
Rom, Hegov in triumph,and Iercutio flaine? 
Away to heaven reſpeQive Lenity, 
And fire and Fury, be my conduQt now. 
Now Thybalt take the Villaine backe againe 
Thar late thou gav'ſt me,for Mercntio'sſoule, 
Is but alittle way aboue our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe him company: - 
Either thou or I,or both,muſt goc with him = 
756. Thou wretched Boy that did{t confort him here, 


Rom, This hill determine that. 


Ben. Romeo,away be gone: 


T bat, t falles . 


Stand not amaz'd,the Prince will Doomethce death 
If thou art taken: hence,be gone,away:. - 
Roms. O! T am Fortunesfoole, 
Ben. Why doſt thou ſtay? ſs 
Exit Romeo. 
Enter Culiz ns. 
Cits, Which way ran he that kild Mercutio? 
Tybalt that Murtherer,which way ran he ? 
Ben. There lies that Tybatt. 
Cits. Vp ir go with me: 
I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 
Enter Prince, old Monntague,( apalet their 
Wives and all. | 
Prin. Where are the vild beginners of this F ray? 
Zen, O Noble Prince, 1 can diſcover all 
The unluckie Mannage of this farall brall: 
Therelies the man ſlaine by young Romeo, 


Cap. #.T 1balt my Cozin? O my Brothers Child, 
O Pc1nce,O Cozin,Husband,O the blood isſpild, 
Of mydeare kin{man, Prince asthou art true, 
For blood of ours, ſhed blood of MMowntague. 
O Cozin,Cozin, 
. Prin. Benuokio,who began this Fray? 
Ben. Tybalt here ſlaine, whom Rome's hand did ſlay, 
Romeo that ſpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the Quarrell was, and urg'd withall 
Your high difpleaſure:allthis uttered, 
With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bozw'd 
Could not take truce with the unruly ſpleene 
Of T ybalt deafe to peace, but that he Tilts 
With Peircing ſtceleat bold Mercatio's breaſt, 
Whoall as hor,turnes deadly point to point, 
And with a Martiallſcorne,with one hand beates 
Cold death aſide,and with the other ſends 


| Lovers can ſee to doe their Amorous rights, 


Cy 


Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, | 
Hold Friends, Friends part, and ſwifter then his tongue 
His able arme, beats downe their fatall points, ; 
And twixt them ruſhes, underneath whoſe arme, 
An enuious thruſt from Tyba/, hitthelife 
Of ſtout ercnrio, and then T bal fled. 
But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 
Who had bur newly entertained Revenge, 
Andtoo't they goe ks lightning, for cre [ 
Could draw to part them,wasſtout Tyvalelaine: 
And as he fell,did Roweo'turne and fly: 
This is thetruth,or let Benwoko die. 
Cap. ts. He is a kinſman to the Mountagne, 
Aﬀection makes him falſe, he ſpeakes not true; 
Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ſtrife, 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one life. 
I beg for Iuſtice, which thou Prince muſt give: 
Romeo [lew Tybatt, Romeo muſt notlive. 
Prin. Romeoſlew him, he ſlew ercutio, 
Who now the price ofhisdeare blood doth owe. 
Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Zfercnteot Fricnd, 
His tault concludes but, what the law ſhould end, 
The life of Tybate. 
Prim. And for that offence, 
Immediately we doe exile him hence: 
I have an intereſt in your hearts proceeding: 
My bloud for your rude braulesdotb ly a bleeding. 
ButIle Amei ce you with ſo ſtronga fine, 
That you ſhail ali repenc the loſſe of mine. 
I wiil be deafetopleading and excules, 
Nox teares,nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes, 
Therefore ule none,let Romeo hence in halt, 
Elſe when he is found, that houre is his laſt. 
Beare hence this body,and attend our will: 
Mercy but Murders,pardoning thoſe that kill. 
Exennte 
Enter [ultet alone, 
Inh. Gallop apace, you fiery footed ſteedes, 
Toward Fhebs lodging, ſuch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the welt, 
And bring in Cloudy night immediately, 
Spred thy cloſe Curtaine Love-performing night, 
That run-awaies cyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Leapt to theſe armes, untalkr of and unſeene, 


By their.owne Beauties:or if Love be blind, 

It beſt agrees with night:come civill night, 

T hou ſoter ſuted Matronall in blacke, 

And learne me how to looſe a winnig match, 
Plaid for a paire of ſtainlefſe Maidenheads, 

Hood my unman'd blood bayting in my Cheekes, 
With thy blacke mantle, till ſtrange Love grow bold, 
Thinke true Love acted fimple modeſty: * 

Come night.come Roweo,come thou day in night, 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night, 

Whiter then new Snow on a Ravensbacke: _ 
Come gentle night, come loving blackebrow'd night. 
Give me my Romeo,and when I ſhall die, 

Take him and cut him our in little ſtarres, 

And he will make theFace of heavenſo fine, 

That all the world will be in Love with night, 

And pay no worſhip to the Gariſh Sun. 

OT have bought the Manfion of a Love, | 
But not poſſelt it,and though I am ſold, 

Not yet cnioy'd,ſo tedious isthisday, | 
As 1s the night before ſome Feftiuall, 


It backeto Tybalr,whoſe dexterity 
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Toan impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurſe: 
Enter IN urſe with cords. 

' And ſhe brings newes and every tongue that ſpeakes 
But Romeos, name, ſpeakes heavenly eloquence: 
Now Nurſe, what newes? what haſt thou there? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 
| Nor. 1,I,the Cords, 

Iuli, Ayme, what newes? 

Why doſt thou wring thy hands. | 
' Nur. A welady hee's dead, hee's dead, 

Weare undone Lady,we are undone. 

Alacke the day, hee's gone, hee's kil'd,hee's dead. 

lali. Can heaven beſo envious? 

Nur. Romeo can , | | 
Though heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

Whoever would have thought it Romeo. 

Iuli. W hat divell art thou, 

That dolt torment me thus? 

This torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmall hell, 

Hath Remo ſlaine himfſelfe? ſay thou but T; 

And that bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 
Then thedeath-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

Iam not I, if there be ſuch anl. 

Or thoſe eyes ſhot, that makes the anſwere , 

Ifhe be ſlaine ſay I,or if not,no. 

Breife, ſounds,deterraine of my weale or wo. 
Nor. Ifaw the wound, I ſaw it withmine eyes 

God tave the marke, here on his manly breſt, 

A pittcous Coarſe, a bloody pittcous Coarſe: 

Pale,pale as aſhes, ail bedawb'd in blood 

All in gore blood 1 founded at the fight. 

[uli. Obreake my heart, 

Poore Banckrout breake at once , 

Toprifon eyes,nere looke on liberty. 

Vilecarth to earth reſigne,end motion here, 

And thou and Romeo preſſe one heavy beere. 

Nur. O Tybatt,Tybatrthe beſt Friend | had: 

O curtcous T ybalr hovelt Gentlemen, 

Thatever I ſhould live to ſee thee dead. 

Inli. What ſtorme is this that bowes ſo contrary? 
Is Romeo {langhtred? and is Tybslt dead? 

M y deareſt Cozen, and my dearer Lord : 

Then dreadfill Trumpet found the generall doome, 

For who is iivivg, if thoſe twoare gone? 

Nur. T ybalt is gone,and Romeobanithed, 

Romeo that k1ii'd him, he is baniſhed. 

[uli. O God! 

Nur. Did Romeos hand thed Tyvalrsblood 
It did, it did,alas the day,irdid. 

Ink. O Serpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 
Did ever Dragon keepe ſo faire a Cave? | 
Beautifull Tyrant, fiend Angelicall: 

Ravenous Dove, feather'd Raven, 
Woluiſh-ravening Lambe, 

Diſpiſed ſubſtance of Divineſt ſhow: 
luſt opptite ro what thou iuſtly ſeem't?, 

Adamned Saint, an Honourable Vallaine: 

O Nature ! what had'ſt thou to doein hell, 

When thoud1d'ſt bower the ſpiritot a fiend 
In mortall paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh? 
Wasever booke containing ſuch vile matter 
$0 fairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dywell 
Inſuch a gorgeous Pallace. | 

Nwr. There's no truſt, no faith, no honeſt yin men, 
All periur'd, all forſworne, allnaught, all diſſemblers, 


—— 


Ah wher's my man? give me ſome Aquz-vitz? 
Theſegriefes,theſe woes,thefe ſorrowes mike meold! 
Shame come to Romeo. 7 
tals. Bliiter'd be thy tongue 
Forſuch a-wiſh, he wasnor borne to ſhame x 
Vpon his brow thame is aſham'd to fit; 
For *tisa throane where Honour may be Crown'd 
Sole Monarch of the univerſall earth : 
O whata beaſt was I tochide' him ſo? 
Nar, Will you ſpeake well of him, 
That kif'd your Cozen?: 1. 
7uli. ſhall 1 ſpeake ill of himthatis my husband? 
Ah poore my Lord,what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, | 
When thy three houres wite have mangled it. | 
But wherefore Villainedid'ft thou kill my Cozin? 
That Villaine Cozen-wonld/have kil'dmy husband: 
Backe foohſh teares, backeto your native ſpring, 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
Which your miſtaking offer up toioy: 
My husbandlives that Tyba/e would baveſlaine, 
And Tybalt dead that would have kil'dmy hasband: 
All this is comfort, wherefore weepe Then? 
Some word there was worſerthen Tyba/ts death 
That murdred me,T would forger it faine, 
But oh, it prefſes- tomy memory, 
Like damned guilty deedestofinners minds, 
Tybatt is dead and Remeo baniſhed: 
That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, 
Hath ſlaine ten thouſand Tybalrs: Tybadts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 
Or it ſower woe delights in tellowſhip, 
And neelly will be ranckt with other greites, 
W hy toilowed not when ſhe ſaid Tybaltsdead, 


rs tee, 
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Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both. 
Which modernelamentation might have moy'd. 
But with a rere-ward following Tyba/ts death, 
Komeo 1s baniſhed to ſpeakethar word, 
Is Father, Mother,T ybalt, Rexpeo, Iwlict, 
All flaine,all dead: Komeo is baniſhed, 
There 1sno end, no limit,meaſure, bound, 
In that words death,no words can that woe ſound. 
Where 1s my Father and my Mother Nurſe? 
Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tyba/ts Coarſe. 

Will you goto them?l1 will bring you thither. 

[a.Waſh they his wounds with tears: mine {hal be ſpent 
W hen theirs are dry for Romeo's baniſhment. 
Take up thoſe Cords,poore rops youare beguil'd, 
Both you and I for Komes isCxild; 
He made you fora high way to my bed, 
But I a Mzide, dye Maiden widdowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, Ile to my wedding bed, 
Ard death not Rewes,takeiny Maiden head. 

Nur. Hy to your Chamber, Ile find Romeo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 
Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
le to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 
I[ali. O find him, give this Ring to my truc Knight, 
And bid him come;totake hislaſt farewell. 
Exim. . 

Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri. Romeo come forth, 

Come forth thou fearefull man, 
Afﬀiction is enamor'd of thy parts: 
And thouart wedded to calamity. 
Rom, Father what newes? 


— 


__— Ld TTY 4 


—— 


— 


DO —— 


96. 


T he Tragedy of 7 Romeo and Tuliet. 


W hatis the Princes Doome? 
What ſorrow cravesacquaintance at wy hand, 


1 That I yet know nat? 


Fri, Too familiar 
Is my deare Sonne with ſuch ſowre Company: 
I bring thee tydings of the Princes Doome. 
Rom. W hat lefſe then Doomeſday, 
Isthz Princes Doome? | 29 
Fri. A gentler judgetnent vaniſht from his lips, 
Not bodics death, but bodies baniſhment- 
Row. Ha,banithment? be merciful, ſay death: 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death: do not fay baniſhment. 
Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
Rem, There is no world without Uerone walles, 
But Purgatory, Torture, hell it ſclte: 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world, 
And worlds exile is death. Then baniſhed, 
Is death, miſtearm'd,calling dearh baniſhed, 
Thou cut'ſt my head off witha golden Axe, 
And ſmileſt upon the ſtroke tha murders me. 
Fri, O deadly fin, O-rude unthankefullneſſe! 


| Thy fault our Law calles death, but the kind Prince 


Taking thy part hath ruſhtafidethe Law, 
And turn'd that blacke word death, to baniſhment. 
This is deare mercy, and thou ſcelt it note 

Kom. Tis Torture and not mercy, heaven is here 
W here [net lives, and every Cataud Dog, 
and little Mouſe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in Heaven and way looke on her, 
Rant Romeo may not, More Validity, | 
More Honourable ſtate, more Courtſhip lives . 


' Incarrion Flies, then Romeo: they may ſeaze 


Onthe white wonder of deare /zliers hand, 

And ſtcale immortall bleſſing from her lips, 

Who even in pure and veftall modeſty 

Still bluſh, as thinking their ovwne kiſſes ſin. 

This may Flies doe, when I from this muſt flie, 
And faiſt thou yer, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may notghee is baniſhed, 

Had'ſt thou no poyſon mixt, no ſharpt ground knife, 
No ſudden meane of death, though nere ſo meane, 
But baniſhed to kill me? Baniſhed? 

O Frier, the damned uſe that word in hell: 
Howlings attend it, how haſt thou the heart 
Being a Divine,a Ghoſtly Confeſlor, 


| A Sin-Abſolver,and my friend profcſt: 


To mangle me with that word baniſhed ? 
Fri, Fond Mad man,heace me ſpeake. 
Rom. Othou wilt ſpcake againe of baniſhment. 
Fri. Ile givethe Armour tokeepe off that word, 
Adverſities ſweet milke, Philoſophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou art baniſhed. 
_ Rom, Yet baniſhed? hang up Philoſophy: 
Vnleſſe Philoſophie can make a [ulrer, 
Diſplant a Towne, reuerſe a Princes Doome, 
It helps not, itprevailesnot,talke no more: 
Frs. O then Iſee, that Maeinen have no cares. 
Rom. How ſhould they, 
When wiſcmen have no eyes? 
Fri. Let me diſpaire with thee of thy eſtate. 


Roms. Thou can't not ſpeake of that tho doſt not feele, | 


Wert thouas young as {nher my Loves 
An houre but marricd,Tybalr murdred, 
Dotinglike me,and like me baniſhed, 


| 


, | Nvxr. Ah firaah fir,deathsrhe end of all. 


Then wighteſt thou ſpeake, 
Then mighteſt thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall upon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave. 
Emer Nurſe, and knockes, 
Frier. Ariſe one knockes, 
Good Reweeo hide thy ſelfe. 
Rem, Not1, 
Vnleſle the breath of Heartficke groanes 
Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch ofeyes. 
Knock, 
Fri. Harke how they knocke 
( Who'sthere) Romeo ariſe, 
Thou wilc be taken ſtay a while ſtand up: 
Kmnocke, 
Run to my ſ{tudy:by and by, Gods will 
W hat ſimpleneſſeis this:I come, I come, 


Knoke. 
Who knockes ſohard? 
W henc come you? what's your will ? 
Enter Nurſe. 

Nr. Let me come in. 
And you ſhall know my errand: 
I come from Lady 1nlier. 

Fri. Welcomethen. 

Nur, O holy Fricr,O tell me holy Frier, 
W her's my Ladies Lord? wher's Roweo? 

Fri, There onthe grouud, 
With his owne teares made druncke, 

Nar. O he is even in my Miltreſfle cauſe, 
Tuſt in her caſe, O wofull fimpatby: 
P ittious predicament, even ſo liles ſhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping aud blubbring, 
Stand up,ſtand up,ſtand and you be a man, 
For Inliets ſake, ho her fake riſe and ftand: 
Why«hould you fall into ſo deepean O. 

Rom. Nurſe. 


em. Speak it thou of /ulierhow is it with her? 

Dothnot ſhe thinke me an old Murtherer, 
Now I have ſtain'd the Childhood of our joy, 
With blood removed, but little from her owne? 
Where 1s ſhe? and how doth ſhe? and whatfaies 
My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Love? 
et Nr. Oh ſhe ſayes nothing fir,but weepes and weepes, | 
And now fals on her bed, and then ſtartsup, 
And T ybaltcalls, and then on Romeo cries, 
And then downe falls againe. , 

Ro. Ax1f that name ſhot from the deadly levellof a Gun, 
Did mncder her,as that names curſed hand 
Murdred her kinſman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 
In what vile part ofthis Anotamy 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſacke 
The hatcfuil Manſion, 

Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 
Art thou a man? thy forme cries ont thou art: 
Thy teares are womaniſh, thy wild afts doe nete 
Theanreaſonable Fury of a beaſt. 
Vnſcemely woman, ina ſeeming man, 
And ill beſceming beaſt in ſeeming both, 
Thou baſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 
Haſt thou ſlaine Tyh«/? wilt thou ſlay thy (elf? 
And ſlay thy Lady, that inthy lifelies, 
By doing damned hate upon thy ſclfe?. 
Why rail'& thouon thy birth? the heavenand _ 


—— 
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Since birth,and heaven and carthall three do meete 
In thee at once,which thou at once would'it looſe 
Fie,fie,thou ſhamr'it thy ſhape, thy love,thy wit, 
Which like a Vſurer abound*ſt inall: | 
Anduſeſt none in that true uſe indeed, 

Which ſhould bedecke thy ſhape,thy lovethy wit: 

Thy Noble ſhapezis but a forme of waxe, 

Digrefling from the Valour of a man, 

Thy deare Love ſworne-but hollow perjury, 

Killing that Love whick thou baſt vow!'d to cheriſh. 

Thy wit,that Ocnamenr,to ſhape and Love, 

Miſ-ſhapen in the conduR of them bothz 

Like powder in a skillefle Souldiers flaske; 

[s ſet a fire by thine owne1gnorance, 

And thou diſmembred with thine owne defence. 

W hat,rowſe thce man,thy aber 1s alive, 

For whoſe dearc ſake thou waſi bur lately dead. 

There artthou happy. Tybale would kill thee, 

But thou ſfew'ſt 7 ybalt,there art thou happy too 

The law that threatned death became thy Friend, 

And turn'd it toexile,there artthou happy. 

A packe of bleilings light upon thy backe, 

| Happineffe Courts thee in her beſt array, 

But like a miſ-ſhaped andaſulien wench, 

Thou puttelt up thy Fortune and thy Love: 

Take heed, tak: heed, for ſuch dic miſerable. 

Goe get thee to thy Love as was decreed, 

Aſcend her Chamber,hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou ſtay not till the watch be ſer, 

For then thou cant not paſſe to Mauna, 

Where thou ſhalt live till we can finde a time 

To biaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy Prtnce,and callthee backe, 

With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 

Therhou went'lt forth in lamentarion. 

Goe before Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haſten all che bouſe ro bed, 

\W kich heavy forrow makes them apt unto. 

Rom 15 COMMINS» ; 

Nur. O Lord,l could have ftaid hereallnight, 

To hare good counſcll:oh what learning 15! 

My Lord lie tellmy Lady you will come. : 
Roms. Do {o,and bid my Sweete prepare to chide, 
Nur. Heere fir,a Ring ſhe bid me give you ſir: 

Hie you,make halt,for 1t growes very late» 

Row. How well my comfort isreutv'd by this. 
Fri, Go hence. 

Goodnighr,and here ſtands a'l your ſtate: 

Either be gone before the watch beſet, 

Or by the breake of day diſguis's from hence, 

Sojorne in antwa,lle find out your man, 

And he ſhall Ggnifie from time to time, 

Every good hap to you that chaunces heere: 

Give me thy hand,tis late,farewell, goodnight. 

Rom, But that a joy paſt zoy,calls out on me, 

It were a griefe,f0 briefe to part with thee: 


Farewell. E xennt. 


Enter old ( apulet,his Wife and Paris. 


Ca), Things have falne out ſir ſo unluckily, 
That we have hadno time to move our Daughter: 
Looke you,ſhe Lov'd her kinſman Tyba{t dearcly, 
Ando did F- Well, we were borne to die. 

Tis very late,ſhe'l not come downe tonight: 
! promiſe you,but for your company, 


[ 
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| Iwould have bina bedan houre ago, 1 © 10 
Par. Theſe times of wo,affoord no times to wooe- 
Madam goodnight;commetrid me to your Dat ohter, 
Lad. I will,and know her miiid-catly to morrow:; 
To night,ſhe is mewedup to her hevineſſe. | 
. Cap. Sir Paris,l will make a deſperate tender-*' /- 
Of my Childzs love : I thinke ſhe will be rul'd 
Inall reſpe&ts by me:tayitiore;Þ donbt-itnot, - 
Wife,go youto her'ereyou#po to bed; 
Acquaint her here,of my/Sopne Pars: Love, 
And bid her,marke yoti megon/Wenſday next, 
But foft,what day is this? © {5 
Par, Moriday-my Lords © | 
Cap. Monday, ha ha: well Wendfday is too ſoone, 
A Thurſday let it beza Thurſday tell ber, | 
She ſhall be married to this Noble Earle: - 
Will you be ready?do you like this haſt? 
Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two, 
For harke you;T y6at: being ſlaine fo late, 
It may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our kinſman,if we revell much: | 
Therefore weele have ſome halfe a dozen Friends, 
And there 8n end. But what ſay youto Thurſday? 
Par. My Lotid, 
I would that Thurſday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone,a Tharſday,be it then: 
Go you to [zler exe yougo to bed, 
Prepare her wifezagainſt this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lor,light tomy Chamber hoa, 


Enter Romeo and [uliet aloft. 


| 

| Tz. Wilethoube gone? 

Ic was the Nightingale,and not the Larke, 

| That pier'ſt the fcarefill hollow of thine care, 

N:ghcly ſhe fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Belceve me Love,it was the Nightingale. 

{0zz. It was the Larke the Herauld of Morne: 
No N'ghcingale:Jooke Love what envious ſtreakes 
Do lace the ſevering Cloudes in yonder Eaſt: 
Nights Candles are burnt out,and Iocond day 
Stands tipto on che miſtie Mountaine tops, 
| I muſtbe goneandlive,or ſtay and dic. 

[al. Yond lightisnot day light,l know it I; 
It1s ſome Mcteor that the Sun exhales, 

To be tothec this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to ſana. 
Therefore ſtay yer,thouneedſt natto be gone, 

Rom. [et me be tane,let me be put todeath, 

Iam content,ſo thou wilt have it (0. 

Ile fay yon gray isnor the mornings eye, 

Tis but the pale reflexe of Cintbsas brow. 

Nor that 1s not the Larke whoſe notes do beate 
The vaulty heaven ſo highabove our beads, 

I have morecare to ſtay,then will to go: 

Come death and welcome, /alier wils it ſo, 
How iſt my foule,lersralk eic is nor day. 

| Jul. [tis,it is, hie hence be gone away: 

' Ttis theLarke that fings foour of tune, 
Straining harſh Diſcords,and unpleafing Sharpes, 
Some ſay the Larke makes ſweete Diviſion; 
This doth not ſo:for ſhedivideth us. 

Some ſay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had chang'd yoyces too: 
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Afore me,ic is fo late, that we may call itcarly by and by, 
Goodight. Exeunt, 


11 Since 
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Since arme from armethat-voyce doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntſ{-upto the day, 
O now be gone,morelightand it light growes- 
Rom. More light & light,more darke & darke our woes. 
Emer Madam and Nurſe. 

Nw. Madam. ; | 

Isl. Nurſe. rol 4@4ds is -: | 

N «. Your Lady Motheris comming to your chamber, 
The day is broke,be wary,looke about, | 

Jul. Then window let day in,and letlife out. - 

Roms. Farewell,farewell,onckifſeand Ile deſcend. 

Inl. Art thou gone ſo?Love,Lord,ah H usband, Friend, 
I muſt heare from thee every day inthe houre, 

For inaminutethereare many daycs, 
O by this count I ſhall be much in yeares, 
Ere Iagaine behold my R,omee. 
Roms. Farewell: 
I will omicno oportunity, 
That may convey my greetings Love,to thee. 

[«1.O chinkeſt thou we ſhall eyer meet againe? 

Roms. 1 doubt it not,and all theſe woes ſhall ſerye 
For ſweetdiſcouries in our time to come. | 

Iul. O God!I have anill Divining ſoule, 

Me thinkes I ſee tkee now,thou art ſolowe, 
As one dead in the Bortome of a Tombe, . 
Either my eye-ſight failes,or thou look'ſt pale. 

Row. And truſt me Love,in my eyeſo do you: 
Dry ſorrow drinkes our blood. Adue,gdue. 

Inl. O Fortune,Fortune,all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle,what doſt thou with him 

-That is renown'd for faith?be ſickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou wilr not keepe him long, 
But ſend him backe. 

Enter e other. 

Zad, Ho Daughter,are you up? 

Iaul. Whoiſt that calis?Is it my Lady Mother? 
Is ſhenot downe ſolate,or up ſo early? 
Whztunaccuſtom'd cauſe procures her hither? 

Lad. W hy how now /xlzer? 

izl. Madam I am not well. 

Lad. Evermore weeping for your Cozins death? 
Whar wilt thou waſh him from his grave with teares? 
And it thou could'{t,thou could'ſt not make himlive: 
Therefore have done,ſome gricfe ſhewes much of Love, 
But much of grieſc, ſhewes itill ſome want of wit. 

Tut. Yetlet me weepe, for {uch a feeling loſle. 

Lad. So ſhall you feele the loſie,butnotthe Friend 
Which you weepe for. 

[sl. Fecling lo the loſſe, | 
I cannot chuſe but ever weepe the Friend. 

Le. Well Girle,thou weep'ſt not ſo much for his death, 
As that the Villaine lives which ſlaughter'd him. 

Inl. W hat Villaine, Madam? 

Lad. That ſame Villaine Remzeo. 

al. Villaine and he,be many Miles aſſunder: 

God pardon him,l doe withall my heart, 
And yetno manlike he,doth grieve my heart. 

Lad.That is becauſe the Traitor lives. 

[zl 1 Madam from the reach of theſe my hands: 
Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

La.We will have vengeance for it, feare thou nor. 
Then weepe no more,Ile ſend toone in Manna, 
W here that ſame baniſht Run-agate doth live, 
Shall give hiawſuch an unaccaſtom'd dram, 
That he ſhall ſoone keepe Tyba/e company: 
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And then I hope thou wilt be ſatisfied. 
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ul. Indecd I never ſhall be ſatisfied 
With Reweo,till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart ſo fora kinſman vext: 
Madam if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poiſon, I would temper itz 
Thar Rewzevſhould upon receit thereof, 
Soone leepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam'd,atid cannot come to him, 
To wreake the Lovel bore my Cozin, Tybe/t 
Vpon his body that bath ſlaughter'd him. 
70. Find thou the meanes,and Ile find ſuch a man, 
Butnoyy lle tell thee joyfull ridings Girle, 
Tal. And joy comes well, in ſuch a needy time, 
W hat are they, I befecch your Lady ſhip? 
Ao, Well,well, thou hafi a carefull Fa her Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heavineſle, 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 
T hat thou expects not,nor I looke not for. 
[z]. Madam in happy time, what day is this? 
Mo. Marry my Child,carly next Thurſday morne, 
The gallant,yourg,and Noble Gentleman, 
The County Parisat Saint Perers Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyfull Bride. 
[ul, Now by Saint Peters Church,and Perey too, 
He ſhall not make me there a joyfull Bride. 
I wonder at this haſtythatI muſt wed 
' Ere he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe. 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam 
I will not marry yet,and when I doe, I ſweare 
It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris. Theſe are newes indeed, 
Meo-Here comes your Father,tell him ſo your ſelfc, 
And ſee how he will take it at you hands, 


Enter Capulet and Nurſe. 


Cap. When the Sun ſers,the earth doth drizzlc dew; 
Bur for the Sunter of wy Brothers Sonne, 
It raines downright. 
How now? A Conduit Girle,what ſtill in teares? 
Ever morc ihowring ln one lictle body? 
Thou counterieits a Barke,a Sea,a Wind: 
For ſtill thy eyes,which I may call the Sca, 
Do ebbeand flow with tcares,the Barke thy body 


| Sailing inthis fait loud,the windes thy ſighes, 


Who raging wich thetearesand they with them, 
Without a tudden caline will over ſet 
Thy tempeſt-rofſed body, How now wife? 
Have you delivered to her our decrce? 
Laa. I ſir; 
But ſhe will none,ſhe gives you thankes, 
I would the foole were married to her grave. 

Cap. Soft,take me with you,take me with you wite, 
How,will ſhe none?doth ſhe not give us thanks? 
Is ſhe not proud?doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
Vnworthy as the 1s,that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman,to be her Bridegroome? 

Inl.Not proud you have, 

But thankfull that you have: 

ProudcanT never be of whatT have, 

But thankfull even for hate, that is meant Love. 
(4p- How now? 

How now?Chopt Logicke? what is this? 

Proud,and I thanke you:and I thanke younot. 

Thanke me no thankings,nor proud meno prouds, 

Butſettle your fine joints *gainſt Thurſday next, 
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Togo with Paris to Saint Pezeys Church: 
Or 1 will drag thee,on a Hurdle thither. 
Out you greene ſicknefſe carrion,out you baggage, | 
You tallow face.:--+ 0 2 

Lad, Fie, fie, what-are you mad? : | 

[ul. Good Father; T beſceech you.on my knees 
Heare me wtth patience,butto ſpeake a word. | 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, diſobedientwretch, 
Itell thee what,get the to Church a Tharſday,'' ' 
Or never after looke me in the” face. 
Speake not, reply not,do not anſWwere me. 
My fingers itch,wifetwe ſcarce thought vs bleſt, 
That God had lent'ns but this onely Child, 
But now I ſee this orieis one too much, - 
And that we have a curſe in having her: 
Out on her Hilding- 

Nar. God in keaven blefle her, 
Youare too blame my Lord to rate her ſo. | 

Fa. And why my Lady wiſedome?hold your congue, 
Good Prudence,ſmatrer with your gollip, go. 

Nar. 1 ſpeake notreaſon, 
O Godigoden, 
May not one ſpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 
Vtter your gravity orea Goſſips bowle, 
For here we need it tiot. 

La. You are too hot. , 

Fa. Gods bread,it makes me mad: 
Day, night,houre,tide,time,worke, play, 
Alone in company, [till my care bath bin 
To have her matcht,and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of faire Demeanes. Youthfull,and Nobly Allied, 
Stuft as they ſay with Honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as ones thought would wiſh a man. 
And then to have a wretched puling foole, 
A whining memnct,in her Fortunes tender, 
Teanfwer, Ilenot wed,lI cannot Love: 
Tam too young, | pray you pardon me. 
But,and you willnot wed, [le pardon you. | 
Graze where yoa will, you fhall not houſe wich mes 
Looke roo'r.thiake ont, l do not uſeto jeſt. 
Thurſday ts neere,}ay band on heart,adviſe, 
And you be mine, le give you to my Friend: 
And you be not, hang, beg,itarve,die in the ftreets; 
For by my ſoule, He nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ſhall never do thee good: 
Truft too't,be thinks you, Ile not be forſworn?. 
Is]. 1s there no pity fitting in the Cloudes, 

Thar ſees intothe bottome of my gricte? 

O ſweet my Mother caſt me not away, 

Delay this marriage,for a month, a weeke, 

Orif you do not, make the Bridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 

| M4.Talke not to meyfor Ile not ſpeake a word, 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee, 

Iul. O God! 

O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented? 

My Husband is on earth,my faith in heaven, 
| How ſhall that faithreturne againe to carth, 
Vnleſle that Husband ſend it me from heaven, 
By kaving earth ? Comfort me,counſaile me: 
Alacke,alacke,that heaven ſhould praCtite ſtratagems 
' Vpon o ſoft a ſubje& as my ſelfe. - | 
What faiſt thou?haſt thou not a word of joy? 
Sorne comfort Nurſe. e 


Exit. 


Exit. 
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Is it more'{11 ro wiſh me thus forſworne, 


———— 


—_ 


Nur. Faith here it is, | 
Romeo is baniſhed,andall the world 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge your 
Or if he do, itneeds muſt be by ſtealth. E 
T hen ſince the caſe fo Randsas how it doth; * 
I thinke it beſt you married with the Count; 
O hce's a Lovely Gentleman: *- 7 
Romeo: adiſh-clout to him.an Eagle Madam - - 
Hath nor ſo greene;ſoquicke,ſo faire aneye 
As Paris hath, beſhrow my very heart, 
 thinke you are happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firſt:orif 1: didnot, 
Your firſt isdead,or 'twere as good he were, 
Asltving here and you no uſe of him. 

Iul. Speakeſt thon from thy heart? 

Nr. And from my ſoule too, 
Orelſe beſhrew them borhs 

16. Amen. 

Ner. W hat? 

147, Wcil,thou haſt comforted me marv*'Jous much, 
Go in,and tell my Lady I am gone, | 
Having difplcas*d my Father,to Lawrence Cell, 
To make confeilton,and ro be abſclv'd. 

Aer. Marry I will,and this is wiſely done. 

[ul. Aunctentdamnation,O moſt wicked fiend« 


Or todiſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame rongue 
Which ſhe hath prais'd bim with above compare, 
So many thouſand times?Go Ceunſcllor, 

Thou and my boſome kenchforth ſhall be twaine: 
lie to the Frier to know his remedy, 

Ifall elſe taile,my felfe have power to die. 


Enter Frier and Count Paris. 


Fri. On Thurſday fir?the time isvery ſhort. 
Par. My Father Capslet will have it fo, 
AndI am nothing flow to ſlack his haſte. 
Fri. You ſay you donot know the Ladies mind? 
Vneven 1s the courſe, I like ir not. 
Pa, Immoderately ſhe weepes for Tybalrs death, 
And therefore have [ little talke of Love, 
For Vexns (miles not ina houlſt of teares. 
Now fir,her Father counts it dangerous 
That ſhe doth give her ſorrow ſo much ſivay:; 
And in his wifedome,haſts our marriage, 
To ſtop the inundation of ker teares, 
W hich too much minded by her ſelfc alone, 
May be put from her by ſociety. 
Now doe you know the reaſon of this haſte? 
Fri, T would TI knew not why 1t ſhould be ſtow'd. 
Looke fir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 
Enter Inlet, 
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife. 
Tul, That may be fir,when I may be a wite. 
Pax. That may be,muſt be Love,on Thurſday next. 
Tal. What muſt be ſhall be. 
Fri. That's a Certaine text, 
Par, Come you to make confeſſion tothis Father? 
Iul. To an{werethat,I ſhould confeſſeto you. 
Par. Donot deny to him,thar you Love me, - 
1al. I will confefle to you that I Love him. 
Par. So will ye. am ſurethat you Love me- 
1ul.1f Ldoſo,it will be of more price, 


| | 
Being ſpoke behind your backe,thento your face. 


Par. Poore ſoule;thy facets much abus'd with teares: 
il 2 
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\ For it was bad inoughbefore their ſpight. 


| 


| Till then adue,and keepe this boly kiflc, Exit Parss. 


+ Tolivean vnitaind wife to my ſweet Love. 


{ 


| Wheapreſently through all thy veines ſhall run, 


| 


--Turne to anethcr,this fall ſlay them borh: 


' Andifthou dar'it,lle give thee remedy. 


100 © The Tragedy of Romeo and luliet. 


——_— ._ 


Isl. The teares have got ſmall viftorie by that: ER 


Pa.Thou wrong'lt it more then tearcs with that report 
Is. That is no{launder fir,which is truth, 

And what I ſpake,I ſpake it to my face. ; 
Per. Thy face is mine,and thon haſt Naundred it. 
Il. It may be ſogfor it is not mine owne. 

Are youat leiſure, Hely Father now, 

Or ſhall I cometo you at evening Maſle? 

Fri, My leiſure ſerves me pen{ive daughter now. 

My Lord 1 muſt intrcat the time alone. 

Par. Godſheild:1 ſhould diſturbe Devotion, 

Inlet, on Thurſday early will I rowle yee, * 


Tal. O ſhut the doere,and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weepe with me,paſt hope,paſt care,paſt hc}pe, 
Fri. O Inliet,] alteady know thy gricte, 
It ſtraines me paſt the compaſle of my wits: 
I heare thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it; | 
On Thurſday next be married to this Count, 
Is. Tell me not Frier that thou heareſt of this, 
Vnleſſe thou tell me how I may prevent it: 
If in thy wiſedome,thou canlt give no heipe, 
Dothou but call my reſolution wiſe, 
And with' this knife,llec helpe it preſently. 
God joyn'd my heart,avd Romeos, thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeo {eal'd; | 
Shall be the.Labell to another Deede, 
Or my true heart with trecherousrevolt. 


= cap——_—, 


Therefore out of thy long expericn't time, 

Give me ſome preſent countell,or behold 

Twixt my extreames and me, this bloody knife 

Shall play the umpirc,arbirrating that, 

Which the commillion of thy yearesand art, 

Could to no ifſue of true honour bring: 

Be not ſo long to ſpeak, long to die, 

If what thou ſpeak*i{t,ſpcake not of remedy. 
Fri. Hoid D=ughter,1 doe {pie a kind of hope, 

Which cravesas deſperate an execution, 

Asthatis deſperate which we would prevent. 

If rather then to marry Countie Paris 

Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to lay thy ſelfe, 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 

A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 

That ccap'ſt with death himſefe,to ſcape fro it: 


—— . 


Iz]. O bid me leape,rcathcr then marry Pars, 
From of the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walke intheevith waics,or bid me larke 
Where Serpents are:chainc me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houſe, 
Orccovc:cd quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With recky ſhankesacd yellow chappleſle ſculls: 
Or bid me go into anew made grave, 
An1 hide me witha dead mranin his grave, 
Things that-to keare them told,have chade me tremble, 
And 1 will doeit without feare or doubt, 


Frs. hold then:goec home be merryggive cenſent, 
T. marry Parts: wenſday is to morrow, 
To morrov.” mght looke that thou lie alone, | 
Let nct thy Nurſclie with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 
And this diſtilling liquor drinke theu off, 


A cold and drowſie humour:for no pulſe 

Shall keepe his native progrefie,but ſurceaſe: 
No warmth,no breath ſhall teſtifie thou liveſt, - 
TheRoſes in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
To mealy athes,the eyes windowes fall: 

Like death when he ſhuts up the day of life: 
Each part depriv*'d of ſupple government, | 
Shall {tie and ſtarke,and cold appearelike death, 
And in this borrowed likenefle of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt continue twoand forty houres, 

And then awake,as from a pleaſant ſleepe. 

Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 
To rowlſe the from thy bed,there art thou dead: 
Then as the mannerof our country is, 

In thy beſt Robes uncover'd on the Beerc, 

Be borne to buriall inthy kindreds grave: 

Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame antient vault, 

W here allthe kindred of the ( apslcts lic, 

Inthe meane time againſt thou ſhalt awake, 

Shall Romeoby my Letters know our drift, 

And hither ſhall he come,and thar very night 

Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Marra, 

And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 


1f no inconſtant toy nor womanilh feare, 


Abatethy valour in the aRing it. 
[al, Give me,give mc,O tell not me of feare. 
Fri, Hold get you gone,be ſtrongand proſperous: 
In this reſolve, Ile ſend a Frier with ſpeed | 
To Mantra with my Letters to thy Lord. 
Tal. Love give me ſtrength, 
And ſtrength ſhall helpe afford: 
Farewell dcare father. Exit 


Enter Father Capulet Mother, Nurſe,and 
ſerving men, two or three. 


_ Cap. So many gueſts invite as here are writ, 
Strrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser, You ſhall have noneill fir, for Tle trie if they can 
licke their hngers. | 

( #p. How canſtthou trie them ſo? 

Ser, Marry ſir , tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers:therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not with me. 

Cap. Go be gone, we ſhall be much unfurniſht for this 
time : what is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence? 

Nur. I forſooth. 

Cap. Well he may chance todo ſome goed on her, 

A peeviſh ſelfe-wild harlotry it is. | 
Enter /uliet; 
Nar. See where ſhe comes from ſhrift 
With merry looke 
(ap: How now my headfſtrong, 
Where bave you bin gadding? 
Inl. Where I have learnt meto repent the fin 
Of diſobedient oppoſition: 
Te you and your beheſts,and am enjoyn'd 
By holy Lawrexce,to fall proſtrate here, 
To beg your pardon:pardonI beſeech you, 
Henceforward I am everrul'd by youl, © 
Cp: Send for the Count,goe tell him of this, 
Ile have this knot knit up to morrow mornings 
Tel. T met the youthfull Lord at Lawrexce Cell, 
And gave him what becomed Lovel might, 
Not itepping ore the bounds of modeſtic. 
Cap. Why Iam glad on't,this is well, ſtand op, 


This 


{ 
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This is as't ſhould be,let me ſee the County: 


I marry go I ſay,and fetch him hither, 
Now atore God.;this reverend holy Frier, 
All our whole Citty is much bound to him, 

[ul. Nurſe will you goe with me into my Cloſet, 
To helpe me ſort ſuch needfull ornaments, 
As you thinke fit to furniſh me to morrow? 

Ao. No not till T hurſday,there is time inough; 

Fa. Go Nurſe,go with her, 

Weele to Church to morrow. 
| Exeunt Iuliet and NN #rſe. 

Mo. We ſhall be ſhort in our proviſion, 
Tis now neere night. 

Fa.Tuſh,I will itirre about, 
Andallchings ſhall be well, I warrant thee wife: 
Gothou to [uker,helpe to deckeup ber, 
Ile nocto bed to night,let me alone: 
Ile play the huſwite for this once. What ho? 
They are all forth,well I will walke my ſelte 
To County Pari:, to prepare him up 
Againft to morrow,my heart 1s wondrous light, 
Since this ſame way-ward Gyrle is {o reclam'd. 

E-ceunt Father and Mother. 


Enter Iulict and Nurſe. 
1ul.I thoſe attires are beit,bur gentle Nurſe 
I pray thee leaue me to my {elfe tonight: 
For I have need of many Orylons, 
To movethe heavens to ſmile upon my ſtate, 
Which well thou know'iſt,iscroflc and full of fins 
Enter Mother, 

Co. What are you buſic ho?nced you my help? 
[al. No Madam, we have cull'd ſuch naeceflaries 
As are behoonefull for cur ſtarc to morrow: 

Sopleaſe you,lct me now belcfr alone; 
And let che Nurſe thisnight ficup with you, 
For I am ſure,you have your hands full all, 
In this ſo tudden bulinefle, 
Mo. Goodntghte . 
Get thee to bed aiid reſt, forthou haſt necd. 
Int. Farewell: 


Exennt. 


| God knowes when we ſhall mcete againe. 


I have a faint coid feare thrills through my veines, 
That almoſt freezes up the hcate of fire; 

Ile call them backe againc to comfort me. 

Nurſe, what ſhould ihe do bere? 

My diſmall Sceane, 1 needs muſt aCt alone: 

Come Viall,whatif this mixture do not worke at all? 
Shall T be married then ro morrow. morning? 
No,no,this ſhall forbid it. Lic thou there, 

What if icbe a poiſon whichthe Frier 

Subrilly hath miniſtred to have me dead, 

Leſt inthis marriage he ſhould be diſhonour, 
Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 

I feare it is,and yet me thinkes it ſhould not. 

For he hath ſill beene tried a holy mans 

How,if when 1 am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeeme me? There's a fearefull point: 
Shall T not thenbe ſtifled inthe Vault? 

To whoſe foule month no healthſome ayre breaths in, 
And theredie ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Ort 11ive, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror ofthe place, 

ASin a Vault,anancient receptacle, 


The Tragedy of Romeo and Tuliet. 


"_ 


P_ 


Et ms, 


— —— 


| Sleepe for a weeke, for rhe next night I warrant 


| Marry and Amen:how found is ſhe a ſleepe? 


W here for theſe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceſtors are packt, | 
Where bloody Tybalt,yet but greene incarth, 

Lies feftring in his fhrow'd,whete as they 1ay, 

At ſome houres inthe night,Spirits reſort: 
Alackealack is it not like that I 

So carly waking, what with loathſome ſmels, 
And ſhrikes like Mandrakes torne out of the earth, 
That living mortals hearing them,run mad. 

Or if I walke,ſhall I not be diſtraught, 

Invironed with all theſe hideous feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers joynts? 

And plucke the mangled Tibatt from bis ſhrow'd?. 
And 1n this rage,with ſome greatk.inſmans bone, 
As(with a club)daſh out my deſperate braines. 

O looke,me thinks I ſeemy Cozins Ghoſt, 
Seeking out Koweo that did ſpit his body 


- Vpon his Rapiers Py Tybalt, (tay; 


Kome,Romeo,Romeo, here's drinke:I drinke tothee. 
Enter Lady of the hauſe,and N urſe. 


Lady. Hold, 
Take thelc keies,and fetch more ſpices Nurſe, 
Nur. They call for Datcs and Quinces in the Paſtrie, 
Enter old Caputer, = 
Cap.Come,ſtir,ſtir ſtir, 
The ſecond Cocke hath Crow'd, | | 
The Curphew Bcll hath rung,tis three a clocke: 
Looketo the bakre meates,good Angelica, 
Spare not fur coſt. 
Nar. Go you Cot-queane,go, 
Get you to bed, faithyoute be ſicke tomorrow 
For this nigixs watching. 
Cap. Nonot a whit.what?eI have watchtere now 
All night for a lefle cauſe;and neere beene ficke, 
La, Iyou havebin a Mouſe-hunt in your time, 
But 1 will watch you from ſuch wa-ching now. 
Exit Lady and Nurſe, 
Cap. A jealous hood.a jealous hood, 
Now fellow, whats there? 
Enter three or foure with ſpits,and logs andbarkets, 
Fel. Things for the Cooke (ir,butI know not what, 
Cap. Make halt,make haſt, lirrha,terchdrier Logs, 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are, 
Fel. T havea head fir,that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap. Maſſe and well{aid,a merry horſon,ha, 
Thou ſhalt be loggerhead,good Faith,tis day. 

| | YE | Play Mauſicks. 

The County will be here with Muſicke ftraighr, 
For ſo he ſaid he would, I heare him necre, 
Nurſe, wife, whar ho?'yhat Narlſe I ſay? 

Enter Nurſe. 
Go waken [liez ,goand trim her up, 
Ile goandchat with Paris:hie,make haſt, 
Make haſt,the Bridegroome;he is come already; 
Make haſt I fray, 

Near. Miſtris, what Miſtris? /ulzer?Faſt I warrant her, 
Why Lambe, why Lady?fie you fluggabed, | 
Why Love I ſay?Madam,ſweet heart:v. hy Bride? 
What nota word? Y ou take your peniworths now. 


The County Paris hath (ctup hisreft, 

That you ſhall reſt but little, God forgive me: | 
| 
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I muſt needs wake her:Madam, Madam, Madam, 
I,let the County take you in your bed; 

Heele fright youup yfaith. Will it not be? 

W hat dreſt,and in your clothes,and downe againe? 
I mult needs wake you: Lady, Lady, Lady? 


Alas ,alas,helpe,belpe,my Ladys dead, 
4 Oh weladaz,that ever I was borne, 


Some 4aquz-vitz ho.my Lord.my Lady? 
Mo. W hat noiſe is heere? 
Nu:. Q lamentable day. 
0. W hat is the matter? 
Nur. Loyeke,looke,oh heavy day. 
Ao.O me,O me,my Child, my onely life: 
Revive,looke vp,or I will dic withthee: 
Helpc,helpe,call helpe. 
Enter Father. 
Fa. For ſhame bring Ixlier forth,her Lord is come- 
Nur. Shec”s dead:deceaſt,ſhee's dead:alacke theday- 
M.Alackethe day,ſhee's dead,ſhee's dead,ſhee's dead. 
Fa. Ha?Let me ſee her : out alas ſhee's cold, 
Her blood is ſetled and her joynts are ſtifte: 
Life and theſe lips havelong bene ſeparated: 
Death lies on her like an uvtimely froſt 
Vponthe ſweteſt flower of alithe tieid. 
Nwr. O Lamentable day! 
Ao. O wofull time, : 
Fa. Death that hath tane her hence to make me walle, 
Tiesup my tongne,and wiil not let me ſpecake- 
Enter Frier and the County, 
Frs, Come,isthe Bride ready to goto Church? 
Fa. Ready to gogbat never to returne. 
O Sonne;the night before thy wedding day, ; 
Hath death laine with thy wife:ſee there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was,defiowred now by him. 
Death is my Sonne in law,death is my Hcire, 
My Daughter he hath wedded-I will die, 
And leave himall life living,all is deaths. 
Fa. Have I thoughtlong toſeethis mornings face, 


Enter Heother, 


| And doth it give me ſuch a fighc as this? 


Ate. Accur'ſt,unhappy,wretched, hatefull day, 
Moſt miſerable hourethat ere time ſaw 
In laſting labour of his Pilgrimage. 
But one,poore one. one poore and loving Child, 
Bur one thing to rejoyce and ſolace in, 
And cruell death hath catcht it from amy fight. 
Nor. O wo, O wofull, wofu!l, wofull day, 


{| Moſt lamentable day,moſt wofull day, 
| Thatever,ever,[ did yct behold. 


Oday,Oday,O day,O hatefull Cay, | 


| Never was ſcene ſo blacke a day as this: 
' O wofullday,O wofuli day. 


Pa. Beguild,divorced, wronged, ſpighted,ſlaine, 
Moſt deteitable death,by thee beguil'd, 
By cruell,cruell thee quite overthrowne: 


1 Olove,O life;not life,burt loue in death. 


Fa. Deſpis'd,diſtrefizd,hared,martir'd, kil'd, 
Vncomfortable time, why can.*ſt thou now 
To murther,murther our ſokonity? 

O Child,O Child:my ſoulc,and not my Child, 
Dead art thou,alacke my Child is dead, 
And with my Child,my joyesare buried, 

Fri. Peace ho for ſhame,confuſions: Care lives not 
In theſe confufions, heaven avd your ſeclfe : 
Had part inthis faire Maid,now heaven hath all, 
And all the b<tter is it for the Maid: 

Your part in her,you could not keepe fram death, 


1 Anſwere me like men; 


—_— 


| But heaven kepes his part in cternall life: 

The moſt you ſought was her promotion,  _ 

For 'twas your heaven,tbat ſhe ſhould be advanc't. 

And uw eepe ye now,fecing ſhe is advanc't 

Above the Cloudes,as high as Heaven it ſelfe? 

O 1n this love, you love your Child ſo ill, 

That you run mad,ſccing that ſhe is well: 

Shee's not well marricd,that lives married long, 

But ſhee's beſt married, thatdies married yong. 

Drie vp your teeres, and ſticke your Roſemarie 

On this faire Coarſe, ar:das the cuſtome is 

Andin her beſt array beare her to Church: 

For though fond Nature bids all us lament, 

Yet Natures teares arc Reaſons merriment. 

Fa. Allthingsthat we ordained Feſtivall, 

Turne from their 63lice to blacke Fanexall: 

Our inſiruments co melancholy Bells 

Our wedding cheare,toa tad buriall Feaſt: 

Our ſolemne Hymnes,to ſullen Dyrges change; 

Our Bridal] flowers ſerve for a buried Coaric: 

Andalltkingschange them tothe contrary. 

Frs. Sir go you in, aud Madam,go with him, 

And go fir Paris,cvery one prepare F 

To follow this faire Coarſe unto her grave: 

The heavens do lowre upon you, for ſome ill: 

Move them no more,by crofling thcir high will. Exean, 
Ia. Faith we may put vp our Pipes and be gore. 
Nur. Honcſt goodteliow cs: Ah put up purup, 

For well you k now,this is a pittifull caſe. 
1a. 1 by my troth,the caſe niay be amended. 

Emer Peter. 
Pet. Muſitians,oh Mulitians, 

Hearts eaſe, hearts caſe, 

O, and you will have me live, play hearts caſe. 
Mn. Why hearts caſe; 
ber. O Muſitians, 

Becauſe my heart it ſelfe plaies,wy heart is full 
M#. Not a dump we, tis no time toplay now. 
Pet. You will not then? 

Ha. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you ſoundly. 

As. W hat will you give us? 

Per. No money on my faith,but the glecke. 

I will give you the Miniſtrell. 

Mx. Then will I give youthe Serving creature. 
Per. Then willI lay the ſerving Creatures Daggeron 
your pate-I will cary no Crochets, lle Re you,lle Fa you, 
do you noteme? 
NH, And you Reus,and Fa us,you Noteuss 

2. 4. Pray you put up your Dagger, 

And put out your wit. 

Then have at you with my wit. 

Per. I will dry-beate you withan yron wit, 

And put up my yron Dagger. 


W hen griping griefes the heart doth wounds, then Mu- 
ſickew1th her lilver ſound. 
Why filver ſound?why Muſicke with her ſilver ſound? 
what ſay you Simon Catling? ; 
Ars, Mary f1:,becauſe filver hath a ſweet ſound. 
Peet. Prateſt, what ſay you Hugh Rebicke? 
2. M1 ſay {ilverſound, becauſe Muſitions ſound for fil- 
Per, Prateſt ro,whar ſay you [ames Sound-Poſt ? (ver | 


3- 4s. Faith [ know not whatto ſay. 
Pet. OIcry you mercy,you are the Singer. 


| I will ay for you;it is Mulicke with her ſilver ſound, 


Be» 


—_—— 


ts. 
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Becauſe Muſitians bave no gold for ſounding: 
Then Muſicke with her filver ſound, with ſpeedy helpe 


doth lend redreſle. | Exit. 
41s, W hat a peſtilent knave is this ſame? 
1.2. Hang him Iacke, come weele in here,tarry for 
the Mourners,and itay dinner. Exit. 
Emer Romeo. 
Roms, If I may ttuſt the flattering truth of ſleepe, 
My dreames prefageſome joyfull newes at hand: 
My boſomes Lord its lightly in his throne: 
Andall this winged vnaccuſtom'd ſpirit, 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerefull thoughts: 
Idreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dreame that gives a dead man leaverto thinke, ) 
And breath'd ſuch life with kifles in my lips, | 
That I reuty*d and was an Emperour. 
Ab me,how ſweet is loveitelte poſleſt, 
W hen but loves ſhadowesare ſo rich n joy. 
Enter Romeo $ man. 
Newes from Verona, how nov Balthazar? 
Dolt thou not bring me Letters from the Frier? 
How doth my Lady?Is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady [«/zer?that I aske againe, 
For nothing can be ill,if ſhe be well. 
Ma, Then ſhe is we)l,and nothing can be ill. 
Her body ſlecpes in Cape/s Monument, 
And her:immortall part with Angels lives 
I aw her laid low 1n her kindreds Vault, 
And preſcitly tooke Poſteto tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill newes, 
Since you did lea”e'it for my otice Sir. 
| Kom. ls 1tevenior 
Then [ deny you Starres. | 
Thou knoweſt my lodging,get me inke and paper, 
And hire Poſt-Horſes,I will hence tonight, 
Aa. I do beicech you fir, have patience: 
Your lookes are palceand wiide,and do import 
Some miſadventure. 
Ron. Taſh,thou art deceiv'd, 
Leave me,and do the thing I bid thee doe: 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Frier? 
Ha. No,iny good Lord. 


= 
hn 


[I 


a. 


Exit Man, 
Rom. No matter:Get thee gone, 

| And hyre thoſe Horſes,Ile be with thee ſtraight. 

Well tier, I will lie with thee to night: 

Lets ſee for meanes:O miſchiefe thou art ſwifr, 

Toenter in the thoughts of deſperate men: 
Idorememberan Appothecary, 

| And hereabouts he dwels, which late I noted 

In tattred weeds, with overwhelming browes, 

Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miſerie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his necedie ſhopa Tortoys hung, 

An Allegater ſtuft,and other skins + | 
Of ill'ſhap'd fiſhes,and about his ſhelves, 

Abepgerly account of empty boxes, 

Greene eartben pots, Bladders,and muſty ſcedes, | 
Remnants of pack: hred,and old cakes of Roſes 

Were thinly ſcattered,to make up a ſhew-. 

Noting this penury,to my ſelfe I ſaid, 

Anifa mandid need a poiſon now, 

Whole fale is preſent death in Afantua, 

Herelivesa Cairiffe wrerch would ſell it him. 

Othis ſame thought did but fore-run my need, 
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As I remember;this ſhould be the houſe, 
Being holy day, the beggers ſhop is ſhut. 
W hat ho? Appothecary? 
Enter Appothecary. 
App. Who call's ſo low'd? 


Hold,there is forty Dukets,let ine have 

A dram of poiſon,luch ſoone ſpeeding geare, 

As will ditperſe ir ſeife through ail the yeines, 
That the life-weary-taker may falldead, 
Andthac the Frunke may be di{charg'd of breath, 
As violently,as haſty powder fier'd 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 


Is death to any hegthat veters them. 

Roms. Artthou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſſe, 
And fear'(t rodic? Famine is in thy cheekes, 
Need and oppreſſion ſtarveth in thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggery hang on thy backe! 

The world 1s notthy friend, nor the worlds law: 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poore,but breake it,and take this; 
Ap. My poverty,but not my will conſents, 
Rom: | pray thy poverty ,and notthy will, 

e-9p. Put this 1n any liquid ching you will 

And drinke it off,and if yuu had the ſtrength 

Ot twenty men,tt would diſpatch you ſtraight, 
Roms. There's thy Gold, 

Worſe poiſon to inens foules, 

Doing mcre murther in thisloathſome world, 


I fell thee poiſon,thou haſt ſold me none, 
Farewell, buy food,and get thy lelfe in flcſh, 
Come Cordiall,and not poiſon,go with me 
To lakers grave,for thicre muſt I uſe thee. 


Enter Frier Toabn to Frier Lawrenee. 
Tohn, Holy Franci/can Fricr Brother, ho? 
Enter Friugr Laweence. 


Welcome from Aſantxa,what layes Romeo? 
Or if mind be writ, give me his Letter. 

0h, Going to tind a bare-foote Brother out, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 
Here in this City viſiting the ſick, 
And finding him,the Searchersof the Towne 
Suſpecting that we both were ina houſe 
Where the infectious peſtilence did raigne, 


| Seal'd up the doores,and would not letus forth, 


So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was ſtaid, 
Law. Who bare my Letter then to Roneeo? 
Toh. 1 could not ſend it, here it is againe, 

Nor ger a meſſenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they of infeRion. 

Law. Vnhappy Fortune:by my Brotherhood 

The Letter wasnut nice, but full of charge, 

Of deare import,and the negleRing ir 


+ May do much danger: Fricr /ohw go hence, 


Get mean Iron Crow,and bring it ſtraight 
Vnto my Cell. 

Tob. Brother Ile goand bring it thee. 

Law. Now mult I to the Monument alone, 
Within this three houres will faire /x/zet wake, 
Shee will beſhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had nonotice of theſe accidents; 


Memo 


And this ſame needy man muſt ſell it me. 


BA 


But I will write againe to Mantra, 


Rom, Come hither ma,I ſee that thou art poore; 


ep. Such mortall drugs I bave,but CMantuas law 


Then theſe poore compounds that thou mayelt nor ſell. 


E xenwt. 


Lav. This ſame ſhould be the voice of Frier Jobn, 


— 


And keep? her at my Cell till Roweo come, 
| 


' What ere thou hear'lt or ſceſt,itand all aloofte, 


_ |, Rom. Thoudeteſtable mawegthou wombe of death, 


1 Gorg'd with the dearcſt morſcell of the earth: 


| That murdred my Loves Cozin;with which gricte, 
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Poore living Coarſe,clos'd ina dcad mans Tombe, . 
Xit. 


Enter Paris ana his Page, 


Pay. Give me thy Torch Boy, hence and ſtandaloft, 
Yet put ir out,for I would not be ſcene: 
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee ali alone, 
Holding thy care cloſetothe hollow ground, 
So hall no foo: upon the Churchyard tread, 
Being looſe, unfirme with ciggiog up of Graves, 
But thou ſhalt heare ir:whiſtie then to me, 
As ſfignall that thou hearcit ſome thii-g approach, 
Give me thole flowers. Do as I bid thec,go. 
Pag. I amalmoſt afraid to {rand along 

Here in the Churchyard,yet I will adventure. Exit. 

Pa.Sweet Flower with fowers thy Bridall bud I ſtrew: 
O woe,thy Canopy is duit and ſtones, 
Which with ſweet water nightly I will dewe, 
Or wanting that,with teares diſtill'd by mones; 
The obſequies that I for thee will keepe, 
Nightly ſhall be,to ſtrew thy grave,and weepc. | 
| Whiſtle Boy. 
The Boy gives warning, ſomething doth approach, 
What curſed foot wanders this way to night, 
Tocrofle my obſcquics,and true loves right? 
What witha Torch? Muffie me nighc a while. 


Enter Romeo,and Peter. 


Rom. Give me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter,carly inthe morning 
See thou deliver it co my Lord and Father, 
Give methelight;upou thy life I charge thee, 


And do.not interrupt me in my courſe. 
Why I deſcend into this bed of death, 
Is partly to behold my Ladies face: 
But chiefly to takes thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring:a Ring that I mult ule, 
In deere employment,therc{ore hence be gone: 
Burt if thou jealous doſt :eturne to prie 
In what I further ſhall intend to do, 
By heaven { will teare thee joynt by joynt, 
And ſtrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs: 
Thetime,and my intents are ſavage wilde: 
More fierce and more inexorable farre, 
Then empty Tygers, or the roaring Sca- 
Pet. I will be gone fir,and not trouble you 
Po. So ſhalt thou ſhew me friend{hip : take thou that, 
Live and be proſperous,and farewell good fllow. 
Pet. For all this ſame, le hide me here abour, 
His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubt. Exit. 


—— 
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Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawes to open, 
And indeſpight, le cram thee with more faggd. 
Par. This is that baniſht hanghty CMonntagse, 


It is ſuppoſedthe faire Creature died, 

And here is come to do ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him. 
Step thy unhallowed toyle,vile Hſountague: 
Can'vengeance be purſued further then death? 
Condemned villaine,I do apprehend thee. 
Obey and go with me, for thou mult die, 


Rom, I mult indeed,and therfare came hither: 


Good gentle youth,tempr nar a deſperate man, 


Fite hence and leave me,thinke upon thoſe gone, 


Let them affright thee. Ibeſeech rhee Youth, 
Put not an other fin upon my head, 
By urging meto fury. O be gone, | 
By heaven 1 love thee better then my ſelfe, 
For I come hither arm'd againſt my ſelfe: 
Stay not, be gone,live,and hereafter ſay, 
A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 

Par, Idodefie thy commileration, 
And apprchend thee for a Feilon here, 


Ko, Wilt thou proyoke me? Then haveat thee Boy, 
Pet. O Lord they fight, will go call the Watch, 


Pa. O 1 am flaine,if thou be mercifull, 
Open the Tombe,lay me with alter. 

Row, In faith I will,let me peruſe this face, 
HMercentins kin{man, Noble County Parss, 
What faid my man,when my berofled foule 
Did not attend him as we rode?I thinke 
He told me Pers ſhould have marricd elier. 
Said henot{o? Or d1d I dreame ut ſo? 

Or am I mad,hearing him calke of /«ter, 

To thinke it was {0?O give me thy hand, 

One, writ with me in ſowre misfortunes booke, 
Tle bury thee in a triumphant grave. 

A Grave,O no.a Lanthorne;ſlaughtred Youth: 
For here lis /#/zet, and her beauty makes 

This Vavl a feaſtwg'prelence full of light. 
Death lie thou therc,by a dead man inter'd. 
How oft when men are at the point of death, 


Have they beene merry? Which ther Keepers call 


A lightning betore death?Oh how may I 
Calirhisa kghtning?O my Love,my Wife, 
Death that hath ſuck the honey of thy breath, 
Hatch had no power yet upon thy Beauty: 
Thou are not conquer'd:Beautics enſigne yet 
Is Crymſon 1n thy lips,and 1a thy cheekes, 
And Deaths pale fag is not advanced there. 
Tybal:,ly'{t thou there in thy bioudy ſheet? 

O what more f«vour can i dotorthee, 


Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine, 


To {under his that was thy enemy? 
Forgive me Cozen. Ah dearc inlet: 
Why arr thou yer to faire? wili beleeve, 


Shall I beleeve,chat unſubſtantiall death is amorous? 


And thar the leane abhorred Monſter keepes 
Thee hcre indarke to be his Paramour? 

For feare of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 

And never from ths Palace of dym night * 
Depa:t againe:come lie thou in my armes, 
Heere's tothy health, where ere thou tumblcſt in. 
O true Appothecary! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifſe I die, 
Depart againe; here, here will I remaine, 


With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides:O here . 


Will I ſet up my everlaſting reſt: 

And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtarres 

From this worlds wearicd fleſh:Eyes looke your 
Armes take your laſt embrace: And lips,O you 
The doores of breath,ſeale with a righteous kiſſe 
A datelefle bargaine to ingroſling death: 

Come bitter condut,come unſaveury guide, 
Thon deſperate Pilot,now at once run on _ 
The daſhing Rocks,thy Sea-ſicke weary Barke: 
Heere's to my Love. O true Appothecarys _ 


laſt: _ 


' Thy 
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Thy drugsarequicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 
. Enter Frier with Lanthorne,Crow,and Spaat. 
Fri. St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to night 
Have my old fect ſtumbled at graves? Who's there? 
Man.Her's one,a Friend,& one that knowes you well: 
Fri. Blifſe be upon you. Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
Togrubs,and eyelefſe Sculles? As difcerne, 
Itburneth'in the (apels Monument. 
Man. It doth ſo hely fir, 
And there's my Maiſter,one that you love» 


| Fri. Who 1s it? 


Man. Romeo. | 

Fri, How long hath be bin there? 

Mas. Full haltean houre. 

Fri. Go with me to the Vault, 

Man, T dare not Sire : 
My Maiſter-khowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death, 


| IfT did ſtay tolooke on his entents. 


Fri. Stay,then Ile go alone,feares come upon Mme. 
O much I feare ſome illunluckie thing. 

Mar. As I did {leepe under this young tree here, 

[dreamt my maiſter and another fought, 
And that my Maiſter ſlew him. 

Fri, Romeo. 

Alacke,alacke,what blood is this which Raines - 

The ſtony entrance of this Sepulcher? 

What meane theſe Maiſterlefſe,and goary 

Tolie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? 

Romeo,oh pale:who elſe? what Paris too? 

And ſteept in blood? Ah what an unkn'd houre 

Is guilty of this lamentable chance? 

The Lady ſtirs: | 
1ul. O comfortable Frier,where's my Lord? 

I do remember well where I ſhould be: 

And there I am, where 1s my Romen? 

Fri. 1 heare ſome noiſe Lady,come from that neſt 
Ofdeath,contagion,and unnatural ſleepe, 
Agreater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our entents,come, come away, 
Thy husband in thy boſome there lies dead: 

And Paris too:comie Ile difpole of thee, 

Among a Silterhocd of holy Nunnes: | 
Stay not to queſtion, for the watch 1s commung, 
Come,go good Inlier,T dare no longer ſtay. 

Iul. Go get thee hence, for I will not away, 
What's here? A cap clos'd in my tru2 loves hand? 
Poiſon I ſee hath bin his timeleſle, end 
Ochurle,drinke all2and lefeno friendly drop, 

To hlpe me after,I will kifſe thy lips, 
Happly ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them, 


Swords 


Exit. 


To make me dic with a reſtorative. 
Thy lips are warme. 
$ 


Enter Boy and Watch. 
Watch, Lead Boy, which way? 
Inl. Yea noiſe? 

Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. 


Tis inthy ſheath, there rult and let me die Kils herſelfe. 


Boy. Thisis the place, 
There where the Torch doth burne 
Watch.The ground is bloody, 
Search about the Churchyard. 
Go ſome of you, whoere you find attach. 
Pirtifull-fighthere les the County flaine, 
And Inlet bleeding, warme andnewly dead 


—_— 


Who here hath laine theſe two dayes buried: -: [+ - 
Go tell the Prince,runne to the Capmlers, ” 
Raiſcupthe Aonnragnes,ſome others ſearch, ' 
+ We ſeethe ground whereon theſe woes do lie. 
But the true gronnd'of all theſe piteous woes, 
We cannot without circumſtance deſcry. 
| _ Enter Romeo” s man, 
Wat. Here's Reyes's wan, | 
We found him in the Churchyard-: | 
Con, Hold him in fafety,till the Prince comes hither;) 
Enter Frir,and another Watchman. 


We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Church-yard ſide. 
Con. A great {u{pition,ſtay the. Fricr too. 
Enter the Prince, 
Prin, What miſadventure isfo carely up, 
| Thar calls our perſon from our mernings reſt? 


Enter Capulet ana his Wife. <« 
(ap. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhrike abroad? 
1/ife, O the people in the ſtreete crie Romeo. 
Some [uler,and foe Paris, andallrunne 
With open out cry toward our Monument. | 
Pri. What feare is this which ftartlesin your cares? 
at. Soveraigne, here lies the Countie Paris ſlaine, 
And Romeo dead,and Inlict dead before, 
Warmeand new kil'd. 
Pri, Search, 
Seeke,and know how, this foule murder comes. 
*#at. dereis a Frier,and Slaughter'd Roweos ma n, 
With Inſtruments upon them tit to open 
Theſe dead mens Tombes, 
{#p. O heaven! | 
O wite looke how our Daughter bleedes! 
This Dagger hath miſtaine,for loe his houſe 
Is empty on the backe of Hountagne, 
| Andis miſheathedin my Daughters boſome. 
Wife, O me,this ſight of death,is as a Bell . 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 
| Emer CIMorntagne. 
. Prs, Come Monntague,for thou artearly up 
To fee thy Sonne and Heire,now early downe, 
Mons. Alas myliege,imy wife is dead to night, 
Gricfe of my Sonnes exile hath ſtopt her breath: 
W hat further woe confpires againit my age? 
Prs. Looke;and thou ſhalt ſee 
Mos. O thou untaught,what manners in is this, 
To preſſe befare thy Father toa grave? 
Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can cleare thele ambiguities, 
| And know their ſpring,their head,their true deſcent, 
And then will I begenerall of your woes, 
And lead you cvento death?meane time forbeare, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience, 
' Bring forth the parties of ſuſpition. ._ 
' Fri, [amthegreatcſt,ableto doe leaſt, 
Yet molt ſuſpected as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me of this direfull murthers 
And heerc I ſtand both to impeach and purge 
My ſelfe condemned,and my ſelfeexcus'd. 
Pri. Then fay at once,what thoudoſt know in this? 
Fri, I will be briefe, for my ſhertdate of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. | 
Romeo there dead,was hnsband to that /ulier, 


——_— 


| And the theredead,that's Poweos fairhfull wife: 


3-Wat.Here is a Frier that trembles, {ighcs,and weepes 
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I married them;and their ftolne marriage day 

Was T ajbalts Doomeſday::+hofe untimely death 
Baniſh'd thenew-made Bridegroome from this City: 
For whom{(and nor for Tybalt) Inlierpinde. 

| You, to remove that fiege of Griefe from her, 
Betro' h'd,and would have married herperforce 

To Countic Parss. Then comes ſheto me, 

And(with u ilde lookes)bid me deviſe ſome meanes 
To rid her from this ſecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſclfe, 

Then gave I her(ſo Tuter'd by my Art) 

A fleeping Potion, which ſo tooke effect 

AsI iatended,for it wrought on her 

The forme of death. Meane time,I wrirto Romeo, 
That he ſhowd hither come,as this dyre night, 

To helperotake her from her borrowed grave, 
Being the time the Potions force ſhould ceaſe. 

But he which bore my Letter, Frier /ohn, 

Was ſtay*s by accident;and yeſternight 

Return'd my Letter backe. Then all alone, 

At the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds vault, 
Meaning to keepe her cloſely at my Cell, 

Till I conveniently could ſend to Rowes, 

But when 1 came(ſome Minute ere the time 

Ofher a waking)heere untimely lay 

The Noble Fari:,and true Romeo dead. 

Shee wakes, and I Intreated her come foorth, 

And beare this veorke of Heaven, with patience: 

| But then; anoiſedid ſcarre me from the Tombe, 
And ſhe(too deſperate)would not go with me, 
But(as it ſeemes )did violenceon her ſclfe. 

Allthis I know,andto the Marriage her Nurſe,its privy: 
And if ought in this miſcarried by my fault, 


Let my old life be ſacrific'd,ſome houre beforethe time, 


Vntothe rigour of fevereſt Law. 
Prin. We {till have knowne thee for a Holy man. 
W here's Remeo's man?What can he ſay to this? 
Boy, Ibrought my Maiſter newes of 1#4ers death, 


And then in poſte he came from Aſantns 
To this ſame place ,tothis ſame Monument, 
This Letter heearly bid me give his Father, 
And threarned me with death,going in the Vault, 
If I departed not,and left him there. 
Prin. Give methe Letter,I will looke on it, 
W here 1s the Counties Page that rais'd the Watch? 
Sirra, what made your Mailter in this place? . 
Pag.He came with flowrestoſtrew his Ladies graye, 
And bid me {tand aloofe,and ſo I'did: | 
Anun comes one with light to opethe Tombe, _ 
And by and by my Maiſter drew on him, 
And then TI ran away to cUll the Watch, 
Prim, This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Thcir courſe of Love,the tydings of her death: 
And heere he writes,that he did buy a poyſon 
Of a poore Pothecary,and therewitball 
Came to this Vaulttodye, ard lye with Islier, 
Where be theſe Enemies? Capwler Atonntague, 
See what a ſcourge 1s laide upon your hate, 
That Heaven finds meanes to kill your joyes with Love, 
And I, for winkingat your diſcords too, 
Have lcſt a brace of Kinſmen:All are puniſh'd, 
Cap. O Brother fonntague,give methy hand, 
This is my Daughters joynture, for no more 
CznI demand. 5 bg 
A7onn, But I can givethee more: 
ForTI will raiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 
That whites Verova by that name is knowne, 
There ſhall no figure at that Rate be ſet, 
Asthat of True and Faithfull I/zer. 
Cap. As rich ſhall Roweo by his Lady lie, 
Poore ſacrifices of our enmity, 
Prin. Aglooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sunne for ſorrow will not ſhew his head; 
Go hence,to have more talke of theſe ſad things, 
Some ſhall be pardon*d,aud ſome puniſhed. 
Fornever wasa Story of more Woe 


Then this of /x/et, and her Romeo. E xennt omnes, 
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' Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer, 
at ſeveral aoores. q 


Poet. 


»Z Ood day Sir. 
Wag Pain. lamglad y are well. | 
WESGE Por. T have not ſeene you long, how goes 
gELARISE the World? 
Pais. It weareslir,as It growes» 
Poet. | that's well knowne: 
But what particular Rarity? W hat ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches:ſce 
Magicke of Bounty, all theſe ſpiritsthy power 
Hath coujur'd to attend. 
I know the Merchant. 
Pai.I know them both: th'others a Ieweller. 
Mer. Otis a worthy Lord. 
lew, Nay thar's moſt fixt. : | 
Mer. A moſt incomparable man , breath'd as1t were, 
To anuntyrable and continuate goodnefle : 
He paſſes. 
Jew, | have a Tewell heere, 
Mer. O pray let's (ee't, For the Lord Timwon,fir? 
lew, If he will touch the eſtimate, but for that ——— 
Poe. When we for recompence have prais'd the vild, 
It ſtaines the glory ir that happy Verſe, 
Which aptly ſings the good, 
Mev. Tisa good forme. 
Jew. And rich:heere 18 a Water looke ye. | 
Pai. Youare rapt (ir , in ſome worke, ſome Dedication 
tothe great Lord. | 9 
Poe. A thing ſlipt idly from mc. 
Our Poeſte is asaGowne, which uſes 
From whence tis nouriſht:the fire 1th'Flint 
Shewes not,till it be ſtrooke:our gentle flame 
| Provokes it ſclfe,and like the currant flyes 
| Each bound itchafes. Whar have you there? | 
Pai. APicure fir: when comes your Booke forth? 
Poe, Vpon the heeles of my preſentment ſir. 
| Let'sſee your peece. 
Pai. Tis a good Pcece. | | 
Poe. So tis,this comes off well,and excellent. 
Pain. Indifferent: | 
Poe. Admirable: How this grace | | 
Speakes his owne ſtanding: what a mentall power 
This eye ſhootes forth?How bigge imagination 
| Moves in this Lip;to th'dumbneſſe of the geſture, 


ns — 


| You ſee how all Conditions, how all Mindes, 


' The knee before him,and returnes in peace 


' Whole eyesare on this Soveraigne Lady fixr, 


.Tranſlates his Rivals. 


"This Thronethis Fortune,and this Hill methinkes -- 


One might interpret. 
Pas. It isa pretry mocking 
Heere isa touch:Is't good? 
Poe. T willfay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificial ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches, livelier then life. 


of the life) 


Emer certaine Senators, 


Pas. How this Lord is followed. 
. Poe. The Senators of Athens, happy men. 
Pain. Looke moe. | 
Po,You ſee this confluece.this great flood of viſitors, 
I have in this rough worke ſhap'd ourta man 
Whomthis bencath worlddoth embrace and hugge 
With amplcſt entertainement;My free drift 
Halts not particularly,but moves it ſelfe 
In a wide Sea of wax,no levell'd malice 
Infe&ts one comma in the courſe I hold, 
But flies an Eagle flighr,bold,and forth on, 
Leaving no Tract behinde. 
Par. How ſhall I under{tand you? 
Poe. I will unboult to you. 


As well of glib and ſhipp'ry Creatures,as 

Of Grave andauſtere quality,tender downe 

Their ſervicesto Lord 7#mon: his large Fortune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subcues and properties to his love and tendance 

All ſorts of hearts;yea, from the glaſſe-fac'd Flatterer 
To eApementxs,that few things loves better 

Then to abhorre himſclfe, even hee drops downe 


Moſt rich in T*moxs nod. 
Pai. I fawthem ſpeake together. 
Poe. Sir, I have upon a high and pleaſant hill 
Feign'd Fortune tobe thron'd. 
The Baſe o'th'Mount "x 
Is rank'd with all deſerts,all kinde of Natures 
That labour on the boſome of this Sphere, _ 
To propagate their ſtates; among'(t them all, 


One do TI perſonate of Lord T:zz20s frame, 


Whom Fortune with her Ivory hand waftsto her, | | 


W hoſe preſent grace,topreſent ſlaves andTervants 


Pas. Tis conceiv'd,to ſcope 


With 
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Timon of «Athens. 
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With one man becken'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againtt the ftcepy Mount -- 

To climbe his happineſſe, would be well expreſt 
In our Condition. 

Poe. Nay Sir,but heare me on: 

Allthoſe which were bis Fellowes but of late, 
Some better then his valew;on the moment 
Follaw his ſtrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
Raine Sacrificiall whiſperings in hiseare, 

Make Sacred even his ſtyrrop,and through him 
Drinke the free Ayre. 

Pai, I marry,what of theſe? 

Pee. When fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurnesdowne her late beloved;all his Dependants 
Which labour'd after him to the Mountaines tep, 
Even ontheir knees and hands,let him fit downe, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 
| Pai. Tis common: 

A thouſand morall Paintings I can ſhew, 

| That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quicke blowes of Fortune, 
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 

To ſhew Lord Timor,that meane eyes have ſcene 

The foot above the head 


Trumpets ſound. 
Enter Lord T imon,adare/sing himſelfe curteonſly 
ro every Suttor. 


Tim. Tmpriſon'd is he,ſay you? 
Weſ. I my good Lord, five Talents is his debt, 
--His meanes moſt ſhort, his Creditors moſt ſtraite: 
Ycur Honourable Letter he deſires 
To thoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim, Noble Ventidius well: 
I am not of that Feather,to ſhake off 
My Friend when he muſt neede me. I do know him 
A Gentleman,that well deſerves a helpe, 
Which he ſhall have.lle pay the debt,and free him. 

Mef. Y our Lorſhip ever bindes him. 

T*#;. Commend me to him,I will ſend his ranſome, 
And being enfranchized bid him cometo me; 
Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble up, 
But to ſupport him after. Fare you well. 

Meſ. Ail happineſle to your Honor. Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian, 
Oldm. Lord Timon,teare meſpeake. 

Tims. Freely good Father. 

Old. Thou hait a Servant nam'd Lacilims. 

Tim. I have ſo: What of him? 

O1d. Moit Noble Timorn,call the man before thee. 

Tim, Attends he hecre,or ne? Laceliys, 

Luc. Heere at your Lordſhips ſervice. 

O14. This Fellow bcere,L. Tien, thisthy Creature, 
By night frequents my houſe. Tam a man 
That from my firſt have bzene inclin'd to thrift, 

And my cſtate deſcrves an Heyre more raisd, 
Then one which holds a Trencher. 

Tim, Well:what further? 

O14. One onely Naughter haveT,no Kin «lſe, 


On whom I may conferre what I have gor: 


The Maid is faire,a'th'youngelt for a Bride, 
And TI have bred her at my deereſt coſt 


' In Qualities of the beſt, This man of thine 


Attempts het love:I prythee(Noble Lord) 


—L - 


Toyne with me to forbid him her reforrt, 


*|- My ſelfe have ſpoke inyaine. — 


Tim. The man is honeſt, 
Old. Therefore he will be Timer, 
His honeſty rewards him in it ſelfe, 


-It muſt nor beare my Daughter. 


Tm. Does ſhe love him? 
OA. She 1s young and apt: 
Our owne precedent paltions do.inſtruc us 
Wi hatlevities in youth. 
Tim, Love youthe Maid? 
Luc. 1 my good Lordzand ſhe pgs of it. 
Ola. If in her Marriage my conſent be miſling, 
I call the Gods to witneſle,l will choſe 
Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the world, 
Anddifpoſleſſe her all. 
Tim. How ſhall the be endowed, 
If ſhe be mated withan cquall Husband? 
O14. Three Talents on the preſent; in future all. 
Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ferv'd me long: 
To build his F ortune,I will traine a little, 
For tisa Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
What you beſtow,in him Ile connterpoize, w 
And make him weigh with her. 
014, Moſt Noble Lord, 
Pawne me to this your Honourſheis his, 
Tim. My hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my promiſe. 
Luc. Humbly I thanke your Tordſhip,never may 
That ſtate or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
W hich 1s not owed to you. 
Poe. Vouchſafe my Labour, 
And long live your Lordſhip. 
Tim, |thanke you,you ſhall heare from meanon; 
Go not away. What have you there,my Friend? 
Pai. Apeece of Painting, which I do beſeech 
Your Lordthip toaccept. 
Tm, Paintirg 1s welcome. 
The Painting is almoſt the Natutall man: 
For fince Diſhonor Trajlickes with mans Nature, 
He is but out-fide:The Penfil'd Figures are 
Even ſuch asthey give out, 1 like your worke, 
And you ſhall fnde I like it; Waite artendance 
Till you heare further from me, 
Pai. The Gods preſerve yes 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman:give meyour hand. 
We muſt needs dine together:ſir yoar Iewell ' 
Hath fuffered under praiſe, 
Tew. W hat my Lord,diſpraiſe? 
Tm. A meereſacicty of Commendations, 
If I ſhould pay you for'tas tis extold, 
It would unclew me quite. 
Tew. My Lord,tisrated | 
As thoſe which ſell would give:but you well know, 
Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 
Are prized by their Maiſters. Beleev't deere Lord, 
You mend the Iewell by the wearingit. 
Tim, Well mock'd. Enter Apermantns. 
Ater.No my good Lord,he ſpeakesthe common toong 
Which all men ſpeake with him. 
Tim. Looke who comes heere, will you be chid? 
lew. Wee'l I beare with your Lordſhip. 
Mer. Heel ſpare none, 
Tim. Good morrow tothee, 
Gentle Apermantas. 


w 


Exth 


Aper 
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| Timonof eAthens, 


Apee Till I be gentle, ſtay thou for thy good morrow. 
Whenthou art T i»0ns dogge,and theſe Knaves honeſt. 
Tim. Why doſt thou call them Knaves , thon knowſt 
them not e | | 
Ape. Are they not Athenians ? 
Ti. YES. 
Ape. Then I repent not. : 
. Jew. You know me, Apemantis* f 
Fpe. Thou knowſt I doe, I call'd thee by thy name: 
Tim. Thou artproud Apermantu ? 


Tim, Whctherart going ? 

Ape. To knocke outan honeſt Athenians braines, 
Tim, Thar'sa deedrhou'r dye for. 
ep. Right, if doing nothing be death by th Law. 
Tim. How lik'{t thouthis picture Apermantus ? 

Ape. The beſt, for the innocence.  - | 

Tim. Wroughthe not wellthar painted it: 

' e4pe. He wrought better thar made the Painter, and 
yet he's but a filthy peeceof worke. 

Pain. Y arc a Dogge- © : 

Apt. Thy Mothers of my generation : whats ſhe, if I 
be a Dogge 3 

Tim. Wilt dine with me Apemantiu ? 

Ape. No : Teatenot Lotds. . 

Tim. And thou ſhouldſt, thond'ſt anger Ladies. 

Ape. O they care Lords; 
Sothey come by great bellies. 

Tim. That'sa laſcivious apprehenſion. 

Ape. So. thou apprehendit it. 

Take it for thy labour. | 

Tim, How doſt thou like thislewell, Apemantus. 
| | Ape, Notſo well as plain-dealing, which will not caſt 

1mana Doit, | 

Tim. Whar doſt thouthinke tis worth ? 

Ape. Not worth my thinking. 

How now Poet ? 

Poet. How now Philoſopher ? 

Ape. Thoulyelts 

Poet, Artnot one? 

Ape. Yes. 

Poet. Thenl lye not. 

eFpe, Art nota Poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Ape. Then thou lyeſt : | | 
Looke in thy laſt worke, where thou haſt teign'd him a 
worthy Fellows 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he1s fo. 

Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He that loves to be flattered, is worthy o'th flat- 
tcrer. Heayens, that I were a Lord. 

Tir. What wouldſt doe then eApemantrt ? 

Ape, E'neas Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with 
my heart. 

Tm, What thy ſclte ? 

Ape, 1. : 

Tim, Wherefore? 

Ape. That Thad no angry witto be a Lord. 

Are not thou a Merchant ? 

Mer, 1 Apementma. 
| 4pec Trafficke confound thee, it the gods will not 
Cer. If Trailicke doe it, the gods doe it-- 

Ape. Traifickesthy god,and thy god confound thee. 
Trumpet ſounds. Enter a Meſſenger. 

Tim, What Trumpets that ? 

Mef. Tis Alcibiades, and ſome twenty horſe 
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Ape. Of nothing ſomuchb,as that Iam not like Tsmon. 


£ 


] Moſt welcome Sir. 


All of Companionſhip. 
Tim. Pray entertaine them, give them guideto us, 
: You muſt needs dine with me : goe not you hence 
Till T have thank you : and when dinners done 
Shew me this peece, Iam joyfull of your lights, 
Emer eAlcibiaderwith the reft, 


Ape. SO, ſo; their Aches contra , and ſterue your 
ſupple joynts : that there ſhould be ſmall love amongeſt 
theſe ſiveet Knaves, andall this Curteſie. The ftraine of 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

Alci. Sir, you have ſav'd my longing, and I feed 

olt bungerly on your ſight, 

Tim, Right welcorne Sir. 


1 Ile keepe you Company. 


' It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my fathers age, 


Ere we depart, we'll ſharea bounteons time 
In different pleaſures. 
Pray you let us in* 
Enter two Lords. 
I Zora. What time aday is'teApernantra. 
e-?pe.. Time to be honeſt, &) 
1 Thattime ſerves ftill. 
eFpe. The moſt accurſed thou that till omitſt it. 
2 Thou art going to Lord Timons Feaſt, 
Ape. I, to ſee meate fill Knaves, and Wine heat fooles, 
2 Farthee well, farthee well. 
Ape. Thou art a Foole to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Why Apemantr ? 
Ape, Shouldſt have kept one tothy (elfe, for I meane 
to give thee none. 
I Hang thy ſclfe. 
Ape. NolT willdoe nothing atthy bidding : 
Make thy requeſts to thy Friend. 
2 Away unpeaceable Dogge 
Orlle Ae, hence. "yy 
Ape. I will flyelike a dogge, the heeles 2th' Aﬀſe, 
1 He's oppoſite to humanity. 
Come ſhall we in, 
And taſte Lord 75mons bounty : he out goes 
The very heart of kindneſſe, | 
2 He powres it out: P/rtwmthe god of gold 
Is but his Steward ; no meede but he repayes 
Sevensfold above it ſelfe : No guift to him, 
But breeds the giver areturne : exceeding 
All uſe of quittance. 
I The Nobleſt minde he carries. 
That ever govern'd man. 
2. Long may he live in Fortunes. Shall we in ? 
Exenm, 


Exeunt. 


Hoboyes Playing lowd Muſcke. 


A great Banquet (erw'd in : and then, Enter Lord Timon,the 
States, the Athenian Lordi, Ventigns which Timon re- | 
deemdfrom priſen. Then comes dropping after all Ape- 
mants diſcontentedly like himſelfes 


Ventig. Moſt honoured Timer, 


And call him to long peace : 

He isgone happy, and basleft me rich : 

Then, as in gratefull Vertue Iam bound 

Toyour free heart, I doe returne thoſe Talents 
Doubled with thankes and ſervice, from whoſe helpe 
I deriu'd liberty, 

Tim Oby no meanes, 


E 


Honeſt Yentsgizs : you miſtake my love, 
kk | 
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Timon of. Athens. 
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Igave it freely cver, and there's none 

Can truely ſay he gives, if he receives : 

If our betters play at that game, we mult not dare 
To imitate them . faults that are rich are fair ec. 

Ui. A Noble ſpirit. | 
To ſet a gloſſe on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnefle, ſorry ere tis ſhowne : 

Bur where there is true friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray fit, more welcome are ye tomy Fortunes, 

Then my Fortunes to me. 
| 1 Lord. My Lord, we alwayes have coufcſt it. 

Ape. Ho ho, confelt it ? hang'd it? have younot e 

Tim, O Apermants, you are welcome. 

eApe. No : you ſhall not make me welcome. 

I come to have thee thruſt me out of doores. | 

Tir. Fyc,tharta churle, ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, tis much too blame z 
They ſay my Lords, [rafuror brenu eſt, 

But yond man is very angry. 

Goe, let him have a Table by himſelfe : 

For he does neither affet company, 

Nor is he fit for't indeed. 

| Ape.Let me ſtay at thine apperill Timon, 

I come to obſerve,T give thee warning on't. 

Tim. I take no heede of thee; Thart an Athenian, 
therefore welcome: I my ſelfke would have no power, 
prethee let my meate make thee ſilenr. 

Aper. I ſcorne thy meate, twould choake me : for I 
ſhould nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods ! What a number 
of men eates Timon, and he ſees em not? It grieves me 
to {ceſo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
all the'madneſſe 1s, he checres them up too. 

I wonder men dare truſt thcmſclves with men. 

| Me thinkes they ſhould invite them without knives, 

| Good for their meate, and ſafer for their lives. 

Theres mnch example for't, the fellow that fits next him 
now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught : 1s the readieſt man to kill him. Tas 
beene proved, if I were a huge man I ſhould feare to 
drinke at meales, leaſt they ſhould ſpye my wind-pipes 
dangerous noates,great men ſhould drinke with harneſſe 
on their throats. 

Tim. My Lordin heart : and letthe health goe round. 

2 Lord. Let it low this way my good Lord. 

Aper. Flow this way ? A brave fellow. He keepes his 
tides well, thoſe healths will make thee and thy Rate 
looke 1ll, T #07. 

Heeres: that which is too weake to be a ſinner, 
Honeſt water, which nere left man !th'mird : 
This and my food arc equall, theresno ods, 

Feaſts are to proud to give thankes to the gods. 


Apermantins Grace, 

Immortall gods, I cravenopelfe, 
Ipray for no man but my ſelfe, 
Grant 1 may never prove ſo fond, 
To trust man on his Oath or Bond. 
Or a Hay\ot for hey weeping. 
Or a Dogge that (cemes aſlceping, 
Or akeeper with my frecdome, 
Or my friends if I fhonldneedem. 

Amen. Sofall too't : 
| Richmen fin, and I eat root. 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apermantws, 
Ta. Captaine, 
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Tim.Nay my Lords,Ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 


Eons 


Alcibiades, your hearts in the field now: | 

eli. My heart is ever at your ſervice-my Lord, 

Tim. You had rather beat a breakefaſt of Enemies, 
then a dinner of Friends. | 

Alcs, So they were bleeding new my Lord, theres ng 
meat like em, I could wiſh my friend at ſuch a Feaſt, 

Aper, Would all thoſe flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, that then thou might kill em : and bid me tocm, 

I Lord. Might we but havethat happineſle wy Lord, 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might 
cxpreſle ſome part of our zcales, we ſhould thinke our 
ſelves for ever perfect. | 

Tim. Oh no doubt my gocd Friends, butthe gods 
themſelves have provided that] ſhall ibave much helpe 
from you : how bad you beene my Friends elſe, »*Why 
have you that chicirable title frem thouſands? Did-not 
you chicfely belong to my heart? 1 have told more of 
you to my ſelfe, then you can with modeſty ſpeake in 
your owne behalfe. And thus farre I confirme you, Oh 
you gods (thinke 1) what need we bave any Friends; if 
we ſhould nere have necde of em ? They were the molt 
needlefſe Creatures living ; ſhould we nere have uſe for 
em? And would moſt reſemble ſweet Inſtruments 
bung up in Caſes, that keepe their ſounds to themſelves. 
Why I haveoften wiſht wy ſelfe poorer, that I might 
come neerer toyou : we are:/borne todoe benefits, And 
v/hat better or properer can we call our owne, then the 
riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious comfart tis 
to have ſo many like Brothers commanding one another 
Fortunes, Oh joyes, e'nemade away er't can be borne, 
mine eyes cannot hold out watter me thinkes to forget 
their faults. I drinke to you, 

eAper. Thou weep'ſt tomade them drinke Timon, 

2 Lord. Toy had the like conception in our eyes, 
Andat that inſtant, like a babe ſprung up. 

Aper. Ho, ho : 1 laugh to tbinke that babe abaſtard. 

3 Lord, 1 promiſe you my Lord you mov'd memuch, 

eAper. Much. 


Sound T ucket. Enter the Maker s of Amazons with 
Lutesin their hands, dancing and playing. 


Tim. W hat meanes that Trumpe ? How now? _. 


Enter Servant. ; 
Ser. Pleaſe you my Lord, there are certaine Ladies 
Mot defirovs of admittance. 
Tim. Ladics? whatare their wills? 
Ser. There comes with them a ſore-runner my Lord, 
which beares that office, toſignifie their pleaſures 
Tim. I pray letthem be admitted. 


Enter Cupid withthe Maike of Ladies. 
Cap. Haile to thee worthy Timer and to all that of 


their Patren, and come freely togratulate thy plenteous 

boſome. : 

There taſte, touch all, pleaſ'd from thy Table riſe: 

They onely now come but to Feaſt thine cyes- : 
Timo. Their welcome all, let em have kind admits 

tance. Muficke make their welcome. : 
Luc. You ſee my Lord, how ample yeare belov'd- 
Aper, Hoyday, 

W hat a {weepe of vanity comes this way» 


They daunce 2 They are madwqmen. rike 
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bis Baunties taſte : the five beſt Sences acknowledge thee | 


| 


[ 
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Timon of eAthens. | 
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Like Madneſle is the glory ofthis life, | 
Asthis pompe ſhewes toa little oyle and roote. 
We make our ſelves fooles, to difport our ſelves, 
And ſpend our Flatteries, to drinke thoſe men, , 
Vpon whoſe Age we voyde it up agen 

With poyſonous Spight and Envy. | 
Wholives, that's not depraved, ordepraves; | 
Who dyes, that beares not one ſpurneto their graves 
Of their friends gift : 

Tſhould feare, thoſe that dance before me now, 
Would one day {tampe upon me : Tas beene done, 
Men ſhut their doores againſta ſetting Sunne. 


The Lords riſe from Table, with mach adoring of Timon, and 
20 ſhew therr louts, each ſingle out ane Amaz1n,and all 
Dance, men with women, a lefty ftraine oy two to the 


Hobopes, and ceaſe. 


Tim. You have done our pleaſures 

Much grace(faire Ladies) 

Sets a faire faſhion on our entertainment, 

Which was not halſe ſo beautifull, and kind : . 
You have added worth untoo'c, and lively luſter, 
| Andentertain'd me with mine owne device. 

Iam tothanke you for't* 

1 Zerd. My Lord you take us evenatthe beſt. | 

Ape. Faith for the worſt is filthy,and would not hold 
taking, Idoubt me. = 

Tim, Ladies, there isan idle banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe your ſelves, 

All Ls. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. 

Tim, Flanias, 

Fla. My Lord. | 

Tim. Thelittle Casket, bring me hither. 
| Fle. Yes, my Lord. More Iewels yet ? 

There is no crofling him in's humour, 
Elſe I ſhould tell him well, ifaith I ſhould ; fn 
Whenallsſpent, he'ld be crolt then, and he could : 
Tispitty Bounty had noteyes behind, | 
That man might ne're be wretched for his minds 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 

Ser, Heere my Lord in readinefle, 

2 Lord, Our horſes. 
| Tim. O my Friends ; Wy 
I have one word tofay to you - Looke you,my good L. 
 Imuſt intreart you honour me ſo much. 

As to advance this Iewelt, accept, and weare it, 
Kind my Lord. 

I Lord. Iam ſofarrealready in your guifts- 

All, So are weall. 
Enter 4 Ser mnt. | 

Ser, My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 
| Tims. They are fairely welcome, 
| Enter Flavim:. | | 

Fla, I beſeech your Honor, vouchſafe me a word, it- 
does concerne you neere. | | 

Tim. Neere ? why then another time Ile hearethee. 
Tprethee ler's be provided to ſhew them entertainment, 

Fla. 1ſcarſe know how, 

ft Enter another Servant. 

Ser. May it pleaſe your honor, Lord Lucius 

(Out of his free love) hath preſented royou 
Foure Milke-white Horſes, trapr in Silver. : 

Tim, Iſhall accept them fairely : let the Preſents 

Bt worthily entertain'd. 


OW 


Exteunt. 


— 


— 


L 


| I would be good to thee. 


— 


Enter a third Servant. 
How now? What newes ? | 

3 Ter. Pleale you my Lord, that honourable Geatle- 
man Lord Lacatmxs, cntreats your company to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and ha's ſent your Honour two brace 
of Grey-hounds. 

Two, Ile hunt with him. 

And letthem be received, not without faice Reward. 

Fla, What willthis come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great guifts, and 
all outof anempty Coffer : 

Nor will he know his purſe, or yeeld me this, 

To ſhew him what a Begger his heart is, 

Being of no power to make his wiſhes good, 

His promiſes flye ſo beyond his ſtate, 

Thar what he ſpeakes is all in debt, owesforev'cy word: 
He is ſo kind, that he now payes intereſt for't ; 

His Lands put to their Bookes. Well, would I were 
Gently put out of Oilice, erc I were forc'd: 
Happier is hethat has no friend to feede, 
Then ſuch that doe e'ne Enemies exccede. 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim, Youdoc your ſelves much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merits. 
Heere my Lord, a trifle of our Loves 

2 Lord, With more then commen thankes 
I willreceive ir, 

3 Lord. O has the very ſoule of Bounty. 

Tim. And now I remember my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day of a Bay Courſer Irod on. Tis yours 
becauſe youlik'd it. 

I Z. Oh, I beſeech you pardon me, my Lord, in that. 

Tim, You maytake my word my Lord: I know no 
man can juſtly praiſe, buc what he does affet. I weigh 


my friends affection with mine owne ? Ile tell you true, | 


He call to you. 
All Ler. O none ſo welcome. 
Tim. Ttakcall, and your ſeverall viſitations 
So kindrto heart, tis notenough to give: | 
Me thinkes, I could deale Kingdomes to my friends 
And nere be weary. Alcibiades, . 
Thou arta Souldier, therefore ſi{dome rich, 
It comes in Charity to thee ; for a'lthyliving 
Is mong'ſt the dead : and all the Lands thou haſt 
Lye ina pitcht field. | 
eAlci. I defie Lind, my Lord. 
1 Lord. Weare (o vertaouſly bound, 
Tim, Andioam Ito you, 
2 Lord. SO infinitely endeer'd, | 
Tim. All to you. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 
I Lord. The belt of Happines, Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord 7imon. 
Tim. Ready for his Friends. _. Exennt Lords. 
Aper. What a coiles heere, ſerving ofbeckes, and jut- 
ting out of bummes. I doubt whether their Legges be 
worth the ſummes that are given for *em. 
Friendſhips fal! of dregges, | 
Methinkes falſe hearts, ſhould never have tound legges, 
Thus honeſt Fooleslay out their wealth on Curtfies 
Tim. Now Apermantus (if thor wert not ſullen) - 


Aper. No, Ilenothing ; for if I ſhould be brib4 too, | 
there would be none left to raile rpon thee,and then thou : 
wouldtt finne the faſter. Thou giv'it ſo long Timon (I 
feare me) thou wilt give away thy ſelte in paper ſhortly. 


Ex, 


_ 
, 


What ncede theſe Feaſts, pompes, and Vaine-glories? 


& 


—. 
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{ My uſescry to me; Imuſt ſerve my turne 


{ Muſt not be toſt and turn'd ro me in words, 


| 


| 


n 


Timon of Athens. 


Tin, Nay, and youbegin toraile on Society once, I 
am ſworne not to give regard to you-Farewell,and come 
with better Muficke. Ex. 

Aper. So : thou wilt not heare menow, thou ſhalt not 
then. llelockethy heaven from thee ; 
Oh that mens eares ſhould be 
To Counſcll deafe, but not to Flattery. Exit. 

Enter a Senator. 

Sen, Andlate five thouſand : to Varroand to Iſdore 
He owes nine thouſand, beſidesmy former ſumme, 
Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging waſte? It cannot hold, it will not. 

IFI want Gold, ſteale but a beggers Do gge, 

And give it Timon, why the Dogge coynes Gold. 
IfT would ſell my horſe, and buy twenty more 
Better then he ; why give my horſe to T ror. 
Aske nothing, giveir him, 1t Foles me ſtraight 
And able Horſes: No Porter at his gate, 

Burt rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill invites 

All chat paſſe by. It cannot hold, no reaſon 

Can ſound his ſtate in ſafety. Caphis hoa, 

Capes I ſay. 


Enter Caphs., 
(aph. Heere fir, what is your pleaſure. h 
Sex. Get on your cloake, and haſt you to Lord Timon 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not cealt 
With ſlight deniall ; nor then filenc'd, then 
Commend me to your Maſter, and the Cap 
Playes in the right hand, thus : but rell him firrah 


Our of mine owne, his dayes and times are paſt, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 

Have ſmitmy credit. I love, and honour him, 

But muſt not breake.my backe, to healchis finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my releife 


But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone, 

Put ona molt importunate aſpeR, 

A viſage of demand : for Idoe feare 

When every Feather ſtickes in his owne wing, 

Lord T:mozx will be lefta naked gull, 

Which flaſhesnow a Phoenix, get you gone. 
Ca. I goe fir. 
Ser. I goc ir? 

Take the Bonds along with you, 

And have the dates in. Come, 
(4+ 1 will Sir. 
Sen. Goe. 


, Exeunt. 
Enter Steward, with many billes in hi hand. | 

Stew. Nocare, no ſtop, fo ſenſelefle of expence, 

Thar he will neither know how to maintaine it, 

Nor ceaſe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompt 

How things goc from him, nor reſume no care 

Of what isto continve : never mind 

Wasto be ſo unwiſe, to be ſokind. 

VW hat ſhall be done, he will not here; till feele : | 

I muſtbe round with him, now he comes from hunting, 

Fie, fic, fie, fie 


Enter Caphn, Iſ:dore, and Varro. 
Cap. Good even UVarro: what, you come for money ? 
Far. Is't not your buſineſle too ? 
Cap. Itis, and yours too, Ifdore ? 
Tjd. It 1810. 


| 


- | { 


—_— 


Cep. Would we wereall diſcharg'd. 
Var. I feare it, 
Cap. Heere comes the Lord. 


| Emer Timon, aud his Trame. 
Tim. So ſoone as dinners done, well forth againe 
My Alcibiades. With me, what isyour will? | 
Cap. My Lord, heere 1s a note of certaine dues, 
7mm. Dues? whence are you ? 
Cap. Of Athens heere: my Lord. 
Tim, Goe to my Steward. 
C 4p Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, he hath put meoff 
To the ſucceſſion of new dayes this moneth: 
My Maſter is awak'd by great Occaſion, 
To call upon his owne, and humbly prayes you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you'll ſuite, 
In giving him his right. 
Tim. Mine honeſt Friend, 
[ prethee but repaire to menext morning. 
| Cap. Nay good my Lord. 
Tim, Containe thy ſelfe, good friend. 
Uar, One Parroes ſervant, my good Lord. 
1j;d. From iſidore, he humbly prayes your ſpeedy pay- 
ment, 
Cap. If youdid know my Lord, my Naſters wants. 
= FO due on forfeyture my Lord, ſixe weeks, 
and paſt, | 
Id. Your Steward puts me off my Lord, andTI 
Am lent expreſſely to your Lordſhip. 
Tim. Give mebreath : 
I doe beſeech you good my Lords keepe on, 
Ile waite upon you inſtantly, Come hither : pray you 
How gces the world, that Iam thus encountred 
With ciamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention long ſince due debts 
Againſt my Honor ? 
Stew, Pleaſe you Gentlemen, 
The time is unagrecable to this buſineſle : 
Your 1mportunacy ceaſe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordſhip underſtand 
Wherefore you are not paid. | 
Tim, Doeſo my Friends, ſec them well entertain'd. 
Stew. Pray draw necre- Exth 


Emer Apemantus aud Foole. 
Caph. Stay, ſtay, here comes the Foole with Apemer- 
tus, les ha ſome ſport with em. 
Yar. Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 
fd. A plague upon him dogge. 
Yar, How doſt Foole? 
e-Fpe. Doſt Dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 
Var. I ſpeake not to thee. 
Ape. No tis to thy ſelfe, Come away. 
Ifid. Theres the Foole hangson your backe already. 
pe. No thou ſtandlit fingle, thou art noton him yet 
Cap. Wheres the foole now ? | 
Ape. He laſt ask'd the queſtion. Poore Rogues and 
Vſurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 
eAl, What are we Apemantmn ? 
Ape. Aﬀles. 
eAll, Why? 


Ape. That youaske me what you are,and doenot know | 


your ſelves. Speake to cm foole. 
Foote. How doe you Gentlemen ? 
Alt. Gramercies good Foole; 
How does your Miſtris ? 


| 


© 


——_—_— 


Fook. 


Timon of eAthens, 


Fools She's c'ne ſetting on water to ſcal'd ſuch Chic- 
kensas you are. Would we could ſee youat Corinth. 
eApe. Good, Gramercys 


. Emtey Page, ,4l 
Fodle. Looke you,heere comes my Maſters Page. 
Page. Why how now Captaine? what dozyoOu 1n this 
wife company-* 
How doſt thou eApermantu ? 


anſwer thee profitably. _ | p 

Boy. Prethee Apermants reade me the ſuperſcriptt- 
on of theſe Letters, I know not which is which» 

Ape. Canſtnot read ? 

Page. No. ? 

Ape. There will little Learning dye then that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to Lord Timen,this to eAlcibiades,Go 
thou wav borne a Baſtard, and thou't dyea Bawd- 

'Page, Thou was't whelpt a Dogge, and thou ſhalt 
famiſh a Dogges death. 
Anſwer not, I am gone, | 

Ape, E'ne ſothou cut-runſt grace, 

Foole I will goe with you to Lord Timmons. 

Fooke, Will you leave methere ? 

Ape, If Timon ſtay at home. 

Yeu three ſerve three Vſurers? 

eAll. I would they ſerv'd us. 

Aper. So wouldI : | he 
As good atricke as ever Hangman ſery'd theefe. 

Foole. Are you three Vſuers men? 

All. I foole DE; 
. Fools, I thinke no V ſurer, but hasa foole to his Ser- 
vant. My Miſiris is one, and I am her foole: when men 
come to borrow of your Maſters, they approach fadly, 
and goc away merry : butthey enter my Maſters houſe 
merrily, and goeaway ſadly. The reaſon of this? 

Var. I could render one. t | 

Ape. Doe itthen, that we may account thee a Whore- 
maſter, anda Knave, which notwithſtanding thou ſhalt 
beno lefle eſteemed, |, 
| Yar. What isa Whoremaſter foole?_  - 
| Foole, Afoole in good cloathes, and ſomething like 
thee. Tis a ſpirit, ſometime t'appeares like a Lord, ſom- 
time like a Lawyer, ſometime like a Philoſopher, with 
two ſtones morethen's artificiall one, He is very often 
likea Knight ; and generally, inall ſhapes that man goes 
up and downe in, from foureſcore to thirtcen, thus ſpirit 
walkes in. _ 

Var. Thouart not altogether a foole. _ 

Foole. Nor thou alcogether a Wiſe man, 

As much foolery as 7 have, ſo much witthou lack'ſt. 

Ape. That anſwer might have become Apemanine. 

: Al. Aſide, aſide, here comes Lord Timon, 


Exit. 


Enter Timon, and Steward, 


Ape. Come with me (foole ) come. ATE 

Foole. 1 doe not alwayes follow Lover, elder Brother, 

and Woman, ſometime the Philoſopher. 
Stew. Pray you walke neere, ED 

le ſpeake withyou anon. =. | - -. -Exenm, 
Tim, You make me mervell wherefore ere this time 

Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me, 

That I might ſo have rated my expence 


Ape. Would I hada Rodin my mouth, that 1 might 


Ac many leyſures Ipropoſ'd. . 
' Tim. Goeto: | n : 
Perchance ſome ſingle vantages you tooke, 
Wher my indiſpoſitien put youbacke, 
that unaptnefſe made you miniſter 
us to excuſe your ſ(clfe. 
Stw, O my good Lord, 
At tnany times I brought in my accompts, , _ 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And fay you found them in mine honeſty, - 
When forſome trifling preſent you have bid me 
Returneſo much, I have ſhooke my head ,and wept ; 
Yea gainſt th'Authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more cloſe; I did indure 
Not {ildome, nor no flight checkes, when I have 
Prompred you inthe ebbe of your eſtate, 
And your great flow of debts ; my dearclov'd Lord, 
Though you here now (too late) yet nowesa time, 
The greateſt of you having, lackesa halfe, 
To pay your preſent debts. 
Town, Letall my Land be fold. 
Stew. Tisall engag'd, ſome forfeyted and gone, 
And what remaines will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of preſent dues ; the future comes apace : 
What ſhall defend the interim, and atlength 
How goes ourreck'ning? , - 
Tim. ToLacedemondid my Land extend. 
Stew. O my good Lord, the world isbuta world, 


| Were it all yours, to give it ina breath, 
| How quickly were it gone. 


Tim. Youteilmetiue. + : 

Stew. If you ſulpe& my Husbandry or Falſhood, 
Call me beforethe exacteſt Audirors, 
And ſet me on the proofe. So the gods bleſſe me, 
W hen all our Oifices have beene oppreſt 
With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilth of Winez when every roome 
Hath blaz'd with Lights, and braid with Minſtrelfie, 
F haveretyr'd meto a waltefull cocke, - 
And ſet mine eyes at flow. 

T wv. Prethee no more, 


Stew, Heavens have I ſaid, the bounty of this Lord ! | 


How many prodigallbits have Slaves and Pezants 

This night englutted : who isnot Twmers, | 

W hat heart, head, ſword,force,meanes,but is L. T imens: 
Great Timon, Noble, Worthy, Royall 7 imons : 

Ah, when the meancs are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone, whereof this praiſe is made : 
Feaſt won, faſt loſt ; one cloud of Winter ſhowres, 
Theſe fiyes are concht. . . - 

Tim. Come fermon meno further, 


| No villainous bouuty yet hath paſt my heart; 


Vnwiſely, not ignobly have I given. 
Why doſt thou weepe, canſtthou the conſcience lacke, 
To thinkel ſhall lacke friends : ſecure thy heart, 
IFI would broach the veſſels of my love, . 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men, and mens fortunes could I frankely uſe 
As I can bid thee ſpeake. 
Stew. Aſſurance blee your thoughts, 
Tim, And in ſome ſort theſe wants of mine are crown'd 
That F account them bleſſings. For by theſe 
Shall T try friends. You ſhall perceive 
How you miſtake my fortunes : 


AsI had leave of meancs. I am wealthy in my friends, - ' - 
Stew. You would not heare me 2 Within there, Flavin, Serviline ? t 
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- Thar thought is Bounries Foe ? 
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Enter three Servants 
Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 


Timon of Athens. 


Gentleman of Athens;thy very bountifull good Lordang 
Maſter ? 


Twm. I willdiſpatch youſeveraliy. 
You to Lord Lncims, to Lord Lucwi you, 1 hunted 
with his Honor to day; you to Sempronins; commend me 
to their loves, and 1 am proud ſay, that my occaſions 
have found rime touſe *cm toward a ſupply of mony: let 
the requeſt be fifty Talents. 

Flaw, As you have ſaid, my Lord. 2 

Stew. Lord Lucins and Lucullwe ? Humb. 

Tw. Goe youlir tothe Senators ; 

Of whom. even tothe States beſt health? I have 
Deſery'd this hearing ; bid *em {end o'th'inſtant 
A thouſaud Talents to me. 

Stew, I have beene bold 
( For that T knew it the moſt generall way ) 
To them, to uſe your Signet, and your Name, 
But they doe ſhake their heads, and I am heere 
No richer in returne- 

Tw. Is't true ? Can't be? | 

Stew. They anſwer ina joynt and corporate voyce, 

That now they are at fall, want Treaſure,cannot 
Doe what they would , are ſorry : you are Honourable, 
But yet they could have wiſht, they know not, 
Something hath beene amiſle ; a Noble Nature | 
May catch a wrench ; would all were well ; tis pitty, 
And ſo intending other ſerious matters, : 
After diſtaitefull lookes ; and theſe hard Fraftions 
With certaine halfe-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into Silence. 

Tim. You gods reward them : 

Prythee man looke cheerely. Theſe old Fellowes 
Have their ingratitude in them Hereditary : 

Their blood is cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldome flowes, 

Tis lacke of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 

And Nature, as 1t growes againe toward carth, 

Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 

Goe to Ventidins (prythce be not fad, 

Tho art true, and honeſt 3ingeniouſly I ſpeake, 

No blame belongs to thce : ) Yenridins lately 

Buricd his Father, by whoſe death he's ſtepp'd 

Into a great eſtate : when he was poore, x 
Impriton'd, and in ſcarſity of Friends, 

I cleer'd him with five Talents ; Greet him from me, 
Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceſlity 

Touches his Friend, which craves tobe remenbred 
With thoſe five Talents ; that had, give'ttheſe Fellowes 
To whom tis inſtant due. Neu'r ſpeake, or thinke, 
That Tzmons fortunes*mong his friends can ſinke, 

Stew. I would I could not thinke it; 
Being free it felfe, it thinkes all others ſo. Exeunt, 
Flaminins waiting 1 Seake with a Lord from bis Maſter, 

enters a ſervast to bim. 


Ser, T havetold my Lord of you, he is comming downe 
tO yon. 

Flam: I thanke you Sir. 

Emer Luculluas. 

Ser. Heres my Lord. 

Luc. One of Lard Timons men? A GiftTI warrant. 
Why this hits right : Idreampt of a Silver Baſon and 
Ewreto night. Flamimirns, honeſt Flaminins, you are ve- 
ry reſpeRively welcome fir, Fill me ſome Wine. And 
how does that honourable, Compleate, Free-hearted 


Flam. His health is well fir. 

Lee. Iam right gladthat his health is well fir ; ang 
What haſt thou there under thy Cloake,pretty Flaminzur? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
my Lords bebalfe; I come to intrear your honor to ſy 
ply : who having greatand. inſtant occaſion to uſe fifty 
Talents, hath ſent to your Lordſhipto furniſk him no- 
thing doubting your preſentaſſiitance therein, 

Luc. Lala, la, la : Nothing doubting ſayes he? Ahs 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman tis,if he would not keepe 
{ogooda houſe. Many a time and often I ha din'd with 
him, and told him on't,and come againe to ſupper to him 
of purpoſe,to have him ſpend lcfſe,and yet he wouldem- 
brace no counſeil,take no warning by my comming,eve. 
ry man has his fault,and honeſty is his.I ha told himon't, 
hut 1 could nere get him front. 

Enter Servant, with Wine. 

Ser. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, here ts the Wine. 

Lac. Flaminus, I have noted thee alwayes wale. 
Heres tothee. . 

Flam. Y our Lordſhip ſpeakes your pleaſure, 

Lacs. 1 have obſerved thee alwayes for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to reaſon;and canſt uſe the time well.if the 
time uſe thee well, Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir 
rah. Draw negrer honeſt Flamimins. Thy Lords aboun- 
tifull Gentleman, but thou art wiſe, and thou knowſt 
well enough (alchough thoucom'ſt to me) that this isno 
tive to lend money , eſpecially upon bare friend(hip 
without ſecurity. Heres three Soliders for rhee, good 
| ws winke at me, and fay thou ſaw'ſt menot, Farethee 
well. 

Flam. Ts'tpoſſible the world ſhould ſo much differ, 
And we alive that lived ? Fly damucd baſcnefle 
To him that worſhips thee. 

Luc. Ha? Now I fee thou art a Foole, and fitforthy 
Maſter. Exa# Lucullus, 

Fla,May theſe adde to the number that may ſcaldthee; 
Let multen Coyne be thy damnation, 

Thou diſeaſe of a friend, and nor humſelte : 

Has friendſhip ſuch a faintand milky heart, 

It turnes1n lefſe then two nights? O you gods ! 

I fecle my Maſters paſſion. This Slave untohis honor, 
Has my Lords meate in him : 

Why ſhould it thrive, and turne to Nutriment, 

When he is turn'd to poyſon ? 

O may Diſcaſesonely workeupon't : 

And when he's ſicke todeath, let nor that part of Nature 
hich my Lord paid for, be of any powre, 
To expell {ickneſle, but prolong his hower. 


! 


Exit: 


Enter Lyucims, with three Strangers. 

Luc, Who the Lord Timon? He is my very goodfriend | 
and an honourable Gentleman. 

1 We know him for noleſſe, though weare but ſtrar- 
gers to him. ButT can tell you one thing my Lord, at 
which I hearefrom common rumours, now Lord T9 
happy howres are doneand paſt, and hiseſtate ſhrinkes 
from him. | 7 

Luc. Fye no, doe not beleeve it; be cannot want for 
money. 

2 But belceve you this my Lord, that not long ag 
one of his men was with the Lord Luculw:,to borrow {0 


many Talents, nay urg'd extreamely for't, and _ : 
w 


a. Mime. 
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what neceſſity belong'd too't, and yet was deny'de, 

Luc. How ? 

2 I tell youy deny'de my Lord. | 

Luc. Whata ſtrange caſe was that? Now before the 
gods I am aſham'd on'r. Denyed that honourable man ? 
There was very little honour ſhew'd in. For my owne 
part, 1 muſt needs confeſle, 1 have recetv ed ſome ſmall 
kindnefles from him, as Money, Plate, Iewels, and ſuch 
like Trifles ; nothing comparingto his: yet had he mi- 
ſttooke him, and ſent to me, i ſhould ne're bave denicd his 
occalion io many Talents. 


Enter Servilits. 
Servil. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I have 
| ſyetto ſee his honor. My honor'd Lord. 
Luci. Servilixa ? You are kindly met fir. Farthewell, 


ry exquilite Friend. | 

Servil, May it pleaſe your Honor,my Lord hath ſent 

Luci. Ha ? what hashe ſent ? Iam ſo much endeered 
to that Lord; hes ever ſending ; how ſhall I chanke him 
think*it thou? And what has heſent now e 

Serv. Has onely ſent his preſent occaſion now my 
Lord: requeſting your Lordſhip to ſupply bis inſtant ule 
with ſo many Talents. | ; 

Lacs. I know his Lordſhip isbut merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents, 

Servil. But in the meane time he wants lefle my Lord, 
If his occaſion were not vertuous, 

I ſhould not urge it halfe ſo faithfully. 

Luc, Doſt thou ſpeake ſeriouſly Servilime, 

Sery, Vpon my loule tis true Str: 

Luc. W har a wicked Beaſt was I to disfurniſh my 
ſelfe againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha ſhewne 
my ſelfe honorable ? how unluckily it hapned, that I 
ſhould parchale cheiday before for alittle part,and undoe 
a great deale of honor? Servities, nov betore the gods I 
am not able to doe (che more bealt I ſay) I was ſending 
touſe Lord Timon my ſelte,theſe gentlemen can witneſle; 
but 1 would nor forthe wealth of Athens.I had don't now 
| Commend me bountifully to his good Lordſhip, and I 
hope his Honor will canceive the fairett of me, becauſe 
I have no power to be kind. And tell him this from me, 
Icount it one of my greatelt affli&ions ſay, that I cannot 
pleaſure ſuch an honorable Gentleman. Good Servilins, 
will you befriend 'me ſo farre,as to uſe mine owne words 
to him ? 

Serv. Yes (ir, I ſhall. Exit Servilits, 

Laci. Tie louke you out a good turne Serves, 
True as you faid, Timor.is ſhrunke indeed, 
And he thats once deny'd, will hardly ſpeed. 

I Doe you obſerve this Hofts/ius ? 

2 I;to well. 

I Why this is the worlds foule, 

And jalt ofthe ſame peece EL 
Isevery Flatterers ſport': who can call him his friend 
That dips in the ſame diſh ? For in my knowing 
Timon has bin this Lords Father, 

And kept his credit with his purſe : 

Supported his eſtate, nay Timons money 

Haspaid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes, 

But Tim0n; Silver treadsupon his Lip, 

And yer, oh ſee the monſtrouſnefle of man, . 

When he leokes out in an) ungratefull ſhape : 


Exit. 


He docs deny him (in reſpect of his) 


commend me ro thy honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 


f 


What charitable men affoord to Beggers. 
3 Religion grones at it. | 
I For mine owne part, I never taſted Timon in my life, 
Norcame any of his bounties over me, 
To marke me for his Friend. Yerl proteſt. 
For his right Noble mind, illuftrious Vercue, 
And honourable Carriage, 
Had his necellity made ute of me, 
I would have put my wealth into Donation, 
And the beſt half ſhould haue return'd to him, 
So mnch 1 love his heart : Butl perceive, 
Men muſt learne now with pitty todiſpence.. 
For policie ſits above Conſcience. Exeunt. | 
Enter a third ſervant with Sempronins, another 
of T imons Friends. 


Semp. Muſt he needs trouble me in't ? Hum. 
Bove all others? 
He might have tried Lord Laciw, or Luculs, 
And now Ventidins is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeemd from priſon. All theſe 
Owe their eſtates unto him. 
Ser. My Lord, 
They haveall bin rouch'd, and all are found Baſe-Mettle, 
For they have all denied him. | 
Semp. How ? have they denyde him ? 
Has Ventsa4/ts and Luculizs deny de bim, 
And docs he fend to me ? Three Humh ? 
It ſhewes but little love, or judgement in him. 
Muſt T be his laſt Refuge? his friend ; (Ike Phyſitians) 
That thriu'd, give him over. Muſt 1 rake th*Cure upon 
Has much diſgrac'd me in't, 'me angry at him, (me? 
That might have knowne my place. I fee no ſenſe for'r, 
But his occaſions might have wooed me firſt : 
For in my conſcience, I was the firik man 
That ere received gift from him. 
And does he thinke ſo backwardly of me now, 
That Ile requite it [alt ? No : 
So it way prove an Argument of Laughter 
To th'reſt, and *mongſt Lords'I be thought a Foole : 
Ide rather then the worth of thrice the ſumme, 
Had ſent tome firſt, but for my minds ſake : | 
Ide ſuch a courage to doc him good. But now returne, 
And with their faint reply, thisanſ\ver joyne ; 
Who bates mine honor, thall not know my Coyne, Exit, 
Ser. Excellent : Your Lorſhips a goodly Viliaine . the 
divell knew not what he did, when he made man Poli. 
ticke ; he croſſed himſclfe by't ; and I cannot thinke, but 
in the end,the villanics of man willtet him cleere. How 
fairely this Lord ſtrives to appeare toule ? Takes Vertu- 
ous Copics to be wicked ; like thoſe, that under hot ar- 
dent zeale, would ſet whole Realmes on tire,of ſuch a na» 
ture is his politike love. MS 
This was my Lords beſt hope, now allare fled 
Save onely the gods. Now hisfriends are dead, 
Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards 
Many a bounteous yeere, mult be imploy'd 
Now to guard ſure their Maſter : 
And this1s alla liberall courle allowes, 
W ho cannot keepe his wealth, mult keepe his houſe. Z'x. 


Enter Uarrs's man, meeting others, All Timons Creditors to 
wait for his comming out. Then enter Lucius | 
and Hortenſi1s. 


Var,man. Well met,go0d morrow Titze and Horrenfinr |: 
-" >" Fare © 
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Tit. The like to you kind Yarro. 
Hort. Lucius, what doe we mect together ? 
Lac. 1, and I thinks one buſinefſe do's command us all, 
For mine ismoney. 
Tit. So1s theirs, and ours. 
Emer Philotwe 
Luci. And fir Philotw too. 
Pbs. Good day at once. 
Luci. Welcome good Brother. 
W hat doe you thinke the houre ? 
Phil. Labouring for Nine, 
Luci. So much? 
Phil. Is not my Lord ſcene yet 3 
Luci. Not yet. 
Phil. I wonder or't, hewas wont to ſhine at ſeaven. 
Lacs. T, but the dayes are waxt ſhorter with him : 
You muſt conſider, that a Prodigall courſe 
Is like theSunnes, but notlike his recoverable, I feare: 
Tis deepeſt Winter in Lord Timozs purſe, that is: One 
may reach deepe enough, and yet find little. 
Phil. Tam of your feare, for that. 
Tir. Ile ſhew you howt obſerve a ſtrangeevent ; 
Your Lord {ends now for Money ? 
Hort. Moſt true, he does. 
Tit, And he weares Iewels now of Timons guift, 
For which I waite for money. 
Hort. It is againit my heart. 
Luci. Marke how ſtrange it ſhowes, 
Twmon inthis, ſhould pay morethen he owes : 
And e&'neas if your Lord ſhould wearerich Iewels, 
Ad ſend for money for 'em. 
Hort, T' me weary of this Charge, 
The gods can witneſle : 
I know my Lord hath ſpent of Timon: wealth, 
And now ingratitude, makes it worſe then ſtealth, 
Varro. Yes mine's three thouſand Crownes : 


Whats yours ? 


Luci. Five thouſard mine, 


Var, Tis much deepe, and it ſhould ſeeme by th'ſum 


Your Maſters confidence was above mine, 
Elſe ſurely his had equall' d. 
Enter Flaming, 
Tit, One of Lord Timons men. 
Luc, Flaminins ? Sir, a word :; Pray is my Lord ready 
to come forth ? 
Flam. No, indeed be 1s not. 
Tit. Weattend his Lordſhip ; pray ſigntfie ſo much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that, he knowes you are too 
diligent, 
Enter Stewardin a Cloake, muffled. 
Luci, Ha : is notthat his Steward muffled ſo ? 
He goesaway in a Clowd : Call him, call him. 
Tit. Doe you heare, fir ? 
2 Varro. By your leave, fir. 
Stew. What doe yeaske of me, my friend, 
Tit, We waite for certaine Money heere,fir. 
Stew. I, if Money wereas certaine as your waltings 
Twere ſure enough, 


») Why then preferr'd you not your ſummes and Billes 


When your falſe Maſterseate of my Lords meat ? 
Then'they would ſmile and fawne upon his debts, 

And take downe thintreſft into their glutt'nous Mayes. 
You doe your {clves but wrong, to ſtirre meup, 

Let me paſle quietly : 

Beleeve't, my Lord and have made an end, 

I have no moreto reckon, he to ſpend. 


—_ —_—_— 


| 
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Lac. I, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 


Stew. Ifttwill not ſetve, tis not ſo baſe as you, 


For you ſerve Knaves. 


I Varro, How? whatdoes his caſheer'd Worſhip mut. 
| ter? 

2 Varro, No matter what, he's poore, and thats re- 
venge enough. Whocan ſpeake broader, then he that 


has no houſe to put his head in? Such may ray] 
great buildings. 
Emer Servileus. 
. T*, Oh heres Servilizs; now we ſhall know 
Wer. 


Serv, If I might beſeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 


ſome other houce,I ſhould derive much fronrt. 


of my ſoule, my Lord leanes wondrouſly to diſconteg; 
his comfortable temper has forſooke him, hes much. 


of health, and keepes his Chamber. 


Luci» Many doe keepe their Chambers, are not ficke; 


And 1f 1t be ſo farre beyond his health, 
Me thinkes he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And makea cleare way to the gods. 
. Servil. Good gods. 
Ti. We caunot take this for anſwer, fir. 


Fleminins within, Serviliies helpe, my Lord, my Lord, 


Enter Ti«mo0% 11 4 rage. 


Tim. What,are my dores oppos'd againſt my paſſage? 


Have I binever free, and muſt my houſe 
Be my retentive Enemy ? My Goale ? 
The place which i have Feaſted, does it now 


(Like all Mankind) thew mean Iron heart? 


Laci. Putin now Titus. 

Tit, My Lord, heere is my Bill. 
Lncs, Heres mine. 

I Var. And mine, my Lord. 

2 Vary. And ours, tmy Lord, 
Phslo. All our Billes. 


Tim. Knocke medowne with em, cleave me to the 


Girdle. 
Luc. Alas my Lord. 
Tim, Cut my heart inſummes. 
Tit. Mine, fifcy Talents. 
Tim. Tell out my bloud. | 
Luc. Fivethouſand Crownes, my Lord. 
Tim. Fivethouſand drops payes thar, 
What yours ? and yours ? 
1 Var. My Lord: 
2 Yar. My Lord. 
Tim. Tcare me, take rne, and the gods fall up 


Exit Timon. 

Hoyt. Faith I perceive our Maſters may throw their 
capsat their money,theſe debts may well be call'd delpes” | 
rate ones, for a madman owes em. 


Enter Timon. 


Tim, They have ene put my breath from me the 
ſlaves. Creditors? Divels. 


Stew. My deere Lord. | 
Tim, What if it ſhould be ſo? 
Stew, My Lord. 

Timm. Ile have it ſo. My Steward ? 
Stew. Heere my Lord. 


Tim. So fitly ? Goe, bid all my Friends againe, 


Lacins, Lucullue add Semprovins : All, 
He once more feaſt the Raſcals. 


Stew. O my Lord, you onely ſpeake from your diſtra- 
Red ſoule ; there's not ſo much lefcto furniſh out a mo» 


derate Table. 


II mm 


e again(t 


ſome an- 


For tak't 


on you" 


Exennt. 


| 
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| Tim. Beit not jn thy care : ; : 
Goe I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaves once more:ay Cookeand Ileprovide.Exeun, 


Enter three Seizators at one doore, Alcibiades meeting them, 
| with Attendants. 
1 Sex. My Lord, you have my voyce, too't, 
The faults Blondy z _ 
Tis neceſſary he ſhould dye; | 
Nothing imboldensfinne ſo much, as Mercy. 
2 Moſt true; the Law ſhall bruiſe em, 
eli. Honor, health, and compaſſion to the Senate, 
I Now Captaine. 
Alcs. I am an humble Sntor to your Vertues ; 
For pitty is the vertue of the Law, _ 
And none but Tyrantsuſe it cruelly. 
It pleaſes time and Fottune to lye heavy 
Vpona Friend of mine, who in hot blood | 
Hath ſtept into the Law : whichis paſt depth 
To thoſe that ( without heed ) doe plundge intoo't. 
Heisa Man (ſetting his Fate afide)of comely Vertues, 
| Nor did he ſoyle the fa& with Cowardice. 
(And honour in him, which buyes out his fault) 
Bur witha Noble Fury, and faire ſpirit,. 
Secing his Reputation touch'dto death, 
He did oppole his Foe ; 
And with tuch ſober and unnoted paſſion 
He did behoove his anger ere twas ſpent, 
As if he had butproV'd an Argument. 
1 Sen. You undergoe too ſtrift a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deedlooke faire z 
Your words have tooke ſuch paines, as they labourd 
To bring Mad-ſlaughter into forme, and ſet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour z which indeed 
ls Valour miſ-begot, and cameinto the world, 
When Sets, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hes truly Valianty that can wiſely ſuffer 
' The worſt that man can breath, 
| And make his wrongs, his Out-ſides, - 
| To weare them like his Rayment, careleſlely, 
And ne're preſerre his injuries to his heart, 
Tabring itinto danger. . 
If wrongs be evills, and inforce us kill, 
What Folly tis, to hazard life for ill, 
Alci, My Lord. 
1 Sex. You cannot make groſſe ſinnes looke cleare, 
Torevenge 1s no Valour, bat to beare- 
Alti. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me. 
If I ſpeake like a Captaine, 
Why doe fond men expole themſelves to Battell, 
And not endure all threats? glcepe upon't, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy ?lf there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That ſtay at home, if Bearing carry it : 
And the Afſe, more Captainethen the Lyon ? the fellow 
Toaden with Irons, wiſer then the Indge? 
If Wiſedome be in ſuffering. Oh my Lords, 
AS you are great, be pittifully good, 
Who cannot condemne rathnefle in cold blood ? 


But in defence, by Mercy,tis moſt juſt. 
Tobein Anger, is impicty : 
But whois Man, that is not Angry.' 


.. 2 Sen. You breathia vaine. 

Alci. Tnvaine ? 
His ſervice done at Lacedemon, and Bizantium,' 
Were a ſuificient briber for his life. 

I Yhat's that? | Ob 

Ales. Why I fay my Lords ha's done faire ſervice, 
And ſlaine in fight many of your enemies ; 
How fall of valour did he beare himſclfe 
In the laſt Conflict, and made plenteous wounds ? 

2 He has made too much plenty with em 
Hes a {worne Riotor, he has a ſinne 
Thatoftendrownes him, andtakes his valour priſoner, 
If there were no Fots, chat were enough 
To overcome him. 1n that Beaſtly fury, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And cherriſh Factions. Tis inferr'd to us, 
His daycs are foule, and his drinke drangerous. 

I Hedyes 

Alci, Hard fate : he might have dyed in warre.' 
My Lords, if not forany parts in him, .-* | 
Though his right arme might purchaſe his owne time 
And be in debt to none: yet more to moye you. 
Take my deſerts to his,and joyne em both. 
And for I know, your reverend Ages love Security, 
Ile pawne my Victories, all my honoursto you, 
Vpon his good returnes. "I 
If by this Crime, he owesthe Law his life, 
Why let the Waare receive'tin valiant gore, 


| For Law is {tri&; and Warre is nothing more, 


t Wearefor Law, hedyes, urge it no more = 
On height of our diſpleaſure : Friend, or Brother, 
He forfeits his owne blood, that fpilles another, 


OL rr—e— nn n———_—_ 


To kill, I grant, is finnes extreameſt Guſt, | | 


Alcs. Muſt it be ſo? It muſtnoet bee : 
My Lords, I doe beſeech you know me. 
2 How® | 
eAlci, Call me to your remembrences. 
3 What. h 
Alci. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 
It could not elſe be, I ſhould prove ſo bace, 
To ſueand be deny'de ſuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 
T Doe you dare our anger ? 
Tis few words, but ſpacious in effect, 
We baniſh thee forever. 
Alci, Bamiſh me? _. 
Baniſh your dotage, baniſÞ/ uſury, 
That makes the Senare ugly. | 
1 Ifafter two dayes ſhine, Athens containe thee, 
Attend our waightier Iudgement, 
And not to ſwell our Spirit. 
He ſhall beexecuted preſently. 
Alcj. Now the gods keepe you old cnough, 


Exennt, 


- That you may live 
- Onely in bone, that none may looke on you. 


I'm worſe then mad : I have kept backetheir Foes 
While they havetoid their Money, and ler out 
Their Coyne upon large intereſt. I my ſelfe, 


Richonely in large hurts. Allthoſe, for this? 


Is this the Balſome, that the uſuring Senat 
Powres into Captaines wounds? ha Baniſhment. 
It comes not ill : I hate not to be baniſht, 

It is a cauſe worthy my Spleene and Fury, 

That I may ſtrike at Athens. Ile cheere up 

My diſcontented Troopes, and lay for hearts ; 
Tis honour with moſt Lands to be at ods, 


Weigh but the Crime with this: 


Souldiers ſhould brooke as little wrongs as gods, 
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Enter divers Friends at ſeverall doores. 


I The good time of day to you, fir. & 
2 1 Mo with itto you; I thinke this honourable Lord 


| did but try us this ocher day- 


1 Vpon that were my thoughts tyring when we en- 
countred. I hope it is not ſo low with him as he made 1t 
ſeeme inthetriall of his ſeverall Friends. 

2 It ſhould not be, by the perſwalion of his new Fea- 


ng ſhould thinke ſo: He hath ſent we an earneſt 1n- 
viting, which many my neere occaſionsdid urge me to 
put off : but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and 1 
muſt needs appeare. . 

2 Inlike manner wasI indebt to my importunat bu- 
fineſſe, but he would not heare my excuſe. | am ſorry, 
when he ſent to borrow of mee, that my Proviſion was 
ont, 

x Iam ſickeof that griefe too, as I underfland how all 
things goe. 

2 Every man heares ſo : what would he have borrow- 
wed of you ? 

I A thouſand Peeces. 

2 Athouſand Peeces ? 

1: What of you? 

2 He (entto me fir————Heere hie comes. 


Enter Timon and Attendands. 

Tim. Withall my heart Gentlemen both ; 2nd how 
farcyou? 

I Everatthe beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip. 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more wyling, 
then we your Lordſhip, 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, ſuch Sum- 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
compence this long ſtay : Feaſt your cares with the Mu- 
ſicke a while : if they will fare ſo harſhly o'th Trumpets 
ſound. we ſhall too'c preſently. : 

1 I hope it remainsnot unkindly with your Lordſhip, 
that TI return'd you an empty Meſſenger. 
Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you, 
2 My Noble Lord. 
Tm. Ah my good friend, what cheere 3 
The Banket brought in. 

2 My moſt honorable Lord,I am e'ne fickeof ſhame, 
that when your Lordſhip the other day ſent to me,I was 
ſo unfortunate a Begger. 

Tiwm. Thinke not on't, ſir. 

2 If you had ſent but two houres before. 

Tim. Let itnot camber your better remembrance. 
Come bring in alltogether. 

2 Allcover'd Diſhes. 

1 Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubt notthat, if money and the ſeaſon can yeild it 

I Howdoe you? Whats the newes? 

3 Alcibiades1s baniſh'd : here you of it. 

Both. Alcibiades baniſh'd ? 

3 Tis ſo, be ſure of it. 

r How ? How? 

2 I pray you upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy Friends, willyondraw.neere ? 

3 lletell you moreanon, Here's a Noble feaſt toward 

2 Thisis the old man ſtill, 

3 Wilt hold > Wilt hold ? 

2 Itdoes . buttime will, and ſo. 


A ———— 


| 3 I doe conceive. : 
Tim. Ezch man to his ſtoole, with that ſpurre as hee 


coule, ere we canagree upon the firſt place. Sar, fir, 
The gods require our Thankes. 
Yon great Benefatlers, ſprinkle our Society with Tharke. 


reſerve 5141] to pive, leaſt your Deities be defpiſed. Lend each 
man enough, that one neede not lend to another, For were your 
Goaheads to borrow of men men would forſake the gods. Make 
the CMeate be beloved, more then the Man that givesit, Let 
0 Aſſembly of Twenty, be without a ſcore of Villaines. If there 
fit twelve Women at the Table, let a dozen of them be as 1 
| are, Thereft of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of Athens, 
together with the common legge of People, what ut amiſe in 
them, you Gods, make (uteable for deſtrattion. For theſe my 
preſent Friends,as they are to me nothing, ſoin nothing bleſe 
them, and to nothing arethey welcome. 
Vncover Dogges, and lap, | 
Some Speaks. What doe's his Lordſhip meane ? 
Seme other. Tknow not. 
Tim, May youa better Feaſt never behold 
You knot of Mouth-friends: Smoke, andluke warme 
Is your perfection. This is T 5mons laſt, 
W ho ſtucke and ſpangled you with flatreries, 
Waſhes i: off, and {prinkles in your faces 
Your reeking villany. Live leath'd, and long 
Mot ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted Paraſites, 
Curtcous deſtroyers,affable Wolves, mecke Beares : 
You fooles of fortune, Trencher-friends, Time flyes, 
Cap and knee Slaves, vapours, and Minute Iackes 
Of Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 
Cruſt you quiteo're, Whatdo'ſt thou goe ? 
Sofr, take thy Phyſicke firſt ; thou too, and thou ; 
Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none. 
What ? All in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaſt, 
W hereat a Villaine's nota welcome Gueſt: 
Burne houſe, ſinke Athens, henceforth hatred be 
Of Ti-mn,Man, and all humanity. 


Enter the Senators, with other Lords. 


1 How now, my Lords? | 

2 Know you the quality of Lord 7 5mons fury ? 

3 Puſh, did you ſee my Cap? 

4 TI haveloſt my Gowne. 

I Hes buta mad Lord,and nought but humors ſwaies 


him. He gave mea lewell th'other day, and now he has 
beate it out of my hat. 


| Did you ſee my Iewell ? 

2 Did you ſee my Cap. 

3 Heeretis. | 

4 Heerelyes my Gowne. 

1 Lets make no ſtay. 

2 Lord Timons mad. 

3 I fee'|t upon my bones. 

4 One day he giues us Djamonds, next day ſtones- 
 Exeum the Senators, 


Enter T5m0%. 


Tim. Let me looke backe upon thee. Othou Wall 
Thar girdles in thoſe Wolves, dive in the carth, 
And fence not Athens. Mutrons, turne incontinent, 
| Obedience fayle in Children : Slavesand Fooles 


(water 


would tothe lip of his miſtris:your dyerſhal be in alph. | 
cesalike. Make not a City Feaſt of it, to let the meat 


fmlneſſe. For your owne gutſts, make your ſelves praw'd: But 


Exit, | 


j 


Plucke 


So 


PEE 


Timon of eAthens, 
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Plucke the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench 
And miniſter intheir ſeeds, to generall Filthes. | 
Convert oth'inltant greene Virginity, | 
Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold faſt . 
Rather then render backe ; out with-your Knives, 
And cut your Truſters throates. Bound Servants, ftcale, 
Large-handed Robbers your grave Maſtersare, 
-And pill by Law: Maide to thy Maſters bed," 

Thy Miftris is o'th Brothell. Sonne of {ixteene, 
Piucke chelyn'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire, : 
With it, beate out his Braines. Piety, and feare, 
Religion to the gods, Peace, Iuſtice, Truth, 
Domeſticke awe, Night-reſt, and Neighbour-hood, 
Inſtruction, Manners, Myſteries, and Trades, 
Degrees, Obſervances; Cuſtomes, and Lawes, 
Decline to your contounding contraries. 

And yet Confuſion live : Plagues incident to men, 
Your potent and infetious Feavors, heape 

On Athe:15 ripe for {troke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may halt 

As lamely as their Manners, Luſt and liberty 
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth; 
Thar gainſt the (treame of Vertue they may ſtrive, 
And drowae themſelves in Riot. Itches, Blaines, 
Sowe all th' Athenian buſomes, and their crop 

Be generall Leproſie : Breath, infect breath, 


| That their Society (as their Friendſhip) may 


Be meerely poyſoun. Nothing Lle beare from thee 
But nakednefle , thou deteſtable Towne. 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes : 
Timon will tothe Woods, where he ſhall find 
Th'unkindeſt Beaſt, more kinder then Mankind. 
The gods confound (heare me you good godsall) 
Th Athenians both within and out that Wall : 
And graunt as T:men growes, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen. Exit. 
Enter Steward wth two or three Servants. 


t Heare you Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter? 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining ? 
Stew, Alacke my fellowes, what ſhouid I ſay to you ? 


| Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 


Iam as poore as you. 
1 Sucha houſe broke ? 
$0 Noblea Maſter falne, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the arme, 
And goe along with him. 
2 As we doeturne our backes 
From our Companion, throwne into his grave, 
So his Famihars to his buried Fortunes | 
Slinke all away teave their falſe vowes with him 
Like empty purſes pickt. and his poore ſ(clfe 
A dedicated Beggar tothe Ayre, 
Yith his diſeaſe, of all ſhunn'd poverty, + - | 
Walkes likes contempt alone. More of our Fellowes. 
Enter other Servants, 
Stew, All broken Implements of aruin'd houſe, 
3 Yet doe our hearts weare T5mons Livery, 
That ſee I by our Faces : we are Fellowes ftill, w 
&rvingalike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our Barke, 
And we poore Mates, ſtand on thedying Decke, 
Hearing the Surges threat z we muſt all part 
Into this Sea of Ayre. 


- 


| Thelateſt of my wealth Ile ſhare amoneſt you. 
here ever we ſhall meete, for 7imons ſake, _ 
Ler's yet be Fellowes, Lets ſhake our heads; and ſay 
AsStwere a Knell unto our Maſters Fortunes; 
We have ſcene better dayes. Let each take ſome ; 
Nay putoutall your hands: Not one word more; 
Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poore: 
| Embrace and yart ſeveral wayes. 
Oh the fierce wretchedneſſe that glory bring us ! 
Who would not wiſh tobe from wealthexempr,' 
Since Riches point to Miſery and Contempt ? 
Who would beſo mock'd with glory, or tolive 
But in a Dreame of Friendſhip, 
To have his pompe, and all what ſtate compounds, 
But onely painted like his varniſht Friends : 
Poore honeſt Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart, 
V ndone by goodnefle: Strange unuſuall blood, 
W hen mans worſt ſinne is, he do's too inuch Good. 
Whothen daresto be halfe ſo kind agen ? 
For Bounty that makes gods, doe ſtill marre Men, 
My ceerelt Lord, bleſt to be moſt accurft, 
Rich onely to be wretched; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy chiefe Afflitions. Alas (kind Lord) 
Hes flung in Rage from this ingratecfall Seate 
Of monſtrous Friends: 
Nor his he with hin toſupply his life, 
Or that which can commandait : 
Ile follow and enquire him our. 
Ie ever ſerve his minde, with my beſt will, | 
Whilſt I have gold, Ile be his Steward till, Exit, 
Enter Timon in the Woods. 


T i*m. O bleſſed breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : betow thy Siſters Orbe 
Infe& the ayre- Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
Whole procreation, reſidence, and birth, ' 
Scarſe is dividant ; touch them with leverall fortunes, 
The greater {cornes the leſſer. Not Nature 
(To whom all ſores lay ſiege) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 
Raiſe me this Begger, and deny't that Lord, 
The Senators ſhall beare contempt Hereditary, 
The Begger Natiue honor. 
Tt is the Paſtor Lords, the Brothers ſides, 


In purity of Manhood ſtand upright 

And fay, this mans a flatterer. If one be, . 

Soarethey all : for every grize of fortune 

Is ſmooth'd by that below. The Learncd pate 
Duckesto the Golden foole. Alls obliquy ; 

Theres nothing levell in our curied Natures 

Burt dired villainy. Therefore be abhorr'd, 

All Feaſts, Socicties, and Throngs of men. 

His ſemblable, yea himſelfe Timon diſdaines, 
Deſtruction phang mankind,Earth yecld me Rootes, 
Who ſeckes for better of thee, ſawce his pallate 

With thy moſt operant Poyſon. What is heere ? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 

Nogods, Iamnoidle Votariſt, 

Roots youcleere Heavens. Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white ;-fowle, faire; wrong, right ; 

Baſe, Noble 3 Oid, young ; Coward, valliant. 

Ha you gods ! why this? what this you gods ? why this 


The want that makes him leane : who dares? who dares 


Will lugge your Prieſts and Seryantsfrom your fides: | 


| 


—_— 


| Stew, Good fellowes all. 


Plucke ſtout mens pilloyes from below the heads. 


—O—_— 


— _—_—— "—_—_ 


— 
% 


This yellow Slave, 

Will knit and breake Religions, blefſe th'accurſt, 

| Make the hoare Leproſic ador'd, place Theeves. 
And give them Title, knee, and approbation 
With Senators onthe Bgach ? This is it 

That makes the wappen'd Widdow wed againe; 
Shee, whom the Spittle-houſc, and vicerous ſores, 


Timon of Athens. 


—_— 


Would caſt the gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices 
To'tfAprill day againe. Come damn'd Earth," 

Thou common whore of Mankind, that puttes oddes 
Among the rout of Nations, I will makethee. 

Doe thy right Nature. March afarre off. 
Ha 2 ADrumme? Thrart quicke, | 

But yer Ile bury tee: Thou't goc (Rrong Theefe)., 
When Gowty keepers of thee cannot ſtand : 


I have bur little Gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof, doth dayly make revolt 


How curſcd Athens, mindlefle of thy worth, 
But for thy. Sword and Fortune trod uponthem. 


I hadratherbealone. 
 Alci. Why farethee well : 
Heere is ſome gold for thee. 
Tm, Keepe 1t,I cannot eat it. 


Tim, Warrt thou,gainſt Athens« 


Nay ſtay thou out for carneſt. 


Enter Alcibiades with Drumme and Fift mn warlike manner 
and P hrynia, and Timanara. 


Ales. W hat art thou there ? ſpeake. 

Tim. A beaſt asthou art, The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For ſhewing me againe the eyes of man, 

Alci, W hat isthy name ? Is man ſo hatefall to thee, 


| Thatart thy ſelfea Man ? 


Tim, IT am ſan thropos, and hate Mankind. 
For thy part, I doe with thou wert a dogge, 
That I m!ghtlove thee ſomething, 
Alci. I know thee well : 
But in thy Fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange, 
Tim. I know theeto, and more then that I know thee 
I not defire toknow, Follow thy Drumme, 


| With mane blood paint the ground Gules, Gules : 


Religious Cannons, civill Lawes are cruell, 
Then what ſhould warre be ? This felt whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deſtruction then thy Sword, 
For all her Cherabin looke. 

Phrin, Thy lips rot off. 

Tim. I willnot kiſſe thee, then the rot returnes 
To thine owne ljppes againe. 

eAlci. How came the Noble 7 *mon to this change ? 

Tim. Asthe Moone doe's, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew I could not like the Moone, 
There were no Sunnes to borrow of. 

Alci. Noble Timon, whar friendſhip may I doethee ? 

Tim, None, butro maintaine my opinion. 

Alci. What is it Timon? 

Tim. Promiſe me Friendſhip, but performe none. 

If thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
arta man : ifthou do'ſt performe, confound thee, for 
thou art a man. 

Ali. T have heard in ſome ſort of thy Miſcries. 

Tim. Thou ſaw(t them when I had proſperity. 

eAti. Iſcethem now, then wasa bleſſed time. 

Tim, As thineisnow, held with a brace of Harlots. 

Timan. Isthisth'Athenian Minion, whom the world, 
Voyc'd fo regardfully ? 

Tim. Artthou Timandra?* Taman. Yes. 


give themdiſcaſcs,leaving with thee their Luſt. Make 


Bathes, bring downe Roſe-checkt youth to the Fubfaſt, 
| and the Diet. | | 
_  Timan. Hang thee Monſter, 


Alcs. Pardon him ſweet Timazars, for his wits 


| Aredrown'dand loſt in his Calamites. 


uſe ofthy ſalthoures, ſeaſon the ſlaves for Tubbes and | 


Alci. 1 Timon, and have cauſe. 


And thee after, when thou haſt Conquer'd. 
Alc* Why me, Timon? 
-7 im, Thatby killing of Villaines 
Thou was't borne to conquer my Country. 


Be as a Plannetary plague, whom Iove - 


In the ſicke ayre : let not thy ſword skip one . 
Pitty not honour'd Age for his white Beard, 


It 1s her habite onely, that is honeſt, 
Her ſclfesa Bawd. Let notthe Virgins checke 


——_—_ 


Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
. Thinke it a Baſtard, whom the Oracle 


Put Armour on thine eares, and an thineeyes, 


Make large confuſion : and thy fury ſpent, 


me, not all thy Counſell. 


thee. 


Your Aprons mountant ; you are not Othable, 
Although I know you'll ſweare, terribly ſweare 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly Agues 
He truſt to your Cenditions, be whores {i1ll. 


Be ftrong in Whore, allure him, burne him up, 


| | Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, 
Tim. Bea whore ſtill, they love thee notthat uſe thee, j 


And be no turne-coats : yet may your paines fix 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch 


(Some that were hang'd) no matter : , 
Wearethem, betray withthem ; Whore till, 


Painttill a horſe may myre upon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles. 
E Both. Well, more Gold, whartthen? 


——{ 


In my penurious Band. I have heard and greey'd 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ſtates 
T «mn, I prethee beate thy Drum, and get thee gone. | 


Alci. Tamtby Friend, and pity thee deere 7 won, 
Tim. How doeſt thou pitty him whom thou doſt tro 


Alci, When I have laid proud Athens on a heape. 


Tim. The gods confound them all inthy Conqueſt, 


Put up thy Gold. Goon, heeres Gold, goc 013 


Will ore ſome high-Vic'd City, hang his poyſon 
He 1s an Vſurer. Strike me the counmterfet Matrong 
Make ſoft thy trenchant Swerd: for thoſe Milke pappes 


That through the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 


But ſet them down horrible Traitors.Spare not the Babe 
W hoſe dimpled ſmiles from Fooles exhauſt their mercy; 


Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe. Sweare againſt Obzets, 


Whoſe proofe, nor ycls of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes 
Nor ſight of Prieſts in holy Veſtments bleeding, 
Shall ptercea jot. Theres Gold to pay thy Souldicrs. 


Counfounded be thy ſelfe. Speake not, be gone — _. 
Alci. Haſtthougold yet, Ile takethe gold thou giyelt 


Tim. Doſt thou or doſt thou not, Heavens curſeupon | 
Beth, Give us ſome Gold good Timon, haſt thou more? 


Tim. Enoughto make a W hore forſweare her Trade, 
And to make Whores, a Bawd. Hold up you Sluts 


Th'immortall gods that heare you. Spare your Oathes: 


And he whoſeptous breath ſeekes to convert you, | 


Yourpoorethin Roofcs withburthens of the dead, 


ble, 


i 


mouths 


Bclecve't | 
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Beeeve't that wee'l do any thing for Gold. By that which ha's undone thee; hindge thy knee, * |} 
Tim. Conſumptions ſowe | And ler his very breath whom thou'lt obſerve 
In hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharpe ſhinnes, Biow of thy Cap : praiſe his moſt vicious ſtraine, | 
And marre mens ſpurring.Cracke the Lawyers voyce, And call it exellent : thou waſt told thus : | | 
hit he may never more falſe Title pleade, Thou gav'ſt thine eares (like Tapſters, that bid welcome) | 
Nor ſound his Quillets ſhrilly ; Hoare the Flamen, To Knaves, and all approachers: Tis moſt iuſt | 
That ſcold'ſt againſt the quality of fleſh, That thou turne Raſcali, had*ftthou wealth againe, 
And not beleeves himſelfe. Downe with the Noſe, { Raſcalls ſhould have't, Do not aſſume my likencſle, 
Downe with it lat, take the Bridge quite away Tie, Where I like thee, I'de throw away my ſelfe. 
Of him, that his particular to foreſee (bald eſpe. Thou halt caſt away thy ſelfe,being like thy ſelfe 
Smels from the generall weale. Make curld'pate Ruffians | A Madman fo long, now a Foole: what think'ſt 
And let the unſcarr*dBraggarts of the Warre Thatthe bleake ayre, thy boyſterous Chamberlaine 
Deriue ſome paine from you: Plagveall, Will putthy ſhict on warme? Will theſe moyſt Trees, 
That your Activity may defeate and quell That have out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heeles | 
The ſourſe of all Eretion. There's more Gold, And skip when thou poiar't our? Will the cold brooke 
Doyou damne others, and let this damne you, Candicd with Ice, Cawdlethy Morning taſte 
Andditches grave you all: | To cure thy o're-nights ſurfer ? Call the Creatures, | 
Both. More counſeil with more Money , bounteous | W hoſe naked Natures liven all theſpight | 
Timon. Of wrekefull Heaven, whoſe bare unhouſed Trunkes, | 
Tim. More whore; more Miſcheefe firſt, I have given | Totheconflicing Elements expas'd 
you earneſt. Anſwer meere Nature : bid them flatter thee. 
Alc, Strike up the Drum towardes Athens, farewell | O thou ſhalt finde. I 
Timo? : if I thrive well, Ile uiſit thee againe. Tim. A Foole of thee : depart. 
| - Tim. If Thope well, Ile never {cethee more, Ape. I lovethe better now, then ere I did. 
eAlc. I never did the barme. Twn. lhate thee worſe, | 
Tim. Yes, thon {pok'{t well of me. eApe. Why? 
Ale, Call'it thou thatharme ? Tim, Thou flatter'ſt miſery. 
Tim. Men dayly finde it,Get theeaway, / Ape. I flatter not,but ſay thou arta Caytifte. 
And take thy Beagles withthee, ( Tim, Why do'{t thou {ceke me our # 
Alc. We but oftend him, ftrike. | Exennt. Ape. To vex thee. 
Tm. Tha: Nature bring ficke of mans unkindneſle Tim, Alwaies a Villaines Orhice, or a Fooles. 
Should yet be hungry: Common Mother, thou Dot pleaſe thy ſelfein't ? 
Whoſe wombe vnmeaſureable, and infinite breſt Ape. 1. + 
Teemes and feedsall: whoſe ſelfeſame Metetle Tim. What, a Knave too ? 
Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puft, e-4pe. -If thou did'ſt putthis ſowrecold habit on 
Engenders the blacke T oad, and Adder blew, To caltigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou | 
The gilded Newt, and eyeleſle venom'd Worme, Doſt it enforcedly : Thou'd{t Countier be againe | 
With all th*abhorred Births below Critpe Heaven, Wert thou no: Beggar: willing miſery 
| Whereon Hyperion< quickning fire doth ſhine: Our-lives : in certaine pompe, 15 crown'd before : 
| Yeeld him,w ho ailthe humane Sonnes do hate, | The one is filling ſtil, never complear : | 
From foorth thy plentious boſome,one poote roote: The other, at high wiſh : beſt ſtate Contentleſle, | 
Enſearethy Fertile ard Conceptions wembe, Hath a diſtrated and moſt wretched being, | 
[« irno more bring out ingratefull man. Worſethen the worlſt, Content. | 
Goe great with Tygers: Dragons, Wolues, and Beares, | Thou ſhouid'ſt defire todye, being miſerable. | 
| Teeme with new Monſters, whom thy upward face . . Tim. Notby his breath, that is more miſerable, 
|Hathro the Marbled Manſionall above Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tenderarme 
Never preſented. O,a Root, deare thankes - With favour never claſpt : but bred a Dogge. 
Dry up thy Marrowes, V ines, and Plough-torne Leas, Had'ſt thou like us from our fir{t ſwath proceeded, 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licourith draughts The ſweet degrees that this breete world affords, | 
And Morſels Vntious, greaſes his pure minde, To ſuch as may the paſlive drugges of it | 
That from it all Contideration ſlippes Freely command'ſt : thon would'it have plung'd thy ſelfe 
| — EntereApemantiie In generall Rior, melted downe thy youth 
More man ? Plague, plague. In different beds of Luſt, and never learn'd | 
4je, 1 was directed hither. Men report, The Icie precepts of reſpect, but followed | 
| Thoudoſi ae my Manners, and doſt uſe them. Tye gugred pame before thee. But my (elte, | 
| Tim. 'Tis then, becauſe thou doſ nor keepe adogge - 4 Who had the world as my ConfeQionary, 
bom 1 would imitate, Conſumption catchthee. The mouthes, the tongues, theeyes,and bearts of men, 
Ape. This is intheea Nature but infected, At duty more then I could frame employments ; f 
apooreunmanly Melan choly ſprung { That numberleſſe upon the ſtucke, as leaves 
From change of future, Why this Spadezthis place? Doon the Oake, have with one Winters bruſh | 
| This Slave like Habit, and theſe lookesof Care ? Fell from their boughes, and left me opev bare, 
by Flatterers yet weare Silke, drinke W ine,lye ſofs, | For every ſtorme that blowes. I to beare this, 
ugge their diſeaſed Perfumes, and have forgot { That never knew but better, isſume burthen : _ 
tever 7 smon was, Shame not theſe Woods, Thy Nature, did commence inſuferance, Time | 
/ putting onthe cunning of a Carper. Hath made the hard in't. Why ſhould'ſt thou hate Men? | 
| Kthou a Flatterer now, and ſecke to thrive | They never flatter'd thee. wa baſt thou given? Fl 
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If thou wilt curſe: thy Father(that poore ragge) 
Muſt be thy ſubie@ ; who in ſpight put ſtuffe 
To ſome ſhee-Begger, and compounded thee 
Poore Rogve, hereditary. Hence be gone, 

If thou hadſt not beene borne the worlt of men, 
. Thou hadſt bene a Knave and Flatterer* 

Ape. Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim, I,that Iam not thee. 

Ape. 1, that I wasno Prodigall. 

Tm, 1, that I am onc now. 

Wereall the wealth I have ſhut up inthee, 
id give the leave to harge it. Get the gone - 
That the wholelife of Athens were in this, 
Thus would I eate it. | 

Ape, Heere, I will mend thy feaſt. 

Twm.. Firſt mend thy company, takeaway thy ſelfe, 

Ape. So 1 ſhallmend mine owne, by thviacke of thine 

Tim. 'Tis notwell mended fo, it is but botcht; 

If not, I wouldit were. 

Ape. W hat would'ſt thou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlewind :1f thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have Gold, looke, 1o I have. 

Ape. Heereis nouſe for Gold. 

Tim. The beſt, and truclt : 

For here it {leepes, and do's no hyred harme. 
Ape. Where lyeſt a nights 7imon ? 

Tw. Vnder that's above me. | 
W here feed'ſt thou a- dayes Apemaning ? 

Ape. Where wy ſtomacke findes meate, or rather 
whereTecate ir. : 

7im.Would poyſon were obcdient,and knew my mind 

Ape. Where woald'it thou fend tt ? 

Te. To ſawce thy diſhes. 

Ape. The middle of Humanity thou never kneweſt, 
but the extremity of both ends. When thou walt in thy 
. Gilt, and thy Perfume , they mockt thee for too much 
Curioſity : is thy Ragges thou knowelt none, but art de- 
ſpis'd for the contrary. Ther's a medler for thee, cate it. 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not» 

Ape. Do'{t hate aMedler ? 
Tn, Ithough itlookelikethee. | 

Ape. And th'had(t hated Medlers ſooner,thou ſhould'ſt 
haveloved thy ſelfe better now. What mandidd'{t thou 
ever know unthrift, that was beloved after his meanes ? 

Tim. Who without thoſe meanes thou talk of, didſt 
thou ever know belov'd ? | 

Ape. My lcife. 

Tim. I underſtand thee : thou had'ſt ſome meanesto 
keepe a Dogge. 

Apem. What+things in the world canſt thou neereſt 
compare tothy Flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neereſt, but men: men are the things 
themſelves, What would'ſt thou do with the world 4- 
pemantms, if it lay in thy power ? 

Ape. Give itthe Beaſts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim, Would'lt thou have thy ſelfe fall inthe confuſion 
of men, and remaine a Beaſt with the Beaſts. 

Apes. I Timon. 

Tim, A beaſtly Ambition, which the Goddes grant 
thee Cattaine to, If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee -: if thou wertthe Lambe, the Foxe would 
eate thee : ifthou wert the Fox, the Lion would ſuſpe&t 
thee, when peradventure thou wert accus'd by the Ae : 
If thou wert the Afe, thy dulnefle would torment thee : 
and ſtill thou liu'dſt but as a Breakefaſt tothe Wolfe. If 


thou wert the Wolte, thy greedinefle would affli thee, 


| 


f 


| 


} 


| 


and oft thou ſhold*ſt hazard thy life for thy dinner, Wert 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound 
thee, and make thine owne {elfe the conqueſt of thy fury, 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would'ft be kill'd by the Horſe: 
wert thou a Horſe, thou would'ſt be ſeaz'd by the Leo- 
pon : Wert thou a Leopard, thon wert Germanetothe 

10n, and the ſpottes of thy Kindred, were Iurors on t 
life. All thy ſafety were remotion, andthy defenceab- 
ſence. What Beaſt could'ſt thou bee, that were not ſub. 
jed toa Beaſt 2 and what a Beaſt art thou already, that 
ſeeſt notthy loſſe in transformation. 

Ape. If thou could'ſt pleaſe me 
With ſpeaking tome thou might'ſt 
Have hit upon itheere. 
The Commen wealthof Athens, is become 
A Forreſt of Beaſts* 

Tis. How ha's the Aſſe broke the wall, that thouart 
out of the City, 

Ape, Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
The plague of Company light upou thee: 
I will feare tocatch it, and give way- 
W hen I know not what elle to do, 
He ſeethee againe. 

Tim. When thereis nothing living but thee, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome. 


| T had rather be a Beggers Dogge, | 


Thcne Apemantme. 
Ape. Thou artthe Cap 
Ofall the Fooles alive. 
Tim, Would thou wert cleane enough 
To ſpit upon. 
Ape. A plague on thee, 
Thou art too bad tocurſe. 
Tm. All Villaines 
That do ſtand by thee,are pure. 
Ape. There isno Leproſie, 
But what thou ſpeak'ſt. 
Tim. If I name thee, He beate thee; 
Bur 1 ſhould infet my hands. 
eFpe. 1 would my tongue 
Could rot them off. s 
Tim: Away thou ifſue ofa mangy dogge- 
Coller docs kill me, : 
That thou art alive, I ſ\woond to ſee thee, 
Ape, Would thou would'ſt burſt, 
Tim. Away thoutcdious Rogue, I am forry 1 ſhallloſe 
a ſtone by thee, 
Ape. Beaſt, 
Tim. Slave. 
Ape. Toad. 
Tim; Rogue, Rogue,Rogue. 
I am ficke of this falſe world, and will lovenought 
But wen the meere neccſlicies upon't : 
Then Timor preſently prepare thy grave : 
Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Thy grave-ftone dayly, make chineEpitaph, 
That death in me, atothers lives may laugh- 
O thou ſweete King-killer, and dearedivorce 
Twixt naturall Sunneand fire: thou bright defiler 
of Himeus pureſt bed, thou valiant Mars, 
Thou ever, young, frefh, loved,and delicate wootr, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thawe the conſecrated Snow 
That lies on Dians lap. 
Thou viſible God, ; 
Thar ſouldreſt cloſe Impoſſibilities. 
And malc*ft them kifſe ; that ſpeak'ſt with every Toy 
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Toevery purpoſe ; O thou touch of hearts, 
Thinke thy ſlave-man rebels, and by thy vertue 
Sct them into confounding oddes, that Beaſts 
May have the world in Empire. 

Ap?» Would'twere ſo, | 
But not till I am dead. Ile faythhaſt Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd too ſhortiy. 

Tim. Throng'd too ? 

A, Pe» I; | iis 

Twm. Thy backe I prythee, 

Ape. Live, and love thy miſery, 

Tim. Long live ſo,and ſodye, 1am quit. - 

Ape. Mothings like men; : > 
Eate Timor, and abhorre then. Exit Apeman 
Enter the Bandetti. 


I Where ſhould he have this Gold? It is ſome poore 
Fragment, ſome lender Ort of his remainder : the meere 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friendes, drove 
him into this Melancholly. 

2 Irisnoitsd "| 
He hotha maſſe of Treafure, nw 

3 Let us make theaſlay upon him, if he care not for't, 
he will ſupply us eaſily : if he couctoully reſerue it, how 
ſhall's get 1t 

2 True: for he beares it notabour him : 

Tis hid. | 

I Is not this hee ? 

All, W here ? 

2 Tis his deſeription. 

3 He? Iknow him. 

All, Save thee Timon. 

Tim. Now Theeves. 

All, Soldiers, not Theeves. . 

Tim. Both too,and womens Sons. 

«Al, Wearenat Theeyes; but men 
That much do want... | 0, 

Tim. Your greateſt want is, you wont much of meat : 
Why ſhould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Rootes : 
Wrhin this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 

The Oakes beare Maſt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 
The bounteous Huſwife Nature; on each buſh, 
Layes her full Meſſe before you. Want? why Want ? 

t Wecannot live on Grafle, on Berries, Water, 
As Beaſts,and Birds,and Fiſhes. » 

Ti. Nor on the Beaſts them(elves, the Birds and Fiſhes, 

You muſteate men, Yet thankes I maſt youcon, 
That you are Theeves proftſt : that you workeno? 
In holier ſhapes : Forthere is boundleſſe Theft 
Inlimited Profeſſions. Raſcall Theeves 27 
Heere's Gold. Go, ſucke the ſubtie blood o'th Grape, 
Till the high Feavour feeth your blood to froth, - - 
And fo ſcape hanging. Truſt not thePhyſitian,;':i- | 
His Antidotes are poyſon, and heſlayes © 
Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, and live together, 
Do Villaine do, fince you proteſt to deo't, + +: 
Like Workemen, Ilcexample you with Theevery: 
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great attraction 
Robbes the vaſte Sea, The Moones anarrant Theefe. 
And her pale fire, ſhe ſnatches from the.Sunne. 

The Seasa Theefe, whoſe liquid Surge, veſolues - 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth's a Theefe, 


Thar feeds and breeds by a compoſtweftolne 


From gen'raliexcrement z each think's a Theefe. 
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The Lawes, your curbe and whip, intheirroagh power 
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' You perpetuall ſober Gods. I do proclaime 


Ha s uncheck'd Theft. Lovenot your ſelves,away, 
Robone another, there's more Gold, cut throates, 
All chat you meete are Theeves : to Athens go, 
Breake open ſhoppes, nothing can you ſteale k 
Bur T heeves do looſe it : ſtcale lefle, for this I give you | 
And Gold confound you howſoere + Amen. : 

3 Has almoft charmi'd me from my Profeſſion, by per- 
{wading me to it. 

I *Tisin the malice of mankinde, that he thus adviſes 
vsSnotto have vs thrive iy our myſtery, 

2 Ile beleeve him as an Enemy, 
And give over my Trade. 

1 Letvs firlt ſee peace in Athens, there is no timeſo 
miſerable but a man may be true. Extunt Theeves, 


Enter the Stwer d ts Timon. 


Stw. Oh you Gods ! 
Is yon'ddifpts'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beſtow'd ! 
What analteration of Honor has deſp'rate want made ? 
W hat vilder thing upon the carth, then Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleſt mindes,to baſeſt ends, 
How rarely doesit meete with this times guiſe, 
When man was wiſhttolove his Enemies : 
GrantI may everlove, and rather woo . The 
Thoſe that would miſcreefe me, then thoſe that doo, 
Has caught me in his cye, I will preſent my honeſt griefe 
unto him; and as my Lord, ſtill ſerve him with my life, 
My deereſt Maſter. | | 
Twm. Away : what art thou? 
Stew. Have you forgot me-.Sir ? Ns 
74. Why doſt aske that? I have forgot all men. 
Then if thou grunt'tth'art a man, * 
I have forgot thee | 
. Stew, An honeſt poore ſeruant of yours, 
Tim. 1 hen I know thee not : 
I riever had honeſt manabout me,1 all, 
I kept were Knayes, to ſerve in meate to Villeanes, 
Stew. The Gods are witneffe, 
Nev'r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
For his undone Lord, then mine eyes for you» 
Tim, What doſtthou weepe ? 
Come necrer.thenT love thee 
Becanſe thouart a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty mankinde: whoſeeyes donever give, | 
Bur thorow Luſt and Laughter : pitrie's fleeping : (ping. þ 
Strange times that weepe with laughing, not with wees 
: Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T accept my greefe, and whil't this poore wealth laſts, 
To entertaine me as your Steward full, 
Tim, Had I a'Steward 9 
So true, ſo iuſt, and now ſo comfortable ? . 
It almoſt tarnes my daungerous Nature wild. 
Let mebeholdthy face : Surely,/this man 
Was borneof woman,  _.. ; 
Forgive my generall, and exceptlefte raſſinefſe- | 


| 


| 


One honeſt man : Miſtake me not, but one ; 
No more l pray, and hee'sa Steward: ©» : 

How faine would Ihave hated ail mankinde, 
And thou redeem'(t thy ſelfe. Bitall fave thee,” | 
I fell with Curſes, - | | + 
Methinkes thou art more honeſt now then wiſe ; | 
For, by oppreſſingand — mee; 1T-þ 

| _ ; 2 
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| (For I miſt ever doubt, though nere ſo ſure) 


| If notaV ſuring kindnefle, and as ric 


| And ſofarewell, and thrive. 


| Andis very likely, to loade ourpurpoſes. 


{ Poet. I muſt ſernehim'ſb too; 


. 
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Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another Service : 
For many, ſo arrive at ſecond Maſters, | 
Vpon theie firſt Lords necke. But teii me true, 


Isnatthy kindnefſc ſubcle. couetous, S220 
ich men deale Guifts, 
ExpeRing in returne twenty for one ? 

Stew No wy moſt worthy Maſter, in whoſe breſt 
Doubt, and tuſpe (alas) are plac'd tolate : _ 

You ſhould have fear'd falſe times, when you did Fealt. 
Suſpe& Rill comes where an cltate is leaſt, 

That which I ſhew, Heaven knowes, is meercly Love, 
Duty,and Zeale, to your unmarched minde; 
Care of your Food and Living, and belceve1t, 

My molt honovr'd Lord, 

For any benefit that points to mee, 

Either In hope, or preſent, I'de exchange 

For this one wiſh, thatyou had powerand wealth 

To requite me, by making rich your ſelfc. 

Tim. Looke the'tis ſo : thou {ingly bone(t man, 
Heere take : theGods ourof my miſery ma 
Ha's ſent the” Treaſure. Go, liverich and happy. . 
But thus condition'd : Thou ſhalt build from men: = 
Hate all,curſfe all, ſhew Charity tro none, k7, 
But let the famiſht fleſh ſlide from the bone, , 
Ere thou releeve the Begger, Give to dogges _ 

W hat thou denyeſt to.men. Let Priſons twallow cim,.. . 
Debts wither'em to nothing, be men like blafted woods 
And may Diſcaſcs licke vp their falſe bloods, ver 


fi 
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hd 


Stew. O let me ſtay and comfort you my Maſter: | 
Tu. If thou hat'ſt Curſes 
Stay not- flye, whil'ſt thou art bleſtand free 2 '. 
Ne're ſee thou man, aud let me ne're {ee thee. Exit. 


Enter Poet, and Painter. | 
Pain. As I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 
Where he abides, WD 
Poet, What'stobe thought of bim ? 
Does the Rumor Fold for true, 
That hee's fo full of Gold ? 
Pater. Certaine. 
Alcibiades reports it : Phrintaand Timanara 
Had Gold of him,he likewiſe enrich'd 
Poore ſtragling Soldiers, with great quantity. 
'Tisfaide, he gave unto his Steward 
A mighty ſumme. 
.” Poet. Then'this breaking of his. 
Ha's beenc but a try for his Friends ? 
Painter.Nothing elſe : | | 
Youſhall ſee him a Palme in Athens againe 
And flovriſh with the higheſt: | 
Therefore, *tis not amiſle, we tender our loves 
To him, in this ſuppos'd diſtreſſe of his : 
It will ſhew honeſtly in-us, 


Do — 


__ 


With whatthey travailefor, 
If it bea iuſt and true report, that goes . py. 
Of his having. | if 

Poet W hat have younow 
To preſent umtohim ? _ | 

Painter. Nothing at this time | | - + 
But my Viſitation : onely Twill promiſe him 
Anexcellent Pecce. : 


Tellhim of an intent that's comming towardhim. | ee | 


4 


Painter, Good as the beſt 
Promiſing, isthe very Ayre o'th'Time ; 
It opens theeyes of ExpeAation. 
Pertormance, isever the dullcr for his ae, 
And but in the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, 
The deede of Saying is quiet out of uſe. -- | 
To promiſe, is moſt Gourtly and faſhionable ; 
Performance, is a kind of Will or Teſtament 
W hich argues a great ſickenefle in his iudgement 
That makes it. _ 


Emer T imon from his Cave” 


T wen. Excellent Workeman, 
Thou canſtnor paint a man ſo badde 
As 1S thy ſelfe. 
Poet. I am thinking 
W hat [ ſhall fay I have provided for him : 
It muſt be a perfonating of himſclfe: 
A Satyre againſt the ſoitneſſe of Proſperity, 


' | Witha Diſcovery of the infinite Flatteries 


That follow youth and opulency. 
Timoz. Muſt thou needes 
Stand fora Villaine inthine owne Worke ? 
'Wiltthou whip thine owne faults in other men ? 
Do ſo, I have Gold for thee, 
Peet. Nay let'sſcekehim, 
Then do we ſinne againſt our owne eſtate, 
When we may profit mcete, and come too late. 
Painter, True : 
W ken theday ſerues before blacke-corner'd night; 


4. Finde what thou want'ſt, by free and offer'd light. - 
{ Come. 


Tim, Ile mecte you at the urne : 
What a Gods Gold, that he is worſhipt 
In a baſer Temple, then where Swine feede ? 


"Tis thou that rigg'ft the Barke,and plow'ſt the Fome, 


Setleſt admired reverence in aSlave, . 
To thee be worſhiptzand thy Saints for aye : 
Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 
Fit Imeetethem. 

Poet. Haile worthy Timer. 

Pain. Ourlate Noble Maſter. 

Timon. Have I onceliv'd 
To ſee two honeſt men ? 

Poet, Sir: | 
Having often of your open Bounty teſted, 
Hearing you wereretyr'd, your Friends falneoff, 
W hoſe thank<eleſſe Natures(Oabhorred Spirits) 
Notall the Whippes of Heaven,arelargecnough, 
What,to yous *. 32; 


Whoſe Starre-like Nobleneſſe gave life and influence 


Totheir whole being ? 1 am rapt;and cannot cover 
The monſtrus bulke of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of words. : 
Timon. Let it go,” © 

Naked men may ſee't the better: © 
You that are honeit, by being what yoy are, 
Make them beft.ſcene, and knowne, 

P asn, 'He, and my felfe 


Have travail'd inthegreat ſhowre of your guifts, - 


And ſweetly felt ir.. 
Timon. 1, you are hondſt men. 
Painet. Wearehichercome 
To offer you onr ſevice.. | 
Timon,:Moſt honeſt, men: - 
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— how ſhall Irequite you? | That fram'd him thus. --— "as w fairer hand, -- 
OW IDA pag Ofori FH es of his former ayecs, 
giv eate Roots, and drinke cold water,no? - . ering Aon — kimi bring ado kink 
Both, What.wecan do, And chance itas it may, | - 
Wee'l do to do you feruice. Stew. Heere is his Cave: | 
Tim. Y are honeſt men, | Peace and content be heere- Timon,Timon, + * ». 
Yhave heard thatI have Gold, "Tre honeſt men, Looke ont, and ſpeake to Friends : T h'Athenians + 
Jam ſure you have, ſpeake truth, y'are ws few By two of their moſt reverend Senate greet thee : 
Pain, SO It is Ry _ LE SENS Speake to them Noble Timon. 
ame not my Friend, nor I. . 
- imon. Good honeſt man : Thou draw'it a counterfet POR >" CONE 
Beſt in all Athens, tart indeed thebelt, 
| Thou wy pane m_ livelys Tim, Thou Sunne that comfort burne, 
| Pain, So,ſo,my Lord, ns thts gd: 
Te. E nefſolir as] fay And for = wat a A ,2 bliſter, and each falſe 
Why thy Verſe twels with ſtuffe ſo fine an 2 Be asaCarherizing to theroot oth Tougue, 
That thou art even Naturaliin thine o_ Conſuming it with ſpeaking. 
But for all this(my honeſt Natur'd frien S) ; Worthy i, 
Imuſt needs ſay you bavea little fact, iſh T Tum. Of none but ſuch as you, 
Marry *tis not monſtrous in you, neither W! And you of Timon. 
Youtake much paines romend. I The Senators of Athens,greet thee Timer. 
Betb, Belecch your Honour Tim. I thanke them, 
fo yy arc" , And would ſend them backe the plague, 
Tm. You'l take 1t 1ll, : ; p 
Both. Moſtthankefully, my Lord- ca ob" it for them | 
Ton, Will you indeed? q W hat we are ſorry for our ſelves in thee : 
er 17-10 nr ſts a Knave, | The Senators, with one conſent of love, 
Tim, There's never a one of you but truſts n May my nn Athens, who have thought 
That mightily deceives you. On ſpeciall Dignities, which vacantlye | 
Both, Do we,my Lord? For thy beſt aſe and wearing. = 
Tim. 1,and _ heare him cogge, 2 They confeſſe | | 
See him diflemble, . : e, forgetfulneſſe too generall grofle; 
Know his grofle parchery, love ine) | Which the ably Body, & hich doch 61dome | 
Keepe 1n your bolome, yet remaine atlur | Play che re-canter, feeling in uc {clfe 
Thar he*sa made-up-Viillaine. d A lacke of Timor ayde, hath ſince withall 
Pain, 1 know none ſuch, my Lord, _ Of it owne fall,reſtraining ayde to Twnen, 1 
Poet. Nor I. And ſend forth us,to make their ſorrowed render, | 
Tim. Looke you, Together, with a recompence more fruitfull 
loyeyou well, Ile give you Gold "ego Then their offence can weigh downe by the Dramme, 
Rid me theſe Villaines from your — Rs Leven ſuch heapes and ſummes of Love and Wealth, 
Rong them, an eBahonn, Crowne champ NCI As ſhall tothee blot out, what wrongs weretheirs, 
ru. _ 4; cena 4 Cy on | And writein thee the figures of their love, 
Ik give you Gold enough. _ . Bt 
Both, "Name them my Lord, let's know them- | —_— _ — W | 
p Tim. You that way, and you this : Surprize meto the very brinke of teares; 
urtwo 1N Company +: 'ooles heart, and a womans cyes, { 
Exch mana part, all fingle,and alone, _ [c "a —_ theſe comforts, worthy Senators. 
Yet an arch Villaine keepes him company : I Therefore ſo pleaſe thee to returne with us, 
If where thou art, two Villaines ſhall not be, 1 And ofonr Athiens,/thidndli os tobe 
Some not aoane ions If thou wookFR not enenns- The Captaineſhip, thou ſhaltbe met with thankes, | 
damn wag he ns — ſlaves: | Allowed withabfolute power aud thy good name | 
Hence, packe, there*'s Gold, ye came for Gol ye ſlaves: Live with Aufhecity « ll el drivedicks 
You have worke for me , there's payment,thence, Of Alcibiades Wapproaches wilde | 
PRA ACRE ae Gols crther' Exemmt, | Who likea Boare too ſavage, doth root up 
Out Raſcall dogges. IR His Countriespeace. z 4 
1 : W , - O 
Enter Steward, and iwo Senators. a -_ gen — SWOr 
zo. It 15 vaine OG oe ene WI ION LS. were Lwill: therefore TI will fir thus: 
or he is ſet {o onely to himſell e, ; "a F men 
Tanna kc whichtooke lean, = | 1 ek bil wy Cumrymc, 
ls friendly with bim. , Thas Tizzon cares not, Bur if he facke faire Athens, 
[.Gex, Bring usto —— And take our goodly aged men by*th'Beards, 
It is our part and promiſe to ch' Athenians | Giving our holy Virginsto the ſlainc 
To ſpeake with 7 mov. yl \eli : beaſtly, mad-brain'd warre : 
2,507. Atall times alike - | | = ST Timonſpeakesits 
Men are not ſtill the ſame : *twas Time and Greefes | Thenlet him know, andtell  % © In} 
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Timon of «Athens. 
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Inpitty of our aged, and our youth, 
I caanot chooſe but tell him that I care not, 
Andlet himtak't at worſt : For their Knivescare not; 
W hile you have throats ro anſwer, For my ſelfe, 
There's not a whittle, in th'unruly Campe, 
But I do prize it at my love, betore 
The reverendſt Throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protetion of the proſperous Gods, 
AS Theeves to Keepers. 
Stew. Stay not, all*sin vaine. : 
Tm, Why I was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be ſcene tomorrow, My long lickneſſe 
Of Health, and Living, now beginsto mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ſtill, 
Be eAlcibiades your plague ; you his, 
And laſt ſolong enough. 
1 We ſpcakeinvaine, 
Tim. Burt yet T love wy Country, and am not 
One that reioyces inthe common wracke, 
As common bruitedoth pur it. 
1 That's well ſpoke. 
Tim. Commend me to my 
I Theſe words become your 
them, 
2 Andenter in oor eares, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 
Tim. Commend me tothem, 
And tell them, that to caſe them of their greefes, 
Their feares of Hoſtile ſtrokes, their Aches loſſes, 
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident throwes 
That Nacures fragile Veſſell doth ſukaine 
In lifes uncertaine voyage, I will ſome kindnes "do them» 
Ie teach them to prevent wilde Alcibiades wrath. 
7 11ikethis well, he will returne againe- 
Tim. I have a Tree whichgrowes hecre in my Cloſe, 
That mine owneuſe inuites me to cur downe, 
And ſhortly muſt I fell it. Tell my Fricnds, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree) 
From highto low throughout, that who ſo pleaſc 
To {top Afﬀflition, let him take his haſte ; 
Come hither ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 
And hang himſelfe. I pray you do my greeting. 
Stew, Trouble him no further, thus you ſtill ſhall 
Finde him. 
Tim. Come not to me againe, but ſay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his cucrlalting Manſion 
Vpon the Beached Verge of the ſalt Flood, 
Which once a day with his emboſſed Froth 
The turbulent Surge ſhall cover ; thither come, 
And let my grave-ſtone be your Oracle : 
Lippes, let foure words go by. and Language end : 
W hat is amiſſe, Plague and Infe&ion mend, 
Graves onely be mens workes,and Death their gaine; 
Sunne, hide chy Beames, Timo hath done his Raigne, 
Exit T 103. 
r His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to Na- 
tUres 
2 Our hope in him isdead: let us returne, 
| And ſtraine what other meanes is left unto us 


loving Countreymen- 
lippesasthey paſſe rhoroW 


. } In our deere perill. 


x It requires ſwift foot, Exent. 
Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


1 Thou haſt painfully diſcover'd : are his Files 
As fullas they report ? 


Y 


Hef. 1 have ſpoke the leaſt. 
Beſides his wr promiſes preſent approach. . 

2 We ſtand much hazard, if they bringnot T-mey, 

Afeſ. I met a Currier, one taine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in general! part we were oppos'd, - 
Yetour old love madea particular force, 
And made us ſpeake like Friends. This 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave, 
With Letters of intreaty,; which imported 
H1s Fellowſhip !'th'cautc againlt your City, 
In part for his fake moy'd. | 


man was riding 


Enter the other Senators. 

1 Heere come our Brothers. 

3 Notalke of T0», nothing of him expe, 
The Encmics Drummeis heard and fearetull ſcouring 
Doth choakethe ayre with duſt : In, and prepare, 
Ours 15 the fall I teare,our Focs the Snare. Exenn, 

Enter 4 Souldier in the Woods ſeekmg Timon. 

Sel. By all deſeription this ſhould be the place. 
W hos heere? Speake hoa. Noanſwer ? What is this? 
T mon 1s dead, who hath our-ſtretcht his ſpan, 
Some Bealt reade this ; There do*snolivea Man. 
Dead ſure, and this his Grave, what'son this Tomb, 
I cannot read : the Charracter Ile take with wax, 
Our Captaine hath in every Figure kill , 
An ag'd Interpreter, though yong indayes: + 
Bcfore proud Athens hee's ſet downe by this, 
Whoſe fall the marke of his ambition is. Exit | 
T rumpets ſound. Enter Alcibiades with ha Powers 

before Athens. 


ec. Sound to this Coward and laſcivious Towne, 
Ourterritle approach. | 
| Sounds a Party, 

: T he Senator r appeare npon the wals, 
Till now you have gone on, and filld thetime 
Withall Licentious meafure, making your willes 
The ſcope of Tuftice. Tillnow my ſclfe and ſuch 
As flept within the ſhadow of your power 
Have wander'd with our traverft Armes, andbreath'd 
Our 1ufferance vainly . Now the time isfluſh, 
W hen crouching Marrow iu the bearer ſtrong 
Cries (of it ſelte) no more: Now breathlefſe wrong, 
Shall tit and pant inyour great Chaices of eaſe, 
And purſe Inſolence ſhall breake his winde 
Withfeareand horrid flight. 

I. Sex. Nobleand young ; 
When thy firlt greefes were but a meere conceit, 
Ere thou bad'{t power, or we had cauſe to feare, 
We lent to thee, to give thy rages Balme, 
To wipe out our Ingraritude, with Loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sodid we wooe 
Transformed 7Timento our Cittics love 
By humble Meſſage, and by promiſt meanes : 
We were not all unkinde, nor all deſerve 
The common ſtroke of warre, 

t Theſe wallesof ours, 
Were not erected by their hands,from whom 
You have receiv'd your greefe : Nor are they ſuch, | 
Thattheſe great Towres, Trophees,& Schools ſhould fall 
For private faults inthem. 

2 Norarcthey living 


who 


BY IC td. ata. ite 


F_ 


Timon of oA TW 
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Who were the motives that you firſt went out, 
Shaine (that they wanted 0% exccſſc) 
Hath broke their hearts, Martch, Noble Lord, 
Into our City with thy Banners ſpred, 
By decimationanda tytheddeath ; 
ifchy Revenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deſtin'd tenth, 
And by the hazard of the ſpotted dye, 
Let dye the ſpotted. 
1 All have not offended : | 

For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare to take, 
On thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Arenot inherited, then deere Countryman, 
Bring in thy rankes, but leave without thy rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thoſe Kin 
Which in the bluſter of thy wrath mult fall 
With thoſe that have offended, likea S hepheard, 
Approch the Fold, and cull th'InfeRed forth, 
But kill not al together. 

2 Whatthou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt inforce it with thy ſmile, 
Then hew too'r, with thy Sword. 

1 Setbut thy foot 
Againit our rampyr'd gates, and they ſhall ope ; 
Sothou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thou't enter Friendly. 

2 Throw thy Glove, 
| Or any Token of thine Honour elle, 
That thou wiltuſe the warresasthy redreſſe, 
And notas our Confuſion : All thy Powers . 
Shall make their harbour ia our Towhe till wee 
Have ſeal'd chy full deſire. 

Alc. Then there's my Glove, 
Deſcend and open your uncharged Ports, 


Y 


Thoſe Enemies of Timons, and mine owne = 
Whom you your ſelves ſhall ſet out for reproofe, 
Fall and no more; and to atrone your feares 
With my more Noble meaning, not a man . 
Shall paſſe his quarter, or offend the ſtreame 
Of Regular Iuſtice in your Citties bounds, 
But ſhall be remedicd by your publique Lawes 
Atheavieſt anſwer. 

Both. "Tis moſt Nobly ſpoken. 

Ale.Deſcend, and keepe your words. 

_ Emera Meſſenger. 

. Mef. My Noble Generall, Trmos is dead, 
Entomb'd wpon the very hemme o'th'Sea, 
And on his Graveſtone, this Inſculprure which 
With wax I brought away: whoſe ſoft Impreſſion 
Interprets for my poore ignorance. 


Alcibiades reades the Epitaph, 
Heere lus a wretched ( oarſe, of wretched Soule bereft, 
Seeknot my name: A Plague conſume you, Catifs left: 
Heere the I T imon,who all living men aid hate, 
P aſſe by, «nd curſe thy fill, but tay not here thy gate. 
Theſe well expreffe in thee thy larrer ſpirits: 
Though thou abhorrd'ſt in vs our humane greifes, 
Scornd'ſt our Braines flow,and thoſe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 
Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weepe for aye - 
On thy low Grave: on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is Noble Timon, of whole Memory Gn 
Heereafter more. Bring me into your Citty, 
And I will uſe the Olive with my Sword : | 
Make war breed peace;make peace ſtint war, make each 
Preſcribe to other, as each others Leach. 


Let our Drummes ſtrike. Exennt, 
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"2 And - 
23 Lucullus,two Flattering Lords. 
== Appemantus,a Chu:liſh Philoſopher, 
Sempronius another flattering Lord. 
Alcibiades,an Athenian Capraine. 

Poet, 

Painter. 

leweller. 

Merchant. 

Cerraine Senatours. 

Certaine Maskers. 

Certaine Theeves. 


Flaminius,one of Tymons Servants, 
Servilius, another, 

Caphis, *\ 

Varro, | 
Philo. 
Titus. 
Lucius, 
Hortenſ1us. 
Ventidius,one of Tymons falſe Fricnds, 
Cupid. 

Sempronius, 

With divers other Servants, 

And Attendants. 


>Severall Servants to Vurers. 
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Enter Flavins, Murellus and certame Commoners To ſee great P ompey paſſe the ſtreets of Rome : 
oner the Stage. And when you ſaw his Chariot but appeare, 
; Have you not made an Vniverſallſhout, 
Flasins, | That Tyber trembled underneath her bankes 
Ence : home you idle Creatures, get you home: | To heare the replication of your ſounds, 
| Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not Made in her Concave Shotes > 
(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walke And do you now put on your beſt attyre ? 
Vpona labouring day, without the ſigne And do you now cull outa Holyday-? 
Of your Profeſſion ? Speake, what Trade art thou ? And do you now ſtrew Flowers in his way, 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. That comes in Triumph over Pompey's blood? 
Ayr. Where is thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? Be gone, | | 
What doſt thou with thy beſt Apparrell on ? Runne to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 
You fir what Trade are you ? Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague 
Cobl. Truely Sir, in reſpect ofa fine Workeman, I am | That needs muſt light en this Ingratitude. "OY FIV\ 
but as you would ſay, a Coblere ., Fla. Go,go, good Countrymen, and for this fault 


Mar, Put what Trade art thou ? Anſwer mediretly. | Afſembleall the poore men of your ſort; - 
Cob. A Trade Sir, that 1 hope I way ule with, a ſafe | Draw them to Tyber bankes, and weepe your teares 
| Conſcience, which is indeed Sir, a Mender of bad ſoules. | Intothe Channell, till the loweſt ſtreame 

Fla. What Trade thou knave? Thou nauglity knave, | Do kiſſe the moR exalted Shores of all. 


what Trade ? . Emewnt all the (ommonerss | 
Cobl. Nay I beſcech you Sir, be not out with me: yet | => where _ baſeſt mettle be notmou'd, 
| if you be out Sir I can mend yous ey vaniſh tongue-tyed in their. guiltineſle : 
Msr, What mcan'ſt thou by that? Mend mee, thou | _— _— _ Et 7 mt Capitoll, 
awcy Fellow ? ' 11S Way w1ll 1 ; Dilrobe the Images 
{*. WhySe Cobbleyoes «1 | fyoudo finderhem decke with Ceremonies, 
Fla. Thou arta Coblerart:thou? ' - = Aur, May we dofo? 
Ceb, Trucly fir, all thar Llive by , ts withthe Anle : T | You know 'itis the Feaſt of Lupercall. 
meddle with no Tradefinans matters, hor wormans mat- | F/a. Itis no matter, let on Images 
| ters; but withall T am'indeed Sir, a Surgeon toold ſhoves: | Be hung with the CeſarsTrophees : Ile about, 
when they are in om _—_ I —_—_— ot Aspro- | _ _ away O_ = Ro ; - 
| per men asever.tr on Neates Leather, have gone u ou too, u perceive them IP 
o my handy wer ang | | {efs. _— Fl Theſe growing Feathers, pluckt from Ceſars wing, 
| Fla. But wherefore artnot inthy = to day? - | = _ _ = an _— pitch, 
Why do'{tthou leade theſe men about the ſtreets ? W hoelſe would ſoare above the view of men. 
Cob. Traly fir, to weare- out their .ſhaves, toget my | And keepe us allin ſervile fearefulneſſe, _-7 
| ſelfe into more workes But indeede fir\we make Holy- | 22 SY WR Of LATE 
| _w ſe nd _— in his Triumph. | _ gg age Chak = coo ou rey ar De= | 
AY. erefore Oyce Et ent ff0 F0.- ; F | | 3 3 My oC ag Hj- | 
| What Conqueſt brings he-home J.-J reve; oo fl ter them CMonpellins and Fla"r1m. 
What Tributaries follow himto Rome, : - ; Brkt 5 Ceſ. (alphurnia. | 
Togracein Captive bonds his Chariot -Whecles* | (45k. Peace ho, Ceafar fpcakes. | 
tas Blockal yowſtones, you worls then ſenſleſſe things: C: ; —_— Fi 
| Vyon hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome, 2 «lp. Heere my Lord. | 
| Knew you not * rr time and oft? s ' | Cef. Standyoudirealy in Antonio's way , 
| Have you climb'd up to Walles and Battlements; | When hedoth runhis courſe, Anronio. 1 
| To Towres and-Windowes? Yea, to Chimneyitops, *-. | Anz. ({ſar, my Lord. ; 2 
Your Infantgin your Armes, and theie baveſate; - '. | C(#«{- Forget not 1nyour ſpeed Antono, £126 HG 
| Thelive-long day, with paticnt evpedtation, - | Totouch Ca/pharnia ; for our Elders ſay, Th ; 
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The Barren touched inthis holy chace, & you know you cannot ſce your {elfe 
Shake off their terrile curſc- - 1 20 wellagayReflection; I your Glaſle, - 
Ant. I ſhallremember, ogy diſcoucr to your {clfe 
When (ſar ſayes Do this ;ivis perform'd. | Rug le 
Cef. Set on, and leaveno Ceremony out- 
Sooth. (ſar. 
C:f. Ha? Whocalles ? | 
Cack. Bid every noyſe be ſtill : peace yet againe« 
Ce. Who is itinthe preſſe, that calles on me? 
T hearea Tongue ſbrillerthen all the Muſicke 
Cry, ({eſar :Speake, Ceſar isturn'd to heare- 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March, 
Cze{. What man is that e | : | 
Br. ASooth-ſayer bids you beware the Ides of March | Flouriſh and Shoxt. 
Cef. Set him before me, lt me ſee his face. : 
Caffi. Feilow,come from the throng, looke opon C <ſar. Bre. What meanesthis Showting? 
Cf. What ſayſtthou to me now ? Speake onceagaine- | Ido feare,the People chooſe (*/ar 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. For their King. 
Ceſ, He is a Dreamer lct us leave him : Paſſe. Caſſi, I do you fearc it ? 
Sennet. Exeunt, Manent Brut, & Caſſ- | Then muſt I thinke you would not have it ſo. 
Caſſi. Will you gae ſee the order of the courſe ? Bra. Iwould not Casfims, yet I love him well: 
Brut, Not 1. But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long? 
Caſſi. 1 pray you doe* What is it,that you would impart to me? 
Brut. 1 am not Gameſom : I do lacke ſome part If it be ought toward the generall good, 
Ofthat quickeSpirit that is in eH»to77 : | Set Honour in one eye, and Deathi'thother, 
Let menot hinder (o/ius your deſires; AndIwill looke on both indifferently : 
He leave you. For let the Gods ſo ſpeed meegas Tlove 
(ffi. Brutrs, Idoe obſcrue you now of late: The name of Honour, more then I feare death. 
I hare not from your eyes, that gentleneſſe (fi. 1 know that vertueto be in you Bratw, 
And ſhew of Love, asI was wontto kave : As wellas I do know your outward fayour, 
You bearetoo ſtubborne,andtoo ſtrange a hand Well, Honor is the ſubic of my Story : 
Over your Fricnds, that Loves you. I cannot tell, whatyou and other men 
" Bru, Caſſits. | Thinke of tbis life : Bur my ſingle ſelfe, 
Be notdecciv'd : If 1 have veyl'd my looke, I had asliefe not be, as liveto be 
I tarne the trouble of my Countenance Inawe of ſuch a Thing, as I my ſelfe. 
Meerely upon wy ſelfe. Vexed Iam | I was borne freeas Ceſar, ſo were you, 
Oflate, with paſſions of ſome difference, We both have fedas well, and we can both 
| Conceptions onely proper to my ſelte, ; Endure the Winters*cold, as well as hee. 
Which give ſome {oyle (perhaps)to my Behaviours: For once. upon a Raweand Gully day, 
| Butletnotthercfore my good Friendsbe greev'd Thetroubled Tyber,chaſing with her Shores, 
| | (Among which number Ceſſiv« be you one) Ceſar ſaiesto me, Dar'ſt thou Caſſive now 
| Norconſtrue any further my negleR, Leape in with me into this angry Flood, 
| Then'that poore Brute with bimſelfe at warre, - And ſwim to yonder Point? Vpon the word, 
' Forgets the ſhewesof Loveto other men. Accounted as I was, I plungedin, - 
| Cafſi. Then Brmrw,1 have much miſtooke yourpaſſion, | And bad him follow : ſo indeed he did. 
By meanes whereof, this Breſt of mine hath buried The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 
houghts of great value, worthy Cogitations. With luſty Sinewes, throwingit aſide, 
Tell me good Brutus, Can you ce your face ? | And ſtemming it with hearts of Controverſie. 
Brutus. No (afſine : But ere we could arrivethe Point propos'd, 
For the eye ſees not himſclfe but by refleion, Ceſar cride, Helpe me (afize, or I ſinke. 
By ſome other things. - I (as e/Sveas, our great anceſtor, 
Caſſie. *Tis iult, Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his ſhoulder 
And it is very much lamented Brut, | The old Azchiſer beare)ſo,from the waves of Tyber 
That you have no ſuch Mirrors, as will turne Did I the tyred Caſa : And this Man, 
Your hidden worthineſſe into your eye, | Is now becomea God and Caſſine is 
That you might ſec your ſhadow : | A wretched Creature,and muſt bend his body, 
{ Thavecheard, If Ceſar careleſly but nod on him. 
Where many of the beſt reſpe& * 1 Rome, He had a Feaher when he was'in Spaine, 
(Except iramortal! C2ſar) ſpeaking of Bratus, And when the Fit was on him, I did marke 
And groaning vnderneath this Ages yoake, How he did ſhake: Tis true,this God did ſhake, - 
| Have wiſh'd, that Noble Brarze had his cyes. His Cowardlipes did from their colour flye, 
Bre. Into what daungers would yau And that ame eye, whoſe benddoth awethe Workd, 
Leade me Caſſius ® . Did looſe his Luſtre: 1 did hearehim grone: | 
| That you would have me ſceke into my ſelfe, | I, andthat Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
For that which isnot in me ? - Marke him, and write his Speechevin their Bookes, 
| Cf: Theretorc good Brutzs, be prepar'd to heare: Alas, it cried, Giveme ſome drinke Tiranive, © * © ph 
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ta 


Asa ficke Girle: Ye Gods;it doth amaze me, 
A man of ſuch a feeble remper ſhould 
So get the (tart of the-Maieſticke world, 
And beare the Palme alone. 
Shout, Floari(h. 

Bru. Another generall ſhout ? | 
I doc beleeve, that theſe applauſes are 
For ſome new Honors, thatare heap'd on (eſar. 


Caſſi. Why man, hedoth beſtride the narrow world 


Likea Coloſſus, and we petty men 
Walkeunder his huge legges, and peepe about 
To finde our ſelves diſhonourabie Graves. 
Men at ſometime, are Maſters of their Fates. 
The fault (deere Brarrs ) is not in-our Starres, 
But in our Selves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus and Ceſar : What ſhould be in that Caſa? ? 
Why ſhould thatname be ſounded morethen yours 
Write them together; Yours, is as faire a Name: 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth aſwell. 
Weigh them, it is as heavy : Conture with'em, 
Brutus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoone as (ſar, 
Now in the names of all the Gods ar once, 
Vpon what meatedoth this our Ceſar feede, 
That be is growne lo great? Age, thouart tham'd. 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of Noble Bloods. 
When went thereby an Age, ſince the great Flood, 
But it was fam'd with more then with one man ? 
When could they fay (till now ) that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes in compaſt but one man'? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Roome enough 
When there is 11 it but one onely man. 
Olyou and I, have heard our Fathers ſay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Th'eternall Divell to keepe his State in Rome, 
As eaſliy asa King. 

Bru, That you doloveme, I amnothing icalous : 
W hat you would worke me to, I have ſome ayme : 
How I have though of this,and of theſe times 
I ſhall recount heereafter. . For this preſent, 
Iwouid not ſo {with love I might intreat you) 
Be any farther moov'd; W hat you have ſaid, 
I will confider: what you have to ſay 
Iwill with patience heare and finde a time 
Both meer to heare, and anſwer {uch bigh thinges. 
Tillthen my Noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutus had rather bea Villager, 
Thento repute himlſelfea Sonne of Rome 
Vnder theſe hard Conditions, as this time 
[slike to lay upon us. 

Caſſi, Tam glad that my weake words 


Have ſtracke but thus much ſhew of fire from Brut. 


£ > Enter Caſar and his Traine. 


Bru, The Gamesare done, 
And (ſar is returning. 

Caſſi. Asthey paſle by, 
Plucke Caska by the Sleeve, 
And he will (after his ſowre faſhion) tell you 
Whar hath proceeded worthy noteto day. 

Bra. I will do ſo : but looke you Caſſire, 
The angry ſpor doth hlow on Ceſars brow, 
Andall thereſt looke like achidden Traine ; 
Celphurnia's Cheeke is pale, and Cicero 
Lookes with ſach Ferret, and ſuch fiery eyes 
As we haveſcene him inthe Capitoll 


LE —_ Ns 
"_y ”— 


Being croſt in Conference,by ſome Senators, 
Caſſi. (aka will tell us what the matter is. 
Ceſ. Antonio. 

Ant. (afar. 

('*/. Ler me have men about methar arc far; 
Sleeke-headed men, and ſuch as ſleepe a-nights : 
Yond {aſſizs has a leane and hungry looke, 

He thinkes too much : ſuch men are daungerous. 
ent. Feare him not (ſar, he's not daungerous, 
He 1s a Noble Roman, and well given. 

Cef. Would he were fatter; But I feare him not: 

Yetifmy name were lyavletofeare, 

I de not know the man I ſhould avoyd 

$0 ſoone as that ſpare (ſizes. He reades much, 
He1s a great obſerver, and he lookes 


As thou doſt Antony : he heares no Muſicke : 
Seldome he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſucha ſort 

As if he mock'd himtelfe, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit 
That could be mov'd toſmile at any thing. 
Such men as he, be never at hearts caſe, 
Whiles they behold a greater then themſelves, 
And thercforeare they very daugerous. 

I rathertell chee what is to be fear'd, 

Then what I feare : for alwayesI am Caſar 
Come on my right hand, for this care is deafe, 
And tell me truely, what thou think'ſt of him, 


Exeunt Ceſar and his Trae. 


with me ? 

| Bre. I (ha, tell us what hath chanc'd today 
That Ceſar lookes ſo ſad. 

Cash. Why you were with him, were you not ? 


andth en the people fell a ſhouting. 
Brs. W hat was the ſecond noyl1e for ? 


(ke Why for that too. 


Cath, Why for that tos 
Bru, Wasthe Crowne offer 'd him thrice ? 


Neighbors ſhowted. 
| Caf. Whooffer d himthe Crowne? 
Cak. Why Antony. 
Bra, Tellus the mannerof it,gentle { 45ka, 


| Ayre. 


Qunte through the Deedes of men. He lovesno Playes, 


Sennit., 


Cask, You pul'd me by the cloake, would you ſpeake 


Bru. T ſhould not then aske Ca:ha what had chanc'd. 
Caik., Why there was a Crowne offer'd him ; and being. 
offer'd him, he put it by with the backe of his hand thus, 


Ca/. They ſhouted thrice : what was the laſt cry for ? 


(ak, T marry was't, and hee put ut by thrice , every time 
gentler then other; and at every putting by , mine honeſt 


Caika, Icanas well bee hang'd as rell the manner of it: 
It were meere Foeliry, I did not marke it. I ſawe fark 
Antony offer him a Crowne, yet *twas not a Crowne ney” 
ther, 'twas one of theſe Coronets : and asItold you, 
hee put it by once : but for all that, ro my thinking, he 
would faine have had it. Then he offered it to him againe: 
then hee' pur it by againe : but co my thinking, he was 
very loath to lay his fingers off it, And then he offered 
it the third rime : he pur it the third time by , and till 
as he refus'd it, the rabblement howted, and clapp'd 
their chopt handsi, and threw uppe ther ſweaty Night- 
cappes, and uttered ſuch a deale of itinking breath, 
becauſe (ſar refus'd the Crowne, that it had (al- 
moft ) choaked Ceſar : for hee ſwoonded, and fell 
downeat it : And for mine owne part, Idurit not laugh, 
for feare of opening my Lippes, and receiving the bad, 


Caſſe. 


—- 
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Cack. He fell downe in the Market-place, and foam'd 


at mouth, and was ſpecchleſle. ; | 
Brat* *Tisvery like he hath the Falling ſickencſle. 
Ca//i, No, (e/ar hath it not: but you, and I, 
And honeſt Caska,we have the falling ſickeneſfles 
Cach. I know not what you mcane by that, but I am 
ſure Ca/ar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hiſſe him, according as he pleas'd, and diſ- 
pleas'dthem, as they uſe to doe the Players in the Thea- 
tre, Iam no true inan. : 
Brut. What aidhe, when he came unto himſelfe? : 
Cask. Mary, before he fell downe, when he percelv d 
the common Heard was glad he refus'd the Crowne, he 
pluckr me ope his Dovblct, and offer'd them his Throat 
to cut : and I had beene a man offany Occupation, if I 
would nor have taken him ar a word , I would 1 might 
goe to Hell among th? Rogues, and fo hee fell. When 
he came to himſelte againe, he ſaid, If hee had done, or 
faid any thing awiſle, he defir'd their worſhips to thinke 
it was his infirmity. Three or foare Wenches where 
ſtood, cryed, Alafle good Soule, and forgave him with 
al their hearts : Bur there's heed to betaken of them z 1t 
Ceſar had abl'd their Mothers, they would have done no 
leſle, 
Brut, And after that, he came thus {ad away» 
(ak. 1. 
(ffi. Did (cero (ay any thing ? 
Cak, I, he ſpoke Greek«. 
Caſſi. To whateſleR? | 
Cack, Nay, and I tell you that, Ile ne're looke you 
ith'faceagaine. Butthoſe that underſtood him, fmil'd 
at one another, and ſhooke their. heads : but for mine 
owne part, it was Greeke to me. I could tell you more 
| neweStoo 3: Afnrellzs and Flavins, for pulling Scarffes 
off Ce(ers Imags, are put to ſilence. Fare-you well. There 
was more Foolery yet , if Icould rememver it. 
Caſſi. Will you ſuppe with metonight, Cake? 
Caik, No, 1am promis'd forth. 
Caf, Will you Dine with me to morrow ? 
Cack. I, if i bealive, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinner worththeeating. 
Caſſi. Good, 1 will expe you. 
Cak. Doe fo : farewell both. 
Exit. 
Bru. Whata blunt fellow is this growne to be ?. 
He was quicke Mcttle, when he went to Schoole. 
Caf. Sois be now, in execution 
Of any bold or Noble Enteprize, 
How-ever he puts on this tardy forme :; | 
This Rudenefle is a Sawce to his good Wit, 
Which gives men ſtomacke todiſgeſt his words 
With better Appetites 
Brat, And to itis : 
For this time I willleave you: : 
To morrow if yon pleaſe to ſpeake with with me, 
I will come home to you : or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you- 
{ aſi. I will doe ſo: till then , thinke of the world. 
Exit Brutus. 
Well Brutus, thouart: Noble yetI ſee, 
Thy houourable Mettall may be wrought 
| From that it is diſpos'd , therefore tis meet, 
{ That Noble miades keepe ever with theirlikes: 
| For whofo firme , that cannot be ſeduc'd? 
Ceſar doth beare me hard, brit he loves Brutus. 


——_— —_ _ 


. Bur ; what, did Ceſarſwound ? | 
Caſſi. But ſoft I pray you ; what, ſa | He ſhould not humor me. 1 will this Night, 


| 


If I were Bratus now, and he were Caſſins, 


In ſeverall hands, in at his Windowes throw, 
As if they came from {everall Citizens, 
Writtings, alltending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obſcurely 
Ceſars Ambition ſhall be glanced ar. 
And atter this, let C«ſar ſeat him ſure, 
For wee will ſhake him, or worſe dayes endure. 
x Ext, 


Thunaer, and Lightning. Eater Caiks, 
and Cicero. 


Cic. Good even, Caska: brought you Ceſar home? 
W byare you breathleſſe, and why ſtare you ſo ? 
Cask, Arenot you mov'd, when all the ſway of Earth 

Shakes, like athing unfirme ? O Cicero, 
I have ſcene Tempefts, whenthe ſcolding Winds 
Have riu'd the knotty Oakes, and I have feene 
Tiambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage, and foame, 
To tcexalted with the threatning Clouds : 
But never till to Night, never till now, 
Did I goe through aTempeſt-dropping-fire. 
Eyther there isa Civill ftrife in Heaven, 
Orelſe the World, too ſawcy with the Gods, 
Incenſes them to ſend deſtrauRion. 

(ic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderfull ? 

Cask. A common ſlave, you know him wellby ſight, | 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burne 
Like twenty Torches ioyn'd;. and yet his hand, 
Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 
Beſides, I ha'not fince put up my Sword, 
Againſt the Capitoll ] met a Lyon, 
W ho glaz'd upon me, and went ſurely by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawne 
V pon a heape, a hundred gaſtly Women, 
Transformed with their feare,who ſwore, they ſaw 
Men, all in fire, walke up and downe the ſtreezes- 
And yeſterday, the Bird of Night did fit, 


. Evenat Noone day, upon the Market place, 


Howting,and ſhreeking. When theſe Prodigics 
Doe ſo contoyntly meet, let not men ſay, 
Theſe aretheir Reaſons they are Naturall : 
For I beleeve, they are portentous things 
Vnto!the Clymate, that they pointupon. 
(ic. Indeed, icis a ſtrange ECoſet time: 
But men may couſtrye things after their faſhion, 
Cleane from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 
Comes («ſar to the Capitoll to morrow ? 
(45k; He dorh : forhe did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would bethere tomorrow. 
Cic. Good-night then, Carka: 
This diſturbed Skie is not to walke in. 
Cack. Farewell Cicero. 
Exit Cicero. 
Enter { afſins. | 
(aſi. Who'sthere? oy 
(a:ke A Romane. 
(4/4. Carks, by your Voyce. 
Caik, Your Eare is good. 
Caſſius, what Nightis this? 
Caſſt. A very pleaſing Nightto honeſt men. 
(atk, Who ever knew the Heavens menace ſo? 
Caſſi. Thoſe that have knowne the Earth ſo full of 
faults. ne: 
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For my part,I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
cubmutting meunto the perillous Night; 

And thus unbraced,Carke,as you ſee, 

- | Hayebar'd my Boſome to the Thunder-ſtone: 
And when the croſſeblew Lightning ſcem'd toopen 
The Breſt of Heaven, I'did preſent my ielfe 
Eyen in the ayme,and very flaſh of it. 


Itisthe part of men,to feare and tremble, 
Whenthe moſt mighty Gods,by tokens fend 
Such dreadfull Heraulds,to aſtoniſh us. 
Caſſi. You arc dull, (aka: 
Andthoſe ſparkes of Life that ſhould be ina Roman, 
Youdoe 1want or Elſe you uſe not, 
You looke pale,and gaze and put on feare, 
And caſt your ſelfe in wonder, 
Toſee the ſtrange impatience of the Heavens: 
But if you would conſider thetruc cauſe, 
Why all theſe Fires, why all theſe gliding Ghoſts, 
Why Birds ard Beaſts,from quality and kinde, 
Why Old men, Fooles,and Children calculate, 
Why a'l theſe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures,snd pre-formed Faculties, 
Tomonſtrous quality;why you ſhall finde, 
That Heaven bath infus'd chem with theſe Spirits, 
To make them Inſtrments of feare,and warning, 
'Vnto ſome monſtrous State. 
Now couldI(Ca-ka)rame to theea man, 
| Moſt likethis dreadfull Night, | 
That Thunders, Lightens,opens Graves,and teares, 
| asdoth the, Lyon in the Capitoll: 
Aman no mightier then thy felfe,or me, 
Iiperfonall action;yet prodigious growne, 
And fearetull,as theſer {tange eruptions are. 
(a, Tis Ceſar that you meane: 
[s1t not, Caſſius? 
Caf. Let it be who 1t is:for Romans now 
He Thewes,andLimbes,like to their Anceſtors; 
But woe the while ,our Fathers mindesare dead, 
And we are govern'd with our Mothers ſpirits, 
Qur ycake,and ſufferance,thcw us Womaniſh, 
Cu, Indeed,they ſay,the Senators to morrow 
Meane to eſtabliſh Ce/aras a King: 
And he ſhail wearehisCrowne by Se2,and Land, 
hevery place,ſave herein Iraly. 
Caſ. T know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
(fins from Bondage will deliver (afſius: 
Therein, yee Gods,you make the weake moſt; {trong; 
Therein , yee Gods,you Tyrants doe defeat. 
Nor Stony Tower,nor Walls of beaten Brafle, 
Norayre-lefſe Dungeon,nor ſtrong Linkes of Iron, 
a be retentive to the ſtrength of ſpirit: 
but Life being weary of theſe worldly Barres, 
lacks power to.diſmiſlc it ſelfe. 
If know this, know all the World beſides, 
Thatpart of Tyranny that I doe beare, 
lcanſhake offatplealuce. Thunder ſtill. 
| (ak, SocanT : | 
[vevery Bond-man in his owne hand-beares 
Thepower to cancel his Captivity. ': 
(of. And why ſhould Ceſarbe a Tyrant then? 
reman,l know he would not be a Wolfe,, 
bit that he ſees the Romans are but Sheepe: 
5 creed Lyon, were not Romans Hihdes. 
y that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
"gmt with weake Strawes. W hat traſh is Rome? 


WL 


(uens? 
Cak. But wherefore did you ſo much temptthe Hea- 


/ Andiookeyoulay it inthe Prerors Chayre, 


| Whata tcarefuli Night? 


| What Rabbiſh,and what Offall > when it ſerves . 
For the baſe matter,to illaminare 
| So vilea thing as Ceſar. But oh Griefe, 

Where haſt thouled me?i(perhaps)ſpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man:then I know 
My anſwere muſt be made. Bur I am arm'd, 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Ck. Youſpeake to Cacka,and ro ſfucha man, 
That isnoflearing Tell-tale, Hold,my Hand : 
Be fatious for reddrefle of all theſe Griefes, 
And I will ſet this foot of mineas farre, 

As who goes fartheſt, 

| Caf: There'sa Bargaine made, 

Now know you,(«ka,l have mov'd already 
Some certaine of the Nobleſt minded Romans 
To under-goe,with me,an Enterprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous conſequence; 

And I doe know by this,they ſtay for me 

In Pempeyes Porch:;for now this fearcfull Night, 
There is no ſtirre,or walking in the ftreetes; 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favors,kkethe Worke we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody,fiery,and molt terrible, 


Enter (ma, 


_— Stand cloſe a while , for heere come$one in 
alles 

Caf. Tis Cirna,l doe know him by his Gate, 
He 1s a friend. (nm, where haſte you {0? 

(na. To finde out you : Who's that , CHetellng 
Cymber? 

Caf. No, it is Caska,one incorporate 
To our Attempts, Am not ſiay'd for,Cinna? 

Cin, Tai glad on'r. 


There*stwo orthree of us have ſeene ſtrange ſights. 
('4/. Am I not ftay'd for?tell me. 
Cin.Yes,you are, O ( aſ5ins, 

If you could but u inne the Noble Brarms 

To our party 
Caf. Be you content. Good Ci take this Paper, 


Wherg Brute may but finde it:;and throw this 
In at his Window;fer this up with Waxe 
Vpon old Brates Statue:allthis done; 
Repaire to Powpezes Porch, where you ſhall finde us. 
Is Decins Brutnsand Trebonius there? 
Cir. All,but Aetellus (ymber,and hee's gone 
To ſecke you at your houſe. Well,I will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theſe Papers as you bad me. 
Caf. That done,repayre to Pozppeyes T heater. 
| Exit Canna, 
Come Caska,you and I will yet,cre day, 
Sce Brmtues at his houſe: three parts of him 
Ts ours already,and the man entire 
Vpon the next encounter, yee!ds him ours. 
Cask, O,he firs bigh i1nalf the Peoples hearts: 
And that which would appeare Off-nce in vs, 
His Countenance\like richeſt Alckytmie, 
Will change to Vertue, and ro Worthinefle, 

Caſe Him,and his worth,and our greatneed of him, 
You have right well conceited:let us goe, | 
For it is after Mid-night,and ere day, 
We will awake him,and be ſure of him. 


— 
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Enter BY#tus in his Orchard. 


Bru. W hat Lucius, hoe? 
I cannot,by the progcefle of the Starres, 
Give gucfſe how ncere to day=-Locius,l ſay? 

I would it were my fault to ſlcepe ſo ſoundly. 
W hen Lucins,whentawake,T ſay:what Lucie? 
| Enter Lucins. 

Lac, Call'd you,my Lord? 
Bra, Get me a Taper in my Study, Lacizs: 
When it 1s lighted, come and call me here. ; 
Luc. I will, my Lord. Exit. 
Bru, It mult be by his death:and for my part, 
I know no perſonall cauſe,to ſpurne at him, 
But for the generall. He would be crown'd: ; 
How that might change his nature , there's the queſtion? 
It is the bright day,that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking:Crowne him that, 
And then | graunt we put a Sting in him, | 
That at his wili he may doe danger with. 
Trabuſe of Greatneſle,is, when it dis joynes 
Remorſe from Power: And to ſpeake trurh of Ceſar, 
I have not knowne, when his Aﬀections ſway'd 
More then his Reaſon. But tisa common proofe, 
That Lowlyneſſeis young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turnes his Face: - 
But when he onceattaines the upmolt Round, 
Hethen unto the Ladder turnes his Backe. 
Lookes inthe Clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend:{o Ceſar may; 
Then left he may,prevent.And fince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour,fcr the thing he 1s, 
Faſhion it thus;toat what he is, augmented, 
Would runne to theſc,and theſe extremities: 
And therfore thinke him as a Serpents egge, 
Which hatch*.!,would as his kinde grow miſchievous; 
And kill him 1a the ſhell. 
} | Enter LCs. 
Lac. The Taper burneth in your Cloſct,Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper,thus ſcal'd up,and I am ſure 
It did not [ye there when I went to Bed. 
Gives bim the Letter, 
Bra. Get yuu to Bed againc, it is not day: 
Is not to morrow(Boy )che tirſt of March? 
Luc. I know not, Ir. 
Bra. Looke inthe Calender,and bring me word. 
Luc, T will,Sir. Exit. 
' Bra, The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 
Giveſo muchlight, that I may reade by them. 
Opens the Letter ,and reades. 
Brutus tho fluep'ff;awake,and ſeethy ſelfe: 
Shall Rome,@&c. ſpeake,ftrike,vedreſſe. 
| Brutus thou fleep ft: awake. 
| Such inſtigarions have beene often dropt, 
{ Where I have tooke them up: 
Shall Rome &c. Thus muſt I picce it out: 
| Shall Rome ſtand under one mans awe? W hat Rome? 
| My Anceſtors did from the ſtreetes of Rome 
The Targuindrive,when he was call'da King. 
| Speake ferikenedreſſe. Am 1 entreated 


To ſpeake,and ſtrike?O Rome, I make the promiſe, 
If the redrefſe will follow, thou receiveſt 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Bruexs, 
Enter Lucins. 

Lac. Sir,March is waſted fiftecne dayes. 

 _ Knocke within. 
 Brn. Tis good, Gotothe Gate, ſome body knocks; 
Since (aſs192 firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 
I have not ſlept. 
Betweene the ating of a dreadfull thing, 
And the firſt mocion,all the Interim is 
Like a Phaxtaſma,or a hideous Dreame: 
The Genizs,and the mortall Iuſtruments 
Are then in councell;and the ſtate of man, 
Liketoa little Kingdome,ſuffers then 
The nature of an InſarreRtion. 


Enter Lucius. | 

Lac.Sir,tis your Brother Ca/cins at the Doore, 
Whodoth defire to ſee you. 

Bra,1s he alone? 

£xc. NogSir,there are moe with him, 

Bru. Doe you know them? }. . 

Zuc. No,Sir,their Hatsare pluckt about their Eares, 

And halfe their Faces butied in their Cloathes, 
That by no meanes I maydiſcover them, 
By any marke of favour. 

Bra. Let'em enter: 
They arc the Faction, O Confſpiracie, 
Shani'it thou to ſhew thy dang'rous Brow by Night, 
When evills are moſt free?O rhen,by day 
Where wilt thou finde a Caverne darkeenou 
To maske thy monſtrous Viſage?Secke Arne, 
Hide it in Smiles,and Aﬀability: 
For if thou path,thy native ſemblance on; 
Not Erebus itſelfe were dimme enough, 
To hide thee from prevention. 


Enter the ( on (pirators,{ aſtins, Cacka,Decins, 
Cunmna, Metellns,aud Trebonins. 


Caf. 1 thinke we are too bold upon your Reſt: 
Good morrow Bratzs,doe we trouble you?; _ 
© Bra. I have beeneup this howxe,awake all Night: 
Know I theſe men,that come along with you? 

Caf: Yes,every man of them;and no man here 
But honors you:andevery one doth wiſh, 

You had butthatopinion of your ſelte, 
W hich every Noble Roman beares of you. 
This is Treboniws. | 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Caſ:This, Derins Bratas. 

Bru, He is welcome too. 


Cimber. 

| Bra. They are all welcome. | 

What watchfull Cares doe interpoſe themſelyes 

Betwixt your Eyes,and Night? : 
Caf. Shall I intreata word? Thty whiſpers 


Caik, No. Cay 
| Cin.O pardon,Sir,it doth;and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clonds,are Meſſengers of Day- 


— 


| Heere,asI point my Sword,the Sunne ariſes, 
; W hich isa great way growing onthe South, 


ll. cd . —_—_ —_— 
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nſpiracie, | 


Cafe This, (wake ; this (ma ; and this » CMetelins 


Dec. Here lyes the Eaſt:doth not the Day breake here? 


Weigh- 


| 


Cask. You ſhall confeſſe, that you are both deceiv'd: 


( 
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Weighing the youthfull Seaſon of the yeare. 
Some two moneths hence,up higher toward the North 
Heficſt preſents his fire,andrthe high Eaſt 
Stands as the Capito!l,diretly heere, 
Bru, Give me your hands all over,one by one. 
Caſe Andlet us fweare our Reſolution. 
Bru. No,notan Oath:if notthe Face of men, 
The ſufferance of our Soules,the times Abuſe; 
If theſe be Motives weake,breake off betimes, 
And every man hence,to his idle bed: 
So [ct high-ſighted-Tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by Lottery. But if theſe 
(As Iam ſurethey do) beare fire enough 
To kindle Cowards,and to ſteele with valour 
The melting Spirits of women; Then Countrymen, 
What neede we aty ſpurre,but our ovwne cauſe 
Topricke us to redreſſe?W hat other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans,that have ſpokethe word, 
And will not palter? And what orher Oath, 
Then Honeſty to Honeſty ingag'd, _ 
Thatthis ſhall be,or we will fall for it, 
Sweare Prieſts and Cowards,and men Cautelous 
Old feeble Carrions,and ſuch ſuffering Soules 
That welcomewrongs:V nto bad cauſes, {weare 
Such Creatures as men doubt;but donot ſtaine 
The even vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th'in{upreſſive Mettle of our Spirits, 
Tothinke,that or our Cauſe,or our Performatice 
Did neede an Oath. When every drop of blood 
That every Roman beares,and Nobly beares 
Is guilty of a ſeverall Baſtardy, 
If hedo breake ths ſmalleſt Particle 
Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. 
Caf. But what of Cicer?$hall we ſound him? 
I thinke he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Cak. Let us notleave him out. 
Cin. Nogby no meanes. ys 
Met, O let us have himyfor his Silver haires 
Will purchaſe us a good opinion: 
Aud buy mens voyces,tocommend our deeds: 
It thall be ſayd,his judgement rudour bands, 
Our youths,and wildenefſle, ſhall no whit appeare, 
But all be buriedin lis Gravity. = i 
Bra. © name him notzlet us not breake with him, 
For he will never-follow any thing 
That other men begin. | 
{af. Then leave him out. 
Cack. Indeed, he isnot fit. | 
Dee. Shall no man elſe be coucht,but onely Ceſar? 
(af. Decius ell urg'd:I thinke it is not meet, 
Marke Amony,ſo well belov'd of Ceſer, 
'Shouldour-live Ceſar,we ſhall finde of him _ 
Aſhrew'd Contriver. And you know,bismcanes 
Ifhe improve them,may well ſtretch ſo farre 
Asto annoy us all:which to prevent, 
Let Aztory and Ceſar fall together. | 
Brgy. Our courſe will ſceme too bloody, (aims Caſſi:, 
Tocut the Head cff,and then hacke the Limbes: 
Like Wrath in death,and Envy afterwards: 
For Anteny,is bur a Limbe of Ceſar. 
Let's be Sacrificers,but not Butchers Caius: 
Weall ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Ceſar, 
And in the Spirit of men,there is nq blood: 
Othat wethen could come by Ceſar Spirits, 
And not diſmiember Ceſar | But(alas) 
Ceſar muſt bleed for it. And gentle Friends, 


PIT 


| Let's kill him Boldly,but not Wrathfully: "FORM 
Ler's carve him,as a Dith fit forthe Gods, 

Not hew him as a Carkafſe fit for Hounds; 

And fer our Hearts,as ſubtle Maiſters do, 

Stirre up their Servants to an ate of Rage, 

And after ſeeme to chide.cm. This ſhall make 

Our purpoſe Neceflary,and not Envious. 

W hich ſo appearing to the common eyes, 

We ſhallbe call'd Purgers not Murderers. 

And for CMarke Antory,thinke not of him:: 

For he candono more then { «ſars Arme, 

When Ceſarshead is off, 

{ Caſe. Yerl feare him, 

For in the ingraſted love he bearesto Ceſar. 
Br. Alas,good {#ſsius,do not thinke of him: 

If he love (eſar,all that he can do 

Is to himſelte;take thought,and dye for Ceſar. 

| And that were much he ſhould:for he is given 

Toſports,to wildeneſſe,and much company. 
Treb, There is no feare in him;let him not dye, 

For he willlive,and laugh atthis hereafter. 


Clocks ſtrikes. 
Bra, Peace,count the Clocke. tha 
Caf. The Clocke hath ſtricken three. 
Tres. Tis time to part. 
_ Caf. But it is doubtful yet, 
Whether (ſar will come forth to day,or no: 
For he is Supcrſtitious growne of late, - 
| Quite from the maine Opinion he held once, 
Of Fantaſie, of Dreames, and Ceremonies} 
Itmay be,theſeapparant Prodigies, 
The unaccuſtom'd Terror of this night, 
And theperſwaſion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitoll to day. 
Dee. Never feare that: If he beſo reſolv'd, 


1 can ore-ſway him:for he loves to heare, 


That Vnicornes may be betray*d with Trees, 
And Bearcs with Glafles,Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toiles, and men with Flatterers. 
But,when I tell him, he hates Flatterers, 

He ſayes,he does;being then moſt flattered. 

Let me worke: 51 

For I can give his humour the true bent; 

AndI will bring him to the Capitoll. | 
Caf: Nay,we will allof us,be there to fetch him; 
Bru, By the cight houre,1s that the uttermoſt? 

Cin, Be that the uttermoſt ,and faile not then. 

Met. Cains Ligarius doth beare Ceſar hatred, 
Whorated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey, 
I wonder none of you havethought ofhim. 

Bru, Now good Mete!lasgoalong by him: 
He loves me well, and [ have given him Reaſons, 
Send him but hither,and Ile faſhion him. 

Caf. The morning comes upon's; 

Wee'l leave you Brat, | 

And friends diſperſe your ſclves;but all remember 

What you have ſaid,and ſhew your ſelves true Romans. 
Bra. Good Gentlemen,looke freſhiand merrily, 

Let not ourlookes put on our purpoſes, 

But beareit as our Roman Actors do, 

With untyr'd Spirits, and formall Conſtancy, 

And ſogood morrow to you every one. 

En. AManet Brute 

Boy:Lscins : Faſtaſleepe?Ic isno matter, 

Enjoy the hony-heavy-Dew of Slumber: 

| Thou haſt no Figures, nor no Fantaſies, 


Excennt. 
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Whichbufie care drawes , inthe braines of men ; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt ſo ſound. 
Enter Portia. 
Por, Brutm, my Lord. | 
Brgy.Portia, W hat meane you? wherfore riſe you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weake condition, to the raw cold morning. 
Por, Nor for yours neither. Y*have ungently Brutus 
Stole from my bed : and yeſternightat Supper 
' You ſodainly aroſe, and walk'd about, 
Muſing, and Fghing, with your arines a-croſle : 
And when Task'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me, with ungentle lookes. 
I urg'd you Further, then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impaticntly (tampt with your foote : 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you an{wer'd not, 
But with an angry waf:cr of your hand 
Gave ſigne for metoleave you ; So1 did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatierce 
Which ſeem'd too much inkindled; and withal!; 
Hoping it was but an ettet of Humor, 
! Which ſometime hath his houce with every man. 
It will ot ler you eate, nor talke, nor ſleepe ; 
And could it workeſo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 
I ſhould not know you Brats. Deare wy Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grecte, 
Brs, I amno: well in health, and that 1s all, 
' Por. Bratws is Wiſe, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the meanes to come by its 
Bru. Why ſo I do: good Portia go to bed. 
Por. Is Brutus ſicke? And is itPhyficall 
To walke unbraced, and ſicke upthe humors 
Of the darke Morning ? What, is Brat:s ſicke ? 
And will he ſteale out of his wholeſome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night 2 
And tempt the Rhewmy, and unpurged Ayre, 
Toadde unto his ficknefle ® No my Brute, 
You have ſome ſicke Offence within your minde, 
W hich by the Right and Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of : And upon my knees, 
I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowes of Love, and that great Vew 
W hich did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold ro me, your ſelfe ; your halfe; 
Why you are heavy, and what men tonight 
Have had refort to you: for heere have becne 
Some fixe or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſle, 
Bru. Knecle not gentle Portsa. 
Por. Tſhould notneede, if you were gentle Prutm, 
Withinthe Bond of Marriage, tell me Brac, 
Is it excepted, I ſhouli know no Secrets 
That appertaine toyou? Am I your Selte, 
But as it were in fort, or limitation ? 
To keepe with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, 
And talke to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleaſure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Bruin Harlor, not his Wife. 

Bran. Youare my true and honourable Wife, 
Asdeereto me,asarethe ruddy droppes 
That viſit my {ad heart, 

Por, If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret, 
1 graunt]ama Woman; but withall, 
A Womanthat Lord Brarwtooketo Wife: 

I graunt I ama Woman; but withall, 


A Woman well reputed : Care's Daughter. 
Thinke you, Iam no ſtronger thenmy Sex 
Being fo Father'd, and ſo Husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counſels, I will not diſcloſe 'em : 
I have made ſtrongproofe of my Conſtancie, 
Giving my ſelfe a voluntary wound 
Heere, inthe Thigh: Can I beare that with patience, 
And not my Husbands Secrets ? 
Bru. O yeGods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. Kvocke. 
Hearke, hearke, one knockes: Portia go in a while, 
And by and by thy boſome ſhall partake 
The ſccretsot my Heart. 
All my engagements, I will conſtrue to thee, 
All the CharaQtery of my fad browes : 
Leave mc with haſt, | Exit Portia. 
Enter Lucius and Ligarits. 
Luci, who's that knockes. 
Luc. Heere isa ficke man that would ſpeake with you, 
Bra. Cam Ligariua, that Metelins ſpake of, 
Boy,ſtand afide. Caine Ligarims, how ? 
(<5. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue, 
Bru, O what atiine have you choſe out brave Caine 
To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not ſicke, 
( ai, Tam not ſicke, if Brutus havein hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 
Bre, Suchan exploit have 1 in hand Ligarine, 
Had you a healthfull care to heare of it. 
Cas. By all the Gods that Romansbow before, 
I hcere diſcard my fiekneſſe. Soule of Rome, 
Brave Sonne, deriv*'d from Honourable Loines, 
Thou like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortificd Spirit. Now bid me runne, 
And [ will ſtrive with things impoſlible, 
Yea gct the better of them. Whar'sto do ? 
Bru. Apeece of worke, 
That will make ſicke mea whole. 
" { «5. Butare not ſome whole,that we muſt make ſicke? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo. W hat it is my Cam, 
I ſhall unfold tothee , as we are going, 
To whom 1t muſt be done. | 
(as. Set on your foote, 
And with a heart new-tfir'd, I follow you, 
Todo I know not whar : bur it ſutficeth , 
That Br#! us leads me on. _ 
Bru, Follow mc then. 


T hunders 


E xennt. 


Thunder and Light ning. 
Enter Iulin Caeſar in his N zght-gowne. 


(#/ar. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Have beene at peaceto night : 
Thrice bath Ca{pharriazin her ſlcepe cryed out; 
Helpe,ho : They murther Cz/ar. Who's within? 
Enter a Ser vant... 
Ser, My Lord. Et 
Ceſ. Go bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succefle. 
Ser, I will my Lord. : 
Emer Calphurnia. 
Cal. W hat meane you Ceſar? Think you to walke forth? 
You ſhal not ſtirre out of your houſe to day, 

Ce. («ſar ſhall forth ; the things that threaten'd me, 
Ne're look'd but on my backe : When they ſhallſee 
The face of Ceſar, they are vaniſhed. 

(op: 


Exit. 
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Cahp. Caſar,l never ſtood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright. me: There is one within, 
Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeene, 
Recounts moſt horrid fights ſeene by the Watch. 
A Lioneſſe hath whelped in the ſtreets, 
'And Graves have yawn'd,and yeeldedup their dead; 
Fierce fiery Warriours fight upon the Clouds 
In Rankesand Squadrons,and right forme of Warrc 
Which drizel'd bloud upon the Capitoll: 
The noiſe of Battell hurried in the Ayre: 
Horſes did neigh, and dying men did grone, 
And Ghoſts did ſhricke and {queale about the {treets. 
O Ceſar,theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
AndI do feare them. 

Ceſ. What can be avoyded 
W hoſe end is purposd by the mighty Gods? 
Yet («ſar ſhall go forth:for theſe PrediRtions 
Areto the world in generall,as to Ceſar. 

(lp, When Beggersdye,thereare no Comets ſcene, 
The Heavens themſelves blaze forththe death of Princes 

{*/. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never taſte of death but once: 
Of all the Wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeemesto me moſt firange that men ſhould feare, 
Seeing that death,a neceſſary end 
Will come,when it will come. 

. Emer a Servant. 

What ſay the Augurers? 

Ser, They would not have you to ftirre forth to day. 
Pluckivg the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
They cond not findea heart within the beaſt. 

Cef. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardice! 
Ceſar ſhould be a Beafi without a heart 
If he ſhould Nay at home to day for feare: 
No, Car ſhall not;Davger knowes full well 
That Ceſar is more dangerous then he. 
We heare two Lyonslitter'd in one day, 
And I theelder and more terrible, 
And Cſar ſhall go forth. 

Cal. Alas my Lord, 

Your wiſcdome is conſum'd in confidence: 
Do not go forth to day: Call it my feare, 
That keepes you in the houſe,and not your oWnes 
Wee'l ſend MarkeeFntory to the Senate houle, 
| And he ſhall ſay,youare not wellro day: 
Let me upon my knee,prevatlein this. 

Cef. Marke «Antony ſhall ſay Tam not well, 
And for thy humor,l wiil ſtay at home. 

Enter Decws, 

Heere's Decizs Bratzus he ſhall tell them ſo. 

Dec. (**ſar,all haile:Good morrow worthy Ceſar, 
I cometo ferch you to the Senate bouſe. 

Ceſ. And youare come invery happy tume, 
To beare my greeting tothe Senators, 
And tell them that I willnot come today: 
Cannor,is falſe:and that I dare not,falſer: 
I will not come to day,tell them ſo Decixs, 

Cat, Say he is ſicke. 

C:/.Shall Ceſar ſenda Lye? 
Have I in Conqueſt ſtretcht mine Arme ſofarre, 
To be afear'd to tell Gray-beards the truth: 
Decinus,go tell them,Ceſar will not come. 

Dee. Moſt mighty Cefarlet me know ſome cauſe, 


— 
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| And know it now,the Senate have concluded 


{ If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, | 


But for your private ſatisfaction, 
Becauſe Hoveyou,l withkt you know. 
Calphmniaheere my wife, ſtayes meat home: 
Shedream't tonigh, ſheſaw my Statue, 
Which like a fountaine, withan hundred ſpouts 
Did run pure blood:;and many iuſty Romans 
Came{fmiling;and did bathe their hands in it; 
And theſe does ſhe apply,for warnings and portents, | 
Andevilsimmincnt;and on her knee | 
Hath begg'd,chat 1 will ſtay at home to day. 

Dec. This dreame is all amiſſe interpreted, 
It was a viſion,faireand fortunate: 
Your Statue ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which ſo many imiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies,that from you great Rome ſhall ſacke 
Reviving bfood,and that great men ſhall preſſe 
For Tinctures,Staines,Reliques,and Cogniſance. 
This by Calphaurnia's Dreame is ſignified. 

Czf. And this way have you well expounded it. 

Dee. I have, when you have heard whart I can ſay: 


Togive this day,a Crowneto mighty Ceſar, 


Their mindes may change.Beſides,it were a mocke 
Apt to be render*d, for fome one to ſay, | 
Breakeup the Senate, till another time, | 
When Cſars wife ſhall meete with better Dreames: 
If Ceſar hide himmſelfe,ſhall they not whiſper 
Loe Ceſar is affraid? 
Pardon me { «ſar,for my deere deere love 
To your proceeding bids ne tell you this; 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 

C2ſ.How fooliſh do your fears ſceme nozy Calphurniat 
I amaſhamedI did yeeld to them. | 
Give me my Robe,for I will go, 


Enter Brutns, Ligarins, Metellns,Cacka,Tre- 
boniss,Cinna,and Publins. 
And looke where Pwblins is cometo fetch me. - 
Pyb. Good morrow Ceſar. 
Ceſ, Welcome Publins, 
W hat Brutus,are you ſtirr'd ſo carelytoo? 
Good morrow Catka:Cains Ligarins, 
Caſar was ne're fo much your enemy, 
As that ſame Ague which hath made you leane; 
Whatis'ta Clocke? 
Bru. Ceſar,tis ſtrucken eight. 
| Ceſc I thanke you for your paines and curteſie, 
Enter «Antony. 
See, Antony that Revels long a-nights 
Is notwithitanding up. Good morrow e-Amory, 
Ant. So to molt Noble Ceſar 
(s/. Bid them prepare within: 
I am too blame to be thus waited for, 
Now { Jn»a,now /Aetelins: what Trebonins, 
I have an houres taike in ſtore for you: 
Remember that you call on me to day; 
Be neere me,that I may remember you, 
Treb. Czſar I will;and foneere will I be, | 
T har your beſt Friends ſhall wiſh I bad beene further. 
(+/: Good Friends go in, and taſte ſome wine with me 
And weſlike Friends)will ſtraight way go together. 
Bru. That every like 1s not the ſame,O Ceſar, | 


Leſt I be laughtat when Itell themſo. The heart of Brares carnes to thinke upon, Exennt, 
Ceſ. The cauſe ts in my Will, 1 witk not come, Enter eArtemidorns. 
That ts enough to ſattsfic the Senate. | Ceſar,beware of Brutivs take heede of Caſriut,coms not | 
- mm 3 netre? 
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neere Caukabave an eye to.Cynna,truft not Trebonins,marks 
well IMetellus Cymber Decins Brutus loves thee not; T hou 


| baſt wrong d Cains Ligarins. There is but one minde in all 


theſe men,and it is bent againſt Ceſar: If thou beeft not Immor- 


tall, looks about you : Security gines way to Conſpiracy. The 


mighty Gods defend thee. 
| Thy Lover eArtemiderns. 


' Heere will I ſtand,till Ceſar paſſe along, 
| Andasa Sutor will I give him this: 


My heart laments,that Vertue cannot live 
Our of the teeth of Emulation, 
If thou reade this, O Ceſar,thou mayelt live; 


. If not, the Fates with Traitors do contriue. 


Enter Portia and Lucins. 

Por. Iprythee Boy,run to the Senate-houſe, 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone. 
Why doelt thou Ray? 

Lac. Toknow my errand Madam. 

Por. I would have had thce there and heereagen 
Ere I can tell rhee what chou ſhould'it de there: 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my fide, 
Set a huge Mountaine *tweene my Heart and Tongue: 
T havea mans minde,but a womans might: 
How hard it is for women to keepe counſ<ll. 
Artthou heerec yct? 

Lnc. Madam,what ſhould I do? 
Run tothe Capitoll,and nothing clſc? 
And fo returne to you,and nothing elſc? 

Por. Yes,bring me word Boy ,ifthy Lord looke well, 
For he went ſickly forth:and rake good note 
What Ceſar doth, what Sutors prelle to him, 


| Hearke Boy,whar noiſe is that? 


Lac. 1 heare nonc Madam. 
Por. Prythee liſten weli: 
I hearda buſtling Rumor like a Fray, 
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 
L#«c.Sooth Madam, heare nothing. 
Enter the Sootbſajer. 

Por. Come hither Fellow, which way haſt thou bin? 

Sooth. At mine owne houſe,good Lady. 

Por. What is't a clocke? | 

Sooth. About the ninth houre Lady. 

Por. Is Caſer yet gone tothe Capitoll? - 

Sooth. Madam not yet,I goto take my {tand, 
Toſce him paſſe on to the Capitoll, 

Por. Thou haſt ſome ſuite to (ſar, haſt thou nor? 

Sooth, T hat I have Lady,if it will pleaſe Ceſar 
To beſo good to Ceſar as to heare me: 
I ſhall beſeechhim to befriend himſclfe. 

Por. Why know?*lt thou any haxme's intended to- 
wards him? 

$o0;h. Nonethat I know will be, 
Much that I feare may chance: * 
Good morrow to youtheere the ſtreet is narrow: 
The throng that followes C/ar at the heeles, 
Of Senators,of Prztors,common Sutors, 
Will crowda feeble man(almoſt )to death: 
Ile get me to a place more voyd,and there 
Speake to great Ceſar as he comes along. 

Por. I multpoin: _ 
Aye me ! How weake a thing 
The heart of woman is? O-Zratas, | 
The Heavens ſpeede thee inthine enterprize. 


| Sure the Boy.heard me: Brarzs hath a ſuite 


That (ſar will not grant. O, I grow faint: 
Run Lcizs, and commend me to my Lord, 


| 


| Come to the Capitol. 


Say I am merry; Come to me againe, 


And bring me word what hedoth ſay to thee. 


ti 


oA us Tertins, 


> ————_— 


Flonrsſh. | 
Enter Ceſar Brutus, Caſſins,( aha, Decins, Metellns, Tre- 
bonius, Tynna, Antor y, Lepidus, Artemiaorns,Popi- 
lins, and the Seothſayer. 


Ceſ.The Ides of March are come. 
Soorh. I (afar, but not gone. 
Art. Haile Cefar:Read this Scedule. 
Dec. Trebonias doth deſire you to ore-read 
(Ar your beſt leifure)this his humble ſuite. 
et. O Ceſar,rcade mine firſt:for mine's a ſuite 
. That touches ('7ſar necrer. Read it great Ceſar. 
Ceſ. What touches us our ſelfe,thall be laſt ſerv'd. 
Art. Delay not Ceſar,read it inſtantly. 
( */- What, is the fellow mad? 
Pub. Sirra,give place. now 
Caf. What,urge you your Petitions in the ſtreet? 
Pep. 1 wiſh your enterprize.to day may thrive. 
Caſe. What enterprize Popilmns? 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Br. W hat ſaid Popilins Lena? 
Caf. He wiſht to day our enterpri 
I feare our purpoſe is diſcovered. 
Bru. Looke how he makes to Ceſar:marke him... 
Caſe Cacka be ſodaine,for we feare prevention. 
Brutss what ſhall be done?If this be knowne, 
(aſſius or Ceſar never ſhall turne backe, 
For I will ſlay my ſclfe. 
Bru. ( aſsins be conſtant: 
Popilins Lena ſpcakes not of our purpoſes, 
For looke he {miles,and {ſar doth not change. 
({f. Trebonins knowes his time:for look you Brat 
He drawes TMarke Antony out of the way. 
Dec, Where is CMezellus Cimber,let him go, 
And preſently preferre his ſuite to (ſar. 
Bru, Re is addreſt:preſſe neere,and ſecond him. 
Cin, Caska,you are the firit that reares your hand. 
Caf. Are weall ready? What isnow amiſle, 
That Ceſar and his Senate muſt redreſle? | 
Mace. Moſt high,moſt mighty,and moſt puiſant (/« 
Metellus Cimber throwes before thy Scate 
An humble heart. 
Caf, I muſt prevent thee Cymber: 
Theſe couchings, and theſe lowly courteſics 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And turne pre-Ordinance, and firſt Decree, 
Into the lane of Children, Be not fond. 
Tothinke that Ceſar beares ſuch Rebell blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality | 
Withthat which melteth Fooles,] meane ſweet words, 
Low-crooked. curtſies,and baſe Spaniell fawning: 
Thy Brother by decree js banithed: 
If thou doeſt bend,and pray,and fawne for him, 
I ſpurne theelike a Curre out of my way: 
Know, Ceſar doth not wrong,nor without cauſe 
Will hebe ſatisfied. + 27% 
Aer. Is there no voice more worthy then my Owne, 


ze might thrive: 
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To ſound more ſweetly in great{#fars care, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother? 
Bru, 1 kiſe thy band;but not in flattery Ceſar: 
Detiring thee,that Publius Cimber may 
 Havean immediate freedome of repeale. 
Caſ. What Brutus? "1230 
Ca. Pardon Ceſar: Ceſar pardon: 
Asloveas to thy foote doth Caſſie fall, 
To begge infranchiſement for Publius Cimber. 
Ce/. I could be well mov'd,if I were as you, 
If I could pray to moove, Prayers would moove:me: 
But I am conſtant as the Northerne'Statre, 
Of whoſe true fixt,and reſting quality, 
There is no fcliow mm the Firmament, 
The Skies are painted with unnumbred ſparkes, 
They are all Fire,and every one doth ſhine: 
But, there's bur one in all doth hold his place. 
So,in the World; Tis furmiſh'd well with Men, 
And Men are Fleſh and Blood,and apprehenſive; 
Yet inthe number,I do know but One 
That unaſſaylcable holds on his Ranke, 
Vnſhak*'d of motion:and that I am he, 
Let me a little ſhew ic,even in this: 
That I wasconſtant Cymber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant doremaine to keepe him ſo. 
({\m. O Ceſar. 
Cef. Hence: Wilrthou lifrup Olympus? 
Dec. Great Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Donot Brutus bootlefle kneele? 


Caik, Speake hands for me. 
They fiab Caeſar. 


Cef. Et Ta Brute Then fall { 2ſar. 
Cm.Liberty, Freedome;Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence, proclaime, cry it about the Streets. 
Caf. Some tothe common Pulpits,and cry out 
Liberty, Freedome,and Enfrachitement. 
Bru. Pcople and Senators, be not affrighted: 
{ Ely not,ſtand ſtill: Ambitions debt is paid. 
(hk. Go tothe Pulpit Brut. 
Dec. And Caſsms too, 
Eru, Where's Pubius? 
| Cm. Heere,quite confounded with this mutiny. 
* Met. Stand fait together , leſt fome Friend of Ceſars 
Should chance- 
Bra. Taike not of ſtanding. Pablins good cheere, 
There is no harme intended to your perſon, 
Nor to no Roman elſe:ſo teit them Publius. 

Caf. And teave us Publix, leit that the people 
Ruſhingon us, ſhould do your Age ſome miſchicfe, 

Bru, Do ſo,and let no man abide this deede, 
But we the Doers.. 

Enter Trebonins, 

Caf. Where is e Anthony? 

Treb. Fled to his Houſe amaz'd: 
| Men, Wives,and Children,ſtare,cry out,and run, 
As It were Doomeſday. 

&rs, Fates,we will know your pleafures: 
| That we ſhall dye we know.,tis butthe time 
And drawing dayes out,that men fiand upon. 

| (ak. Why hethat cuts off twenty yeares of life, 

Cuts off ſo many yeares cf fearing death. 
Bra, Grant that,and then is Death a Benefit: 
Soare we {eſars Friends;that have dbridg'd 
His time of tearing death. Stoope Romans, ſtoope, 
And letus bathe our handsin Ceſars blood 
Vp to the Elbowes, and beſmeare our Swords: 


— 


| Then walke we forth;evert to the Market place, 
And waving our red Weapons O'ie our heads;* 
Ler'sall cry Pcace, Freedome;and Liberty. 7331 
Caf. Stoop then,and waſh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this out lofty Sccne be ated over, 

In States unborne,and Accents yet kgnknowne? 
Bru. How many times ſhall C/ar bleed in ſport; 
That now on Fompeyes Baſis lyes along, ET 

No worthier then the duſt? | 
Caf. So oft as that ſhall be, 
SO often ſhall the knot of us be call'd; 
The Mea thac gave their Country libertys 
Dec, What, ſhall we forth? 
Caſ-T every man away. 
Brutws ſhall leade,and we will grace his heeles 
With the molt bcldeſt,and belt hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Servant, E. 
Bra. Sofc,who comes hcere? Afriend of eAztonyes. 
Ser. Thus *rutrs,did my Maſter bid me kneele; 
 Thusgid Marke Antony bid me fall downe, 
And being proſtrate,thus be bad me ſay, 
Bretusis Noble, Wile, Valiant,and Honeſt; 
Ceſar was Mighty, Bold, Roysll, and Loving: | 
Say,l love Bratzs.and I honour him; 
Say, i fear'd Cſar,honour'd him,and lov'd him. 
If £rmmr will vouch(afe,that Antony 
May ſafely coine to him,and be reſolv'd 
How («ſar hath deferv'd tolye in death, 
CMark Antony,ſhall nut love Ceſar dead 
SO well 35 BYarxsltving;but will follow 
The Fortunes and Aﬀarres of Noble Brute, 
Thorongh the hazards of this unrrod State, 
Withall true Faith. So fayes my Maſter Antony. 
Bra. Thy Maſter isa Wile and Valiant Romance, 
I never thought him « orſc; 


| Teiihim\,fo pleate him come unto this place 


He ſhall be fatisfied;and by my Honor 
Depart untouch'd. | 
Ser. Ile fetch him preſently, 


(af: I with we may:Bur yet have la minde 
Thar feares him much:and my miſgiving (till 
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Falles ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 
Enter Antony. 

Bra. But heere comes Antony: 
Welcome Hark Antony. 

ent. O mighty ( «ſer ! Doſt thoulye ſo low? 
Arcall thy Conquelts,Glories, Triumphes,Spoiles, 
Shrunke tothis little Meaſure? Fare thee well. 
I know not Gentlemen what you intend, - 
Whoeiſc muſt belet blood, who clic is rankes 
If | my ſelfe,there is no houre {ofit 
As Ceſars deaths houre;nor no Inſtrument 
Of halfethat worth,as thoſe your Swords; maderich 
With the molt Noble blood of allthis World. 
I do beſecch yec,if you beare me hard, 


E xit Servant. 
Brg, i know that we ihall have him well ro Friend. 


Now, whil'ſt your purpled hands do recke and ſmoake 


Fulfill your pleaſure. Live a thouſand yeeres, 
I ſhall not finde my ſelfe ſoapt todye. 

No place will pleaſe me fo,no meane of death, 
As heere by (2/ar, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Maſter Spirits of this Age. 

Bra. O Antony \ Begge not your death of us:. : - 
Though now we muſt appeare bloody and cruell,” 
Asby our bands,and this our preſent Act ls 87 ! 
You ſee we do:Yerſee you butour hands, 
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And this, the bleeding buſineſſe they have done: 
Our hearts you ſee not,they are pittifull: 

And pitty to the generall wrong of Rome, 

| As firedrives our fire,ſo pitty,pitty, 

Hath done this deed on Czfar, For your part, 


Our Armes in ſtrength of malice,and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper,do receive you in, 
With all kinde leve,good thoughts, and reverence. 
Caſ. Your voyce ſhall beas ſtrong asany mans, 

In the diſpoſing of new Dignities. 

Bra, Onely be patient,till we have appeas'd 
The Multitude,beſide themſelves with feare, 
And then,we will deliver youthe cauſe, _ 
Why I,that did love Ceſar whea I ſtrooke him, 
| Have thus procceded: 

Ant. 1 doubt not of your Wiſcdome: 
Let each man render me his bloody hand. 
Firſt Aarcss Bratus will I ſhake with you; 
Next Caius Caſſiws do I take your hand; 
Now Decins Bratus yours, now yours etellns; 
Yours (\ma;and my valiant Caika,yours; 
Though laſt,not leaſt in love,yours good Trebonins, 
Gentlemen all: Alas, what ſhall I ſay, 
| My creditnow ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad wayes you mult conceit me, 
Either a Coward,or a Flatterer: 
That I did love thee Ceſar,O tis true: 
If then thy Spirit looke upon us now, 
Shall it not greeve thee deerer then thy death, 
Toſce thy Antovy making his peace, 
| Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes? 
Moſt Noble,in the preſence of thy Coarſe, 
Had I as many eyes,as thou haſt wounds, 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtreame forththy blood, 
It would become me better,then tocloſe 
In tearmes of Friendſhip with thinc enemies. 
| Pardon me 1#/ws,heere was'tthou bay'd brave Heart, 
Heere did'ſt thou fall,and heere thy Hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimſon'd in thy Lethe. 
O World!thon walt the Forreſt to this Barr, 
And this indeed, O World,the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deere,{tricken by many Princes, 
Doſt thou heere lye? 

{ af. Marke Antony. 

Ant. Pardon me Cains (aſrins: 
The Enemtes of (/ar,ſhall fay this: 
Then,ina Friend,it is cold Modeſty. | 

Caf. T blame you not for praiſing (e/ar ſo, 

But what compact mecane you to have with us? 
Will yoube prick'd innumber of our Friends, 
Or ſhall we on; and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore I tooke your hands,but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point,by looking downe on (ſar. 
Fricndsam I with you all, and love youall, 

Vpon this hope, that you ſhall give me Reaſons, 
W hy.,and wherein, Ceſar was dangerous, 
| Zrs. Orcclſe were this a ſavage Speacle: 

Our Reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That were you Antony, the Sonne of ( «ſar, 
You ſhoud be ſatisfied. 
Ant. That's allI ſecke, 

And am moreoverſutor,thatI may 
Produce his body te the Market-place, 
-Andin thePulpitas becomes a Friend, 
Speake in the Order of his Funeral. 


Toyou,our Swords have leaden points CMarke eAntory; 
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Bru. You ſhall Marke Antony. ;__ 

Caf. Brutns, a word with you: | 
Yon know not what you do;Donot conſcut 
That Amteny ſpeake in his Funerall: .". 1. 

Know you how much the people may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter. 

Bru, By your pardon: 
I will my ſelfe intothe Pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew the reaſon of our Ceſarsdeath- 
What Antony ſhall ſpeake,I will proteſt 
He ſpeakes by leavezand by permiſsion: 
And that we are contented («ſar ſhall | 
Haveall true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies, 
It ſhalladvantage more,then do us wrang. . 

Caf: 1 know not what may fall,I like it not. 

Bru. Marks Antoxy,heere take you Ceſars body; 
You ſhall notin your Funerall ſpecch blame us, 
But ſpcake all good you can deviſe of ( ſar, 
And ſay you doo't by oor permiſsion: 

Elſe ſhall you not haveany hand at all 
About his Funerall. And you ſhall ſpeake 
In the ſame Pulpit whereto Iam going, 
Aftermy ſpecch is ended. | 

Ant. Be it ſo: 
I do deſire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then,and follow us. 

Manet Amtony. 

O pardon me,thou bleeding peece of Earth; 
Thatl am mecke and gentle with theſe Butchers. 
Thouartthe Ruines of the Nobleſt man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 
Woe to the hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood, 
Ouerthy wounds,now dolI Prophelic, 


Exennt. 


| (whichlike dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 


To begge the voyce and utterance of my Tongue) 
A Curſc ſhall light nponthelimbes of men; 
Domeſticke Fury,and fierce Civill,ſtrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy: 
Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſo inuſe, 
And dreadfull ObjeRs ſo familiar, 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their infants quarteredwith the hands of Warre: 
All pitty choak'd withcuſtome of fell deeds, 
And CſarsSpirit ranging for Revenge, 
With #te by his ſide,come hot from Hell, 
Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarkes voyce, 
Cry havocke,andlet ſlip the Doggesof Warre, 
That this foule deede,ſhall ſmell above the carth 
With Carrion men,groaning for Buriall. 
Enter Oftavio's Servant, 
Youſerve Oftavius Ceſar,do younot? 
Ser. I do CMarks Avtony. 
ent. ( «ſar did write for himito come Rome. 
Ser. Hedid receive his Letters,and is comming, 
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth———— 
O {ſar ! | 
Amt. Thy heart is bigge:get thee a-part and weepe: 
Paſsion I ſeeis catching, for mineeyes, 
Secing thoſe Beads of forrow ſtand 1n thine, 
Beganto water, Is thy Maſter comming? 
Ser. Helicsto night within ſeycn Leagues of Rome 
Ant.Poſt backe with ſpeede, | 
And tell kim what hath chanc'd: 
Heere is a mourning Rome,a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of ſafety for Otavins yet, | 
Hic hence,and tell him fo. Yet ſtaya-whule, Thou 
; "—_ 
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Thou ſhalt not backe,till I bave borne this courſe 

Into the market place : There ſhall I try 

In my Oration, how the People take 

The cruell iſſue of theſe bloody men, 

According tothe which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 

Toyoung Oftavius of the ſtate of things. 

Lend me your hand: Exennt 

Enter Brutus and goes into the Pulpit, and Caſſi- 
ew with the Pleb:1ans. 
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Pl. We willbe fatisfed : letusbe ſatisfied. 

Bru, Then follow me, and give me Audience friends. 
Caſſizs go you into the other ltireete, 
And partthe Numbers - : | 
Thoſe that will heaze me ſpeake, let em ſtay heere ; 
Thoſe that will follow Caſ/izs, go with him, 
And publike Reaſons ſhall be rendred. 
Of {jars death. 

1 Ph. 1 will hare Brutus ſpeake. ; 

2. I will heare Caſſius, and compare their Reaſons, 
When ſeverelly we heare them rendred. 

3. The Noble 5ratws is aſcended : Silence. 

Bru, Be patienttill the lat. 
Romans, Countrey-men, and Lovers, heare mee for my 


mine Honor, and have reſpe& to mine Honor, that you 
may beleeve. Cenſure me in your Wiſedome, and awake 
your Senſes, that you may the better Iudge. If thery bee 
any in this Aſſembly, any decre Friend of (/ars, tothem 
I fay, that Bratz love to Caeſar, was nolefſe then his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why Bratus roſe againſt Ceſar, 
this is my anſwer : Not that I'lov'd Caſar lefſe, but 
that Ilov'd Rome more. Had you rather Cefar were li- 
ving, and dye all Slaves; then that Ceſar were dead, to 
live all Free.men ? As Ceſar lov'd mee, I weepe for him; 
as he was Forcunate, Irejoyccatit z as he was Valiant, I 
honour him ; Burt,as he was Ambrious, | flew hith. There 
is Teares, for his Love: Ioy , for his Fortune : Honor, for 
his Valour : and death for his Ambition, Who is heere 
ſo baſe, that would bea Bondman # If any, ſpeak, for him 
have [ offended. Who is heere ſo rude, that would not 
be a Roman ? Ifany, ſpeak, for him have 1 oFended, Who 
is heereſo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 
ſpecake, for him have I offended. I paule for a Reply. 

All. None Bratt, none. 

Brutxs, Then none have I offcaded, T have done no 
more to Ceſ{#r, then you ſhall do to Bratz, The Queſtt= 
on of his death, is inroli'd inthe Capitoll : his Glory not 
extenuared, wherein he was worthy ;z nor his offences en- 
forc'd, for whickhe {uff-red death. 


Enter Mark Antony, with (oſars body. 


Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Hfarks eAnteny, who 
| though he had np hand in his death, ſhall receive the be- 
nefit of his dying,a place in the Commonwealth,as which 
of you ſhallnot. With this I depart, that as 1 lewe my 
belt Lever for the good of Rome, I havetke ſame Dag- 
ger for my {elfe, when it {all pleaſe my Country to need 
my death, 

ell, Live Brat, live, live, 

I, Bring him with Triumph home unto his konſe, 

2, Give him a Scatue with his Anceſtors; 

3+ Lethim be Ceſar. 

4, Ceſars better parts, 


| 


cauſe,and be ſilent, that you may heare. Beleeve mee for | 


| 


q 


Shall be Crown'd in Brut. 
I. Wee'l bring him to his Houſe, 
With Showts and Clamors. 
Brea. My Conntry-men. 
2. Peace,lilence; Brutus ſpeakes- 
1. Peacc ho. wy 
Bru. Good Countrymen, let medeparrt alone, 
And (for my ſake) ftay heere with Antony: 
Do grace to Ceſars Corpes, and grace his Speech 
Tending to Ceſars Glories, which Mearkee Antony 
( By our permiſſion) is allow'd to make. 
I do intrcat you, nora man depart. 
Save I alone, till Antony have (poke. 
1 Stay ho,and let us heare Mark eAvntony, 
3 Lethimgoup intothepublike Chaire, 
Wee't hearc him : Noble Antony go up. 
£Lnt. For Brats ſaice,l am beholding to you, 
4 What does he fay of Brutus? 
3 He fayes for Brat ſake 
He findes himſelfe beholding to us all. 
4 Twerebeſt ſpeake no harme of Brutus heere ? 
1 This Ceſat was a Tyrant, | 
3 Nay thats certaine : 
Weareglad that Rome is rid of him. 
2 Peace, let us heare what Antony can ſay. 
ent, you gentle Romans. 
All, Peace hoe, let us heare him. 
An, Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your cars; 
I come to bury Caſar, not to praiſe him: 
The cvillthar men d, lives after them, 
The good 15 oft enterred with their bones, 
So letit be with Ceſar. The Noble Bram, 
Hath told you Ceſar was Ambitions: 
If it were lo, it was a greevous Fault, 
And greevouſly hath Ca/ar anfwer'd it 
Heereunder leave of Bratws, and therelt, 
( For Brat is an Honourable man, 
Soarethey all, all Honourable men ) 
Come I toſpeake in (efars Funerall. 
He was my Friend, faithfull, and juſlto me; 
But Bratz ſayes, he was Ambitious, 
And Brat 1s an Hononrable man. 
He hath brought many Captives home toRome, 
Whoſe Ranſomes, did the generall Coffers fill : 
Did this in Ceſar ſeeme Ambitious ? 
W hen that the poore have cry'de, Ceſar hath wept : 
Ambition ſhould be made of (terner ſtuffe, 
Yet Brutxs (ayes, he was Ambitious ; 
And Brmzs is an Honourable man. 
You all did ſee, that on the Laperca#, 
I thrice preſented him a Kingly Crowne, 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this Ambition ? 
Yet Brutus (ayes, he was Ambitious : 
And ſure heis ah Honourable man, 
I ſpeake not to diſprove what Brutxs ſpoke, 
Bur heere I 2m, to ſpeake what I do know ; 
You all did love him once, not withour cauſe, | 
W hart cauſe with-holds you then, tomourne for him 2? 
O Indgement ! thou art fled to brutiſh Beaſts, 
And Men have loſt their Reaſon, Beare with me, 
My heart is inthe Cofhn there with ear. 
AndI muft pawſe till it come backe to me. 
.1 Methinkes there is much reaſon in his ſayings. 
If thou conſider rightly of the matter, | 
Ceſar ha's had great wrong. | b LICE. 
3 Ha's he Mafters? I feare_there willa worſe come in 
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4 Mark'd ye his words? he would not take y Crowne, | 

Therefore tis certaine, he was not Ambitious. 

I If it be found ſo,ſome will deereabide it. 

2 Poore ſoulc, his eyes are redas fire with weeping, 

3 Thcre's not a Nobler man in Romethen Antony. 

4 Now marke him, he begins againe to ſpeake. 

Ant. But yeſterday,the word of Ceſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the World:Now lies hethere, 


| And none ſopoore todo him reuerence- 


O Mailſters 1 If I were diſpos'd to ſtirre 

Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 

I ſhould doe Brurus wrong-and Cafins wrong: 
who(you all know)are Honourable mene 

I will not dothem wrong:I rather chooſe 

To wrong the dead,to wrong my ſelfe 2nd you, 
Then I will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 

But hcere'sa wich the Scale of Ceſar, 
I found it in his Cloſſet,tis his Will: 

Let bur the Commons heare this Teſtament: 

(W hich pardon me)Ido not meaneto reade, 
And they would ge and kifſe dead (ſars wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood; 
Yeagbegee a haire of him for Memory, 

And dying,mention ir within their W iiles, 


| Bequeathing it asa rich Legacy 


Vnto their ifſue. 
4 Wee'l heare the Will,reade it 2darke Antony. 
All. The Willzthe Will;we will hearc Ceſars Will. 
Amt. Have patience gentle Friends, I muſt not read it. 
It is not meet you know how Ceſar lov'd you: 
You arenot Wood, you are not Stones,but men: 
And being men, hearing the Will of (aſar, 
It will inflame you,it will make you mad; 
Tis good you know notthat you ate his Heires, 
For if you ſhould, O what would come of it? 
4 Read the Will, wee'l heare it Antony; 
You ſhall reads us the will, Ceſars Will. 
Ant. Will you be Patient? Will you ſtay a while? 
T have o're ſhot my ſelfe to tell you of it, 
I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 
W hoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ceſar: 1 do feare it. 
4 They were Traicors: Honourable men? 
ll. T he Will,the Teſtament. 
2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Will,reade the 
Will. 
Azt.You will compell me thento read the Will; 
Then makea Ring about the Corpesof Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the Will; 
Shall I deſcend?And will you give me leave? 
All. Come downe. 
2 Deſcend. 
3 You ſhall have leave. 
4 ARing,ſtand round. 
x Stand from the Hearſe, ſtand from the Body. 
2 Roome for Antony,moſt Noble Story. 
eAnt. Nay prefle not ſo upon mc,itand farre off. 
eAl. Stand backe:roome,beare backe, 
Ant. If you have teares,prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firſt time ever («ſar put it on, 
Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent, 
Thar day he overcame the Nerv). 
Looke,in this place ran (aſ/i#« Daggerthrough: 
| See what a rentthe envious C «ka made: 
Through this,the welbeloved Brute ſtabb'd, 


| 


Marke how the blood of Ceſar followed it, 
As ruſhing out of doores,to be reſolv'd 
If Brutus 10 unkindely knock?d,or no; 
For Brntzs,as you know,was Ceſars Angel. _ 
| Indge,O you Gods, how deerely Ceſar loy'd him: 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all. 
For when the Noble Ceſar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude,more ſirong then Traitors armes, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him:then burſt his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle, muffling up his face, 
Even at the Baſe of Pompeyes Statue 
(Which allthe while ran blood)great Ceſar ſell. 
| O what &All was there,my Countrymen? 
Then Landyou,and all of us felldowne, 
Whilſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
O now you weepe,and I perceive you feele 
The dint of pitty:Theſe are gracious droppes. 
Kinde Soules, what weepe you,when you bur behold 
Our Cefars Veſture wounded?Look you heere, 
Heere is Himſclfe,marr'd as you ſee with Traitors, 
I O pitteous ſpectacle! 
2 O Noble (ſar! 
3 O wofull day! 
4 O Trattors, Villaines] 
I O molt bloody figh'! 
2 We willbereveng'd:Revenge 
Abour,ſeeke,burne,fire,kill,Ulay, 
Ler nota Traitor live. 
e-7nt. Stay Country-men. 
I Peace there, heare the Noble eLntory, 
2 Wee'l hearehim , wee'l follow him , wee'ldy with 
him. (you up 
Ant. Good Friends,ſweet Friends,let me not ſtirre 
To ſuch a ſodaine Fiood of Mutiny: 
They that have done this Deede,arc honourable, 
W hat private greefes they have,alas I know not, 
That made them do it: They are Wiſe,and Honourable, 
And wAll no doubt with Realons anſwer you. 
I come not(Fricnds)to {tealeaway your hearts; 
I am no Orator,as Brarws is; 
But (as you know meall)a plaine blunt man 
That love my Friend and that they know full well, 
That give me publicke leave to ſpeake ot him: 
For I have ne1ther wit nor words,nor worth, 
Action,nor Vtterance,nor the power of Specch, 
To ſtirre mens Blood. I onely ipeakeright on; 
I tell you that, which you your ſelves do know, 
Shew you ſkveet (ears wounds,poor poor dum mouths 
And bid them ſpeake for me;But were I Brmtss, 
And Bratas Antony,there werean Antony 
Would ruffle up your Spirirs,and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of C'e/ar,that ſhould move 
The ſtones of Rome,to riſe and Mutiny. 
All. Wee'l Mutiny. 
1 Wee'l burne the houſe of Byarns. 
3 Away then,come ſccke the Confpirators, 
«nt. Yet heare me Countrymen, yet heare me ſpeake 
eAll. Peace hoe, heare Amtory,moiſt Noble Amony- 
Ant. Why Friends,you goto do you know not what. 
W herein hath {zſar thus deſerv'd your loves? 
Alas you know nort,I muſttell you then: 
You have forgot the Will I told you of. ; 
All. Moſt true,the Will, let's ſtay and heare the Wil. 
Ant.Heere is the Will, and under (ſars Scalc: 
Toevery Roman Citizen he gives, 
To every ſeverall man, ſeventy five Drachmacs- 


| 


| Andas hepluck'd his curſcd Steele away- 


2 Phe. 


—C 
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Ps 


2 Pe. Moſt Moble Cefler,wee'l revenge his death: 
3 le. O Royall (ſar. : | 
Ant. Hearc me with patience. 
All. Peace hoe 
eAnt. Moreover, he hath left you all his Walkes, 
His private Arbors,andnew-planted Orchards, 
Oathis ſide Tyber, he hath lett them you;! 
And to your heyres for ener:common pleaſures 
To walke abroad,and recreate your ſclves. 
Heere was a( e/ar:when comes ſuch another? 
1 Phe, Never,never;come,away,away: 
Wee'lburne his body in the holy place, | 
And with the Brands fire all the Traitors houſes; 
Take up the body. 
2 Ple. Go fetch fire. 
3 Ple.Plucke downe Benches. 
4 Phe. Plucke downe Formes, Windowes,any thing. 
Exennt Phibeians, 
Ant, Now let it worke:Miſchecfe thou art a-foor, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt. 
How now Fellow? 


Emer Servants 
Ser, Sir, Oftavins is already come to Rome. 
ent. Where is hee? 
Ser, He and Lepidws are at Ceſars houſe. 
Art. And thither will I firaight,to viſit him: 
He comes vpon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 
Ser. I heard him ſay, Bratus and Caſſins 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Ollanm,. Exennt, 


Enter Cinna the Poet and afier him the Plebelaxs. 


Cin,T dreamt to night,that 1 did feaſt with Ceſar, 
And things unluckily charge my Fantaſie: 
I haveno will to wander forth of doores, 
Yetſomething leads me forth. . 

1 What is your name? 

2 Whether are you going? 

3 Wheredo you dwell? 
4 Are youa married manor a Batchicllox? 
2 Anſwer every man directly, 

I T,and breeſely. 
4 I and wilſcly. | 

3 1, and truly,you were beſt, 
(#1. What is my name? Whecheram1T going > Where 
do I dwell>Am 1 a marrted man, or a Batchellour ? Then 
to anſwer every man , directly and breefely , wiſely and 
truly:wiſely 1 ſay, Iam aBatchcllor. 
2 That's as much astoſay , they are foolesthat mar- 
ry -: you'l beare mea bang for that I feare : proceede di- 
rectly. 
(i, Dire&ly I am going to (far Funcrall. 

1 Asa Friend,or an Enemy? 

Cir. Asa friend. Md 
* 2 Thit matter isanſwereddirefly, 

4 For your dwelling:breefely. 

(». Breefely,1 dwell by the Capitol]. 

3 Your name ſir,truly, 
- Ca, Truly,my name 1s Camna. 

1 Teare him to peeces,hee's a Conſpirator. 

Cin, I am { inna the Poect,I am Cinna the Poets _. 
ly - him for hisbad verſcs,teare him for hisbad 

crles. 


—I_ 


Cin, I am not (na the Conſpirator; 
4 It is no matrer, his name's Cima,pluck 
out of his heart,and turne him going. 
3 Teare him ,teare him;Come Brands hoe,Firebran 
to Brutms,to Caſrins,burne all.Some to Decins Houſesand 
lometo (aka's;ſome to Ligarins: Away,g0. 
Ex:unt all the Plebeians. 


—— — — —.. 
— ____——_—c—_ — 


Attus Quartus. 


I Eo—— = I—e— > OG AA EEC EEC 


Lep. 1 doconlent. 


Meet to be ſent on Errands:i1s it fit 


One of the three to ſhare it? 
OZ. So you thought him, 


And graze in Commons« 
O&. You may do your will: 


And in ſome taſte,is Depiazs but ſo: 


On ObjeRs, Arts,and Imitations. 


And open Perils ſureſt anſwered. 


_ 


a 


Ot. Pricke hin downe eAntoxy. 
Lep. Vpon condition P«b/ms ſhall not Live, 
Who is your Siſters ſonne, Afarks e Antony. 

Aat, He ſhall not live;looke,with a ſpot I dam him. 
But Lepidnr,g0 you ro Ceſars houſe: 
Fetch the Will hither,and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge in Legacies, 
+ Zep, What?ſhall I finde you heere? 

Ot, Oc heere,or at the Capitoll. 
e-fnt.This isa ſlightunmeritable man, 


Buthee's a tricd,and valient Souldicr. 
Ant. Sois my Horſe Oftavins,and for that 
I doappointhim ſtore of Provender, 
It is a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To winde,to ſtop,torun diretly on: 
His corporall Motion,govern'd by my Spirit, 


Which out of vſc,and fital'de by other men 
Begin his faſhion.Donotralke of him, 
But as a property:and now Ottevins, 

| Liſten great things. Brztzs and ( aſiiny 
| Are levying Powers; We muſt {traight make head: 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
+ | Ourbeſt Friends made and our beſt meanes ftretchtonr, 
And let us preſently go fit in Councell, 
How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 


OR. Letus do ſo:for weare atthe ſtake, 


—__— 


Enter Antony Oftavins,end Lepidus. . 
Ant.Theſe many then ſhall dic,their names areprikt | 
O#. Your Brother too muſt dye:conſenr you Lepidas? 


Exu Lepidus. 


The three-fold World divided,he ſhonld ſtand 


| Andtooke his voyce who ſhould bepricktto die 
In our blacke Sentence and Proſcription, 
Ant, Oftavims,l have Teene more dayes then you; 

And though welay theſe Honours on this man, 

i To caſe ourſelves of divers land'rous loads, 

He ſhall but beare thzm,asthe Aﬀe beares Gold, 

To groane and {eat under the Buſineſle, 

Either led or driven,as we print the way: 

And having brought our Treaſuregwhere we will, 

Then take we downe his Load,and turne him off 

(Like to the empty Aſſc)to ſhake his cares, 


He muſt be taught, andtrain'd,and bid go forth: 
A barren fpirited Fellow;one that feeds | 


bur hisnarhe 


ds: 


| 


— — 
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And bayed about with many Enemies, 
And ſome that ſmile have intheir hearts 


I feare | 
Millions of Miſcheefes. | 


Exennt. 
| Drum. Fnter Brutus, Lutilins, and the Army, T #inins 
and Pindarns mecte them. 

Bra. Stand ko. | | 

Luc. Give the word ho,and Stand. 

Bru. What now Lacilins, is Caſsins neere? 

Lue, He is at hand, and Pindarms is come 
Todo you falutation from his Maſter. 

Bru, He greets me well. Your Maſter Pindarmus 

In his ownechanage,or by ili Oxticers, 
Hath given me ſoine worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done,uneone:But if he be at hand, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied. 


' Pm. Idonot doutt 
But that my Noble Maſter will appeare 
Such as he 1s, full of regard,and Honour. 
Bra. He is not doubted. A word Lacidns 

How he receiv'd you:let me be reſolv'd. 

Lwc. With courteſie,and with reſpect enough, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly Conference 
Ashe hathus'd of old. - 

Bre. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling:Ever note Zucilins, 
When Love begins to ficken and decay 
It uſeth an enforc:d Ceremony. | 
There 2re-no trickes,in plaine and ſimple Faith: 
Burt hollow men, like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew,and promiſe of their Mettle: _ 

| | '. Low March within 

But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spurte, 
They fall their Creſt,and like deceifull Iades 
Sinke 1n the Triall.Comes his Army on? 

Luc. They meane this nightin Sardisto be quarter'd: 
The greater part,the Horlc in generail 
Are comme with Caſirrs. 

Enter Caſuins and his Power 5. 

Bru. Hearke,he is arriv'd: 
Martch gently on to mecte him, 

Caſ. Stand ho. 

Bru. Stand ho,ſpeatce the word along, 
Stand. 


Caf. Moſt Noble Brother; you have done me wrong. 
Bru. ladge me you Gods;wrong I mine Enemies? 
And if not ſo, how ſhould I wrong a Brother. 
Caf. Bratnz,this{ober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 
Ard when you do them 
Bru. Caſsins,be content, 
Speake your greetes ſoftly, I do know you well. 
Bcforertlic eyes of bothour Armies heers | 
(Which ſhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let usnot wrangle. Bid them moveaway: - 
Then in my Tent ({aſ##s enlarge your Greefes 
And 1 will give you Audience. 
Caſrs. Pindarns, | 
{ Bid our Commanders leade their Charges off 
| Alittle from chis ground. | 
Brn. Lucihas,doyou the like,and let no man 
| Come to our Tent,rill we have dooe our Cotiference. 
Let Lucius and Titinviss guard our doore. Exinnt. 
' Manent Brutus and Caſcinr. 


PEPOny 


| 


; Andſell the mighty {pace of our large Honors 
; For to muchtraſh,as may begraſped rhus? 


| Then ſ\ucha Roman. 


Y » 
* 


Cs. That you have wrong'd me,doth appear inthis: 
You have condemn'd,and noted Lacins Pele 
For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians; 
Wherein my Letter, praying on his ſide, 
Becaufe I knew the man,was {lighted off, 
Bru. You wrong'd your felfe to write in ſuch a caſc. 
Caſ.In ſuch atime as this,it is not meet 
That every nice effence ſhould beare his Comment. 
Bru, Let me tell you Caſsins,you your ſelfe. 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching Palme, 
To ſell, and Mart your Otlices for Gold 
To Vndeſervers. 
Caf. I,an itching Palme? | 
You kno thar you are Brarzs that ſpeakes this, 
Or by the Gods,this ſpeech wereelſe your laſt, 
Bra. The name of Caſius Honors this corruption, 
And Chaſticement doth therefore hide his head. 
Caſ{.Chaſticemenr? 
Bru.Remember March,the Ides of March remember: 
Did not great [las blecde for Iuſtice ſake? 
W hat Villaine touch'd his body,that did ſtab, 
And not for Iuſtice?Whar,Shall one of Vs, 
T hat {trucke the Formoſt man of all this World, 
But for ſupporting Robbers: ſhall we now, 
Contaminate our fingers,with baſe Bribes? 


I had rather be a Dogge,and baite the Moone, 


. Caſe Bruins, baite yot me, 

Ile not 1ndure it:you forget your fclfe 
To hedge.me in,1l am a Souldier, 1, 
Older i-practice, Abter then your ſelfc 
To makEConditions. 

Brs. Goto: youare not Caſsins. 

{f: I am. 

Bru I ſay,you are not- 

Caſe Vrge me no more, I ſhall forget my ſelfe: 
Have minde upon your health:Tempt me no farther. 

Bra. Away ſlight man. 

Caf: 1s't poſlible? 

Bru, Heatre me,for I wi'l ſpeake. 
Mult 1 give way,and roome to your raſh Choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman ſtares? 

Caf. O ye Gods, ye Gods, Muſt I endure allthis? 

Bra, All this?I more, Fret till your proud heart break, 
Go ſhew your Slaves how Cholericke you are, 
And make your Bondmentremble. Muſt I boudge? 
Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt I ſtand and crouch 
Vnder your Teſtie Humour?By the Gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your Spleene 
Thovght it doSplit you. For from this day forth, 
Ile vie you for my Mirth,yeafor'my Laughter 
W hen you are Waſpiſh, 

Cal. Is it come tothis? 

Bru. You fay,you are a better Souldier: 
Let it appeare ſozmake your vaunting tree, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine owne part, 
I ſhall be gladtolearne of Noble men. 

Caf. You wrong meevery way: 

You wrong me Brutus: 
I ſaide,anElder Souldier,nota Better. 
DidI ſay Better? % 

Bru. If you'did, I care not. - 


TIM (me. 

Caf. When (ſar liv'd, he durſt notthus have mov'd 

Bru.Peace,pezce , youdurſt fot ſo have tempted Vo 
he 


a 


re 
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(6 alli - Idur ſt got. 
Bru. No- INTE, 32483 
Caſſi» What ? durfſt nottempr him ? 
Brs. For yourlife you durtt not. _ 
Caſſi- Doe nor preſume too mnch upon my Love, 
I may doe that 1 ſhall be ſorry for. 
Bru, You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for. 
There is no terror Caſ/i«v in your threats, 
For Iam arm'd ſo ſtrong in Honeſty, 
That they paſſe by.me, as the idle winde, 
Which 1 reſpe& not. I did ſend to you 
For certaine ſummes of Gold, which youdeny*de me, 
For I can raiſe no money by vile meanes: 
By heaven, I had rather Coyne wy heart, ; 
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, then to wring 
From tbe hard hands of Peazants, their vile traſh 
By any indire&ion, I did ſend 
To you for Gold topay my Legions, | 
Which you deny*d me : was thar done like Caſſius ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Cai ( aſſins lo ? 
When e Harems Brut Srowesto Covetous, 
To locke ſuch Raſcall Counters from his friends, 
Bercady gods withall your Thunder-bolts, 
Daſh him to peeces. 
Cſſi. I deny'de you not. 
Bru, You did. | 
(aſi. Tdid not. He was but a Foole | 7 
That brought my anſwer back. Br=rws hath riu'd my hart 
A friend ſhould beare his friends infirmityes , | 
But Brat44 makes mine greater then they are. 
Bru. Idoe not, till you practice them on mes 
Caſſi, Yuu love me not. 
Br. I doe not like your faults. Sp 
(affi. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. . 
. Brm. A filatterers would not, though they doappearc 
As huge as high Olympus. 
Cafſi. Come Antony, and yong Oftavins come, 
Revenge your ſelves alone on Cafſivs, . 
For (afſins is a-weary of the World : 
Hated by one he loves, brau'd by his brother, 
Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obſerv'd, 
Set in a Note-booke, learn'd, and con'd by roate 
Tocaſt intomy Teeth. O I could weepe | 
My Spirit from mine eyes: There is my Dagger, 
And heere my naked Breaſt ; Within. a heart 
Deererthen F/uts*s Mine: Richerthen gold x 
{ Ifthat thou beeſt a Roman, take it forth... 
| [that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart : . 
Strike as thou didi} at {ſar ; for I know, | | 
When thou didft hate him worſt,thou loved(t him better 
Then ever thou lovedſt (ſſims. 
brx. Sheath your Dagger : 
Be angry.when you will, it ſhall have ſcope : 
Doe what you wHl, diſhonor, ſhall be humour. 
OCafis, you are yoaked with a Lambe -. 
That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 
Who much inforced, ſhewes a haſty ſparke, 
| And raite is cold agen. 
Cafſi. Hath Cafſirs liv'd 
Tobe but Mirth and Laughter to his Brute, 
When griefe and blood ill remper*d, vexeth him? . 
Bru, When T ſpoke that, I was ill temper'dtoos; ,, ; 
(4. Doe you confefle ſomuch?Give me your hand. 
Bra. And my heart too, | 
(aſſi. O Brutus. fi 
Bru, Whats the matter ? 


*\ ? 


| Andgriete, that yong Oftavine with Marks e Antony, 


In this I bury all unkindnefle Cafſize. 


Fill Lxcixe, till the Wine ore- ſwell the Cup : 
I cannot drinke too much of Bras love. 


Welcome good Meſfſals: 
Now fit we cloſe about this Taper heere; 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities. 


Meſſala, I have here received Letters, _ 
That yong OQav1u, and Marks eAmtony - 
Come downe upon us with a mighty power, 


| Bending their Expedition toward Phyjlipps. 
.._ 


Caſſi. Have not you love enough to beare with me, 
When that raſh humour which my Mother gaveme . 
Makes me forgetfulls. >. EE 

Bra, Yes (afſius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-carneſt'with your Brutus, 
He'llthinke your Mother chides, and leave you ſo. 


Enter a Poet. 
Poet, Let wie goc into ſee the Generals, 
There is ſome grudge betweene em, tis not meete 
They be alone: 
Lacs, You ſhall not come to rhem. 
Poce, Nothing but death ſhall tay me. 
(afſi. How now ? W hats the matter ? 
Poet, For ſhame you Generals? what doe you meane? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 
For I have ſeenc more yeeres Ime ture then yee. 
Cas. Ha, ha, how vildely doth this Cynicke rime 
Bru. Get you hence firrah : Sawcy feilow, hence. 
Cas. Beare with him Bratz, tis his faſhion, 
Brs. Ile know his humour,when he knowes his time: 
W hat ſhould the Warres doe with theſe ligging fooles? 
Companion, hence. 
(45. Away, away be gone. \; Exit Poet, 
Bru, Lucilii and Titinius bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies tonight. by 
C:f.And come your ſelyes,& bring Meſſalawith you 
Immediately to us. | | | 
Bru. Luciis, abowle of Wine» 
Casfi, Tdid not thinke you could have bin ſo angry, 
Bru. O Caſſirs, I am ſicke of many griefes. _ 
Caſſi. Of your Philoſophy you make no uſe, 
Iflyou give place to accidentall evills. : 
'Bru, No man bearesforrow better. Portis is dead. 
Casfi, Ha? Portia ? 
Bru. She is dead. 
Cas. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croſt you ſo? 
O inſupportable, and touching loſle ! 
Vpon what ficknefle ? 
Bru. 1mpaticntof my abſence. 


Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : For with her death 
That tydings came.. With this ſhe fell diſtract, 
And (her Attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire. 
Casſi. Anddy'd ſo? 
Bru. Even 10. 
Casfr, O yeimmortall gods! 
' Enter Boy with Wine, and Tapers, 
Bru.Speake no more of her : Give mea bowle of wine 
Driankes, 
Caſſi. My heart is thirſty for thar Noble pledge, 


Emer Titinina, and HMeſſals, | 
Brut, Come in Titinins : lb 


Cafe. Portia, art thou gone? 
Brs. NomoerelT pray you: _ 
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Heſſ.My ſelfe have Letters of the ſelfe-ſame Tenure. 
Bru. With what Addition. 
Meſſ. That by profcription, and billes of Outlary, 
Otftavis, Antony ,and Lepidns, 
Have pur to dcath, an hundred Senators. 
Brs. Therein our Letters doe not well agree : 
Mine ſpeake of (eyenty Senators, that dy'dc 
By their proſcriptions, Cicero being One. 
Caſſi. Cibero one ? © AE 

Meſſa.{icero is dead, and by that order of proſcriprion 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 

Bru. No Meſiala. 

Meſſa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 

Bru. Nothing Meſſala. 

Meſſa. Thar me thinkes is ſtrange. 

Bru. Why aske you ? 

Heare you oughtef her, in yours ? 

HMeſſa. Notmy Lord. 

Bru. Now as youare a Romantell me true. 
 Mefſ. Then likea Roman, bearethe truth I tell, 
For certaine ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 

Bra. hy farewell Portia : We muſt dye Aeſſala: 
With meditating that ſhe mult dye once, 

I have the patience to endure it now. 
Meſſa. Evenſo great men, great loſſes ſhould indure, 

Caſt. I haveas much of this in Art as you. 

But yer my Nature could not bearc it ſo. 

Brew. Weil, to our worke alive. Whatdoe you thinke 
Of marching to Philsppi preſently, 

Caſſi. 1doenotthinke it good. 

Bru. Yourrteaſon? 

Caſſi. Thisit1s : 

Tis better that the Enemy ſeeke us, 

So ſhall he waſte his meanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himſelf offence, whilſt we lying ill, 

Are full ct reſt, defence, and nimblenefle. 

Bru, Gocd' reaſons muſt of force give place to better: 
The peoplerwixt Phelps, and this ground 
Doe ſtand but in a forc'd aftection : | 
For they have grug'd us Contribution. 

The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ſhall make a taller number up, 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag'd ; 
| From which advantage ſhall we cut him off. 
If at Phi/ipps we doe face him there, 
Theſe people at our backe, 
Caſſi. Heare me good brother. 
| Brm, Vnderyourpardon. Yon mult note beſide, 
That we have triaethe utmoſt ef our friends ; 
Oar Legionsare brim full, our caulc is ripe, 
The Enemy encreaſcth every day, 
We at the height, ate ready todecline. 
There isa Tide intheaffayres of men, 
Which taken atthe Flood, leades on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life, 
Is bound in Shallowes, and in Miſeries. 
On ſucha full Sea are we now a-float, 
And we mult take the current when it ſerves, 
Or looſe our Ventures, | 
Caſſt, Then with your will goe'on': well along 
Our ſelves;and meer them at Phzlipps. k Vo 
Bru, The dceepe of nightis crept upon our talke, 
And Nature mult obey Neceſſity, by 
| Which we will niggnrd with allele ceſt: 
There is no moreto ſhy. 
Cafſi. No more,/good night, ' 


. _o _— - 


Early to morrow will we riſe, and hence: 
Enter Lucius. 

Brea, Lncins my Gowne : farewell good Meſſala, 
Good night Tins: Noble, Noble (afine, 
Good night, and goodrepoſe. 

Caſſe, O my deere brother : - 
This was anill beginning of the: night : 
Never come ſuch diviſion tweene our ſoules : 
Let it not Bratz. | 

Enter Luci with the Gowne. 

Bra. Every thing is well. 

Ci. Good night my Lord. 

ZBru, Good night good brother. 

Ti, Meſa. Goodnight Lord Brutus. 

Bra. Farewell every one, Exeun, 
Give me the Gowne. Wherc is thy inſtrument? 

Luc. Heere in the Tent. 

Bru, What thou ſpeak'{t drowſily ? | 
Poore knave I blame thee art; thou art ore-watch'd, 
Call (Yndio, and ſome other of my men, 

Tie have them fleepe on Cuſhions in my Tent. 

Lice Varrus, and ( lavdin. 

Enter Varr ua and Claudio. 
Var. Calls my Lord? 
Bre. 1 pray you firs, lye in my Tent and leepe, 
Tc may be 1 ſhall raiſe you by and by 
On buiinefſero my brother Coſſime. 
. Vas. Seplcaſe you, we will ſtand, 
And watch your pleature. 

Brs, I wiil not haveit ſo: Lye downe good firs, 
It may bel ſhall otherwiſe bethinke me. 
—_— beeres the booke I fought forſo ; 

I pur tM the pocket of my Gowne. | 

£»c. I wes ure your Lordſhip did not give it me. 

Brg. Beate with me good Boy, 1 am much forgetful, 
Canſi thou hold i: p thy initrument a {traine or two, 
And touch thy htavy eyes a-whule, 

Ec. I my Lord, an'c pleaſe you. 

Bru, It does my Boy ; 

I troable thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Lxc. Iris my duty Sir. 

Bru. 1 ſhould noturge thy duty paſt thy might, 
I know yong blouds looke for a time of reit. 

Lac. | hve ſizprt my Lord already. F366 

Bra. it was weildone, ard thou ſhalt ſleepe againe; 
I will not hold thce long. 1fIdoelive, 

I will be good to thee. 
CHMuſicke, and « Song, 


| This is a ſleepy Tunc ; O Mardrousflumbler | 


Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
That playes thee Muſicke? Gentle knave good night ; 
I will nor doe thee ſo much wrong to wake thee : 
If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſtthy inſtrument, 
Ile take it from thee, and (good Boy ) good fughts 
Let me ſee, ler me ſee? is not the Leafe turn'd downe 
Where I left reading ? Heere it is I thinke, 

Emter the GboSt of Ceſar. 


{ How ill this Taper burnes. Ha !-W ho comes heere? 


I thinke it is the weakeneſſe of mine eyes 


| That ſhapesthismonſtrous Apparition. 


It comes upon me :- Artthou any thing ?o0 ©" 
Artthon ſome god. ſome Angell, or ſomeDivell, 


That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my haire to ſtare? 


Speake to me, whar thou art. 
GboFf. Thy cvill Spirit Brurmss 
Bru. Why comſtthou ? 


Cheb. 


— 
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GhoF. To tellthee thou ſhalt ſee me at Philippe. 

Brut. Well : then I ſhall ſee thee againe ? .. 

Gho##. 1, at Phipps. 

Bru, Why I will ſce thee ar Phipps then : 
Now I have taken heart, thou vantſheſt. 
Ill Spirit, I would hold moretalke with thees 
Boy, Luci, Varris, (landio, Sirs; awake - 
Claudio, 

Luci. The ſtrings my Lord are falſe. 

Bru. Hethinkes he {till is at his1n{trument. 
Lacie, awake, | 

Luci. My Lord- 


out ? » 
Luc. My Lord, I doe not know that I did cry. 


Luc. Nothing my Lord, 


Thou : Awake. | 
Var. My Lord, 
{lan. My Lord. 


Both. Did we my Lord ? 

Bru, I : ſaw you any thing ? 

Var. No my Lord, I ſaw nothing. 
Claz. Nor I my Lord. 


'| Bid him ct on his Powres betimes before, 
And we will follow. 
Zoth, It ſhall be done my Lori. 


Bru. Sleepe againe Lucie : Sirra (,landio, fellow, 


Brz, Whydid you ſocry out ſirs.in your fleepe? 


Bru, Goe, and commend meto my brother (afius : 


Bru. Didſt thou dreame Lucizs, thut thiouſo cryedft 


Bru. Yes that thou didſt ; Diaſt thou ſee any thing ? 


Exenn, 


eA tus (uuintus. 


-” TIES Eos: Lo eine e—o—_ . ee_ * _— 


Enter Ollavite, Antony, and their Army. 
Ofa. Now eAntony, our hopes are anſwered, 
You faia the Enemy would not come dovrne, 
But keepe the hiiles and upper Regions ; 
it proves not to : their batrailes are at hand, 
They meane to warne us at Phipps here : 
Antwering before we doe demand of them. 
ent. Tut Lamin their boſomes, and I know ] 
Wherefore they do: it : They could be content 
To viſit other places, and come downe 
With fearefull bravery : thinking by this face 


But tis not ſa, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gatlant ſhew } 
Their bloody ſigneof Barrelt is hung out, 
And ſomething to be done immediately. 

eAnt. Oftavins,leade your Battaile foftly on 
Vpon the left hand of the even field. 


Ant. Why doe you croſfſe me in this exigent. 


Brgy. They ſtand, and would have parley. 


— 


Tofaſten in our thoughts that they have Courage : 


02a. Vponthe right hand 1, keepethon the left. 


Drams Enter Brutus, Caſſius, and their Army. 


Caſſi. Stand faſt Tir5»5s, we muſt out and talke., 
Otta, Marke Antony, ſhall we give ſigne of Bartaile ? 
| Ant, No Ceſar, we will anſwer on their Charge. 


——— — - —— — — 


Oz. I doe not croſſe you: but I will doe fo. arwh. 


| Make forth, the generalls would have ſonie words. 


 And{wimme Barke : 


OR. Stirte not untill theSignall. Fob 

Bree. Words before blowes : isitſe Countrymen ? | 

Ota. Not that we love words better, as you doe. 

Bra.Good words are better then bad ſtrokes Oftavires 

Amn.Inyour bad ftrokes Bratms,you give good words | 
Witneſſe the hole you made in Ceſars heart, 
Crying long live, baile (2ſar. 

( aſſi» Antony, 1 
The poſture of your blowes are yet unknowne ; 
But for your words. they rob the Hib/a bees, 
And leave them Hony-leſle. 

eAnt. Not itingleſle too. - 

Bru. Oyes, and {oundleſſe too : 

For you have ſtolnc their buzzing Anteny, 
And very wiſely.threat before you ſting. | 

Art. Villaines: you didnot to, when your vile daggers 
Hackt one another in the ſides of C:ſar : 

You ſhew'd your teethes like Apes, 

And fawn'd like hounds, 

And bow'dlike Bondmen, kiffing C2ſars feete : 
Whilſt damned (aka, like a Curre, behind 
Strooke {ſar on the necke. O you gatterers-. 

Caſſi, Flatterers? Now Brat thanke your ſelfe, 
This congue had not offended ſo to day, 

If Caſts might have rald, *'  * 

O#a, Come, come, the cauſe. If arguing make usſyyet, 
The proofe of it will tucne to redder drops : | 
Looke, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators,' 

W hen thinke you that the Sword goes up againe ? 
Never till Ceſars:hrec andrthirty wounds 

Be wellaveng'd ; or till another Czſar 

Have added flaughter to the Sword of Traytors. 

Bru. ( eſar, thou canſt not dye by Traytors hands, 
Vnlefle thou bringſt them with thee: 

Otfta. So T hope: 

I wasnot borne todye on Brute Sword.) 4; 

Bru. Oitthou wert the Nobleſt of thy Straine, 
Yong-man, thou couldſt not dyemore honorable. 

Caſſi. A peevith Schoole-boy,worthies of fuch honor 
Toyn'd with a Masker, and a Revelier. 

Ant.. Old Caoſpus (till. 

Ota, Come Amntony : away : 

Defiance Traitors ,hurle we in your teeth. 
If you dare 6ght roday, come tothe ficld ; 
If not, when you have ftomackes, 
_ Exit Oftavins, Antony, and Army, 
Cas/i, Why now blow winde, {well billow, 


The Scorme is up, and all is on the hazard, 
Bru, Ho Lucille, hearke, a word with you.  Þþ 
Lucillins, aud Meſſala tand forth. 
Luc. My Lord. 
(asf. Meſſala. : 
Meſſa. What ſayes my generall 2 
Cas/i, Meſſala, this is my Birth-day : as this very day 
Was Caſixs borne. Give me thy hand Meſſats : 
Be thou my witneſle, that againſt my will, 
( As Pompey was) am I compelF'd roſet _ 
Vpon one Battell all our Liberties. | 
You know, that I held Epicarus ſtrong, -. 
And his opinion: Now I change my minde, 
And partly credit things that doe preſage. | 
Comming from Sards, on our former Enſigne 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
nn2. Who i 
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Who to Philippe here conſorted us ; 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, _ 
And in their iteeds, doc Ravens, Crowes, and Kites 
Flye ore our heads, and downward looke on us 
As we were ſickely prey ; their ſhadowes ſeeme 
A Canopy moſt fatall, under which - 
Our Army lyes,ready to give up the Ghoſt. 
Meſſa. Belcevenot ſo. 
Caſſi. I but beleeve it partly, 
For l am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 
| To meet all pertl, very conſtantly. 
Bru. Even fo Lucillss. 
Caſſi. Now molt Noble Eratm, 
The gods to day ſtand friendiy, that we may 
Lovers inpeace, leade on our dayes toage. 
Bur ſince the affayres of men reſts {till incertaine, 
Lets reaſon with the worſt that may befall. 
If we doe loſe this Battaile,then is this 
The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeake together : 
What are yourthen determined todo ? 
Bru, Evcn by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
Be which I did blame { ato, for the death 
W hich he did give himſclte, I know nor how : 
But I doe find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſelfe with patience, 
To ſtay the providence ef ſome high Powers, 
That governe us below. 
Caſſi. Then, if we looſe this Battaile, 
Youare contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ſtreets of Rome 
Brgy. No Caſſins,no : 
Thinke not thou Noble Romane, 
That eyer Brutus will goe bound to Rome, 
He beares too greata minde, But this ſame day 
Muſt end that worke, that Ides of March begun. 
And whether we ſhall meete againe, I know not : 
Therefore our evcrlaſting, farewell take ; 
For ever, and for ever, tarewell Cafſize, 
If wedoe meete againc, why we ſhall ſmile : 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 
Caſſi, Forever, and for ever, fareweli Brnzm : 
If we doe meete againe, we'll ſmile indeed ; 
| If nor, tis true, this parting was well made. 
Bru. Why then leade 0:1, © char a man might know 
Theend of this daves buſineſle, ere it come : | 
Bur it {inticeth, that the day will end, 


 Alarum. @nter Ernina and Meſſala. 
Bru, Ride, ride Meſſala, ride and give theſe Billzs 
Vnto the Legions, on the other ſide. 
Lowd Alarum. 
Let them ſet on at once : for I perceive 
But cold demeanor in Oftawio's wing : 
And ſodaine puſh gives them the overthrow : 
Ride, ride Heſſa/a, kt them all come downe. Evennr. 
Alarums. Enter Caſſius and T itinins.” 
Caſſi. Olooke Titznive, looke, the Villaines fiye : 
My ſclfe have to mine owne turn'd Enemy : 
ThisEnſigne heere of mine was turning backe, 
I ſlew the Coward, and did take it from bim. 
Titin. O Caſſizs, Braixe gave the word too early, 


th. 


WT. 


| Who having ſome advantage on Oltaviui 


And then the end is knowne. Come ho, away. Exevrr. 


Tooke it too eagerly : his Souldiers fellto ſpoyle, 
Whilſt we by Antony are all inclos'd, / 


Enter Pindarns. 


Fina. Flye further off my Lord - fiye further of, 
Marke eAntonyis in your Tents my Lord : 
Flye theref&re Noble Caf/izs, flye farre off. 
Caſſi. This hill is farre enough. Looke, looke 7;; 
Are theſe my Tents where perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caſſi. Tutmins, if thou loyeſt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hidethy ſpurres in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troopes 
And here againe, that I may reſt allurd 
Whether yond Troopes, are friend or Enemy. 
Tit, 1 willbe heereagaine, even witha thought, Exj, 
Caſſi, Goe Pindarns, get thither on that hill, 
My {1ght was ever thicke : regard T gin, 
And tell me whatthou notſt about the field. 
This day I breathed firſt, time is come round, 
And where 1 did begin, there ſhall Iend, 
My life is run hiscompaſſe. Sirra, what newes? 
| Find. Abou:, O my Lord, 
(ſi. What newes? 
Find. Titmins is encloſed round about 
With horſemen, that makero him on the Spurre, 
Yetheſpurres on, Now they are almoſt on him: 
Now Tin, Nowſome light : O he lights too. 
Hestane, ' Showt, 
! And hearke, they ſhout for joy. 
C-//i, Come downe, behold no more ; 
' O CowmardthatI am, toliveſolong, 
; Toſce my belt friend tance before my face 
| Enter Pindarns. 
; Come hither firrah ; In Parthia did I take thee Priſoner, 
And then I ſwore thce, ſaving of thy life, 
| That whatſoever Idid bid thee doe, 
Thou ſhould attempt it.Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now bea free-man, and with this good Sword 
That ranthrongh {7fars bowels, ſearch this boſome, 
Stand not to anſwer : Heere, take thouthe Hilts, 
And when my face is cover'@,as tis now, | 
Guide thou the Sword Ceſar, thou art reveng'd, 
Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. Kills him. 
Pin. So, I am free, 
Yet wouldnor fo have beene 
Durſt I have done my will. O Caſſiar, 
Farre from this Country Pindarws ſhall run, 
*+ here never Roman ſhall take note of him- 


Enter Titsn14, and Meſſals, 
Aeſſa. Te is but change, Titiszaw : tor Oftavins 
Is overthrowne by Noble Brarws power, 
AS (ſſins Legions are by Antony. 
Tum. Theſe tydings will well comfort Caſſius 
AMeſſa. Where + a leave him. | 
Tum, All diſconſolate, 
With Pindarw bis Bondcnan, on this hill. 
Meſa. Isnot that hethat lyes upon the ground? 
Titi, Helyes not likethe Living. O my heart! 
Afeſſa. Is nottbat he ? 
Titim, No, this was be CMeſſala, 
But C//ir#-is no more. O ſetting Sunne 2 
As inthy red Rayes thou doeſt ſinke to night ; 


S's 


11114 


—— 


The Trazedy of Fulius (far. 


149 


_ his red blood Caſſie day it ſet. 


The Some of Rome is ſet. Our day is gone, _. 
Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 
Miſtruſt of my ſuccefle hath done this deed. _ 
 CMeſſa. Miltruſt of good ſucceſſe hath done this deed. 
O batetull Ertpr, Melancholies Childe : 


-] Why do'ſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
| The things that are not ? O Error ſoone conceyu'd, 
4 Thou never com'ſt untoa happy byrth, 


But kilſt the Mother that engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindars ? Where art thou Pindaru ? 
Meſſa. Secke him Titin4, whilſt I goe to meet 
| The Noble Bratz, thruſting this report 
Into his eares ; I may lay thruſting it : 
For piercing Stcele, and Darts invenomed, 


| Shali be as welcome to the cares of Bruruz, 


As tydings of this ſight. 
Tit. Hyc you Meſſala, 
And I will feeke for Pindarus the while : 
Why did({t thou ſend me forth brave Caſſius ? 
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they 
Pur on my browes this wreath of Victory, 
And bid me give it thee ? Didlt thou nor heare theit 
Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing. . ({howts? 
But hold thee, take this Garland onthy Brow, 
Thy Brutus bid me giueitthee, and I * 


| Walldoe his bidding. Bratz, come apace, 


And ſee how I regarded Cam Caſſin: ; 

By your leave gods: This isa Romans part, 
Come Ceſſiz: Sword, and find Titinims hearts. Dyes, 
eAlarum. Enter Brut, Meſſala youg Cato, 
Strato, Volumnins, and Luciliin. 

Bra, Where, where Meſala, doth hisbody lye ? 
Meſſa. Loe yonder, and 7 *:nis mourning its 

' Bru. Titinits face is upward, 

Caro. Heis flaine. 


- a 


Bru, O lalins Cſar,thou art mighty yet, 
Thy ſpirit wa'kes abroad, and turnes our Swords 
In our owne proper Entralles. Low Alarums. 
Cato, Brave Ti5ms, | 
Looke where he have not crown'd dead Caſſine. 
Bru, Are yet two Romans living ſuchas theſe ? 
Thelaſt oſall th: Romans, fare thee well : 
It is tnpoilible, that ever Rome 0 
Should breed thy fellow : triends I owe mo teares 
To this dead man, then you ſhall {ce me pay. 
I ſhail find time, Caſſivs : I ſhall find time. |» 
Come therefore,” and to 7%ar/ns ſend his body, 
His funerals ſhall not be in our Campe, 
Leatt ir diſcomfort us. Lcillsns come, 
Andc:me yong Care, let us tothe field, 
Labioand Flavins ſet our Battailes on :; 

Tisthreea clocke, and Romans 'yet ere night, 
We ſhall try fortune ina fecoud fight. Exenunt. 
Alarum, Enter Brutus, Meſſala, Cato, Lncilins, 

and Flavins. | 
Bru. Yet Country men : O yer, hold up your heads. 
(ato, What Baſtard doth not? who will goe with me? 
I will proclaime my name about the Field. 
lam the Sonne of Xdarcus Cato, hoe. 
A Foeto Tyrants, and my Countries fricnd. 
I am the Sonne of Marens (ato, hoes 
| Enter Senlaiers, and fight- 
And Iam Bratrns, Marcus Bratas, 1. 


—_—_— 


| Brutus my Countries friend : Know me for Brutus, 
Lec. O yongand Noble (ate, art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyeſt, as bravely as Tiriins, 
And may'it be honour'd, being {aro's Sonic. 
Sela. Yecld, or thou dyeſt.. 
Luc. Onely I yeeld todye: | 
There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight ; 
Kill Brarms, and be honor'd in bisdeath; ; 
Sold. We muſt not ; a Noble Priſoner. 


: Enter Antony. 
2 S924. Roome hoe : tell Antovy, 'Brutas istane, 


Bratns is tane, Brututis tane my Lord. 
ent, Whereis he? : 
Lac. Safe Antony, Brutus isfafe enough: 
I dare aſſure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever takealive the Noble Brutus: 
| The gods defend him from(ſo greataſhame, 
W hen you doe finde him, or a live, or dead, 
He will be found like Brarns, like himfelfe. 
Art. This is not Bratss friend, but I aſſure you, 
A prize nolefle in worth; keepe this man ſafe, 
Give him all kindneſſe. 1 had rather have 
Such men my friends, then Enemies. Goe on, 
And ſee where Brutns be allve or dead, 
And bring us; unto Ofavins Tent , 
Hoy every thing is chance'ds 


Enter Brutus, Dardanins, Clitas, Strato, 
and Volummus. 


' Br#. Come poore remaines of friends , reſt on 
Rockes 


He,came not backe : he is or tane, or ſlaine. 
' &rs. Sitthee downe, (tus : ſlaying is theword,: 
It 15a dec6 infaſhjion. Hearkethee, Cluyzs. | 


Bru, Peace then, no words. 
Clit. le rather kill my ſelfe. 
Bru. Hearkethee, Daraazins. 
Deard: Shall I doe ſuch a deed ? 
Clit. O Dardanivs, 
Dar. O (Titus. I 
Clit. W hat ill requeſt did Bratus make tothee ? 
Dara. Tokill him, (ts :looke he meditates. 
_ * (tr. Now isthat Noble Veſkll tull of griefe, 
| That it runnes over evenat his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither. good Yolunmins,lift a word. - 
Volum. \W hat {ayes my Lord? 
Bru. Why this, Volummnias : 
" The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me 
Two ſeverall times by Night : at Sardis, once; 
And this laft Night, here inPhilippi fields: 
I know my hourec is come. 
Volum. .Not (o, my Lord. | 
" Bru. Nay,lT am ſure it is, Volummins. 
Thou ſceſtthe world, Yolumnins, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beatustothe Pir : 
It is more worthy, to leape in our ſelves, 
Thentarry till they.puſh us. Good Volunmins, 


Even for that our love of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileſt I runne onir. . 
Yol. Thatsnot an Office for a friend, my Lord. - 


Alarum ſtill, 
hn 3 NE: 


t Sold. Tie tell thee newes. Heere comes the Gener all, 


Exenn. | 


Cir. Whatl, my Lord? No, not for all the World. 


Low Alarum, 


' Thou knowl, that we two went toSchoole together : | 


this |. 
Clit, Statilizas ſhew'd the Torch-light, but m y Lord! 
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Ch. Fly, fiye my Lord,there is no tarrying heere. HMeſſa. My malters man.Strato, where is thy Maſter? 

Bru. Farewell to you, and you, and you Volume Stra, Free from the Bondage you arein CMMeſſals, 
Strato, thou haſt bin all this while a ſleepe :| | The Conquerors can but make a fire of him: 
| Farewell to thee, to Stratos, Countrymen : For Bratws onely overcame himſelte, 

My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, And no manelſe hath honor by his death. 

I found no man, but he was true to me. Lai. So Bratns ſheuld be found. I thanke thee Bruty 
I ſhall have glory by this looſing day T har thou baſt prov'd Lzci/im ſaying true. 
More then Otavins, and Marke eAntory, | Oda. All thatſerv'd Bratms, I willentertaine them, 
By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attaine unto. Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? 
So fareyouwell ar once, for Brutus tongue | Stra. 1, if Meſſala will preferre me to you, 
Hachalmoſt ended bis lives Hiſtory : Octs. Doe to, good EMeſſala, 
Night hangs upon mine eyes, my Bones would reſt, Acfſa. How dyed my Strat. | 
' Thatheve but labour'd, to attaine this houre. Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 


Meſſa, Ottavie, thentake him to follow thee, 

Alarnm. Cry within, Flye, fiye, flye. That 61d the lateſt fervice to my Maſter, 
Ch. Fly my Lord, flye, Art. This was the Nobleſt Roman of them all.; 
Bru. Hence : I will follow : All the Conſpirators fave onely he, 

I prethee Strato, ſtay thou by thy Lord, £ Did that they did, in envy of great Caſar : 

Thou art a fellow of a good reſpett : He, onely in a generall honeſt thought, 

Thy life hath had ſome {match of honor in it. And common good toall, made one of them. 

Hold chen my Sword, and turne away thy face, *' His life was gentlc,and the Elements 

Whuie 1 doe run upon it. Wilt thou Szraro ? Somixtin him, that Nature might ſtand up, 
Sera. Give me your hand firſt. Fare you wellmy Lord. | And fay to all the world ; This was a man. 

' Bra, Farewell good Stratos. Ceſer, now be till, Ofa. According to his Vertue, let us uſe him 


wc 


I kill'd not thee with halte ſo good a will. Dyes, | Withall reſpeQ, 2nd ritesof Buriall. 


Within my Tenit his bones to night ſhall lyc, 
Alarum, Retreat. Enter Antony, Oftavins, Meſſals, Moſt like a Souldier ordered honorably : 


Lucillins, and the eArmy. Socall the field to reſt, andlets away, 
To partthe glories of this happy day. Exeunt omnes. 


Ocfta. What man is that ? 
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Thunder, and Lightning. Enter three Witches. , 


S-<>Hen ſhall we three meet againe ? 
2 In Thunder, Lightning, orin Raine ? 
4 2 Whenthe Hurley-burleys done, 
W hen the Bartailes loſt and wonne. 
ABS . Thatwillbe cretheſct of Sunne, 
1 Where the place ? 
2 Vpon the Hearh, | 
3 There to meet with Macbeth, 
1 I come; Gray-Malkin. LD 
All. Padeche calls anon: faire is foule, and foule is faire, 
Hover through the fogge and filthy ayre. Exeunt, 


—  — ——— 
— 


Scana Secunda, 


ut i PEI A Ines, . oat ron 


————— 


Alarum within, Enter King, CMalcolme, Donat- 
baine, Lenox, with attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Captaine. 


King. What bloody man is that? he can report, 
Asſeemeth by his plight, of the Revolr 
The neweſt (tate, 

Mat. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought 
Gainſt my Captivity: Haile : haile brave friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broyle, 
As thou did(tleave it, 

Cap. Doubtfull it ftood, 
As two ſpent Swimmers, that doecling together, 
And choake their Art : The mercilefle Macdonnelt 
(Worthy to be a Rebell, for to that 
The multiplying Villaines of Nature 
Doe ſwarme upon him) from the Weſterne Iles 
Of Kernes and Gallow glaſſes is ſuppliy'*d, 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry ſmiling, 
Slew'd like a Rebells W hore : but as too weake ; 
For brave Macbeth(well he deſerves that Name) 
Diſdayning Fortune 'with his brandiſht Stecle, 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution - 
(Like Valours Minion) carv'd out his paſſage, 
Till he fac'd the Slave : 
"Vhichneu'r ſhooke hands, nor bad farewell to him, 
Till he unſeam'd him from the Nave roth*Thops, 
| And fix'd his head upon our Battlements. 


Ps... 


Athus Primus. Sceena Prima, 


-—r——_ 


— —— 
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&1:g. O valiant Couſin, worthy Gentleman, 

(ap.As whence the Sunne gins his reſtetion, 
Shipwracking Stormes, and dircfull Thunders breaking 
So from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeem'd to come, 
Dilcomfort ſwells : Marke King of Scotland, marke, 
No ſooner juſtice had, with Valour arat'd, 

Compeli'd theſe skipping Kernes totriiſt their heeles, 
But the Norweyan Lord, ſurveying vantage, 

With furbuſht Armes, and new ſupplyes of men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. 

King, Diſmaid not this our Captaines, AZacberh and 
Banquoh ? 

Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes Eagles ; 
| Or the Hare, the Lyon . 

IfI fay ſooth, I mult report they were 
As Cannons over-charg'd with double Crackes 
So they doubly redoubled troake: on the Foe : 
Except they meantro bathe in recking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgorha, 
I cannot tell : but T am faint, 
My Gaſhes cry for helpe. 
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds 
They tmacke of Honor both : Goc ger him Surgeons. 


Enter Roſſe and Angus. 
W hocomes here? 
Hat. The worthy Thane of Rofle. 
Lenox, What haſt lookes through his eyes? 
So ſhould helooke, that ſeemes to peake things ſtrange. 
Roſſe. God ſavethe King. 
King. Whence cam'it thou, worthy Thane ? 
Rofe, From Fife, great King, 
| Wherethe Norweyan Bannars flowt the Sky, 
And fanne our people cold, | 
Norway :imaſelte, with terrible numbers, 
Aſſiſted by that moſt diſſoyall Traytor, 
The Thaze of Cawdor, began a di{mull Confict,' 
Till that B-lloza's Bridegroome, lapt in proofe, 
Contronted him with {clfe-comparitons, 


| Pointagainſt Point, rebelitous Arme 22inft Arme, | 


Curbing his laviſh ſpirit: and ro conclude, 
The Victory fell on us, 

King. Great happineſle. 

Roſſe. That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, 
Craves compoſition ; = 
Nor would we deigne him buriall ofhis men, 
Till he disburſed, at Sainr. Colmes-hill, 

Ten thouſand Dollars, to our generall uſe, 


_—_— 
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King, No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our Boſome intereſt $ Goe pronounce his preſent death 
And with his former Title great e 71 acbeth. | 

Roſe. Tle ſee it done, | 

King. What he hathloſt, Noble Macbeth hath wonne-. 


Exﬀemnnte 


Scena Terta. 


__ - — - 
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Thunder, Enter the three Witches, 


1 Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 

2 Killing Swine. 

3 Siſter, where thou ? : 

I A Saylors Wife had Cheſtnurs1o her Lappe, 
And mouncht,and mouncht, and mouncht : 

Give me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes, 
Her husbandsto Aleppo gone, Maſter oth' 7zger : 
But ina Syve lle thither ſayle, 

And likea Rat withour a tayle, 

Te doe, Ile doe, and Ile doe. 

2 Ile givetheea Wind. 

x Th art kind. 

3 And Ianother. 

x I my ſelfe have allthe other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 
Ith' Ship-mans Card. 

Fle dreyne him dry as Hay : 

Slcepe ſhall neicher Night nor day 
Hang upon his Pent-houſe Lid : 
He ſhall livea man forbid : 

Weary Seu'nights, nine times nine, 
Shall hc awindle, peake, and pine ; 
Though his Barkecannot beloſt, 
Yet it ſhall be Tempeſt-tolt. 

Looke what I have, 

2 Shew me, ſhew me. 

1 HerelI have a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt, as homeward he did come. 

3 A Drumme, a Drumme: 
Macbeth doth come. 

eAd. The wey ward Siſters, handin hand, 
Poſters of the Sceaand Land. 

Thus doe goe, about, about, 

Thice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thriceagaine, to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charme's wound up. . 


Dram within. 


Enter Macbeth and Bauguo, 


AMach. So foule and faire a day T have not ſeenc. 
Baxq. How farre is't call'd to Soris > What are theſe, 
So wither d, and ſo wilde in their attyre, 
That looke not like th'inhabitants oth'Earth, 
| Andyetareon't? Live you, or are you aughr 
| Tharman may queſtion ? you ſeeme to underſtand me, 
By ceachat once her choppy finger laying 
Vpon her skinny Lips : you ſhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are ſ0. 


[ 


Aac. Speake if you can : whatare you? 
I All baile Macbeth, haile tothee Thene of Glamis 
2 All haile Hatberh, baile to thee Thane of Cawdor. 
3 All haile Macbeth, chat ſhalt be King hereafter. 
Baxq. Good fir, why doe you ſtart,and ſceme to feare 
Things that doe ſound {o faire? *th* name of truth 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed . 


| Which outwardly ye ſhew 3 My Noble Partner 
You greet with preſent Grace, and great prediction 


Of Noble having, and of Royall hope, 
' That he ſeemes wrapt withall ; tome you ſpeake not. 


| If you canlooke intothe Scedes of Time, 


And ſay, which Graine will grow, and which willnot, 
Speake then to me, who neither begge, nor feare 
Your favors, nor your hate. 
1 Hayle. 
2 Hayle, 
3 Hayle. 
1 Lefler then Macbeth, and greater. 
2 Not ſo happy, yet much happyer. 
3 Thou ſhalt ger Kings, though thou be none ; 
So all haile Macbeth, and Bangwo. 
1 Banguo, and Hacbeth,all baile. 
Macb. Stay you imperfedt Speakers,teilme more: 
By Sinells death, T know I am Thane of Glamis, 
But how, of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawder lives 
A proſperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Stands not within the profpet of beliefe, 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this itrange Intelligence, or why 
Vpon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
With ſuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, | charge you. Witches vanyh, 
Bang. Theeatth hath bnbbles, as the Water has, 
And theſe areof them : whetherare rhey vaniſh'd? 
Macb. Into the Ayre : and what ſeem'd corporall, 
Melted, as breath uito the Winde. 
Would they had ſtaid. 
| Bang.Wereluch things here, as we doe ſpeake about? 
Or have we eaten on the inſane Root, 
T hat takes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 
CMarb. Your Children ſhall be Kings. 
Baxq. You ſhall be King. h 
CHacb., And Thane of Cawdor too : went itnotſo ? 
Bang, Toth' ſelfe-ſame tune, and words: whos here 


Enter Roſſe, and Angus. 


Roſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The newes of thy ſucceſle ; and when he reades 
Thy perfonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 

His wonders and his Praiſes doe contend, 

Which ſhould bethine, or his : ſilenc'd withthat, 
In viewing o're therelſt o'th'(elfe-ſame day, 

He findes thee in the ſtout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing a feard of what thy ſelfe didſt make 
Strange Images of death, as thicke as Tale 

Can poſt with poſt, and every one did beare 

Thy prayſes in his Kingdomes great defence, 

And powr'd them downe before him. 

Ang. Weare ſent, | 
Togivethee from our Royall Maſter thankes, 
Onely to herrald thee into his ſight, 

Not pay thee. 
Roſſe. And for ancarneſt of a greater honor, 


He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor ; 
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In whicb addition, haile moſt worthy Thave, 

For it is thine. 

1 Zang, What canthe Devill ſpeake true ? 

Macb. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 

Why doe youdrefſe me in his borrowed Robes? 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet, 

But under heavy judgement bcares thatlite, 

W hich he deſerves tolooſe. 

| Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of Norway, 

| Orelſe did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, 

And vantage ; or that with both he labour'd 

In his Countryes wracke, I know not : 

But Treaſons Capitall, confcfs'd, and prou'd, 

Have overthrowne him. 

Mach; Glamis, and Thaneof Cawdor: _ 
The greateſt is behind. Thankes for your paiDes. 
Doe you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings, | 
| When thoſe that gave the Thaze of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no lefle to them. 

Bang. That truſted home, | 
Might yet enkindle youunto the Crowne, 

Beltdes the Thaneol Cawdor. But tis ſtrange : 

And oftentimes, to winne us to our harme, 

The Inſtraments of Parkneſfſe tell us Truths, 

Winne us with honeſt Trifles, to betrays 

In deepeſt conſequence. 

Couſins, a word, I pray yous« 

Aach. Twotruths are told, 

As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Acte | 

Of the imperiall Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen : 

| This ſapernaturall ſollieiting 

Cannot be ill.; cannot be good. 

If ill ? why hath it given meearneſt of ſucceſſe, 

Commencing in a Truth ? 1 am Thare of Cawdor. 

If good ? why docT yeeld to that ſugg=ſtion, 

Whoſe horrid Image doth unfixe my heire, 

And make my ſeated Reart knockeat my Ribbes, 

Againit the uſe of nature? Preſent Feares 

Arelefſethen horrible imaginings : : 

My thought, whoſe Murther yer is but fantaſticall, 

Shakes ſo my ſingle Rate of Man, 

That funion is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe, 

And nothingis, but what is not, 

Bang. Looke how our Partners r2pt. 

Mach. It chance will have me King, 

Why Chance may Crowne mc, 

Withoat my ftirre. 

Bang. New honors come upon him 3 | 
Like our ſtrange Garments, cleavenot totheir mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. 

Mach, Come what come may, 

Time, and the hovre, runs through the rougheſt Day. 
Bang. Worthy Macberb, we itay upon your leylure. 
Macb. Give me your favour : 

My dull Braine was wrought withthings forgotten. 

Kind Gentlemen, your painesazre regiltred, 

Whereevery day I turne the Leafe, 

Toreade them, 

Let us toward the King ; thinke upon” 

What hath chanc'd : and at more time, 

The Interizs having weigh's it, let us {peake 

Our free hearts each to other. 

| Bang, Very gladly, 

Mach. Till thea cnough : 

Come friends. 
| Exennae 
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' The finne of my ingratitudeeven now 
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Scana Quarta. 


Floariſh, Enter King, Lenox, eMalcotme, 
Donalbaine, and Attendants. 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? | 
Arc not thoſe in Commillion yer return'd ? 

Hal, My Liege, they are not yet come backe. 
But I have ſpoke with one that ſaw him dye : 
Who did report, that very frankly he | 
Confeſs'd his Treaſons, implor'd your Highnefſe Pardon | 
And ſet forth adeepe Repentance : | 
Nothing in his Lite became him, 
Like the leaving it. He dy'de, 
As one that had beene ttudied in his death, 
Tothrow away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
Astwerea carelcſle Trifle. 

King. Theres na Art, 
To finde the mindes conſtruction inthe face : 
He was aGentleman, on whom [I built 
An abſolute Trutt. 

Enter Macheth, Banqno, Roſie, end Angns, 

O worthycit Couſin, 


Was heavy on me. Thouart fo farre before, 
That ſwifteſt Wine of Recompence is flow: 
Tooverrakethee. Would thou hadlſt lefle deſery'd, 
That the proportion both of thankes, and payment, 
Might have beene mine : onely I have left to ſay, 
More 15 thy due,then morethen all can pay. 
Macb, The ſervice, and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it payes it ſelfe. 
Your highneſle part, isto receive 0yr Duties : 
And our Dutiesare to your Throne; and State, : 
Children, and Servants; whichdoe but what they ſhould | 
By doing ezery thing fafe toward your Love | 
And honor, 
Kg. Welcome hither: 
I have begunto plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of gro ving. Noble Bazguo, 
That haſt no lefle deferv*d, nor muſt be knowne 
Nolefle to have done ſo : Lerme cnfold thee, 
And hoidthee tomy heart, 
Bang. There it I grow, 
The Harveſt is your owne. 
King. My plenteous joyes, 
Wanton in f::lneffe, ſeeke to hidethemſelres 
In drops of torrow. Sonnes, Kin!man, Thanes, 
And you wholr viaces are the ven. cl}, k noiy, 
We witteitabb(} our Etlare upon 
Our cideſt, Matcoime, whom vie name heareafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : hich h:-»10r muſt 
Not unaccompaned, inveſt jm onely. 
But {ignes of Nobleacfle, like Starres ſhall ſhine 
On all defervers- From hence to Envernes, 
And bind us further to you. 
Mac. The Relt islabour, which isnot us'd for you : 
Tlebe my (elfe the Herbenger, and make joyful! 
The hearing of my Wife, with your approach : 
So humbly take my leave. | 
King, My worthy Cawdor, : 
eMacb. The Prince of Cumberland: that is a ſtep, 
On which Imuſt fall downe, or eiſe o're leape, 
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For inmy way it lyes. Starres hide your fires, 

Let not Light ſee my blacke anddeepe deſires: 

The eye winke at the hand z yet let that be, 

W kich the Eye feares, when it is doneto ſee. —£x#, 
Xing. True, worthy Banguo; he is full ſo valiant, 

Andin his commendations, I am fed : 

It isa Banquet to me. Lets afcer him, 

Whoſe care is gone betore, to bid us welcome : 


It is a peereleſle Kini/man» Exennt. 


Scana Quinta. 


——  — ——_ 
O_o — — 
A — a ——_— 

— —— 


Enter Macoeths Fife alone wit a Litter. 


Lady. T hey met me inthe day of ſucceſſe: and I have learn'd 
by the perfeſt report, they bzve more mn them, then mortall 
knowledge. When I burnt in defireto queſtion them further, 
they made themſelyes Ayre, mto which they vaniſh d. Wes 
I ſtoed rap? i: the wonder of it, came Aiſſizes from the King, 
who all bail dive Thane of Cawdor by which Title before theſe 
weyward $1iters ſaluted ac, nd referr d ms to the comming on 
| of time, with haile King that ſhalt be. This have [ thought 
good to deliver chee (my deareft Partner of Greatneſſe) that 
thou might 5+ not looſe the dues of rejoycing by being tgnorant 
| of what Greatneſſeis prom#s d thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewel. =: 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, and ſhalt be 
{| Whoet thonartpromis'd : yet doe Ifcarethy Nature, 
It istoo full o'ch'Milke of humane kindnefle, 
Tocatchthencereſt way. Thou wouldlt be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without 
The iijnefſe ſhould attend it, What thou wouldlſt highly, 
That wouldit thou holily : would({tnot play falſe, 
Andyert would{t wrongly winne. 

Thouldſt have, great Glamis, that which cryes, 
Thus thou alt doe, if thou have it ; 

And that which rather thou dot feare to doe, 

Then wiſheſt ſhoald be undone. High thee hither, 
That I may powre my Spirits in thine Eare, 

And chaſtiſe with the valour of my Tongue 
Allthatthee hinders from the Golden Round, 

Which Fate and Metaphy ficali ayde duth ſeeme 
To have thee crown'd iwichall, Enter Meſſenger, 
What is your tidings? 

Meſſe The King comes here to Night. 

Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it, 

Is not thy Maſter with him? who, wer't ſo, 

Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Meſſ. So pleaſe you, it1struc : our Thane 1s comming 
One of my fciloweshad the ſpeed of him 
Who almoſt dead for breath, had tcarcely more 

Then would makeup his Meſſage. 
| Lady. Givebim tending, 

He brings greatnewes. 

The Raven himſclte 1s hoarſe, 

Thatcroakes the fatall entrance of Dancane 
Vader mv Battlements. Come you Spirits, 
Thattend on mortallthoughts, unſex me here, 
| And fill me from the Crowneto the Toe, top-full 
| Of direſt Cruelty : make thicke my blood, | 
Stop up th'acceſſe and paſſage ro Remorſe, 
| That no compundtious viſitings of Nature 


Exit Meſſenger. 


— 


Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keepe peace betweene 
Th'eſſe&, and hit. Come to my Womans Breſts, 
And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters 
Wherc-ever, in your fightleſſe ſubſtances, ; 
You walt 6n Natures Miſchiefe, Come thicke Night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoake of hell, 
That my keene Knife ſee notthe Woundit makes, 
Nor heaven peepe through the Blanker of the darke, 
To cry; hold, hold. Emer Macbeth, 
Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor; 
Greater then both, by the all-haife hereafter, 
Thy Letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ignorant preſent, and I feele now 
The future.jn the inſtant, 
Mach. My deareſt Love, 
Dwuncane comes hereto Night. 
e Lady. And when goes hence ? 
each. Tomorrow, as he purpoſes. 
Lady. O never, 
Shall Sunne that Morrow ſee. 
Your Face, my Thane, is as booke, where men 
May reade ſtrange matters, to beguile the time, 
Looke like the time, beare welcome in your Eye, 
Your hand, your Tongue: looke like the innvucent floyer, 
But berhe Serpent under't. He thats comming, 
Muſt be provided for :and you ſhall put 
This Nights great buſineſſe into my diſpatch, 
W bich ſhall roall our Nights, and Dayes to come, 
Give lolely ſoveraigne ſway, and Maſterdome, 
Aach. We will ſpeake further. 
Lady. Onely looke up cleere : 
To alter favor, ever is to feare : 
Leave allthe reſt to me. 


— 


Scana Sexta, 


i 


_— Y 


Hobojes, and Torches. Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine, 
Banguo, Lenox, Macaduffe, Roſſe ,hngn, 
and Artenaants. 


= King. This Caſtle bath a pleaſant ſeat, 
The ayre nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelfe 
Vnto our gentle ſences. 

Bang. This Gucſt of Summer, - 
The Temple-haunting Barlet doesapprove, 
By his loued Manſonry, that the Heavens breath, 
Smells wooingly here : no lutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage; bur this Bird 
Hath mede his pendant Bed, andprocreatit Cradle, | 
Wherethey muſt breed, and haunt ; I have obſerv'd 
Theayre is delicate. Enter Lady. 

King. See, ſee, ourhonor'd Hoſteſle : 

Thelove that followes us, ſometime is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thanke as Love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid god-ey1d us for your paines, 
And thanke us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our ſervice, 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poore, and fingle Buſinefſe, to contend 
Againſt thoſe honors deepe, and broad, 
Wherewith your Majeſty loades our houſe : 

For thoſe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Hcap'd up to them, we reſt your Hermites. 


EET vans... 
| | 


| 
| 


Ring. 
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King. Wheres the Thane of Camden? 
Wecourſt him at the heeles, and hada purpoſe 
To be his P urveyor : But he rides wel), - ; 
Ard his great Love ( ſharpe at his Spurre)bath holpe him 
Tohis home before us : Faire and Noble Holteſle 
We are your guelt to night. 

Lady. Y our Servants ever, ; Ss 
Havetheirs, themſelves, and what 1s theirsin compt, 
To make their Audit at your higneſle pleaſure, 
Still to returne your owne. 

King. Give me your hand : ., : 

Concuct me to mine Hoſt we love him highly, 
And ſhall continue, our Graces towards hime 


over the Stage. Then enter Macbeth. _ 
Mach,If it were doae, when tis done, then twer well, 

It were done quickly: if th' Aſſaſſination 
Could trammellup the Conſequence, and catch | 
With his ſurceaſe, Succeſle : that but this blow 
Mighr be the be all, and the end all. Heere, 
But beere, upon this Banke and Schoole of time, !. 
We'ld jumpe the fe to come. Burtin theſe C ales, 
We {lili have judgement heere, that we but teach .. 
Bloudy inſtructions, which being taught, returne- * : 
To plagueth'Ingredience of our poyſon'd Challice 
To our owne lips. Res here in double truſt ; 
Firſt, as*I am his Kinſman, and his ſubzet, _ 
Strong both againſt the Deed : then, as his Hoſt, - +, 
Who ſhould againſt his Murtherer ſhut the doore, 
Not beatethe knife my ſclfe. beſides, this Duncane 
Hath borne this Faculties ſo mecke ; bath bin 
So cleere in his great Ojfice, that his Vertues _ 
Will pleade like Angels, Trumpect-tongu'd againſt 
The deepe damnation of his taking off ; 
And Pitty, like a naked Newborne-bave, : 
Striding the blaſty or heavens Chcrubin, hors*d - 
Vpan the ſightleſſe Curciors of the Ayre, 
| Shall blow the horrid deedin every eye, | 
Thar teares ſhall drowne the winde. I have no Spurre 
: Topricke the ſides of my intent, but onely 
Vaulting Ambition, which ore-lcapes it ſelfe, | 
And falles on thother. Emer Lady. ... 
How now 2 What Newes? | 


Mac. Hath heask'd for me ? 
Lady. Know you not, he has.? 


He hath honour'd me of late, and 1 have boughr- - 
Golden Opinions from all ſorts of people, 1, , 
Which would be worne now in their neweſt gloſle, 
| Notcaft aſide fo ſoone. | WT 
. Lady. Was the hopedrunke, _ .. ; 
Wherein you dreft your ſelfe ? hath it ſlept ſince? 
And wakes it now to-looke ſo greene, and pale,. 
At what it did ſo freely? Fromrhis time, - 
Such I accountthy love. Art thouaffear'd .. || 
Tobe the ſame in thine owne, Aﬀt, and 'Valour, 
As thouartin defire? Wouldlt thou bavethat 


an. 


— — 


Scena Septima. 
He-boyes. Torches. 


Enicr a Sewer, and avers Servants wth Diſbes and Service 


CHac. We will proceed no further in this Buſineſſe-: 


| 


| That made you breake this enterprize to me ? 


| And to be morethen what you were, you would 


| A Lymbecke onely . when in Swiniſh fleepe, 


| His ſpungy Oilicers ? who ſhall beare the guile - 


| For thy andaunted Metric ſhould compoſe 


4 Of his owne Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers, 
| Thatthey havedon't ? | 


| LTa-He hasalmoſt ſypt:why have youleftthe chamber? | 


| Each corporall Agent to this terrible Feat, 


Which thou eſteem'ſt the Ornament of Life, ..- 


Andlivea Coward in thine owne Eſteeme ? .. /- | 


Letting I dare not, wait upon I would, 77 

Like the poore Cat i'th'Addage. | . 
Mach, Prethee peace : 

I dare doe all that may decome a man, 

Who dares no more, is none. 
Lady. What beaſt was'tthen 


When you durſt doe ic, then you were a man : 


Be ſo much more the man, Nor time, nor place. 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 
They have madethemſclves, and that their fitnefſe now 
Do's unmake you. I have given Sucke, and know 
Ho w tender tis tolove the Babethat milkes me, 
I would, while it was imyling in my face, 
Have pluckt my Nipple from his bonelefſe Gummes, 
And daſhr the Branes our, had I but ſoſworne' 
Asyou have doneto this. 

CMacb. If we ſhould faile ? 

Lady. We faiie ? | ? 
But ſcrew your courageto the ſticking place, 
And we'll not faile : when Dancazis atlzepe, 
(Wheretothe rather ſhall his dayes ha.d Iourney 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlaines 
Will I with Wine, and Waſlell, ſoconvince, + - 
That Memory, the Warder of the Braine, . 
Shall be a Fume, and the Receitof Reaſon 


Their drenched Natures lyeas ina Death, 
What cannot you and I performe upon 
Th'unguarded Duncan ? What not put upon -- + 


Of our great quell. | 
- ach. Bririg forth Men-Children onely : 


Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiv'd, 4.55] 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 


Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we ſhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore, 
Vpon his death? _.- | 

Mach. Iam ſettled, and bend'up 


Away, and mocke the time with faireſt ſhow, : -: | ' 
Falſe Face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 


Attus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


0 I ge 


Enter Bangquio, and F leaxce, with aTorch 
before bm. © * 


Bag. How: goes the Night, Boy'? | 
Fleance, The Moone is downe : I have nor heard the 
Clecke.: Hen i noel oabar Os 
Bang. And ſhe goes downeat Twelve. 
Fleas. I take'tftus later, Sir. 
Bang. Hold; thke my Sword : 
There's Husbandry in Heaven,  : - | 


Their Candles are all out - takethee that too. 


__ - —_— 


en. A... 
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A heavy Summons lyeslike Lead upon me, I goe, andit is done : the bell invites me. 
And yet I would not fleepe : Hears it not, Daxcaze, for it is a Knell. 

Mercifull Powers, reftraine in me the curſed thoughts That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell, 
That Nature gives way to in repoſc. 


Enter Macbeatb, and a Servant with aT orch. | F Cena Sec Hl aa, 


RS 


Givs me my Sword: whos there ? PR 
Mach. A friend. - 
Bang. What Sir, not yet at reſt ? the Kingsa bed. Enter Lady. 

He hath beene in unuſuali pleaſure. | La. That which hath made them drunke,hath made me 

And ſent forth a great Largeſle to your Oilices. * What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. (bold : 

This Diamond hegreets your Wite withall, - | Hearke, peace: it was the Owle that ſhriek'd, 

By the name of moſt kind hoſteſle, The fafall Bell-man,which gives the ſtern'ſt geod-night, 

And ſhut it up in meaſureleſſe content. He is about it, the Dooresare open: 

Mach.. Being unprepar'd, And the ſurteted Gruomes doe mocke their charge 
Our will became the ſervant todefe, With Snores. I have drugg'dtheir Poſſcts, 
Whichelſe ſhould free have wrought. That death and Nature doc contend a bout them, 

Bang. Alls well. W hether they live, or dye. 

I dreampr laſt Night ofthe three weyward Siſters : Enter Macbeth, 

To youthey have ſhew'd ſome truth, Aach, Whosthere ? whar hoa ? 

Mach. I thinke not of them : . Lady, Alacke, 1amafraid they have awak'd, 

Yet when we can intreat an houre to ſerve, | Andtisnotdone : th'attempt, and not the deed, 

We would ſpend itin ſome words upon that Bufinefſe, | Confounds us : hearke : I laid their Daggers ready, 

If you would graunt the time. 4 He could not mifſe em. Had he not reſembled 
Bas. At your kindſt leyſure* | My father as heſlept, I had don't. 

Mach, If you ſhall cleaveto my conſent, _ | My husdand? 

When tis, it ſhall make honor for you. CHMacb. Ihavedone thedeed : 

Bang. So Iloſenone, g Didſt thou not heare anoyſe? | 

In ſceking to augment it, but ſtill keepe 73 1 Laaj.l heard the Owle {chreame,and the Crickets cry 

My boſome franchigd, and Allegeance ckare, - + Did not you ſpeake ? 

I ſhall be counſail'd. | CMacb. When? 

Mach, Good repoſe the while. | © | Lady. Now. 

ZBaxg. ThankesSir : the like to you. Ext Banynuo: CHacb. As Ideſcended? 

Mach. Goe bid thy Miſireſſe, when my drinke is ready Laaj. I. 

She ſtrike upen the Bell. Get thee to bed; *- Exir, | A4ach. Hearke, wholyes itſecond Chamber? 

Is this adagger, which I ſee before me, 1. 4.. || Lady. Donalbaine, 

The handlc toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee: Meacb.* This is a ſorry ſight. 

I have thee not, andyer 1 ſee thee ſill, - Laay. A toolith thought, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 

Art thou not fatall V ifion, ſenſible | | Mach. Theres one did laugh ins ſleepe, + 

To feeling, as to ſight ? or art thou but And one cry'd Murther,that they did wake each other? 

A Dagger of the Minde, a falſe Creation, _ \ I ſtood, and heard them : butthey did ſay their Prayers, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed Braine? Andaddreſt them againe to ſleepe. 

lcethee yet, in forme as palpable, + Lady. There are two lodg'd together. | 

As this which now I draw. | _ Aacb. One cry'd God blefleus, and Amen the other, 

Thou marſhalſt me the way that I was going, | As they had ſcene me with theſe hangmans hands : 

| And ſuch an inſtrument I was touſe. a Liſtning their feare, I could nor ſay Amen, 

'| Mineeyesare made the fooles o'th'other Senſes, W hen they did ſay God bleſſe us. 

Orelfe worth all the reſt : I ſec thee ſill; Lady. Conſider it not ſo deepely. 

Andon thy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, | 44acb. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 

1} Whichwas not ſo-before. There's no ſuch thing : I had moſt need ofbleffing,and Amen ſtuck inmy throat 
It isthe bloody Buſineſle, which informes - : Lady: Theſe deeds mutt notbe thought 

Thus to mineeyes. Now ore the one halfe World Aftcr theſe wayes : ſo, it will make us mad. 
Nature ſeemesdcad, and wicked Dreames abuſe . Macb.Mc thought I hearda voyce cry, ſleepe no more: 

The Curtain'd fleepe : Witchcraft celebrates "Macbeth does murther Sleepe, the innocent ſleepe, | 

Pale Heccates Offrings: and wither d Murther, Sleepe that knits up the ravel'd fleeveof Care, | 
Alarum'd by his Centinell, the Wolfe, The death of eachdayes Life, ſore Labors Bath, 
Whoſc howles his Watch, thus with bis ſtcalthy pace, | Balme ofhurt Mindes, great Natures fecond Courſe, 
With T arguins raviſhing ſides, towards hisdeſigne *\ Chicfe nouriſher in lifes feaſt, 

Moves like a Ghoſt. Thou ſowre and firme-ſer Earth Lady. W hat doe you meane ? ' © 

| Heare not my ſteps, which they may walke, for feare - Mac. Still it cry*d,fleepe no moretoall the houſe : 
Thy very ſtonesprate of my where-about, ID Glemis hath murtherd ſlcepe,and therefore Cawaor 

And take the preſent horror fromthe time, . . - +. Shall ſleepe no mores Macbeth ſhall fleepe no mores 

Which now ſutes with it. - Whiles I threat, he lives : Lad. W ho wasit, that thuscry'd ? why worthy Thane, 

Wordstothe heat of deedstoo cold breath gives. - © | Youdoeunbend your Noble ſtrength, to thinke 

2 of Bedrings. .-- | Sobraine-fickly of things : Goeget ſome Water, | 


And 
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' And waſh this filthy Witneſſe from your Hand, 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the place? 
They muftlyethere : goe carry them, and ſmeare 
The ſleepy Groomes with blood. 

CMacb. Ile goc no more : 
I amafraid, to thinke whar I have done : 
Looke on't againe, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirme of purpoſe : 
Give me the Daggers: the ſleeping, and the dead, 
Are but as Pi&ures : "tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fearesa painted Divell. If he doe bleed, 
Ileguildethe Faces of the Groomes withall, 
For it muſt ſceme their Guilt. 

Kmnocke within. 


Mach. Whence isthat knocking ? 
How is't with me, when every noyſeappalls me ? 
What Hands are here? hah: they plucke out mine Eyes 
Will all great A ptunes Ocean waſh this blood 
Cleane from my Hand?no:this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, 
Making the Greene one, Red. | 


Exit. 


| Enter Lady. 
Lady. My hands are of your colour: but I ſhame 
To weare a heart ſo white. Knocks. 


I heare a knocking at the South entry : 

Retyre we to our Chamber : 

A little Water cleares us of this deed. 

How eaſfie is it then ? your Conſtancie 

Hath left you unzttended, 

Hearke, more knocking. 

| Ger on your Night-Gowne, leſt occaſioncallus, 

And ſhew vs to be Watchers : benor loſt 

So poorely in your thoughts. 
Mach. To know my deed, 

'Twere beſt not know my ſelfe. 

Wake Dnncan with thy knocking: 

I would thou could'ſt. 


Kynecke. I 


Knocke, 


Exennt 


Scena Tertia, 


— _———— - ——  — — 


Enter a Porter. 


Knocking within. 

Porter, Heere'sa knocking indeed: if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee ſhould have old turning the 
Key. MKnecke, Knock, Knock, Knock. Who's there 
| !tt'name of Be/zebub ? Here's a Farmer, that bang'd 
himſelfe on texpeRation of Plenty: Come in time, have 
Napkins enough about you, bere you'le ſweat for't. Knock, 
Knock, Knock. Who's there in th'ether Devils Name ? 
| Faith here's an Equivocator, that could ſweare in both 
| the Scales,againſt eyther Scale, who committed Treaſon 
\ enough for Gods ſake, yet could not equivocate to Hea- 
venz ohcome in, Equivocator, Knock, Knock, 

Knock, Knock. Who's there ? Faith here's an Engliſh 
| Taylor core hither , for ſtealing out of a French Hole : 
Comein Taylor, here you may roſt your Gooſe, Knock, 
Knock, Knock, Never atquiet : What are you? but this 


{ had thought to have let in ſome of all profeſſions, that 
goe the Primroſe way to th'everlaſting Bonfire. Kyock, 
Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter, 


et ere 


—— 


place is toocold for Hell, Ie Devill-Porter it no further? | 


| With a new Gorgos. Doe not bid me ſpeake ; 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Hacd. Was it ſo late, friend, ere you wentto Bed, 
Thar you doelye folate? 

Port. Faith Sir,we were carowtfingtillthe ſecond Cock: 
And Drinke, Sir, isa great provoker of three things. 

CMacd, What three things does Drinke eſpecially 
provoke ?. 

Port, Marry, Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrines 
Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unproyokes : it Provokes | 
the defire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drinke may be ſaid to be an Equryocator with Le- 
chery : it makes him and it marres him ; it ſets him on, 
and it takes himoff; it perſwades him, and diſheartens 
him ; makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: inconclafion, 
equiyocates him ina ſleepe,and giving him the Lye,leaves 

1M. 

CMacd. I belceve,Drinke gave thee the Lyelaft Night. 

Fert., T hat itdid,Sir, i'the very Throat on me 7; butI 
requited him for his Lye, and(I thinke)being too ſtrong 
for him, though he tooke up my Legges ſometime, yet I | 
madea Shift ro caſt him. 
; Enter Macheth, 

Macd. Ts thy Maſter ſtirring ® 
Our knocking ha's awak'd him:here he comes. 

Lenox, Good morrow, Noble Sir. 

Hach. Good morrow both. 

Maca. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 

Macb. Not yer. | 

IWacd. He did command me to call timely on him, | 
I have almoſt lipt the houre. 

Hack. Ite bring you to him. 

Maca. IT know this is a ioyfulltrouble to you ; 

But yet 'tis one. 

Macb. The labour we delight in, Phy ſicks paine - 
This is the Doore, | 

MHacd, He make ſobold tocall, for 'tis my limited 
ſervice. Exit Macduffe. 

Lenox. Goes tte King hence today. 

HMacb. He does : he did appoint ſo, 

Lenox. The Night ha's beene vnruly ; 

Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne done. 
And (as they fay) lamentings heard it Ayre; 
Strange Schreemes of Death, 
And Prophecying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dyre Combuttions and confus'd Events, 
New hatch'd toth'wofull time. 
The obſcnre Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some ſay, the Earth was feyoroas, 
And did ſhake. 
Wacb. *Twasa rough Night. 
Lenox, My young remembrance cannot parallel! 
A fellow tot. 
Enter Macanff. 
Aacd. O horror,horror, horror, 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee, | 
Mach. and Lenox, What's the matter ® | 
HMacd. Confulionnow hath made bis Maſter-peece: 
Moſtfacrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anoynted Temple, and ſtole thence 
The Life o'th Building, | 
Mach. What is't you ſay ? the Life ? 
Lenox, Meane you his Maieſtie ? 
Macb. Approchthe Chamber, and deſtroy your ſight 
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Sce, and then ſpeake your ſelves : awake, awake, 
Exennt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the Alarum Bell ; Murther, and Treaſon, 
Banguo,and Donalbaine : alcolme awake, 
Shai.e off this Downy leepe, Deaths counterfeit, 
And looke on death it ſelfe : up, up, and ſee 
The great Doomes Image: Malcolme, Banguo, 
As from your Graves riic up, and walke like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 
Bell Rings. Enter Lady. 
Lady. What's the buſineſle ? 
That {vcha hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
Theſlcepers of the Houſe ? {pcake, ſpeake, 
Maca. O gentle Lady, 
'Tis not for you to heare what I can ſpeake : 
The repetition in a Womans ecarc, 
Would murther as it fell, 
: Enter Bangquo. 
O Banquo, Banque, Our Royall Malter's murther'd. 
Lady. Woe, alas : 
Vv bat,in our houſe 2 
' Ban, Toocructll, any where. 
D-are Df, I prythee contract thy {clte , 
And fay,ic is not {o, | 


Enter Macbeth, Lencx, and Roſſe. 


Mach. Had I but dy*d an houre before this chance, 
I had i:v'd a Þlefied time : for trom this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in Mortaiity : 
Allis but Toyes : Renowne and Grace isdead, 
Tac Wane of Life is drawne, and the meere Lees 


Is left this Vaulr to brag of. 


Enter Ma'colme and Donalbaine. 


Donal. W hat isamiſſe? 
Atacb. Youare and doc not knew't : 
The Spring, the Head, the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ttopt; the very Source of it is ttopr, 
Macd, Yonr Royall Yather's murther*d. 
Mat. Oh, by whom ? 


Lenox. Thole of his Chamber, as it ſeem'd, had don't: | 


Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip'd, we found 


{ Vpon their Pillowes : they ſtar'd, and were diſtracted, 


No mans life was to bz truſted with them. 

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my furie, 
Thac 1 did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you ſo? 

AHacb. Who canbe wile,amaz'd,temp'rate,8 furious, 
Loyall,and Neutrall, in a moment? No man: 
Theexpedition of my violent Love 
Our-run the pawſer, Reaſon. Herelay Durcan, 

His Silver skinne, lac'd with his Golden Blood, 

Aad his gaſh'd Stabs, look'd likea Breach in Nature, 
For Ruines waſtfull entrance :therethe Murtherers, 
Stcep'din the Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers 
Vanmanaerly breech'd with gore : who cenld refraine, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart, 


' } Courage, tomake's love knowne? 


Lady. Helpe me hence, hoa, 
Macd. Looke tothe Lady, 
Mat, Why do we hold our tongues, 


| That moſt may claime this argument for ours? 


Donal. W hat ſhould be{poken here, 


Where onr Fate hid within an augure hole, 
May ruſh, and ſeizeus? Let's away, 
Our Tearesarenot yet brew'd. 
Hat. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foote of Motion, 
Bang. Looke to the Lady : ; 
And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure ; letus meet, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of worke, 
To know it further. Feares and ſcruples ſhake us ; 
In the great Hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Ot Treaſonous Malice, 
Macd. And fodoe I. 
All. So all. 
HMacb. Let's breefely put on manly readineſſe, 
And meet 'th' Hall together. 
All, Well contented, 
Afalc. What will you doe ? 
Let's not conſort with them : 
To ſhew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Office 
W hich the falle man do's caſe. 
Ile to England. 
Don, ,Tolreland,N] : 
Our ſeperated fortune ſhall keepe us both the ſafer: 
Where we are,there's Daggers in mens Smiles ; 
The neere in blood, the neerer bloody. 
Aacl. This murtherous Shaft thar's ſhot, 
Harh not yet lighted : and our ſafeſt way, 
Is toavoid theayme. Therefore to Houſe, 
And [ct us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift away : there's warrant in that Theft, 
Which ſteales it ſelfe, when there's no mcrcic left, 
Execunt. 


E xennt, 


 Scana Quarta. 


| 


©OC©CT)TCIILETIITEITICIE—— 


Enter Rofſe, with an Old man. 


Old man. Threeſcore and ten I can remewber well, 
Within the volume of which Time, 1 havetcene _ 
Houres dreadfuil, and things ſtrange: but thus lore Night 
Hath trified former knowings- 

Roſfſe- Ha, good Father, 
Thou ſceſt the beavens, as troubled with mans AQ, 
Threatens bis bloody Stage : by th' Clock tis Day 
And yetdarke Night ſtranglesthe travailing Lampe * 
Isr Nights predominance, or the Dayes ſhame, 
That darkenefle does the face of Earth intombe, 
W hen living Light ſhall kifſe 1t? 

Oldman. *Tis unnatarall, | | 
Evenlike the deed that's done : on Tueſday laſt, 
A Faulcontowring in he: pride of place, 
Was by a Mowſing Owle hawktat, and kill'd 

Reſſe, And Duncars Horles, 
(Athing moſt ttrange;, and ccrtaine) + 
Beaureous, and ſwift, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wilde in nature, broke their ſtalls, fong out, 
Contending *gainit Obedience, as they would 
Make warre with Mankinde, 

Old man. *Tis ſaid, they cate each other. | 


Roſſe. They did ſo : 


[——— — 
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»mazement of mine &yes that look'd upon't- 
me Emer Macaxffe. | 
Heere comes the good Adacanffe. 

How gocsthe world Sir, now ? 
Macd. Why ſce you not * | 
' Foſſe. Is t known whodid this more then bloody deed? 
IWacd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath flaine. 
Roſſe. Alas the day, 
What good could they pretend ? 
Macd. They-were ſubborned, 
Malcolme, and Donolbaine the Kings twoSonnes 
Arc ſtolne away and fled, which purs upon them 
Suſpition of the deeds. 
' Refſe, 'Gainſt Nature ſtill, 
Thriftleſſe Ambition, that will raven upon - 
Thine owne lives meanes : Then'r1s moſt like, 


The Soveraignty will fall upon facbeth. 


Macd. He is already nam'd, and gons tO SEONE 


| Tobe inveſted. 


Roſſe. Where is Duncans body ? 

Macd. Carried to Coimekill, 
The Sacred Store-houſe of his Predeceſlors, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 

Roſſe. Will youto Scone ?: | 

AMacd. No Coin, Ile ” Fife, 

ofſe. Well, I will thither® 

= Well may you ſec things well done there: Adieu 
Leſt our old Robes fit cafier then our new» 

Roſſe. Farewell, Father. - 

ol 4. Gods benyſon go with you ſir,and with thoſe 


That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes- 
E xeunt omntes. 


— —— OY — —————_ ——— 


eA us Tertins. Scana Prima. 


Enter Banquo. . a8 
Bang. Thou haſt itnow, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the wey ward W omenpromis'd,and Ifcare | 
Thou plaid'ſt moſt foully tor't : yet it was faid 
It ſhould notſtand in thy Poſterity, - 
But that my ſelfe ſhould be the Roote, and Father | 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
As upon thee Macbeth, their Speeches ſhine, 


| Why by the verities on thee made good, 


May they not be my Oraclesas well, 


And ſet me up in hope. But huſh, no more, 


Senit ſounded. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Levox, 
Roſſe, Lords, and Attendants. 


Mach. Heere's our chiefe Guelt. 
Za. If he had beene forgotten, 
It had beene asa gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all-things unbecomming- - 
CMacb. To night we hold aſolemne Supper,fir, 
And Ile requeſt your preſence 
Bang, Let your Highneſle 
Command upon.me, tothe which my dutics 
Are with a moſt indifſaluble tye 
Forever knit. 
Aach. Ride you this afterhoone ? 
Bas. I, my good Lord. 
Mach, We ſhould have elſedcſir'd your good advice 


EE eat. 


i 


Till ſeavenar Night, to make ſociety 


- And to thatdauntlefle temper of his Minde, 


| Andpur a barren Sceprer in my Gripe, 


(Which ſtill hath been both grave, andprof} verous )| | 


In this dayesCouncell ; but wee'le rake to morroyy. 
ISt farre you ride? | 

Ban. Asfarre, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
Twixtthis, and Supper. Goe not my Horſe the better, 
I mult become a borrower of the Night, 

For adarke houre or rwaine. 

CHacb, Faile not our Feaſt, 

Ban, My Lord, I will not. 

CHacb, We heare our bloody Cozens arc beſtow'd 
In England,and in Ireland, not confeſſing | 
[heir cruell Parricide, filling their bearers 
With ſtrange inuention.- But of thatto morrow, 
When therewithall we ſhall have cauſe of State, 
Cravingusjoyntly. Hye yowto horſe : 

Adicu, till you returneat Night. 
Goes Fleance with you? 

Bas. [, my good Lord : our time does call upon's. 

ach, 1 wiſh your Hortes ſwift, and ſure of foot : 
And foI doe commend you to their backs. 

Farwell, Exit Banquo: 
Let every man be maſter ofhistime, 


The ſweeter welcome : 

We will keepe our ſelfetillSupper timealone : 

While chen, God be with you. Exeunt Lords. 
Sirrha, a word with you: Attend thoſe men | 
Our pleaſure? 


ate. 
A1asb. Bring them before us. Exit Servant. 

Tobethus, is nothing , bur ro be ſafely thus : 

Our fearesin Bangro iticke deepe, 

And inhis Royalty of Nature reignes that _ 

Which would be tear'd. Tis much he dares, 


He hath a Wiſdeme, that doth guide his Valour, 
To act in ſafetie. There 1s none but he, 

Whoſe being [ doc feare : and under him, 

My Gem 1s rebuk'd, asit is ſaid 

Hark Amhonies was by Ceſar, He chidthe Siſters, 
When tirſt they put the Name of King upon me 
And bad them ſpeake ro him. Then Prophet-like, 
They hayld him Father fo a Line of Kings. 

Vpon my headthey plac'd a fruitleſſe Crowne, 


Thenceto be wrencht with an unlineall Hand, 

No Sonne of mine ſucceeding : if *tbe ſo, 

For Banqzo's Iffue havel fil'd my Minde, 

Fot them, the gracious D#xcan have I murther'd, 
Put Rancours 1n the Veſſcll of my Peace 

Onely for them, and mine cternall Iewell 
Giventathe common Enemy of Man, 

To make them Kings,the Seedes of Banquo Kings: 
Rather then ſo,come Fate 1nto the Lyſt, | 
And champion metoth' utterance. | 
Who's there ? | 


Enter Servant, and two Murtherers. 


Servant. They are , my Lord, without the Palace } 


I 


Now goetothe Doore, and ſtay there till we call, 


Exit Servant, | 


Was icnot yeſterday we ſpoke together? 
Aurth. It was, fo pleaſe your Highneſle. 
Mach. Well then, | 

New have you conſider'd of my ſpecches ? | 


—_—— 


002 
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Know, that it was he, in the times paſt, 
Which held you ſo under forturne, 
Which you thought had been our innocent ſelfc, 
This I made good to you, in our laſt conference, 
Paſt in proba'10n with you : 
How you were borne in hand, hoiy croſt : 
The Inſtruments : who wrought withthem : 
Andall things elſe, that might 
To halfe a Soule, and to a Notion craz'd, 
Say, Thus did Banque. 

1. Marth. You made itknowne tous. 

CMacb,I dido: 
And went further, which is now 
Our pointof ſecond meeting. 
Doe yo finde your patience ſs predominant, 
In your nature, that you can let this goe? 
Are you ſo Goſpell'd to pray for this good man, 
And for his Iſſue, whole heavie hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Grave,and begger'd 
Yours for ever? 

I. Murth, We are men, my Liege. 

Macb, 1, in the Catalogue. ye goe for men, 
As Hounds,and Grey houndes, Mungrels,Spanicls,Curres, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt 
All by che Name of Dogges : the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 
The Houſc-keeper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the gift, which bountcous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby hedoes receive 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike : and fo of men. 
Now, if you have a Ration in the file, 
Noti*th* worſt ranke of Manhood, fay't, 
AndT will put that Buſineſſe in your Boſomes, 
W hoſe execution takes your Enemie off, | 
Grapples youtothe heart zand love of us, 
Who weare our Health but ſickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfeQ. 

2. Mwith. Tamonemy Liege, 
Whom the vile Biowes and Buffets of the World 
Hath ſo incers'd, that I am recklefſe what I doe, 
To ſpight the World. 

I. Marth. And 1 another, 
So wearie with Diſaſters, tugg'd with Fortune, 
[That I would ſet my Life on any Chance, 
To mend it or be r1d ont, 

AMacd. Both of you know B&:que was your Encmie. 

Marth. True, my Lord. 

HMacb. SOis he mine : and in ſuch bloody diſtance, 
That every minute ef his being, thruſts 
Againſt my neer*ſt of Life: and thoughI could 
With bare-fac'd poixer {weepe him from my ſight, 
Andbid my willavouch it; yet I muſtnor, 
For certaine friends thatare both his, and mine, 
W hoſe loves I may not drop, but wayle his fall, 
Whol my ſelfe frucke downe : and thence it 1s, 
That I to your aſſiſtance doe make love, 
Masking the Buſinefſe from che common Eye, 


i For ſundry weightic Reaſons. 


2. Marth, We ſhall, my Lord, 


| Performe what you command us. 


| 1. Murth. Though our Lives——— 


| 


HMatb. Your Spirits ſhine through you. 
Within«this houre, at muſt, 
.] willadviſe you whereto plant your ſelves, 
| Acquaint you with the perfeR Spy o'th' rime, 


| 


— 


The moment on't, for't muſt be done to Night, - 
And ſomething from the Palace $ alwayes thought, 
That I require cleareneſſe ; and with him, 
To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke : 
Fleans, his Sonne, that kcepes him companic, 
Whoſe abſence is noleſſe wateriallto me, 
Thenis his Fathers, muſt embracethe fate 
Of that darke houre : reſolue your ſelves apart, 
Ile come to you anon. 

Hurth, Weare reſolu'd, my Lord. 

Mach. le call upon you Rraight : abide within, 
It is concluded : Be»gne, thy Soules flight, 


If it finde Heaven, muſt finde it out to Night. Exeam. 


Scena Secunda. 


_—_— 


Emter Macheths Lady,and a Servant, 


Lady, Is Banquo gone from Court? 

Servant. 1, Madame, but.rcturnes againe to Night, 

Laay. Say tothe King, I would attend his leyſure, 
For a tew words. . 

Servant. Madame, I will, 
Laay. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our delire is got without content * 
' Tis ſafer, to be that which wedeftroy, 
Then by deſiruction dwell in doubtfuli joy. 
Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my Lord, why doe you keepe alone? 
Of ſorryeſt Francies your Companions making, 
Viing thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
With themthey thinke on: things without all remedic 
Should be without regard : what's done, is.done. 

CIHMacb. We have icorch'd the Snake, not kill'd it : 
Shee'le cloſe, and be her ſelfe, whileſt our poore Malice 
Remaines in danger of her former Tooth, 
Butler the frame of things diſ-joynt, 
Both the Worlds ſuffer, 
Ere we will eate our Meale in feare, and {leepe 
In the afiction of theſe terrible Dreames, 
That ſhake us Nightly: Better be with the dead, 


Ex, 


{ Whom we, to gayne our place, have ſent topcace: 


Then on the torture of the Minde tolye 
Inreſtleſſe extaſie: | 
Duncane isin his Grave : 
After Lifes fitfull Fever, he fleepes well, 
Treaſon ha's done his worſt : nor Steelenor Poyſon, 
Malice domeſtique, forraine Levie,nothing, 
Can touch him further. 
Lady. Come on : 
Gentle my Lord, fleeke o're your rugeed Lookes, 
Be bright and IovialF'mong your Guckts to Night, 
HMacb. So ſhall 1 Love,ando I pray be you: 
Let your remembrance ſtill apply to Bangwo, 
Preſent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 


| Voſafe the while, that we muſt lave 


Our Honors mmtheſe flattering ſtreames, 

And make our Faces Vizardsto our Hearts, 

Diſguiſing what they are. 
Lady. You mult leave this, ; 
Mach, O, full of Scorpions is my Minde, deare Witc: 


Thou know'ſt, that Ba»guoand his Fears lives. 
Lady. But 
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Ladj.: But irthem, Natures Coppie's not eterne. 

Mach, 1 here's comfort yer, they are afſaileable, 
Then be thou jocundzere the Bat hath lowne 
His Cloyfter'd flight, ere to blacke Feccats ſummons 
The ſhard-borne Beetle, with his drowſic hums, 
Hath rung Nights yawning Peale, 

There ſhall be done a deed of dreadfull note. 

Lady.. What's tobe done? 

Macb: Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
| Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night, 
Skarfe up the tender Eye of pittifull Day, 
| And with thy bloody and inviſible Hand 
« | Cancell and teareto pieces that great Bond, 

Which keepes me pale. Light thickens, - 

And the Crow makes Wing to th' Rookie Wood: 
Good things of Day begin todroope, and drowſe, - 
Whiles nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowle, 
Thou marvell'{t at my words : but holdthee ſtill, | 
Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſelyesby ill : 

So prythee goe with me, Exennte 


Scena I ertia, 


— 


Emter three murtherers. 


r- But who did bid thee joyne with us ? 

3. Macbeth. | 

2. Heneedes not our miſtruft, ſince he delivers 
Our Oilices, and what we have todoe, 

Tothe direction juſt, 

1, Then ſtand with us. Nee | 
The Welt yer glimmers with ſome ſtreakes of Day, 
Now ſpurres the lateſt Traveller apace, 

To gayne the timely Inne, and neeze approches 
' The tubje of our Watch. 

2, Hearke, I hearc Horſes. * 

Banquo within, Give us a Light there, hoa, 

2, Then tis hee : Et, 
The reſt, that are within the note of expefation, 
Already are 1'th' Court. 

1. His Horſes goe about. 

3. Almoſta mile: but he does uſtally, 

So all men'doe, from henca to th' Pallace Gate 
Make it their Walke, 


Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a T orch, 


2. ALight, a Light. 
3. *Tis hee, 
I. Standtoo't. | 
* Bax. It will be Rayneto Night: 
I. Let it come downe. 
Bax. O, Trecherie! 
Flye godd Fleans, flyc, flye, flye, 
Thou may'ſt revenge. O Shave! 
3+ Whodid ſtrike out the Light ? 
1. Was'tnotthe way? - BM 
3- There's but one downe : the Sonne is fled. 
2. We haveloſt. 
Beſt balfe of our Afaire. 
1. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done; 
Y Exeunt, 


” 
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| Lords, aud eAttendants, 


Mach. You know your owne degrees it downe: 
At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thankes to your Majeſty. 

«Mach, Our ſelfe will mingle with Society, 

And play the humble Hoſt ; | 
Our Hoſtefle keepes her State, but in the beſt time 
We will requireher welcome. 

Za. Pronounce it for me Sir, toall our Friends, 
For my heartſpeakes, they are welcome. 
| Enter firft Murtherer. 

MacbSce they encounter thee with their hearts thanks 
Both ſides are even : heere Ile fit i'th* midſt, 
Belarge in mirth, anon wee'l drinke a Meaſure 
The Table round. There's blood uponthy face. 

Anr. *Tis Bangquo's then. - | 

Macs. *Tis better thee without, then he within. 
Is he diſpatch'd? | 

Cor. My Lord his throat is cut, that Idid for him: 

AZac Thou artthe beſt o'th' Cut-throars, 

Yet hee's goud that did the like for Fleaxs : 
If thou d1d'ſt it, thouart the Non-parceill. 

Aur. Moſt Royall Sir 
Fleaxs is (cap'd. 

Aachb, Then comes my Fit againe : 

I bad clſe beene perted ; 

W hole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 

As broad, and generall, as the caſing Ayre : 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, contin'd, bound in 
| Toſawcy doubts, and feares. But Banguo's ſafe ? 

Har. I, my good Lord : fafe ina ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head ; 

Theleaſt a Death to Nature. 

Macb. Thankes for that , 
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time wiil Venom breed, 

No teeth for th' preſent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l heare our ſelves againe, 

Lady. My Royall Lord, | 
You donotgive the Cheere, the Feaſt is ſold 
That 1s not often vouchd, while 'rtismaiing: 

Tis given, with welcome : to feede were beit at home: 
From thence, the ſawce to meate is Ceremony, 
Mecting werebare without it. 


Emter the Gho#F of Banguo,and fits mm Hacbeths place, 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now gooddigeſtion waite on Appetite, 
And health on both. | 
Lenox, May't pleaſe your Highneſle (it, 


Were the grac'd perſon of our Baxquo preſent : 
W ho may I rather challenge for unkindneſfe, 
Then pitty for Miſchance. 

Rofſe. His abſence (Sir) 2 Gd El 
Layes blame upon his promiſe, Pleas't yorir highneſle 


To grace us with your Royall Company ? 
2 


- + as 
—_ 


nn ara 


- : | - | 
Banquet 'prepar'd. Enter Macbeth, Lady Roſſe, Lenox , 


| 


: ; | 
Exit CHMurderer. 


Mach. Here had we now our Countries Honor,roof'd, 
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Macb. The Table's full. : 
| Lenox, Here is a place reſerv'd Sir. 
Mach, Where? 
Lenox. Hecre my good Lord. 
| Whatis'tthat moves your Highneſle ? 
Mach. Which of you have done this? 
Lords, What, my good Lord? | 
Atach, Thou canſtnot ſay Idid it;never ſhake 
Thy goary lockcs at me, 
Reſſe. Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſle is not well. 
Lady. Sit worthy Friends: my Lord is oftenthus, 
And hath becne from his youth, Pray you keepe Seat, 
The fit is momentany , upon a thought 
He will againe be well. If much younote him 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion, 
Feed, and regard him not, Are you a man ? 
Mach. 1,and a bold une, that darelooke on that 
Which might appall the Davell. 
La, O proper ſtuffe : 
This is the very painting of your fears : ; 
This isthe Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you faid 
Led you to Dwncar.:O, thele flawes 2nd ſtarts 
(Impoſters to true feare) would well become 
A womans ſtory ata Winters fire 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : ſhame itſelfe, 
Why do you make ſich faces > When all*s done 
You looke but on a ſtoole. | 
' Mach, Prythce ſee there : * 
Behold, looke, loe, how ſay you : 
Why what carc1, if thou canſt nod, ſpeake too, 
If Charncli houſes, and our Graves mult ſeud 
Thoſethat we bury, backe; our Moniments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kytes. Exit Gho#t, 
Za. What? quite unmann'd in folly. 
CMecb, It 1 ftand heere, Ifaw him. 
La. Fic for ſhame. 
Aach, Blood hath bene ſhed ere now, i'th' olden time 
Ere huaane Statute purg'd the gentle Weale ; 
{ I, and fince too, Murthers have bene perform'd 
Too terrible for the eare. The times have beene, 
That when the Braines were out, the man would dye, 
And there an end ; But now they rife againe 
With twenty mortal! murthers og their crownes, 
And puſh us from our ſtooles. This is more ſtrange 
Then ſuch a murther 1s. 
Za. My worthy Lord. | 
Your Noble Friends dolacke you. 
HMacb. I do forget : 
Donot muſe at me my moſt worthy Friends, 
l have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
Tothoſethat know me, Come, love and health to all, 
Then Ile fit downe : Give me ſome Wine, fill full: 
| Enter Ghoſ#, | 
I drinke toth' generall joy o'th* whole Table, 
And toour deere Friend Bangquo, whom we miſle : 
Would he were heere ; to all; and him we thirſt, 
And all toall. 
Loyds. Our duties, and the pledge. 
Mac. Auant, & quit my (ightylet the earth hide thee: 
| Thy bones are marrowlefle, thy blood is cold : 
Thou haft no ſpeculation in thoſe cyes 
Which thou dolt glare with. 
La. Thinke of this good Pecres 
| But as athing of Cuſtome :*Tisno other, 
Onely it ſpoylesthe pleaſure of the time. 
Mach. What man dare, I dare : 
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Approach thoulike the rugged Ruſſian Bearc, 
he arm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger, 
Take any ſhape bur that, and my firme Nerves 
Shall never tremble, Or be alive againc, 

And dare meto the Deſart withthy Sword : 
If trembling I inhabit ,then proteſt me 


The Baby of a Girle: Hence horrible ſhadow, Exit. 


| Vnreallmock'ry hence. Why ſo, being gone 


Iam a managaine : pray you fit ſtill, 
is, You have diſplac'd the mirth, 
Broke the good meeting , with moſt admir'd diſorder, 
AMacb. Can ſuch things be, | 
And overcome us Jike a Surnmers Clowd, | 
Without our ſpecuall wonder ? You make me ſtrange 
Even to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now 1 thinke you can behold ſuch fights, 
And keepe the naturali Rubie of your Checkes, 
When mine is blanchd with feare, ; 
Roſſe. What ſignes, my Lord ? 
Le. I pray you ſpcakenor ; he growes worſe & worle, 
Queſtionenrages him : atonce, geodnight. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
Bur go at once, 
Les. Good night, and better health 
Ar: end his Majcltys 
£2, A kindc gcodnight to all. 
AMacb. it will have blood they fay : 
Blood will have Blood : 
Stones have becne know ne to move,& Trees to ſpeake: 
Augures, and underltood Relations, have 
By Maggot Pyes, & Chonghes, & Rookes brought forth 
The ſecierſt man of blood. Whatisthe night? 
£4. Aimoſt 2t oddes with morning, which is which. 
Hacb.Aow tayſt thou that Hacawff denies his perſon 
At our great bidding. 
La. Did you fend to him Sir? 
Mach. Þ heare it by the way : ButT will ſend; 
There's nota one of them but in his houſe 
I keepe a Servant Feed, I will to morrow 
(And berimes I will) ro the wizard Siſters. 
Moe ſhail hey ſpeake: for now I am bentta know 
By the worit meanes, the worſt, for mine owne good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way, I amin blood 
Spertin1o farre, that ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning wereas tedious as go ore: 
Strange thingsI have in head, that will to hand, 
Which muſt be ated, ere they may beſcand, 
La. Youlacketke ſcaſon of all Natures, ſleepe. 
Aacb. Come, weelto ſleepey My ſtrange & ſelf-abuſe 
Isthe initiate feare, that wants hard uſc : 
Weare yet but young indeed. 


Exeunt Lords: 


Exennut. 


Re 


Scena Quinta, 


A 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting 
Hecat, 4 


I. Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly? 
Hee. Have I not reaſon (Beldams) as youare ? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Trailicke with Macbeth, 
In Riddles, and Aﬀaires of death ; 
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And I the Miſtris of your Charmes, 
The cloſe contriver of all harmes; 
Was never call'd te beare my parc, 
Or ſhew the glory of our Art ? 
And which is worſe, all you have done 
Hath beene but for a way ward Sonne, 
Spightfull, and wrathfull, who (as others do) 
Loves for his owne ends, not for you. 
But make amends now : Get you gon, 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meete me 1'th' Morning : thither he 
Will come, to know his Dcſtinie, 
Your Veflels, and your Spels provide, 
Your Charmes, and every thing beſide ; 
Lam for th' Ayre : . This night Ile ſpend 
Vnto a diſmall, anda Fatall end. 
Great buſineſle muſt be wroughtere Noone. 
Vpon the Corner of the Moone, 
There hangs a vap'rous drop ,profound, 
Ie catch it ere it come roground ; 
And that diſtild by Magickefl:ghts, 
Shall riſe ſuch Artiticiall Sprights, 
As by the {trength of their i]]lufion, 
Shall draw him on te his Confuſion. 
He ſhall ſpurne Fate, ſcorne Death,and beare 
His hopes 'bove Wifedome, Grace, and Feare ; 
And you all know, Security LT 
Ismortals cheefeſt Enemic, 
CMuſicke, and a Song. 
Hearke, I am call'd : my little Spirit ſee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and ſtaycs for mes 
| Sing wi:bin, Come away come AWAY, CC 
x Come, let's make haſt, ſheel ſoone be 


Backe againe, Exennt. 


— I 


ScenaSexta. 


NR T_T” — area die ll lem ona —_— 


Emer Lenox, and another Lord, 


Lenox. My former Speeches, 
Have but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther ; Onely Ifay 
Things have bin ſtrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pittied of Macheth : marry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Benqzo walk'd too late, 
Whom you may ſay (if't pleaſe you) Frans kill d, 
For Fleans fled : Men muſt not walke too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous 
It was for Malcolme, and for Don:lbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fac, 
How it did greeve CMecberh ? Did he not ſtraight 
| In pious rage, the two delinquents teare, 
That were the Slaves ofdrinke, and thralles of ſkepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done ? 1, and wiſely too ; 
For 'tweuld have anger'd any heart alive 
To heare the men deny't, So that I ſay, 
He ha's borne all things well , and I do thinke, 
That had he D#ncevs Sonnes under the Key, 
(As and'c pleaſe Heaven he ſhall not) they ſhall finde 
What *twere to kill a Father : So ſhould Fleas, 
But peace; for from broad words, and cauſc he fayl'd 
Hispreſence at the Tyrants Feaſt; I heare 
Macdvffe lives in diſgrace, Sir, can you tell 


an... 


Ad 


f_ 


— 


Where he beſtowes himlelfe? 
Lord. The Sonnes of Dauncane _. .. 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth ) 
Livein the Engliſh Court, and is receyv'd 
Ofthe moſt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of Fortune,nothing 
Takes from his high reſpe&t, Thither Macduffe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, upon his ayd 
To wake Northumberland , and warlike Seyward, 
That by the helpe of theſe (with him above 
To ratifie the Worke) we may againe 
Giveto our Tables meate, fleepero our Nights : 


Free from our Fealts, and Banquets bloody knives ; 


Do faithfull Homage, and receive free Honors, 
All which wepine tor now. And this report 
Hath ſo exaſperate their King, that hee 
Prepares for ſome attempt of Warre, 

Len. Sent he to CMacduffe ? 

Lord. He did:and with an abſolure,Sir, not I, 
Theclowdy Meſſenger turnes me his backe, 
And hums; as who ſhould ſay, you'l rue thetime 
That clogges me with this Anſwer, 

Lenox. And that well might 
Adviſe him taa Caution, hold what diſtance 
His wiſedome can provide, Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of England, and unfold 
His Meſſage ere he come, that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoone returne to this our ſuffering Country, 
Vuder a hand accurs'd, 

£rra, Ile ſend my Prayers with him, 


E xenunt 


— 


Aﬀns Quintus. Scena Prima, 


I 


—_— 


T hun av. * Enter the ths Witches. 


1 Thricethe brinded Cat hath mew'd, 

2 Thrice, and once the Hedges P igge whin'd.' 
3 Harpier cries, 'tis time, *cis time, 

I - Roundabout the Caldron go : 


| Inthe poyſond Entrailes throw 


Toad, that under cold ſtone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha*sthirty one : 


- Sweltred Venom ſleeping got, 


Boyle thou firſt 1'th* charmed pot, | 
el. Double, double, toile and trouble ; 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, | 
In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Toc of Frogge: 
Wooall of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge : 
Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlers wing : 
For a Charme of powerfull trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble. 
eAl. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 
3 Scale of Dragon, Toothof Wolfe, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulfe 


] Of the ravin'd falr Sca ſharke : 


Roote of Hemlocke, digs*d i'th darke : 
Liver of Blaſpheming Iew. 

Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew, 
Sliver'd in the Moones Ecclipſe: 
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Noſe of Turke, and Tartars lips : 
Finger of Birth-ſtrangled Babe, 
Duch-deliver'd by a Drab, 

Make the Grwell thicke, and {lab. 
| Adde thereto a Tigars Chawdron, 

For th* Ingredience of our Cawdron, 
| Al. Double, double, royle and trouble, 
| Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble, 

2 Coolc it with a Baboones blood, 

Then the Charme is firme and good. 


Enter Hecat, and the other three Witches. 


Hic. O well done: I commend your paines, 
And every one ſhall ſhare 1'th' gaines : 
And novy about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elvesand Fairiesina Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 
Huſicks and a Song. Blicke Spirits, ce 
2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes, whoever knockes. 
Enter Meacheth. 
Mach. How now you lecret, black,& midnight Hags? 
What is't you do ? 
Al, Adeed withouta name. 
Mach. 1 conjure you, by that which you Profeſſe, 
(How ere you come to know it) anſwer me : 
Though youuntye the Windes, and let them tight 
Againſt the Churches ; Though the yelty Waves 
Confound and ſwallow Navigation up : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg'd, & Trees blown downe, 
Though Caſtles topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Palaces, and ?yramids do ſlope 
Their heads to their Foundations : Though the treaſure 
Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogether, 
Even till deſtraction ſicken ; Anſwereme 
To what I aske you, 
1 Speake. 
2 Demand. 
2 Wee lanſwer. 
1 Say, ifch' hadſt rather heare it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Maſters. 
Macb. Call*'em : let me ſee *em. 
1 Poiwre in Sowes blocd, that hath caten 
Her nine Farrow : Greace that's \weaten 
From the Murtherers Gibber, throw 
Into the Flame, | 
eN. Come high orlow : 
Thy Setfe and Otlice deaftly ſhow. T hunder, 
: I. Apparation, an Armed Head. 
Mach. Tellfme thonunknowne power. 
x He knowesthy thought : 
Heare his ſpeech, but ſay thou rought. 
1 Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macberb: 
Beware Macduffe, 
Beware the Thane of Fife : diſmifle me. Enough. 
., He Deſcenas. 
CHach, What erethou art, for thy good caution,thanks 
Thou haſt harp'd my fearearight, But one word merc. 
I Hewill not be commanded : heerc*sanother 
More potent then the firſt. Thunder 
2 Apparition, a Bloody Childe, 
Macbeth, HMacbeth, 


IS. eAppar. Macbeth, 
Mach. Had | threeeares, I'd heare thee. 
2 Appar, Be bloody, bold, and reſolute : 


| 


_— 


I 


| 


Laugh toſcorne 
The power of man : For none of woman borne 
Shall harme Aacbeth. Deſcende, 
Mac. Thenlive Macduffe : what need I fearc of thee ? 
But yet Ile make aſſurance , doubleſure, 
And take a Bond of Fate: thou ſhalt notlive, 
That 1 may tell palc-hearted Feare, ithes ; | 
And ſlcepe in ſpight of Thunder. Thunder, 
3 e Ipparation,a Childe Crowned, with a Tree is bis hand, 
What is this, that riſes like the iſſue ofa King, 
And wearcsupon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soveraignty 2 
Al. Liſten, but ſpeake not too't. 
3 eAppar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no carez, 
W hochafes, who frets, or where Conſpirers are : 
Aacbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, untill 
Great Byrzam Woed, to high Dunſinane Hull 
Shall come againſt him. | 
Macb. That will never be : 
Who can imprefſe the Forreſt, bid the Tree 
Vofixe his carth-bound Root? Sweet boadments, good: 
Rebeltious dea,riſenever tilltheWood y, 
Ot Byrnam riſe, and our high plac'd Macbeth 
Shall tive the Leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortall Cuſtome. Yet my heart 
T hrobs to know one thing : Tell me, if your Art 
Cantell ſo much : Shall Bangws's iſſue ever 
Re1gne in this Kinzdome ? 
All. Sccketoknow nomore, 
ach, I willbe ſatisfied, Deny methis, | 
And an cteinall Curſefall on you ; Let me know. 
W hy finkes that Caldron ? & what noyſe is this ? Hobs 
I, Shew. 
2 Shew. 
3 Shew, 
ell. Shewy his Eyes, and greeve his Heart, 
Come like ſhadowes,ſo depart. | 
&2 ſhew of eight Kings, and Banquo laſt, with aglaſſe 
#1 hu hand. 
Mach. Thouarttoolike the Spirit of Barquo : Down; 
Thy Crowne do's ſcare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 


Decſend; 


| Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firſt : 
| Athird, islike the former, Filrhy Hagges, 


Why do you ſhew me this ? »— A fourth ? Start eye! 
W hat will the Line ftretch our to'th' cracke of Doome? 
Another yet ? A ſeaventh? lle ſee no more : 
And yet the eight appears, who beares a glaſle, 
Which ſhewes me many more : and ſome 1 ſee," 
That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight : Now I ſee tis true, 
For the Blood-qolter'd Banguoſmiles upon me, 
And points atthem for his. W hat isthis ſo ? 
1 ISir,all thisis ſo. But wby 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly > 
Come Siſters, cheere we vp his ſprights, 


| And ſhew the beſt of our delights: 
. Tle Charmethe Ayre togivea ſound, 


While you performe your Antique round : 

That this great King may kindly ſay, 

Our dutics, did his welcome pay. eMufckss 

The Witches Dance, and vaniſh. 

Hacb.Whereare they ? Gone? 

Let this pernitious houre, 

Stand aye accurſed in the Kalender. 

Come in, withoutthere, Enter Lenox: 

Lenox. W hat's your Graces will. 


Mob 
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. Mach. Saw you the Wizard Sihers ? Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
Lenox, No my Lord. | And what will you donow # How will you live ? | 
HMacbe Came they not by you? Son, As Birds do Mother. 
Lenox, No indeed my Lord. Wife. What with Wormes, and Flyes? 
Macb, Infeted be the Ayre whereon they ride; Son. With what I get,andſo do they; 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them. I did heare Wife. P oore bird, | 
The gallopping of Horſe. Whe was't came by ? | Thoud'ſt never Feare the Net,nor Line, 
Zen, 'Tistwo or three my Lord, that bring you word ; | The Pitfall, nor the Gin, 
Macdaffis fled to England. | Sov, Why ſhould I Mother ? 
Macb. Fled to England ? | Poore Birds they are not ſet for : | | 
Len. I, my good Lord. ; My Father is not dead for all your ſaying. 
Macb, Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits : Wife, Yes, ke is dead: 
The flighty purpoſe never 1s o're-tooke : How wilt thou doe for a Father ? 
Vnleſle the deed go with it, From this moment, Son. Nay how will you doe for a husband ? 
The very firſtling of my hears ſhall be | Wife, Why I can buy me twenty at any Markets 
The firitlings of my hand. Andeven now | Sov, Then you'l by *em co {ell againe, 
To Crown my thoughts with As: be it thought & done: Wife, Thouſpeak'tt with all thy wit, 
The Caltle of £MacdefF, I will ſurprizes And yet I'faith with wit enough for thee, 
Seize upon Fife ;give to th* edge o'th* Sword Sos, Was my Father a Traitor, Mother ? 
His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Soules Wife. I, that he was. 
That trace him in his Line. No boaſting likea Foole, Sou. Whatisa Traitor ? 
This deed Ile do, before this pyrpole coole, Wife, Why one that ſweares, and lyes, 
But no more ſights. -Where are theſe Gentlemen ? Sou. And be al Traytors, that doe ſo. 
Come bring me where they are * Exeunt, Fife, Every one that do's {o, isa Traitor, 
And muſt be hang d. 


CT toy: wed CITI au Son, And mult they all be hang'd, that ſwear andlye ? 
Wife, Every one. 


Scana Secunda. Son. V Vhomult hang them ? 
Wiſe. V V hy, thz honeſt men, 
Son, Then the Liars and Swearersare Fools: for there 
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Emer Macdnaſſes Vife, her Son, and Roſſt« are Lyars and Swearersenow, tobcate the honeſt men, 
and hang upthem. - 
Wife. What had hee done, to make him fly the Land? | Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : | 
Roſſe, You mult haye patience Madam. | But how wilt thou doe fora Father ? i 
rife. He had none : | Son, If hee were dead, youl'd weepe for him : if you | 

His flight was madnefle : when our Actions donot, would not it were a good figne, that I ſhould quickely | 

Our fearesdo make us Trattors, have a new Father, | 

Roſſe, You know not Foxy, Poorepratler, how thoutalk'ſt ? | 

Whether it was his wiſedome, or his feare. ; : Enter a Meſſenger, | 

Wife. Wiſedom? to leave his wife, to leave his Babes, ef. Blefle you faire Dame: Iam not to you knowne, | 

His Manſion, and his Titles, ina place Theugh in your ſtate of hononr I am perfeR; 

From whence hirſclfe does flyc? He loves us not. I doubt ſome danger does approach you neerely. 

He wants the naturall touch. for the poore V7 ren If you will takea homely mansadvice, 

(Themoſt diminiuiveof Birds) will fight, Be notfound heere : hence with your little ones ; | 
29 | Her young ones in her Neſt, againſt the Owle : To fright you thus, Me thinkes't am to lavage ; 
J |Ailisthe Feare, and nothing is the Love; To do worſeto you, were fell Cruelty, ; | 
Aslittle is the Wiſedome, where the fiight VVhich ist00 nic your perſian. Heauen preſerve you, | 

Sorunnes againſt all reaſon, I dareabideno longer, Exu Meſſenger. | 

Reſſe. My deereſt Cooz, Wife. Whether ſhould 1 flye? . | 

I pray you ichoole your {elfe, But for your Husband, I have done no harmce, But Iremember now 

He is Noble, Wiſe, Iudicious, and beſt knowes I aminthis carchly world ; where te doe harme 

The firs o'th* Seaſon. I dare not ſpeake much further, Is often laudable, to doe good ſometime 

But cruell are the times, when we are Traitors | Accounted dangerous folly. Why thcn (alas) 

And do not know our ſelves: when we hold Rumor Doel put up'thac womanly defence, 

From what we feare,yet know not what we feare, To ſay I had done no harme ? 

But floate upon a wilde and violent Sea What are theſe faces? | 

Exch way, and move. Itake my leave of you: Enter Murtherers, 

Shall not be long bur Ile be here againe: Aur. Whereis your husband? | 

Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſeclimbe upward, Yife, Thope inno place ſounſantified, 

To what they were before, My pretty Coine, Where ſuch as thou maylt find him. 

Bleſſing upon you, Mar. He's a Traitor. En 

: Wife. Father'd feis, | Sor, Thou lyſt thou ſhagge-ecar'd Villaine. 

And yer hee's Fatherlefle. | Hur, What you Egee ? 

Roſe. I am ſo mucha Foole,ſhouldT ſtay longer Yong fry of Treachery ? 
t would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort. Son, He has killd me Mother, TRE ; | 
Itake my leaveat once . Exit Roſſe, © | Runaway lIpray you. Exu crying Murthey, 
| l 
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. Scana Tertia. 


Enter Malcolme and Macdnff e. 


Mal. Letus ſeeke out ſome deſolate ſhade, & there 
Weepe our ſad boſomes empty. 

CMacd. Letus rather 
Hold fait the mortall Sword : and like good men, 
Beſtride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne, 
New Widdowes howle, new Orphans cry, new {orowes 
Strike Heaven on the face, that it reſounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd our 
Like Syllable of Dolour, 

Mal. W hatl beleeve, Ile waile ; 
W hat know, beleeve ; and what I can redrefle, 
AST ſhall finde the time to friend , I will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our rongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet, I am young, but ſomething 
You may diſcerne of him through me, and wifedome 
To offer up a weake, poore innocent Lambe 
T appeaſean angry God. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Aalc. But Macbeth is. 
A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle 
In an Imperiall charge. But I ſhall crave your pardon : 


| That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpole ; 


Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fell. 


' Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muſt ſtill looke ſo. : 


Aacd. I have loſt my Hopes. 
Hale, Perchance even there 


That when they ſhall be open'd, blacke 2ſacveth 
Will ſeeme as pure as Snow, and the poore State 
Eſteeme him as a Lambe, being compar'd 
With my confinelefle harmes. | 
Macd, Not inthe Legions | 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Divell more damn'd 
In evils, to rop Macbeth. 
Aacb. I grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falſe, Deceitfull, 
Socaine, Malicious, {moaking of every finne 
Thar ka's a name. Bur there's no bottome,none 
In my Voluptuouſneſſe : Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill up 
The CEterne of my Luſt, and my Defire 
All continent Impediments would ore-beare 
That did oppoſe my will. Better 2Zacberh, 
Thenſuch an one to reigne. . 
Maca. Boundleſle incemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th' untimely emprying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet 
Torake upon you w hatis yours : you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacicusplenty, 
And yet ſeeme cold. The time you may ſo hoodwinke : 
We have willing Dames enough : there cannot be 
That Vulture in yon, to devoure ſo many 


| As will ro Grearntile dedicate themiclves, 


Finding it ſo inclinde. 

Mat. Withthis, there growes - 
In my mott ill-compogd Aﬀection, ſuch 
A ſtanchleſſe Auarice, that were 1 King, 
I ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Deſire his Iewels, and this others Houſe, 
And my more-having,would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I ſhould forge 


Quarrels unjuſt againſt the Good and Loyally 


Where I did finde my doubts ; 
Whyin that rawneſle left you Wife,and Children? 
Thoſe precious Motives, thoſe ſtrong knotsof Love, 
Without leave-taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Tealouſics, be your Diſhonors, 
| But mine wwne Safeties : you may be rightly juſt, 
W hat ever I ſhall thinke. 

Aacd. Bleed, bleed poore Country, 
Great Tyrany , lay thou thy baſis ſure, 
For goodneſle dare not check thee : weareYy thy wrongs 
The Title is affear'd. Farethee well Lord, 
I would not be the Villaine that thou think'ſt, 
For the whole Space that's in the Tyrants Graſpe, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. 

Aal. Be not offended : 

I ſpeake not as in abſolute feare of you : 
I thinke our Country finkes beneath the yoake, 
It weepes,it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right : 
- And here from gracious England have I offer 
Ofgoodly thouſands. But for all this, 
| WhenT ſhall tread upon the Tyrants head, . 

Or weare it on my Sword ; yetmy poore Country 
| Shall have more vices then it had before, 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry wayesthen ever, 
By him that ſhall ſicceede. 
| "Macd. What ſhould hebe ? 

Mat. It ismy ſelfe I meznc ; in whom TI know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 


Deſtroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This Auarice 
ſtickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-tecming Luſt : andit hath bin 
TheSword of our flainc Kings : yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyſonsto fill up your will 
Of your mecre Owne. Alltheſc are portable, 

With other Graces weigh'd. 

Mal. But I have none. The King-becoming Graces, 
As luſtice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stablenefle, | 
Bounty, Perſeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 

Devotton, Patience, Courage, fortitude, 

] have no reliſh of them, but abound 

In the diviqon of cach ſeverall Crime, 

Actiug it many wayes. Nay had I power I ſhould 
Poure the ſweet Milkeof Concord, into Hell, 
Vprore the univerſall peace, confound. 

All unity on earth. 

CMHacd. O Scotland, Scotland. | 

Mat. If ſuch aone be fitto governe, ſpeake : 

Iam as | have ſpoken. ; 

Mac.Fit to govern?No not tolive.O Nation miſerable! 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 

When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholſome dayes againe ? 
Since that the trueſt Iſſue ofthy Throne 

By his owne Interdiction ſtands accurſt, 

And do's blaſpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 

| Was a moſt Sainted-King : the Queene that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees, then on her feet, - 
Dy'deevery day ſheliv'd. Fare thee well, 
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Theſe Evils thou repeat*it upon thy ſelfe, 
Hath baniſht me from Scotland, O my Breſt, 
Thy hope ends heere. 
Hal. 3lacduff,chis Noble paſſion 
Childe of integrity, bath from my ſoule 
Wip'dthe blacke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
Tothy good Truth, and Honor. Divelliſh Macbeth, 
By many of theſe traines, hath ſought ro win me 
Into his power: and modeſt Witcdome pluckes me 
From over-credulous baſt : but God avove 
Deale betweene thee and me ; For even nozy 
I pnt my ſelfe to thy direRion,and : 
Vnſpeake mine owne detraction. Heere ablure 
The taints, 4nd blames I laid upon my ſclfe, 
For ſtrangers to my Nature, 1 am yet 
Vaknowne to women,never was forſwore, 
Scarſely have coveted what was mine owne , 
Arno time broke my Faith, would not betray 
The Divell to his Fellow,and delight | 
No leffe in truth then life. My firft falſe ſpeaking 
Was this upon my ſelfe, what Iam truly 
Isthine, and my poore Countries to command z 
Whither indeed, before thy heere approach, 
Old Seyward with ten thouſand warlike men 
Alrcady ata point, was ſetting foorth ? 


| Now wee'l cogether, and the chance of goodneſſe 


Belike our warranted Quarrell. Why are you ſilent ? > 
\ Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once 
Tis hardto reconcile. 
Enter a Doftor, 
al. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth 
I pray you ? 
Det. 1 Sir : there are acrew of wretched Soules 
That ſtay his Cure : their malady convinces 
The great aſſay of Art. But at histouch, 
Such ſanity hath Heaven given his hand, 
They preſently amend. 
Mal. | thanke you Dottor. 
CHMacd, What's the Ditcaſe he meanes ? 
Hal Tis call'd the Evill, 
A moſt miraculous worke in thisgood King, 
Which often tince my heere remaine in England, 
I have ſeene him doe : How helolicites heaven 
Himſelfe beſt knowes ; but ftrangely viſited people 
All ſwolne and VIcerous, pitrifull to the eye, 
The meere deſpaire of Surgery, hecures, 
Hanging a golden itampe about their neckes, 
Puton with holy Prayers, and 'tis ſpoken 
Tothe ſucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benediction. with this ſtrange vertue, 
He hath a heavenly gvift of Prophehie, 
And ſondry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That ſpeake him full of Grace. 
Enter Roſſe, 
Macd, Se who comes heere. 
Male. My Countryman : but yet I know hia not; 
Macd. My ener gentle Cozen , welcome hither. 
Malc. Iknow him now. Good:God betimes remoue 
The meanes,the meanes that makes us ſtrangers, 
Roſſ, Sir. Amen. 
OMecd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Roſſ. Alas poore Country, 
Almolt affraid to know it ſelfe. It cannot 
Be calld our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing 
But who knowes nothing is once ſcene to ſmile : 
Where ſighes, and groanes, and ſhricks that rent the ayre 
/ 


/ 
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Are made, not mark'd ; Where violent ſorrow feemes 
A Moderne extafie : The Deadmans knell, 
Isthere ſcarſe ask'd for who, and good menslives 
Expire before the Flowers intheis Caps, 
Dying, or ere they ſickens 
MHWacd. Ohrelation ; too nite, and yet tootrue- 
Mak. What's the newelt griefe? 
Roſſe. Thar of an houeres age,doth hiſſe the ſpeaker, 
Each minuteteemes a new one. | 
Macd. How does my Wife? 
Roſe, Why well. 
AMatd, And all my Children? 
Roſſe, Well too. 
Masd. The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
Rofſe.No,they were well at peace when I did leave'em. 
IWacd. Be not aniggard of your ſpeech: How gov't ? 
Roſſe. When I came hither to tranſport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out, 
Which was to my beleefe witneſt the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrants Power a-foot, 
Now 1sthe time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Sgldiouxs, make our women fight, 
Todoft their dire diſtreſles. 

CMalc. Bee't their comfort 
We are comming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seward, and tentbouſand men, 

An olderand a better Souldier,none 
That Chriſtendome gives out. 

Rofſe. Would I could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That wouldbe hoywi'd out in the deſert ayre, 

Where hearmg ſhoulqnot latch chem 
CMacd, What concerne they, 

The generall caw'e, or is it a Fee-gricfe 

Due to ſome ſingle breſt ? 

Rojſe. No minde that's honeſt 
But in it ſhares ſome woe, though the maine part 
Pertaines to you alone. 

Macd. If it ve mine 
Keepc it not from me , quickly let me have it. 

Roſſe. Let not your earesdelſpif.. my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poficfſe them with the heaviclt jound 
That ever yet they heard. 

CMacd. Bumb: I gueſſeat it. 


Savagely flaughter'd : To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thele murther'd Deere 
To adde the death of you. 
Halc. Mercifall Heaven : 
W har man, ne*re pull your hat upon your browes: 
Give ſorrow words; the griefethat do's nor ſpeake, 
Whiſpers the o're-fraught heart, and bids'it breake, 
IHaed. My Children too ? | 
Ro, Wife, Chiidren, Servants,all that could be found. 


Rofſe. I haveſaid. 

Hale. Be comforted, 

Let's makeus Med cinesof our great Revenge, 

To care this deadly greefe. 

A7acd, He ha's no Children. All my pretty ones? 
Did yeu ſay All? Oh Heli-Kite! All? 

W hat, Ail my pretty Chickens,and their Damme 
At onefcil{woope ? 

Aatlc. Diſpute it like a mans 

Macd. 1 ſhill doſo:; 


| Roſſe. Your Calle js ſurpriz'd $ your Wife, and Babes | 


Atacd. And I muſt be from thence? My wite kill'd roo? | 


| 
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But I muſt alſo feele it as a wan ; 

i cannot but remember ſuch things were 

That were moſt precious to me : Did heaven looke on, 

And wouid not take their part ? Sinfull CMacdffe, 

They were all {trooke for thee : Naught that I am, 

Not fortheir ownedemerits, bur for mine 

Fell flaughter on their ſoules : Heaven reſt them now. 
Mal. Be this the Whetſtone of your ſword, let griefe 

Convert toanger : blunt not the heart, cnrage it. 
Xacd, O'I could play the woman with mine cyes, 

And Brageart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 

Cut ſhort all intermiſſion: Frontto Front, 


Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland , and my ſelfe 


Within my Swords length ſet him, if he ſcape 

Heaven forgivehim too, 

Mat. This timegoes manly : 

Come go weto the King, our Power is ready, 

Our lacke is nothing bur our leave. CMacbetb 

Is ripe for ſhaking,and the Powers aboue 

Put on their Inſtruments:Receiue what cheere you may, 


The night is long that never findes the Day. Zxenrt, 


eA tus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


_— 


Enter a Deftor of Phyſicke, and a Wanting 
Gentlewoman, 

Det. I have two Nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceiveno truth in your report, When was it ſhe laſt 
walk'd ? | 

Gert. Since his Majeſty went into the Field, I have 
ſcene her riſe from her bed, throw her Night-Gown up- 
on her , unlocke her cloſler, take foorth paper, foldc it, 
write upon't, read it, afterwards fſeale it, and againe re- 
turne tO bed ; yet all chis while in a moſt taft ſleepe, 

DoF. A great perturbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of ſleepe and dothe effects of watching. 
Inthis flumbry agitation,beſides her walking, and other 
auall performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her ſay ? 

Got. That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dott, You may ro me,and 'tis moſt meet you ſhould. 

Gent. Neither to you,norany one, baving no witnefſe 
to confirme my {pecch. Enter Ladywith a Taper. 
Lo you, here ſhe comes: This is her very guiſc, andap- 
on my life fiſt aſlcepe; obſerve her,ſtand cloſe. 

Doit, How came ſheby that light 2 

Gent, Why it ſtood by her: ſhe ha's light by her con- 
tinually, 'tis her commands | 

Do8. Youſee her eyes are Open. 

Gent, I buttheir ſenſeare ſhut. 

Dott. What is it ſhe do's now ? 

Looke how ſhe rubbes her hands. 

Gent. Itis an accuſtom'd ation with her, to ſeeme 
thus waſhing her hands : I have knowne her continue in 
this aquarter ofan houre. 

Lad. Yet hcere's a ſpot. 

Dot. Heark,ſhe ſpeakes, I will ſet downe what comes 
from her, toſatisfic my remembrance the more ſtrongly. 

| Le. Out dananed ſpet : out 1 ſay. One: Two: Why 
then 'tis time todoo't : Hellis murky. Fye,my Lord, fie, 
a Souldier, and affcar*d? what necd we feare? who knows 
it, when none can call our power to accompt - yet who 


i 


would have thought the olde man to have had ſonuch 


blood in him. 
DoF#. Do you marke that ? 


Lad. The Thane of Fife, had a wife: where is ſhe now? 
W har will theſe hands neere be cleane ? No more o'that 
my Lord, nomore o'that: you marre all with tae. 


ring, 
Dott. Goto, goto: 
You haveknowne what you ſhould nor. 


Gent. She ha's ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am fare 


of that : Heaven knowes what ſhe ha's knowne. 


La. Here's the {ſmell of the blood till : all the per. 


fumesof Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. 
Oh 5 ob, oh, 


Dot. Whata ſigh is there? The heart is ſorely charg'd 
Gent. I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſone, 


for the dignity of the whole body. 
Dott. Well, well, well. 
Gent. Pray God it be fir. 


Do, This diſeaſe is beyond my pratiſe : yet Ihave 
knowne thoſe which have walkt in their ſlcep,who haye 


dyed holily in their beds. 


Lad. Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Gowne, 
looke not ſo pale : Itell you yet againe Bargquo's buried; 


he cannot come out on's grave. 
Doe. Evenſo ? 


Lady. Tobed,ro bed : there's knocking at the gate; 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : What's 


done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed, 
Exit Lagj. 
DoZ, Will ſhe go now to bed? 
Gent, DireQly. 


Def. Foule whiſp'rings are abroad : unnaturall deeds 


Do breed wnnaturall troubles ; infeted mindes 
To their deafe pillowes will diſcharge their Secrets; 
More needes ſhe the Divine; then che Phyſitian : 
God, God forgive usall. Lookeafter her, - 
Remove from her the meancs of all annoyante, 
And ſtill keepe eyesupon her : So goodnight; 
My minde ſhe ha's mated, and amaz'd wy ſight. 
I thinke, but dare not 1peake. 
Gent, Good night good Doftor, 


Exeunt: 
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Drum and Colours, Emer Memeth, Cathnes, 
Angn, Lenx, Sonlazers. 


Afr. The Engliſh power is neere, led on by Malcom, 


His,V nkle Seyward, and the good Macadnff. 
Revenges burne inthem : for their deere cauſes 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Neere Byrnan wood 
Shall we well meet them, that way are they comming» 


Cath. Who knowes if Doralbave be with his brother ? 


Len. Forcertaine Sir, he isnot : Ihavea File 

Of all the Gentry ; there is Seward: Sonne, 
And many unruffe youths, that evennow 
Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. 

Alent, What do's the Tyrant» i” 

Cath. Great Dunſinane he: ſtrongly Fortihes, 
Some ſay hee'smad : Others, thatlefler hate bim, 
Do call it galiant Fury, but for certaine 


—————— 
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He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd.cauſe 
Within the belt of Rule. 
Ang, Now doe's he feele _ 
His ſecret Murthers ſticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Revoits upbraid his faith-breach : 


| Thoſe he commands, move onely incommand, 


Nothing in love : Now doe's he feele his Tule 
Hang looſe about him, like a Giants Robe 
ypona Dwarfiſh Theete. 

Meut. Who then ſhail blame 
Hispeſter'd Senſes to recoyle,and flart, 
When all that is within him,doe's condemne 
[t ſelfe, for being there. 

Cath. Well;march weon, 

To give obedience where tis truely ow'd : 
Meet we the Med'cire of the ſickly Weale, 
And with him powre we in our Countries purge, 
Each drop of us. 
. Lenex, Orſo muchas itneeds, 
To dev the Soveraigne Flower,and drowne the Weeds 
Make we our March towards Birnam. Exe #nt marching 


<_— 


Scena T ertia. 


Exnter Meacheth ,Dottor and Attendants. 


Mach. Bring me no more Reports, letthem flycall ; 
Till Byrnam Wood remove to Dunlinane, 
I cannot taint with Feare. Whats the Boy falco/me? 
Was he not borne cf woman ? 1 he Spirits that know 
Ail mortail Conſequences, have proncunc'd me ihus :- 
Feare not Macberh,no man thac's borne of ivoman 
Shall ere have power upon thee, Then fly falſe Thanes, 
And mingle withthe Engliſh Epicures, 
The minde I ſway by ,and the heart I beare, 
Shall never ſagge with doubt,nor ſhake with feare. 
: Enter Servant, 

The Divell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fac'd Loone : 
Where gor*ſt chou that Gooſc-looke. 

Ser. There is ten thouſand. 

Mach, Gecle Villaine ? 

Ser. Souldiers fir. 

Macb, Goe pricke thy face,and over-redthy frare 
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. W hat Souldicrs,Patch? 
Death of thy ſoule,thoſe linnen cheekes of thine 
Are Counſailoursto feare. W hat Souldiers Whay-face? 

Ser, The Engliſh Force,ſo pleaſe you. 

Macb.Take thy face hence. Seytox,l am ſicke at heart, 
When I bcho!d : Seyron,T fay,this puſh 
Will cheere te ever,or difeale me now. 
[ have liv'd lang enough : my way of life 
ls falne into the Scare,the yellow Leafe, 
And that which ſhould accompany Oid Age, 
As honour, love,obedience, Troopes of Friends, 
lmuſt not looke to have ; but intheir ſtead, 
Curſes,not lowd but deepe,Mouth-honour,breath 
Which the poore heart would faine deny ,anddarc net. 
Sejton ? | 

Entey Seyron, 

| Sey. Whats your Gracious pleaſure ? 
Oc, What newes more? 
Sey. All is confirm'd my Lord,which was reported. 


ae, Ile fght,till from my bones,my fleſhas hackt. 


| 


| 


| Would ſcowre theſe Engliſh hence:hearſt thou of them? | 


« 
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Give me my Armour, 

Sey. Tisnot needed yet. 

Aac. lleputiton: 
Seng out moe horſes,skirre the Countrey round, 
Hang thoſe thar ſtand in feare.Give me mine Armor : 
How dorc's your Patient, Door ? ay 

Dot, Not ſo ſicke my Lord, | 
As ſhe is troubled with thicke-comming Fancics 
That keepe her from herreit, 

Macb. Cure her of that : 
Canſt rhou not Miniſter to a minde diſcas'd, 
Plucke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze out the written rronbles of the Braine, | 
And with ſome ſweet oblivious Antidote 
Cleanſe the {tuft boſome,of that perillous ſtuffe 
Which weighes upon the heart? 

Dot, Therein the Patient 
Mutt Miniſter unto himſclfe, 

Mach. Throw Phylicke to the Dogs, Tle none of it. 
Come,put mine Armor on: give me my Staffe : 
Seyrox,ſcnd out : Doftor,the Thanes flye from me : 
Come ſir,difpatch. If rhou could'ſt Doctor,caſlt 
The water of my Land,find her diſcaſc, 

And purge it toa ſound and priſtine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, 
That ſhould applaudagaine, Pull'r off I fay, 
What Rubarb, Czny,or what Pargative drug 


Do, I my good Lord : your Royall preparation 
Makes us heare ſomething. 8 
Mac, Bring it after me : 
I will no: be afraid of Death and Bane, . 
Till Birnam Forreft come to Dunſinane, 
De#. Weel from Dunfinancaway,and cleare, 
Profit againe ſhould hardly draw mc here. Exennt. 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Drun and Colours, Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Mace | 
duffe,Seywards $ oune,Menteth,Cathnes Angus, 
and Souldiers Marching, 


alc. CoſinsI hope the dayes are neercat hand | 
That Chambers will be ſafe. | 
CHent. Wedoubritnothing, þ 
Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? 
Ant. The Wood of Byrnam. | 
Male, Let every Souldier hew him downe a Bough, 
Andbear't before him,thereby ſhall we ſhadow | 
The numbers of our Hoaſt,and make diſcovery 
Erre in report of us. . 
Sold, It ſhall be done... | | 
Seqw. Welearne no other,but the confident Tyrant, * 
Keepes ſtill in Dunſinane,and will indure ; 
Our ſetting downe befor't. | | 
Atalc. "(is his maine hope : | 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and lefſe have given him rhe Revolt, | 
And none ſerve with him, but conſtrained things, | 
Whoſe hearts are abſent to. oh 
Macd. Let our beſt Cenfures 
Before thetrue event,and put we on 
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Induſtrious Souldicrſhip. 

Sep. The time approaches, 
That will with due decifion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have,and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculative,their unſure hopes relate; 
But certaine iſſue, {trokes mult arbitrate, > 
Towards which, advance the warre, Exeunt marching. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Macbeth, Seyton,and Souldierswith 
| Dram and Coloars. 


Mach. Hang out our Bannerson the outward walls, 
The Cry is ſtill, they come : Our Caſtles ſtrength 
Will laugh a Siege to ſcorne : Here let them lye, - 
Till Famine and the Ague cate them up : 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them darcfull, beard to beard, 
And beat them backeward home. W hat is that noyſc ? 
| A cry within of Women. 
Sey. It isthe cry of women,my good Lord. 
CHacb. I havealmoſt forgot the taſte of Feares : 
The time has beene,my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To heare a Night-ſhricke,and my Fell of haire 
Wouldart a diſmali Treatiſe rowze,and ſtirre 
As life were in't. 1haveſupt full with horrors, 
Direneſlc familiar to my {laughterons thoughts 
Cannot once ſtart mc. Wherefore was that cry ? 
Sey. The Queene (my Lord)is dead. 
Hacb. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for ſach a word ; 
To morrow,and to morrow,and tomorrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day today, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 
And all our yelterdayes,have lighted Fooles 
The way to ſtudy death. Out,out, briefe Candle, 
Life's but a walking Shadow, a poore Player, 
That ſtruts and frets his houre upon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more. It1sa Tale 
Told by an Ideot,full of ſound and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a Meſſen ger 
Thou com'ſt to ute thy Tongue : chy ſtory quickly, 
| Meſe, My Gracious Lord, 
I ſheuld report that which I fay I ſaw, 
But know not how to doo't. 
AMacb. Well,fay fir, | 
Meſc, As Idid fiand my watch upon the hill 
Ilook't toward Byrnam,and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 
Mack. Lyargand Slave. 
Af. Let me endure your wrath,if*t benot fo : 
| Within this three ale may you ſee it comming. 
I fay,a moving Grove. | 
Macb, It thou ſpeak'it falſe, 
Vponthe next tree {halt thou hang alive 
| Till Famine cling thee : If thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
I care not if thou doſt for me as much. 
{ T pull in Reſclution.and begin 
" Todoubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, h 
| Thar lies like trath. Feare not, till Byrnam Wood 
| Doe came to Dunſinane,and now a Wood 
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Comes toward Dunſinane, Arme,arme,and out, 

If this which he avouches dor's appeare, - 

There is nor flying hence,nor tarrying here, . 

I 'gin to be a weary of the Sunne, 

And wiſh th'eſtate o'cth'world were now undon; 

Ring thealarum Bell,blow Wind,come wracke, - 
Atlealt wee'l dye with Harnefle on our backe. Exexx:, 


— 
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ScanaSexta. 


 Drumme and { olours. 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Mackduffe,and their Army, 
with B onghes. 


Mal. Now neere enough : | 

Your Leavy Screenes throw downe, 
And ſhew likethoſe you are : You(worthy Vncle) 
Shall with my Couſin, your right Noble ſonne, 
Lead our firſt Battell. Worthy CMacdefee and we 
Shall take upon's what elſe remaines to doe 
According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well : | 
Dec we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
Let us be beaten,if we cannot fight. (breath, 

Macd. Make all our Trumpets ſpeake, give them all 
Thoſe clamourous Harbingers of blood,and death. Exe. 

Alarnms continued, 


yy 
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Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Mach, They have tyed me to a ſtake,] cannot flye, 
But Beare-like I muſt f6ghr the courſe. W hats he 
That was not borne of woman ? Sucha one 
Am I to feare,or none. | 

Enter youg Seyward, 
T.Sey. Whatis thy name? | 
e714 acb, Thou't be afraid to heare ip. 
T.Sey. No: though thou call'ff thy ſelfea hotter name | 
Than any is in hell. 

Mach. My name's CMacbetb, ; 

Y,Sey. The Divell him{elfe could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefull to mine care, 

Macb. No; nor more fearefull. 

7.Sey.Thoulicft _ _ _ Tyrant, with my ſword 

Peak'ite 
Fight and youg Seyward ſlame. 

Mach. Thou waſt borne of Woman ; 

But ſwords Iſmileat, Weapons laugh to ſcorne, : 
Brandiſh'd by man that's of a Woman borne. Exit. 
| eAlarums. Enter Macdnffe, 

Macd. That way the noyſeis : Tyrant ſhew thy face, | 
If thou beeſt {laine,and with no ſtroake of mine, = 
My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me {ill 
I cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes,whoſe armes _ 
Are hyr'd to beare their Staves ;either thou Macbeth, | 
Orelfe my ſword with an unbatterred edge 
I ſheathagaine undeeded. There thou thould'ſt-be, 
By this greatclatter,one of greateſt note 

| . Seemes | 
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Scemes bruited. Let me finde him Fortune, 
| And more T beg not. Exit, eAlarums. 


£ ner HWMalcolme and Sey ward. 


Seyw. This way my Lord,the Caſtles gently rendred: 
The Lſyrants le,on both ſides doe fight, 
The Nable Thanes doe bravely in the Warre, 
The day.almdſt it {fe profeſles yonrs, 
And little is to doe. 

Malc. We have met with Foes 
T hat ſtrike befide us, - 

Seyw. Enter,Sir,the Caſtle. 

: Enter Macbeth, —_ 

Mac. Why ſhould I play the Roman Foole,and dyc 
On mine owne ſword? whiles I ſee lives,the gaſhes 
Doe better upon them. 

Enter Macduffe. 
Macd. Turne Hell-hotnd,turne. 
Has. Of all men elſe I haveavoydedthee : 
But get thee backe,my ſoule is roo much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 
CMacd, I have no words, Fa 
My voyce is in my Sword,thou bloodier Villaine 
Than tearmes can give thee out. Fight g Alarumw, 
Macb. Thou loſeſt labour, 
Ascaſie may'ſt thou the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy keene Sword imprefle;as make me blecd : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts, 
I beare a charmed life, which muſt not yeeld 
To one of woman borne. | 
Maca, Diſpaire thy Charme, 
And let the Angell whom thou till haſt ſerv'd 
Tell thee; Macdsffe was from his Mothers wombe 
VYntimely ript. | 
Mach.  Accurſed be that tongue that tels meſo ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : 
And be theſe Iugling Fiends no more beleey'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe, 
| That keepe the word of promiſe to our carc, | 
And breake it to our hope: Ilenot fight with thee» 
Iacd, Then yeeld thee Coward, 
And live to be the ſhew,and gaze oth'rime. 
Wee'l have thee,as our Rarer Monſters are 
Painted upona Pole,and under-writ, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 

Mach. I willnot yeeld | | 
Tokifſe the ground before yong Malcolmes feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curſe, 

Though Byrnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, 

Andthou oppos'd,being of no woman borne, 

YetI will try thelaſt. Before my body, 

I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Hacarffe, 

And danan'd be him,that firſt cryes hold,cnough 
Exeunt fighting, Alarums, 


Exennt., eAlarum. 
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Enter Fighting,and Macbeth ſlaine. 


Retreat and Flouriſh, Enter with Dramme 'and (oloars, 
HMalcolme Seyward,Roſſe;Thants and Soldiers. 
Mal. 1 would the Friends we miſe, were fafe arriv'd. 

Sey. Some mult goe off : and yer by thele Lee, 

So great a day as this is cheapelybought; | : 

Mal. Macdufft is miſling,and your noble Sonne. 
R»fſ. Your ſonne my Lord, ha's paid a Souldiers debt, 

Heonely liv'd but till he was a man, | 

The which no ſooner had his Proweſfle confirm'd 

Inthe unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 

Burlike a man he dy'd. 

S$ey., Then heis dead ? 

Roſſe.I,and brought off the Field:your cauſe of ſorrow 

Muſt nor be meaſur'd by his worth,for then 

It hath no end, 

Sey, Had hehis hurts before, 
Roſſ. T,onthe Front, 
Sey. Why then,Gods Souldier be he: 

Had I as many fonnes,asT have haires, 

I would not wiſh them toa fairer death ; 
And ſo bis Knell is knoll'd. 
Mal. Hee's worth more ſorrow, 

And that Ile ſpend for him. 

Sey. He's worth no more, 
They fay he parted well,and paid his ſcore, 
And fo God be with him, Here comesnewer comfort, 

Enter Macdnuffe;with Macbeths head, 

Macd, Haile King, for ſo thouart. 

Behold where ſtands 

Th'Yſurpers curſed head : therime is free : 

I ſee thee compaſt withthy Kingdomes Pearle, 

That ſpeake my ſalurationin their minds : 

W hoſe voyces I deſire alowd with mine, 

Haile King of Scotland. 

All, Raile King of Scotland, Flowrifh. 
Hal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 

Before we reckon with your ſeverall loves, 

And make us even with you, My Thanes and Kinſmen 

Henceforth be Earles,the firſt that ever Scotland 

In ſuch an honor nam'd : Whats more to doe 

Which would be planted newly with the time, 

As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, 

That fled the Snares of watchfull tyranny, 

Producing forth the cruell Miniſters 

Of this dead Burcher,and his Fiend-like Queene ; 

Who(as 'tis thought)by ſelfe and violent hands, 

Tooke off her life, This,and what needfull elſe 

That cals upon us,by the Grace of Grace, 

We will performe in meaſure,time,and place ; 
So thankes to all at once,and to each one, 
W hom we invite,to ſce us Crown'd at Scone, - 
Flearifh, Exennt omnes, 


6. 


FINTS. 


PP 2 


_— a 


—_—__ 


"IO 


_- 


H 


- 4 


TR A 


HAMLET, Prince ofDenmarke. 


Z/, (gz 
LAY 


O 


. . 
_ 


———— 


Atlus Primus. Scena Prima, 


Evter Barnardo and Franciſco two Centinels. 


Barnardo. 
DI2PHo's there? ] 
WIE Fran, Nay auſwer me : Stand and unfold 
(AVE your (clfe. 
? Bar. Longlivethe King, 
Fran, Barnarde ? 
Bar. He. 
Fran. Youcome moſt carcfully upon your houre, 
Bar.Tis now ſtruck twelve,get thee to bed Franceſco. 
Fran, For thisreliefe much thankes : Tis bitter coid, 
AndI am ficke at hearr. 
Bars. Have you had quiet Guard ? 
Fran. Not a Mouſe ftirring. 
Barn. Well.goodnight. 1f you doe meet Horatis and 
Afarcellns, the Rivals of my Watch,bid them make haſt. 
Enter Horatio and « I arcelins, 
Fran, Ithinke I heare them. Stand: who's there ? 
Hor, Friends co this ground. 
Mar. And Liege-men tothe Dane. 
Fran. Give you good night. 
AMar.O farewel honeit Soldier,who hath reliev'd you? 
Fra. Barnard? ha's my place: give you good night, 
Exit Franciſco. 
Mar. Holla Barnardo, 
Bar, Say,what is Horatio there ? 
Hor, A peecc of him. 
Bar. Welcome Horatio,welcome good CMarcelias. 
Iar. What, ba's this thing appear'd againe to night, 
Bar. I have {cene nothing. 
_ CMar, Horatio layes,tis but our phantaſie, 
And will not kt beleefe take hold of him . 
Touching this dreaded fight. twice ſecne of us, 
Therefore I have intreated him along 
With us,to watch the minutes of this night, 
That if againe this Apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes,and ſpeake to it. 
Hor. Tuſh,tuſh, twill notappeare. 
Bar. Sit downea while, 
Andletus once againe affaile youreares,] 
Thatare ſo fortified againſt our Story, 
| What we twonights have ſecne. 
Her, Well,ſfit we downe, 
And let us heare Bernardo ſpeake of this. 
Bars, Laſt night of all, 
Whon yond ſameStarre thats Weſtward from the Pole 
Had made his courſe tillume that part of heaven 


Where now it burnes,arcell*s and my ſelfe, 
The Bell then beating one. | 
Aar. Peace,breake thee off : 
Looke where it comes againe. 
Bar, In the ſame figurclike the King thats dead. 
CHar, Thouart a Schcller ; ſpeake to it Horatio, 
Bar, Lodke it not like the King ? Marke it Horatio, 
Hor. Moltlike : It haxrowes me with feare and won- 
Sar, It would be ſpoke to. (6 
Har, Queſtion it Horatio, 
Hor, W hat a: t thou that uſurp'ſt this time of night, 
Together with that faire and wariike forme 
In which the Majcfty of buried Denmarke 
Þ1d ſometimes march : By heaven I charge thee ſpeake, 
Atar. It is offended. 
=_ _ {talkes away. bf EY 
or, Stay : ſpeake ; ſpeake: I charge thee, e 
IP F 4 Exe the Gbeſ, 


Enter the Ghoſt, 


Mar. Tis gone,and will not avſwer. 
Bar, Row now Heratio ? You tremble & looke pale: 
Is not this ſomething more than phantafic? 
What thinke you on' ? 
Her, Before my God I might nor this beleeve 
Wirhout the ſenble and true avouch 
Ot mine owne eyes: 
Alar, Is it not like theKing ? 
Hor. Asthou artto thy lelfe, 
Such was the Armour he hzd on, 
Whcnth'Ambitious Norway combatted : 
So frown'd he once,when in an angry parle 
He ſmot the fledded Pollax on the Ice. 
T1s ſtrange. 
Mar. Thus twice before,and juſt at this ſame howe, 
With Marrtiall ſialke,hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hor. [n what particular thought to-worke,I know not? 
Bur 1n the grofle and {cope of my opinion, 
This boads ſome ſtrange cruption to our State, 
Aar. Good now fit dowre,and tell me he that knowes 
W by this ſame ſtri&tand moſt obſervant Watch, 


So nightly toyles the ſubje& of the Land, 
And why ſuch daily Caſt of Brazen Cannon 
And forraigne Mart for Implements of Warre : 
Why ſuch impreſſe of Shipwrights,whoſe ſore Taske 
Do's not divide the Sunday from the weeke, 
W har might be toward ,that this ſweaty haſte 
Doth make the night joynt-labourer with the day 3 
W ho 1s*t that can informe me ? 

Hor. That can 1, 
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Atleaſt the whiſper goes ſo : Our laſt King, 
Whoſe Image even but now.appear'd to us, 
Was (as you know) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
(Therero prick'd on by a moſt emulate pride) 
Dar'd to the Combate, In which,our valiant Hamlet, 
(For ſo this ſide of our knowne world eſteem'd him ) 
Did ſlay this Forrinbras 4 Who by a ſeal d Compact, 
Well ratified by Law,and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his lifc)all thoſe his Lands 
Which he ſtood ſeiz'd on,to the Conquteror : 
Againſt the which, a Moity comperenr 
Was gaged by our King : which had return'd 
Tothe Inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he bin Vanquiſher,as by the ſame Cov'nant 
And carriage of the Article deſfign'd, 
His fell to Hamler. Now fir,yong Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle, hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a Litt of Landlefle Reſolutes, 
For food and Dyet,to ſome Enterprize 
That hath a ſtomake in't : whichis no other 
(And it doth wcll appeare unto our State) 
But to recover of us by ſtrong band 
And termes Compulſative,thole foreſs1d Lands 
So by his father loſt : and this(l take ir ) 
Is the maine motive of our Preparations, 
The ſourſe of this our Watch,and the chiefe head 
Of this poſt-haſte,and Romage in the Land, 
Enter Ghoſt againe. 
But ſoft,bchold : Loe,wheie it comes againe : 
Ile crofle it, though it blaſt me. Stay Illuſion : 
If chou batt auy found,or uſe of yoyce, 
Speake ro me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
T har may to thee doe caſc,and grace to me; ſpeake to me. 
If thou art privy to thy Countries Fate 
(Which happily forcknowing may avoyd)Oh ſpeake. 
Or,if rnou haſt uphcordedin thy life Ee 
-Extorted Treaſure in the wombe of Earth, 
(For which, they ſay,you ſpirits oft walke in death) 
Speake of 1t. Stay,and ſpeake, Stop it Marcel, 
Mar, Shall I ſtrike at it with my Partizan? 
Hor. Doe if it will not ftand, 
Bars, Tis here. 
Hor. Tis here, 
Aar. lis gone. | 
Wedoe it wrong,being fo Majeſticall 
| To offer it the ſhew of Violence, + 
For it is as the Ayre,invulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes,maltcious mockery, 
Barn, It was about to ſpeake,when the Cocke creywe 
For. Ard then it ſtarted, like a guilty thing. 
Vpon a fearcfuil Summons. I have heard, 
The Cocke thar 1s the Trumpetto the day, 
Doth with his lof:y and ſhrill-ſounding throat 
Awake the god of Day : andat his warning, 
Whether in Sea,or Fire,in Earth,or Ayre, 
Th'extravagant and erring ſpirit,hyes 
To his Confine. And of the truth herein, 
Thispreſent Obje& made probation, 
| Mar, It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, + 
| Some {ayes.that ever *gainſt that ſeaſon comes 
Wherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated, - 
| The Bird of Dawning ſingeth all night long : 
| And(they ſay)no ſpirit can walke abroad, 
The nights are wholſom,then no Planets ſtrike, 
No Fatery talkes,nor Witch hath power to Charme : 


Exit Ghoſt. 
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SO hallow*d,and ſo gracieusisthe time. T1 
Hor. So have T heard,and doe in part beleeve it, 
But tooke,the Morne in Ruſſert Mantle clad, | 

Waikes o're the Dew of yon high Eaſterne hill, 
Breake we our Watchup,and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have feene to night 
Vntoyong Hamlet. For upon my life, 
This ſpirit dumbeto us, will ſpeaketo him :- 
Doe you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
As nzedfull in our Loves. fitting our duty ? 
Ar. Let's do'c I pray,and I this morning know 
Where we ſhall finde him moſt conveniently. Evennt, 
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Enter Claudius, King of Denmarkg , Gertrud the 
Lucene, Hamlet, Polonins, Laertes, and his Siſter 
Ophelia, Lords Attendants. 


King.Though yet of Hamlet our deare Brothers death, 
The memory ve greene ; andthatit us befitted 
Tobearc our hearts in griete,and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yer fo farre hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 

Thar we with wiſelt forrow thinke on him, 

Together withremembrance of our ſelves. 

Therefore our ſomerimes Siſter,now our Queene, 

Th'Imperiall Ioyntreſſe of this warlike Srate, 

Have we,as twere,witha defcared joy, 

With one Auſpicious,and one Dropping eye, 

With mirth 1n Funerall,and with Dirge in Marriage, 

In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole | 

Taken to wife ; nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better Wiſedomes, which have freely gone 

With this affaire along,for all our Thankes. 

Now followes,that you know yong Fortinbras, 

Holding a weake ſuppolall of our worth 

Octhinking by our late deare Brothers death, 

Our State to be diſfioynt,and our of Frame, 

Colleagued withthe dreame of his Advantage 3 

He hath not fail'd to peſter us with Meſſage, 

Importing the ſurrender of thoſe lands 

Lolt by his Father , with all Bondsof Law 

To our moſt valiant Brother. So much for him. 

Enter Voltimand and Cornelius, 

Now for our {elfe,ard for thistime of meeting 

Thus much the bufinefle is. We have here writ 

To Norway, Vncicof yong Fortinbras, 

Who impotent and bedrid, ſcarcely heares 

Of this his Nephewes purpoſe,to ſupprefie 

His farther gate herein. Inthat the Levies, 

TheLitts,and full proportions areall made 

Out of his ſubject : and ye here diſpatch 

Yougood Cornelins,and you Voltimard, 

For bearing ofthis greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 

To buſinefſe withthe King,more than the ſcope 

Of theſe dilated Articles allow : 

Farewell,and let your haſte commend your duty. 
Yole. Inthat,and all things,will we ſhew our duty, 
King, We doubt it nothing, hearrily farewell, 

Exit Voltimand and Cornelius, 

And now Laertes,whats the newes with'you ? 
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You told us of ſome ſuite, What is't Zaertes? 
You cannot ſpeake of Reaſon to the Dane, 
And looſe your voyce. What would{t thou beg Laertes, 
That ſhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 
The head isnot more Nativeto the heart, 
The hand more inſtrumentallto the Mouth, 
Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy father, 
What wouldſt thou have Laertes ? 
Laer, Dread my Lord, 
Yourleave and favour to returne to France, 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke 
Toſhew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now I muſt confeſſe, that duty done, 
My thoughtsand wiſhes bend againe towards Fraxce, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your Fathers leave ? 
What ſayes Polonm ? 
Pol. He hath my Lord : 
I doe beſeech you give him leave to goe. 
King. Take thy faire houre Leertes, time be thine, 
And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will : 
But now my Coſin Hamlet, and my Sonne ? 
Ham. A little more then kin, and lefle then kind. 
King. How is it thatthe Clouds ſtill hang on you? 
Ham. Not ſo my Lord, Iam too much ith'Sun, 
Lnee. Good Hamlet caſt thy nightly colour off, 
Andlet thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 
Doe not for ever with thy veylcd lids 
Secke for thy Noble Father inthe dull ; 
Thou knowſt tis common, all that live mult dye, 
Paſſing through Nature, to Eternity. r 
Ham. 1 Madam, it is common. 
Dnee, If it be 
Why ſcemes it ſo particular with thee. | 
Ham. Seemes Madam ? Nay, it is : I know not Seemes; 
Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother) 
Nor Cuſtomary ſuites of ſokemne Blacke, 
Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No,nor the fruitfull River in the Eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the Viſage, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, ſhewes of Griefe, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seeme, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 


- Bur ] have that Within, which paſſcth ſhow ; 


Theſe, but the Trappings, and the Suites of woe, 
King. Tis (weet and commendable 

In your Nature Hamlet, 

To give theſe mourning duties toyour Father ; 

But you muſt know, yourfather loit a father, . 

That father loſt, loſt his, and the Surviver bound 


| In filiall Obligation, for ſome terme 


Todoe vbſequious Sorrow. But to perſeyer 
In obſtinate Condolement, is a comic 

Of impious ſtubbornnefle. Tisunmanly griefe, 
It ſhewes a will moſt incorrect to Heaven, 


| A heart unfortified, a Mind impatient, 


An Vnderſtanding ſimple, and unſchool'd : 
For, what we know muſt be, and isas common 
As any the moſt vulgar thingro ſence, 


' Why ſhould wein our peevith Oppoſition 


Take it to heart ? Fyc, tisa faultto heaven, 

A fault 2gainſt the Dead, a fault to Nature, 

To Reaſon moſt abſur*d, whoſe common Theame 
Ts dearh of Fathers, and who ſtill hath cryed, 
From the firſt Coarle,till he that dyed today, 
This muſt be ſo. We pray you throw to carth 


This unprevayling woe, and thinke of us, 
As of a Father ; tor let the world take notey 
You are the moſt imtnediate to our Throne, 
And with noleſſe Nobility of Love, 
Then that which deereſt Father beares his Sonne, 
Doe I impart towards you. For your intent 
In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg, 

It is molt retrogarde to our deſire : 

And we beſcech you, bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheere and comfort cf our eyc, ' 
Our cheife{t Courtier Coſin, and our Sonne. 

Le. Let not thy Mother loſe her Prayers Hamlet ; 
T prethce ſtay with us, goc not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I ſhall inall my beſt 
Obey you Madam, 

King. Why tis a loving, and a faire Reply, 
Be as our ſelte in Denmarke. Madam come, 
This gentleand unforc*d accord of Hamlet 
Sits ſmiling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 

But the great Cannon to the Clowds ſhall tell, 

And the Kings Rouce, the heavens ſhall bruite againe, 

Reſpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. Exeunt, 
Hanet Hamlet. 

Ham, Oh thatthis too too ſolid Fleſh, would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve it ſelfe into a Dew 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 
His Cannon gainſt ſelfe-ſlaughter. O God, O God ! 
How weary, ſtale, flar, and unprofitable 
Secrres tomeall the uſes of this world? 

Fycon't? Oh fie, fie, tis anunweeded Garden 

That growes to Secd : things rank, and grofle in Nature 
Poſlefle it meerely. That it ſhould come to this ; 
Butrwo monthsdead : Nay, not ſo much ; not two, 
Soexcellent a King, that was tothis | 
Hypergon to a Satyre : to loving to my Mother, 

That he might not beteene the windes of heaven 

Vilit her face too roughly. Heaven ard Earth 

Mult I remember : why ſhe would hang vn him, 
Asiftencreaſe of Appetite had growne 

By whatit fed on ; and yet within a month ? 

Ler me notthinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman: 

A little Month, or ere thoſe ſhooes were old, 

With which ſhe followed my poore Fathers body 

Like A\pobe, all teares. W hy ſhe, even ſhe, 

(O heaven ! A beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon 
Would have mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnkle, 
My fathers brother : but no more like my father, 

Then Ito Hercules, Withina Month? 

Ere yet the ſalt of moitunrighteous Teares 

Had left the fluſhing of her gauled eyes, 
She married. O moſt wicked ſpeed topoſt 
With ſuch dexterity toinceſtuous ſbeets : 

It is not, nor it cannot come to goed. 

Burt breake my heart, for I mult hold my tongue. 


4 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcellus, 


Hor. Haileto your Lordſhip. 
Ham. Tamplad to ſee you well : 
Horatio, or I doe forget my ſelfe. 
Her. The ſame my Lord, 
And your poore Servant ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, | 
He change that name with you : | 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio? 
. Harcelle | 
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HMarcellms, 
Mar. My good Lord, 
Ham. Iam very glad toſee you : good even fir; 

But what in faith make you from Frrrenberges 

Hor. A Truant diſpofition,good my Lord. 

| Ham. 1 would not have your enemy ſay ; 
Nor ſhall you dot mine eare that violence, 

| Totakeittruſter of your ownereport 

Againſt your ſelfe. I know you areno Truant : 

But what is your affaire in E//enopr ? 

Wee'lteach you todrinke deepe ere you depart. 
Her. My Lord,I came to ſec your Fathers Funerall. 
Ham, | prythee doenot mocke me(fcllow Student) 

Ithinkeit was toſee my Mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indecd my Lord,it followeth hard upon. 
Ham,Thrift,thrift, Horatio: the Funerall Bak'd meats, 

Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables ; 

Would I had m<t my deareſt Foe in heaven, 

Ere I had ever ſcene that day Horatio, 

My father,me thinkes 1 ſee my father. 

Hor. Oh where my Lord? 

Ham, 1n my mindseye( Horatie.) 

Hor, 1 ſaw him once, he was a goodly King. 
Ham, He was a man,take him for all in ail : 

I ſhould not looke upon his like againe. 

Her. My Lord,I thinke Iſaw him yeſternight. 
Ham, Saw? Who? 

Her, My Lord,the King your Father. 

Ham, The King my father | 

Hor. Seaſon your admiration for a while 

Withan attent care ; till I may deliver 

Vpon the witncſſe ofchele Gentlemen, 

This marvell to you. 

Ham. For heavens love let me heare. 

1 Hor. Twonightstogether bad theſe Gentlemen 
( Marcell and Barnardo )ontheir Watch 

In the dead waſte and middle of the night 

Beene thus encountred. A figure like your father, 

Arm'd at ail points exattly,Cap a Pe, 

App:ares before them,and with folemne March 

Goes flow ani ſtately : By them thrice he walkt, 

By their oppreſt and feare-ſurprizcd eyes, 

Wichin bis Trunchcons lengrh;whilk they beſtzI'd 

Alinolſt ro Telly with the Act of feare, 

Stand dumbe and {peake not to him. Thisto me 

In dreadtull ſecrecy tmpart they did, 

And I with thcm the third night kept the Watch, 

| Whereas they had deliver'd both in time, | 

Forme of the thing ; each word made true and good, 

The Apparitzion comes. I kneiw your Father ; 

Theſe hands are not more like, 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar.My Lord upon the platforme where we watcher. 
Ham, Did you not ſpeake to it? 

Hor, My Lord,I did; 

But anſwer made it none : yet once me thought 

It lifted up it head, and did addrefie 

It ſcelfe to motion like as it woule ſpeake ! 

Buteven then, the morning Cocke crew lows 3 

Andatthe ſound it ſhruvke in haſte away 

And vaniſht from our ſight. 

Ham, Tis very ſtrange, 4 
Hor, As I doe live my honourable Lord *ris true 5 

And we did thinke it wrir downe in our duty 

To let you know of it. 

| Ham. Indeed,indeed Sirs; but thistroubles me,-. 
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Hold you the Watchto night ? 

Both. Wedoc my Lord. 

Ham. Arm'd,ſay you ? 

Both, Arm'd;my Lord. 

Ham, From top to toe ? 

Borh. My Lord,from head t» foote. 

Ham. Then ſaw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes.my Lord,he wore his Beaver ups 

Ham. What,lookt hc trowningly ? | 

Hor. A countenance more in ſorrow than in anger. 

Ham, Pale,os red? | 

Hor, Nay,very pale. 

Ham. And tixt hiseyes upon you? 

Hor. Moſt conſtautly. 

Ham, | would 1 hadbeene there. 

For. It woutd have much amaz'd you, 

Ham, Very like,very like ; ftaid it long ? (dred. 

Hor. While one with moderate haſte might tella hun- 

All, Longer,longer. 

Hor. Not when | ſaw't. 

Ham, His Beard was gritly ? 

Hor, It wasgas I have ſcene it in his life, 

A Sable Silver'd. (gaine, 
Ham, 1le watch to night ; perchance twill walke a- 
Hor. I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it aſſume my novle fathers perſon, 
Ile ſpeake to it,though Hell ic ſe-te ſhould gape 
And bid me ho!d my peace, I; ray you all, 

If you have hitherto conccald this light ; 

Let it be trebble in your ſilence ſtill - 

And whatſocver elle ſhall hap to night, 

Give it an underſtanding, but notorigue 

I will requite your loves; {o,fare ye well : 

Vpon the Platforme twixt eleven and twelve, 

Ile viſit yuus 
eA4l/. Our cuty to your Honour. Exeunt, 
Ham. Your love,as mine to you : farewell, 

My fzthersfpiritin Armes ? Allisnot well: 

I doubt ſome toule play ; would the night were come ; 

T1il then fir (till my ſoule ; foule deeds will riſe, 

Thouglall the earth orewielm them ro mens eyes, Exit, 
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Scena T ertta, 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia, 
Laer. My necefſariesare imvark't,tarewell ; 
And ſifter,asihe Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy 1s aſſiſtant; doe nor ſicepe, 
But let mc hearefrom you, 
Gphe, Doe you doubt that ? 
Laer. For Hamler,and the trifling of his favours, 
Hold it a faſhion and a toy 1n Biloud ; 
A Violet inche youth of Pruny Natire 3 
Froward,not permanent ; ſweet not iaſting 
T he fuppliance ofa minute 5 No more. 
Ophel. Nomore but ſo. 
Laer, Thinke it no more: 
For nature crefſant does not grow alone, 
In thewes and Bulke : but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the qinde and loule 
Growes wide withall, Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth beſmerch . -. ' 
The.yertue of hus feare ; but you mult feare 3 22646] 


II 


he __— 


| 


276 


The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


His greatneſſe weigh'd,his will is not his owne ; 
For he himſelfe is ſubject to his Birth ; 
.He may not,as unvalued perſons doe, 
Carve for himſelfe ; for,on his choyce depends 
The fan&ity and health of the whote ſtate. 
And therefore muſt his choyce be circumſcrib'd 
Vntothe voyce and yeciding of that body, 
W hereof he is the head. Then if he ſayes he loves you, 
Ic fits your wiſedome {o farre to beleeve it ; 
As he in his peculiar Se and force 
May givehis ſaying decd ; which is no further, 
Than the maine voyce of Dezmarke goes withall. 
T hen weigh what loſſe your honour may ſuſtaine, 
If with two credent eare you liſt his Songs ; 
Or loſe your heart ; or your chaſte treaſure open 
To his unmaſtred importunity. 
* Feare it Ophelza,feare it my deare Siſter, 
And keepe within the reare of your affeRion ; 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſire, 
The charieſt Maid is prodigall cnough, 
Tf ſhe unmaske her beary to the Moone : 
Vertueit ſeife ſcapes not calumnious ſtroaks, 
The Canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft beforc the Buttons be diſclos'd, 
And in the morneand liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaſtmentsare moſt 1mminenr, 
Be waty than, beſt ſafety lies in feare ; 
Youth to it ſelfe rebcls,though none elic necre. 

Ophe, 1 ſhall th'effe& of this good Leflon keepe, 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother 
Doe not as ſome ungracious Paſtors doe, 
Shew me the ſteepe and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilſt like a puft and recklefle Libertine 
Himſelfe,the Primroſe path of dalliance treads, 
And reakes not his ownereade, 

Laer. Oh,feare me not. 

Enter Polonicn, 
I ſtay too long; but here my Father comes : 
A double ble{ling 15a double grace ; 
Occafion ſmiles upon a ſccond leave, 
Polon. Yet here Lacrtes ? Aboord, aboord for ſhame, 

The wind fits in the ſhoulder cf your faile, 
Ard youare ſtaid for there :iny blefling with you : 
Ane theſe few Precepts in thy memory, 
Sec thou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his Act : 
Bethou familiar ; but by no mcanes vulgar ; 
The friends thou haſt,and their adoptioa tride, 
Grapple them to thy {oule, with hoopes of Steele : 
But doe not dullthy paime, with entertainment 
Of cachuvhatch't,unfledg'd Comrade. Beware 
Ofentrance to a quarreil : but being in 
Bear't that th'oppoſed may bewere of thee. 
Giveevery man thine eare ; but few thy voyce ; 
Take cach mens cenſure ; but reſerve thy judgement : 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy ; 
Bur not expreſt in tancy ; rich,not gaudy : 
For theapparell oft proclaimes the man. 
Andthey in France of the beſt ranke and lation, 


| 


Are of a moſt {ele and generous cheffinthat. 
Neither a borrower,nor alender be; 

For Loane oft loſesboth it ſeife and friend : 

A borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all; to thine owne (clfe betrue : 
And it muſt follow,asthe Night the Day, 
Thou canſt not then befalſe to any man, 


| 
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| Not of the eyc,which their Inveſtments ſhew : 


| Wherein the Spirit held his wontto walke. 


OR 


Farewell : my bleſſing ſcaſon this in thee, 
Lacr, Moſt humbly doc Itake my leave,my Lord. 
Polon, The time invites you,goe,your ſervantstend, 
Laer. Farewell Ophelia,and remember well 
W hat I have faid to you, 
Ophe. 'Tisin my memory lockt, 
And you your ſelte ſhallkeepe the Key of it, 
Laer, Farewell. Exit Laer, 
Pelon. What iſt Ophelia,he hathſaidto you? 
Ophe.Soplcaſe you, ſomthing touching the L\Hamwler, 
 Polon, Marry ,well bethought : 
Tis told me he hath very off of late 
Given private time to you ; and you your ſelfe 
Rave of your audierce beene moſt free and bounteous, 
If it be ſo,asſotis put on me z 
And that in way of caution : I muſt tell you, 
You doe not underſtand your ſelfe ſo clearely, 
As 1t bchoves my Daughter,and your honour, 
What is betwcene you,give me up the truth ? 
Ophe, He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders 
Of his affection tome. 
Pelon, Aﬀ:&tion,pub, You ſpeake like a greene Girle, 
Vnlitted in ſuch perillous circumſtances 
Doe you beleeve histenders,as you call them ? 
Ophe.I doe not know,my Lord, what I ſhould thinke. 
Pelon Marry lle teach you; thinke your ſelfe a Baby, 
That you havetane histenders for trne pay, 
Which re not itarling, Tender your felfe more dearely ; 
Oc not to cracke the wind of the poore Phraſe, 
Roaming it thus,you'l tender me a foole. 
Ophe. My Lord, he hath importun'd me with love, 
In honourable faſhion. 
Polon. I,taſhion you may call it,goe to,goe to. 
Ophe, And hath given countenance to his ſpeech, 
My Lord,with all the vowes of heaven. 
Polon. T,Springes tocatch Woodcocks. I doe know 
W hen the blood burnes, how prodigall the ſoule 
Gives thetengue vowes : theſe blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat; extinct in both, 
Even in their promiſe,as it isa makiog ; 
You muſt not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 
Be ſomewhat ſcanter of zour Maiden preſence, 
Sct your entreatments art a higher rate, 
Thena command to parley. For Lord Hzmler, 
Beleeve fo much in him,that he is yong, 
And with a largertether may he walke, 
Then may be given you. In few,Ophelza, 
Doe not beleeve his vowes; forthey are Broakers, 


But meere implorators ofunholy Sutes, 
Breathing like ſanified and pions bonds, 
The better to begaile, This is for all : 
I would not,ia plaine termes,from this time forth, 
Have you ſo flanderany mement leiſure, 
ASto give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet : 
Looke too'r,I charge you ; come your way, 
' Ophs. I ſhallobey my Lord. Excunt. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcehus, 
Ham. The Ayrebites ſhrew'dly : is it very cold? 
Hor. Its a nipping and an eager ayrc. 
Ham, W hat houre now ? 


For. I thinke it lackes of twelve. | 
Mar, No.it is ſtrooke. (ſeaſon, 
Hor, Tndeed I heard it not ; then it drawes neere the 


What 
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What does this meane my Lord? (roulc, 
Ham, The King doth waketo night;andtakes his 
Keepes waf«1s,and the ſwaggering upſpring reeles, 
And as he dreines his draughts of Reniſh downe, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge: 
Hor. It isa cuſtome ? 
Ham. I marry is't : 
And to my mind,theugh I am vative here, 
Andto the manner'borne : It isa cuſtome 
More honour'd in the breach,than the obſervance. 
Enter Ghoſt, 
Hor.. Tooke my Lord it comes. | 
Ham, Angels and Miniſters of grace defend us ; 
Be thou a ſpirit of health,or Goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee ayres from heaven, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy events wicked or charitable, 
Thou cum'lt in fucha queſtionable ſhape 
That 1 will ſpeake tothee. Ile call thee Hamer, 
King, Father, Royall Dane : Oh,oh,anſwer me, 
Let me not burſt in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy Caneniz'd bones hearſed in death, 
Have burſttheir Cearments,why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we taw thee quietly Inurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble jawes, 
To calt thee up againe ? W hat may this meane ? 
That thou dead Coarſe againe in compleat ſteele, 
Reviſitit thus the glimpſes ofrhe Moone, 
Making night hideons ? And we fcotes of Nature; 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, | 
With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our ſoules,; 
Sayav hy is this, wherefore ? what ſhould: we doe ? 
Ghoſt Beckens Hamlet. 
Fr. It beckens youto goe away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone. . 
Mar. Looke with what courteous ation 
It wafts you to a more removed ground : 
But doe not goe with ir. 
Hor. No,by no meanes. | 
Ham, It will nor ſpeake : then willI follow it. 
Hor. Doe not my Lord. 
Ham. Why,what ſhould bethe fearc ? 
I doe not ſer my life at a Pins fee ; ; 
And for my ſoule what canit doetothat ? 
Being a thing immorrtall as it ſelfe : 
It waves me forth againe; lle follow it. | 
Hor, What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord ? 
Or to thedreadfull Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That beetles o're his bafe into the Sea, 
And there aſſumes ſome other horrible forme, 
Which. might deprive your Soveraignty of Realon, 
And draw you into madneſſe ? thinke of it. 
Ham. It wafts me {till : goe on, Ile follow thee. 
{ Afar, You ſhallnot goe my Lord. 
( Haw, Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be rul'd,you ſhall not goe. 
Haws, My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Artire in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions Nerve: 
| Still am I call'd? Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
By heav'n,lle makea Ghoſt ofhim that lets me : 
| I fay away,goe on,Lle follow thee. 
| Exeunt Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
| Mar, Let's follow ; tis not fit thus to obey him. 


III 


Hor. Have after,to what iſſue will this come ? 

Afar, Something is rotten inthe State of Denmarke. 
Hor, Heaven willdire& it, 
Exennt, 


Aar. Nay,let's follow him. 

Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 2 
Ham, Whete wilt thou leademe? ſpeake; Ile goe no 
Ghoſt. Marke mes * (further. 


Ham, I will. 
Gbo. My honour isalmoſt come, 
When I ro ſulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Muft render up my elfe. 
Ham, Alas poore Ghoſt. 
Ghof. Pitty me nor but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 
Ham. Speake,l am bound to heare. 
Gho, So art thou to revenge,whenthou ſhalt heare. 
Ham. What? 
Ghoſt. Tam thy fathers ſpirit, 
Doom'd for a certaine terme ro walke the night ; 
And for the day confin'd to faſt in fiers, 
Till the foule crimes done ini my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away ? But that I am forbid 
Totell the ſecrets of my Priſon-houſe ; 
I could a Talc unfold, whoſe lightett word . 
Would harrow up thy Gente Sree thy yong blood; 
Make thy two eyes like Starres, ſtart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined lockes to part, 
And each particular haire to ſtand an end, 


| Like Qujlls upon the frerfull Porpentine : 


But this eternall blazen muſt not be 
To cares of Fleſh and Blood liſt Hamle,oh liſt, 
If thou didſt ever thy deare father love. 

Ham . Oh heave |! 

Ghoſt. Revenge bis fouleand moſt unnaturall Murther. 

Ham, Murther ? 

Ghoſt. Murther moſt foule,as inthe beſt it is; 
But this moſt foule,{trange,and unnaturall, 

Ham, Haſte,baſte me to kno it, 

T hat I with wings as (wift 
As Meditation;or the thoughts of Love, 
May ſweepe to my Revenge. 

Ghoſt. | finde thee apr, «= 
And duller ſhould'it thou be than the fat weed 
T hat rots it ſelfe in eaſe, on Lethe W harfe, 
Would'ſt thou not ſtirre in thiss Now Hamlet heare : 
It's given our,that ſleeping ia mine Orcha:d, 
A Serpent [tung me : ſothe whole care of Denmarke, 
Is by a forged proceſle of my death 
Rankly abus'd : But know thou noble youth; 
The Serpent that did ſting thy fathers lite, 
Now weares his Crowne, 

Ham. O my Propheticke ſoule - mine Vncle e 

Ghoſt, 1,that inceſtuous,that adulerate Beaſt 

With witchratt of bis wits, bath traiterous gifts, 
Oh wicked wit,and gifts,that have the power 
So to ſeduce? Won to this ſhamefull Lu't 
The will of my moſt ſeeming vertuous Queene : 
Oh Hamlet,what afalling of was there, 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in ha:d,even with the Yow 
I made to her in Marriage ; and to degine 
Vpona Wretch,whoſe naturall gifts were poore 
To thoſe of mine. But Yertue, as it never will he gijoved, 
Though Lewdneſſe court it ina ſhapeof heaven : 
So Luſt,theugh to a radiant Angell link'd, - 
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Will fate it ſelfe ina Celeſtiall bed, and prey on Garbage. ; 
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But ſoft, me thinks 1 ſcent the Mornings Ayre: 
Bricfe ierme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 
My cuftome alwsyes in the afternoone ; 
Vpon my ſecurc howre thy Vncle ſtole 
With juyce of curſed Hebenon ina Violl,... 
And in the Porches of mine cares did poure 
The leaperous Diſtilment ; whole effect 
Holds fuchan enmity with blond of Man, 
That ſwift as Quick-filver it courſes through 
The naturall Gates and Allies of the body; 
And with a ſodaine vigour it doth poſlet 
And curd, like Aygredroppings into Milke, 
The thin and wholſome blood : ſo did it mine ; 
And a moſt inſtant Tetter bak'd about, 
Moſt Lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt, 
All my ſmooth body. 
Thus was T, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, 
Of Life, of Crowne, and Queene at once diſpatcht : 
Cut oft evenin the bloſſoies of my Sinne, 
Vnhouzzled, diſappointed, unnaneld, 
No reckoning made, but {ent to my account 
Withall my umperfe&tions on my head , 
Oh, horrible, Oh horrible, moſt horrible : 
If thou haſt nature in thee beare 1t not ; 
Let not the Royall Bed of Denmarke be 
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceſt, 
But howſoever thou purlueſt this Act, 
Taint notthy mind ; nor let thy ſoule contrive 
Againſt thy Mother ought; leave her to heaven, 
And tothoſe Thornes that in her boſomelodge, 
To pricke and ſting her. Fare thee well at once, 
The Glow-worme ſhowes the Marine to be neere, 
And pins to pale his uncffectuall Fire : 
Adue, adne, Hamlct : remember me. . Exit. 
Ham. Ohall you hoſt of heaven !Oh Earth; whatelſc? 
And ſhall I couple hell? Oh fie : hold my heart ;' 
And you my finrewes, grow not inſtant Old ; 
But beare me ſtiffely up: remember thee? 
1, thou poore Ghcit, while memory holds aſcate 
In this diſtracted Globe : Remember thee ?. 
Yea, from the Table of azy Memory, 
Ie wipe away all triviall fond Records, 
All fawes of bookes, all formes, all preſlures paſt, 
| That youth and obſervation coppied there; 
And thy Commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the booke and Volume of my braine, 
Vnmixt with baſer matter ; yes, yes, by heaven :; 
Oh moſt pernicious woman | 
Oh Villaine, Villaine, ſmiling damned Villaine ! 
My Tables, my Tables : meet it is I ſetit downe, 
That one may ſmile, and ſmilc and bea Villaine 
Atleaſt I'm ſure it may be ſo in Denmarke ; 
So Vnckle there you are : now to my word; 
It is; Adue, Adue, Remember me : I have ſworn't, 
Hor, & Mar. within. My Lord, my Lord. 
Emter Horatio and CMarcelins, 
Mar, Lord Hamlet. 
Hor. Heaven ſecure him. 
CHMar. Sobcit. 
Hor. 1llo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, hq, ho, boy ; comebird, come. 
AMar. How iſt'tmy Noble Lord ? 
Hor. Whatnewes, my Lord ? 
Ham, Oh wondertuli ! 
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 
| Ham. Noyou'll reveale it, 


Hoy. NotTI,my Lord,by heaven. 
Mar, . Nor I,my Lord, obs (thinke it? 
Ham, How ſay you then, would heart of man once 
But you'l be ſecret ? | 
Both, 1,by heav'a,my Lord- 4 
Ham, There's ner a villaine dwelling in all Denmark 
But he's an arrantKnave. 
Hor, There nceds no Ghoſt my Lord, come from the 
Grave to tell us this« 
Ham, Why right, you are.i'th'right ; 
And ſo without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fic that wc ſhake hands,and part : 
You,as your bufineſſe and deſires ſhall point you : 
For every man has buſineſle and deſire, 
Such as it is : and for mine owne pooxe part, 
Looke youzIle goe pray, 
Hor. Thele are but wilde and hurling words,my Lord, 
Ham, I'm torry they offend you heartily : 
Yes faith, heartily. 
Hor. There's no offence my Lord. 
Ham. Yes,by Sainr Patricke,but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too,touching this Viſion here : 
It 1s an honeſt Ghoſt,that let me tell you : | 
For your deſire to know what is betweene us, 
O re-maſter'tas you may. And now good friends, 
ASyou are Friends,Schoilers,and Souldiers, 
Give me one poore requeſt. 
Hor. What is t my Lord? wewill. 
Ham, Never make knowne what you have ſeeneto 
Both, My Lord,we will not. (night, 
Ham, Nay,but ſwear't, 
Her. in faith my Lord,not1, 
Mar. Norl my Lord : 1nfaith. 
Ham, Vpon my Sword, 
Mar, We have ſworne my Lordalready. 
Ham, Indeed,upon my ſword, indeed, 
Gho, Sweare. Ghoſt cries under the Stage, 
Ham, Ahha boy,ſayeſt thou to, Art thou there truc- 
penny? Come on ,you heerethis fellow in the ſelleridge, 
Conſent to {weare. 
Hor. Propoſe the oath my Lord, 
Ham. Never to ſpcake of thisthat you have {eene, 
Sweare by my Sword, 
Gho, Sweare, 
Ham. Hic & vbique ? Then wee'l ſhift for ground, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
And lay your hands againe upon my ſword. 
Never to ſpeake of this that you have heard : 
Sweare by my Sword. 
Ghoſt, Sweare, (faſt? 
Ham, Wellſaid old Mole,can'ſt worke ith'ground ſo 
A worthy Pioner,once moreremove good friend. 
Hor. Oh day and night,but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. Andtherefore as a {tranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth Hora, 
Than are dream't of in our Philoſophy. But come, 
Here as before,neverfo helpe you mercy, 
How ſtrange or odde ſocrelI bearemy ſelfe ; 
(AsI —erchins hereafter ſhall thinke meet 
To put an Anticke diſpoſition on : ) 
Thar you at ſuch time ſeeing me,never ſhall 
With Armes encombred thus,or thus,head ſhake ; 
Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtfull phraſe ; 
As well, we know,or we could,and if we would, | 
Or if we lift ro ſpeake; or there be andif there might, 
Or fuch ambignous giving out tonote, That 
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That you know ought of we ; this not to doe : 


. Of his behaviour. 


| And thus, I know his father and his friends, 


| Quarrelling,Drabbing. You may goe ſo farre. 
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So grace and mercy at your moſt need helpe you : 
SWearce. 

Ghoſt, Sweare. 
Ham. Reſt,reſt perturbed Spirit : ſo Gentlemen, 
With all my love commend mero you ; 

And what ſo poore a man as Hamlet 1s, 

May doe Yexpreſſe his love and friending to you, 
God willing ſhall not lacke : let us goe in together, 
And ſtill your fingers on your lippes I pray, 

The time is out of joyat : Oh curſed {pight, 

That ever I was borne to ſect it right. 


Nay,come, lets goe together. | Exennt. 


TE 


oA tus Secundus, 


Enter Polonius and Reynolds. 
Polon.Give him his money,and thoſe notes Reynolds. 
Reynold, I will my Lord, 
Polen. You ſhall doe marvels wiſcly : good Reynolde. 
Before you vilitz him you make inquiry 


Reyneld. My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pol». Marry, well ſaid : 
Very well ſaid. Looke youlſir, 
—_— me firſt what Danskers are in Paris ; 
And how,and who;what meanes ; and where they keepe: 
What company,at what expence : and finding 
By this encompaſſement and drift of queſtion, 
That they doe know my ſonne : Come you more necre 
Than your particular demaunds will touch it, 
Take you as twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 


And in part him. Doe you marke this Reyno/do # 

Reynold, 1, very well my Lord, 

Polon. And in part him,but you may ſay not well ; 

But if t be he I meane,hees very wilde ; 
Addicted fo and fo ; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleaſe : marry,none ſo ranke, 
As may diſhonour him; take heed of that 
Bat Sir, ſuch wanton, wilde,and uſuall Clips, 
Asare companions noted and moſt knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Reynold. As,gaming my Lord, 

Polon. T,or drinking,tcncing,twearing, 


Rey. My Lord that would diſhoneur him. 

Polox. Faith no,as you may ſeaſon it in the charge ; 
You muſt not putanother ſcandall on him, 
That he is open to Incontinency | 
Thats not my meaning; but breathe his faultsſo quaintly, 
Thatthey may ſeeme the taints of liberty ; | 


> ———— 


The flaſh and out-breake ofa fiery minde, 
A ſavageneſſe in unreclaim'd blood of generall affault, 
Reynold, But my good Lord, 
Polon, Wherefore ſhould you doe this ? 
Reynol. I my Lord,T would know that. 
Polon. Marry Sir,here's my drift, 
And I beleceve ir isa fetch of warrant : 
Youlaying theſe ſlight ſulleyes on my Sonne, 
AStwere a thing a little ſoil'd i*th'working : (ſound, 
Marke you your party in converſe ; him you would 


; He does : what was I about to ſay ? 


The youth you breath ofguilty,be afſin'd 
Hecloles with you in this conſequence : 
Good {ir,or ſo,or friend,or Gentleman. 
According tothe Phraſe and the Addition, 
Of man and Countrey. 

Reynel. Very good my Lord. 

Polon. And then fir does he this ? 


I was about toſay nothing : wheredidT leave? 

Reynol. At cloſes in the conſequence : 

At friend,or ſo,and Gentleman. 

Reynol, Atclofes in the conſequence,l marry, 
Hecloſes with you thus, I know the Gentleman, 
I ſaw him ycſterday,or tother day z 
Orthen,or then,with ſuch and tuch,and as you ſay, 
There was he gaming,there o'rerooke in's Rouſe, 
Their falling out at Tennis ; or perchance, 

I faw.him enter ſuch a houſe of faile; 
Uzdelicera Brothell,or fo forth.See you now ; 
Your batt of faiſhood,takes this Cape of truth 
And thus doe we of wiſedame and of reach 
With Windleſſes,and with affayes of Byas, 
By indiretions finde directions our : 
So by my former Lecture and advice 
Shall you my ſonne ; you have me;have you not ? 
Reynol, My Lord I have. 
 Polm, God buy you ; fare you well. 
Reynol. Good my Lord. 
Polon. Obſerve his inclination in your ſelfe. 
Reynol. 1 ſhall my Lord. 
Polen, And let him ply his Muſicke. 
Reynol, Well,my Lord. Exit, 


Enter Ophelia. 
Pol, Farewell : 

How now Ophel:a,whats the matter ? 

Ophe. Alas my Lord,I have been ſo affrighted. 
Pol. With what,in the Name of Heaven ? 
Ophe. My Lord,as I was ſowing in my Chamber, 

Lord Hamlet with his avubler all unbrac'd, 

No Hat upon his head, his ſtockings foul'd, 

Vngartter'd,and downe-gyved to his Ancle, 

Pale as his ſhirt,his knees knocking each other, 

And with alooke fo pitreous in purport, 

As if he had been looſed out of Hell, - 

To ſpeake of horrors : he comes before me. 
Polog, Mad for thy Love ? 
Ophe, My Lord,I do not know:;but truly I do feare it. 
Polon. What faid he ? 

Ophe. Hetooke me by the wriſt. 

Then goes he to the length of all his Arme ; 

And with his other hand;thus o're his brow, 

He fals to ſuch peruſall of my face, 

As he would draw it. Long {tad he fo, 

Aclaſt,alittie ſhaking of my arme, 

And thrice his head rhus waving up and downe, 

He rais'da fizh, ſo hideous and profound, 

That it did ſeeme to ſhatter ali his bulke, 


| Andend his being. That doneghe lets goc, 
| And with his head over his ſhoulders turn'd, 


Heſcem'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adores he went without their helpe ; 
And to the laſt, bended their light on me, 
Polox. Goe with me. will goe {ceeke the King, 
This is the very extaſie ofLove, 
W hoſe violent propertic foredoes it ſelfe, - 


Having ever ſcene. Inthe prenominate crimes, 
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And leads the will todeſperate Vndertakings, 
As oft as any paſſion under heaven, 
Thar does affi&t our Natures, Iam ſorry, 
W hat have you given him any hard words of late ? 
Ophe. No my good Lord : but as youdid command, 
I did repell his Lerters,and deny'd 
His accefle to mc. 
| Pol. That hath made him mad. 
T am ſorry that with better ſpeed and judgement 
I hadnotquored him. I feare he did but trifle, 
Ard mcantto wracke thee : but beſhrew my jealouſic : 
It ſeemes 1t 1sas proper to Our Ape, 
To caſt beyond our {clvesin our opinions, 
Asit is common for the yonger ſort 
To lacke diſeretion. Come.goe we to the King, (move 
This muſt be knowne , which being kept cioſe might 
More gricfeto hide,than hare to utter love. Exenni, 


— 


I 


Scena Secunda, 


"— 
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Enter King, Queene Roſincroſſe,and Guilden- 
ſtare Cumalys. 

King, Welcome deare Rofincros and Gmildenſtare. 
Marcover,that we much did long to fee you, 

The need we have to uſe you,did provoke 

Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 
Ot Hamlets transformation: 101 call it, 

Since not rh'cxterior, nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was. VW hat it ſhould be 

More than his fathers death,that chus hath put him 
So much from th'underſtanding of himſelfe, 

' Teannor deeme of. I intreat you both, 

That being of ſo yong dayes brought up with him : 
And fince ſo Neighbour'd to his yourh,and humour, 
That you vouchſafc your relt here in our Court 
Somelittle time : ſo by your Companies 

To draw him onto pleaſares,and to gather 

So muchas from Occaſions you may gleane, 

That open'd iies within our remedy, 

© 9x, Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you, 
And ſure Tam,two menthere are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleaſc you 
To ſhew us ſo much gentry and good will, 

As to expend your tiaie with usa while, 

For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 

Your Viſitation ſhall reccive ſuch thankes, 

As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Roſin. Both your Maicſtics : 
Might by the Soveraigne power you have of us, 
Pur your dread pleaſures,more inco command | 
Than to Entreaty. 

Guil. We both obey, 

And here give up our ſclves,in the fullbent, 
Tolay our Services freely at your feet, 
To be commanded, 

Kin. Thankes Refincros,and gentle Guilderſtare, 
= 2x. Thankes Gui/denſtare and gentle Roſencras, 
And I beſteech you inſtantly to viſit 
My too-much changed ſonne. 

Goe ſome of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet js, 

Guil. Heavens make our preſenceand our praftiſes, 
| Pleaſant and helpefull-co him. —_ 


, 


| 


Lneen., Amen. 
Enter Polonins, 
Pol. The Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return'd, 
K:*g. Thou ſill haſt bin the father of good Newes. 
Pol. Have l,my Lord? Aſſure you,my good Liege, 
I hold my duty,as I hold my Soule, 
Both to my God,one to my gracious King : 
AndI doc thinke,or elſe this braine of minc 
Hunts not the trajle of Policy,1o ſure 
As I have us'd to doe , that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hawlers Lunacy. 
Kin, Oh ſpeake of that,thar 1 doe long to heare. 
Pol, Give firſt admittance toth' Ambaſſadors, 
My Ncwes ſhall be the Newes to that great Feall, 
King. Thy ſelte doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
Hetels me my ſweer Queene,that he hath found 
The head and {ourſe of ail your fonnes diſtemper. 
2x. 1 doubtit is no other,but the maine, 
His tathers death,and our orc-haſty Marriage. 
Enter Polonms,Voltimand, and Corneling. 
King. Well, we ſhail ſift him. Welcome good Friends; 
Say Voltimand,urhar from our Brother Norway ? 
Velt. Moſt taire returne of Greetings,and Deſires. 
Vpon our fir{t,he fent out to ſuppreſle 
Hrs Nephewes Levies,which to him appear'd 
Tobe apreparation 'gainſt the Polak; 
But Detrer look'd into,he truly found 
It was agatnſt your Highn:fle,whereatgrieved, 
Tat ſo his Sick nefſe, Age,and Impotence 
Was faltcly borne in hand,{endsout Arreſts 
On Fortinbras,vhich hc (in briefe)obeyes, 
Receives reduke from Norway : and in fine, 
Makes Vow before his Vncie,never more 


| Togiverivaſlay of Armesagainſt your Majeſty. 


W hc:icon old Norway overcome with joy, 

Gives him three theutanc Crownes in Annuall Fee, 
Ard his Commiilion to imploy thoſe Souldicrs 

So levicd as betorc,2gainit the Polak ; 

With an intreaty herein further ſhewne, 

Tha: 1t might picaſe you to give quict paſſe 


| Through your Dominiens for hisenterprize, 


Onſuch regai ds of ſafety and allowance, 

Astherein are ſer done, 
King, Ithkes us well: 

Andart our more conlider'd time wee'l read, 

Anſwer,and thinke upon this Buſineſſe. 

Meane time we thanke you,for your well-look't labour. 

Goe to your reſt,at night wee'l Feaſt together. 

Moſt welcome home. Exit eAmbaſ. 
Pol. This buſineſſe is very well ended. 

My Liege and Madrm,to expoſtulate 

What Majeſtie ſhould be,what Duty is, 

W hy day isday ; night,night ; and time is time, 

Were nothing but to waſte Night,Day,and Time, 

Therefore,ſince Brevitie is the Soule of Wit, 

And tediouſnefle,rhe limbes and outward flouriſhes, 

I will be briefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad : 

Mad call I it; for todefine true Madneſſe, 

What is't, burto be nothing elſe but mad. 


| But let that goe. 


.2#. More matter,with lefle Art. 
Pol. Madam,l ſweare I uſeno Art at all : 
That he 1s mae 'tis true : Tis true, tis pitty, 
And pitty it is true : A fooliſh figure, 
But farewell it : for I will uſeno Art. 
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' Mad letus grant him then : and now remaines 


'{ That we find out the the cauſe of this efte, 


Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this defect ; 
For this<ffe& defeRive, comes by cauſe, 
Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. Perpend. 
I have a daughter : have, whilſt ſhets mine, 
Who in her Duty and Obedience, marke, 
Hath giveu me this: now gather, and ſurmiſe. 
The Letter. 
Tothe Celeſtsall, and my Soules Idol, the mo5t beantified O- 
helias 
Thats an ill Phraſe, a vilde Phraſe, beautified is a vilde 
Phraſe : bur you ſhall heare theſe in her excellent white 
boſlome, theſe. 
Lace, Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol, Good Madam ſtay awhile, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou, the Starres are fire, 
Doubt, that the Sunne doth move : 
Donbt Trath to be a Lier, 
But never Doubt, [ love. , 
O acere Ophelia, 1 am ill at theſe Number : I have not eArt 
to reckon my grones z, bat that I love thee beft, oh mot Beft 
belceve nt. Adien. 

T hine evermore moſt deere Lady, whilſt this 

Hachine t to bim, Hamlet. 

This in Obedience hath my daughter ſhew'd me : 
And more above hath his ſoliciting, 


As they tell out by Time, by meancs, and place, 
All given to mine earc, 

King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me? 

King. As ofa man, faithfull and honorable. 

Pol.1 would faine prove ſo.But what might you think? 
When I had ſeene this hotlove on the wing, 
As | perceived it, I muſt tellyeu that 
Before my daughter told me; what might you 
Or my deere Majeſty you Queene heere, thinke, 
IF had playd the Dcske or Table-booke, 
Or given iy heatta winking, mute and dumbe, 
Or look*d upon this Love, with idie tight, 
\W hat might you thinke ? No, I went round to worke, 
And my yong Miſtris thus 1 did beſpeake ; 
Lord Hamlet 1s a Prince ont of chy Sphere, 
This muft rot bez and then, I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould locke her {elfe irom his Reſort, 
Admitno Meſſengers, receive no Tokens : 
Which done, ſhe tooke the fruites of my Advice, 
And he repulſed , a ſhort Tale to make, 
Fellinto a Sadneſle, then into a Faſt, 
Thence to a Watch, thence intoa Weakeneſic, 
Thence toa Lightnefle, and by thisdeclenſion 
Intothe Madnefſe whereon now he raves, 
Andall we waile for. 

King. Doe you thinketis this ? 

2ne. Tt may be very likely. | 

Pet. Hath there bene ſuch a time, Ide faine know that, 
ThatT have poſitively ſaid, tis ſo, 
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When itprov*d otherwiſe ? 

King, Not that I know. 

Pol. Takethis from this , if this be otherwile, 
If Circumſtances leade me, I will find | 
Where truth is hid, thoagh it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know ſometimes 


| He walkes foure houres together, heere 


ea... 


Inthe Lobby: 

Lee. So he has indeed. | 

Pol. Arſucha time Ilcylooſe my Daughter to him, 
Be youand I behinde an Arrasthen, 
Markethe:encounter 3 it he love her not, 
And benot from his reaſon falne thereon ; 
Let mebe no Aſliſtant for a State, 
And keep< a Farme and Carters, 

King. Wewill wy it. 


Enter Ham/et reading ou a Booke. 


Le, But looke where ſadly the poore wretch 
Comes reading. 
Pol. Away I doe beſeech you, both away, 
Ile boord him preſently. Exit King and 2 ueene. 
Oh give meleave. How does my good Lord Hamer. 
Ham. Well, g« d-a-mercy: 
Pol. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 
Haw. Excellent, excellent w<ll: yare a Fiſhmonger. 
Pol. Not 1 wy Lord. 
Ham. Thcn I would you were ſo honeſt a man. 
Pol. Honeit, my Lord? 
Ham. | fir, robe honeſt as this world goes, is to be 
oneman pick'd oatof two thouſand, 
Pol. Thats very true, my Lord, | ; 
Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge, 
being a good killing Car:ion 
Have you a daughter ? 
Pol, IT have my Lord: 
Ham, Let her not walke 1'th Sunne : Conception 1s a 
bleſſing, but notas your daughter may conceive. Friend 
looke roo't, 


Pol. How ſay you by that ?Still harping on my daugh- | 


ter : yet hc knew me not at firſt;he ſaid I was a Fiſhmon- 
ger 3 heisfarre gone, faire gone : and truly in my yourh, 
| ſuffred much cxtreamity for iove ; very necre this. He 
ſpeat.c to him againe., Whar doe you rea! my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, viords. 

Pol: What is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene whom ? 

Pel, 1 meane the matter you meane, my Lord. 

Ham. $Slanders fir: for che Satyricall {lave ſayes here, 
that old men have gray Beards ;that their taces are wrin- 
kled ; their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tree 
Gumme : a :d that they have a plentifuli Iocke of Wat, 
together wich weake hammes. All which Sir, though I 
moſt powerfully, and potently bek.eve, yer I hold it 


not Honeſty to have it thus fer downe : For you your | 


{elfe Sir, ſhovld be old as 1 am, it like a Crab you could 
goe backward. 

Pol. Though this be madneſle, 

Yetthere is Method in't ; will you walke 
Our of the ayre my Lord? 

Ham. Into my Grave ? 

Pol. Indeedthar 1s out oth Ayre : | 
How pregnant (lometimes) his Repites are ? 
A happineſfle, 

That ofren Madnefle hits on, 

Which Reaſon and Sanity could not 

So proſperouſly be deliver'd of, 

I will cave him, 

And ſodaincly contrive the meancs of meeting 
Betweene him, and my daughter. 

My honorable Lord, I willmoſt humbly 

Take my leave of you. 
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Haw. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that 
will more willingly part withall, except my life, my 
Polon, Fare you well my Lord. 
Ham. Theſe tedious old fools, 
| Polo, You goe to ſecke my Lord Hewlet, there he 
IS. 
Enter Roſincros and Guildenitar. 


Roſin. God ſave you Sir. - 

Guild. Mine honow'd Lord ? 

Reſin. My moſt deare Lord 3 

Ham. My excellent good friends ? How do'ſt thou 
ny. ? Oh, Refincros, good Lads: How doc yee 

the 

Roſin. Asthe indifferent Children of the earth. 

Gmuild. Happy, inthat wearenot over-happy: on For- 
tunes Cap, we are not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor the Soales of her Shooe ? 

Roſin. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. T hen youlive about her waſte, or in the mid- 
dle of her favour ? 

Gwld. Faith, her privates, wee 

Ham. Inthe ſecret parts of Fortune ? Oh, moſt true : 
ſhe isa Strumpet. Whats the newes. 

Rojſin. None my Lord ; but that the Worlds growne 
honellt. 

Ham. Thenis Doomeſday neere : But your newes 1s 
not true. Let me queſtion more in particular: what have 
you my good friends, deſerved atthe hands, of fortune, 
that ſhe ſends you ta Priſon hither ? 

Guild. Priſon, my Lord? 

Ham. Denmark's a Priſon. 

Roſfmm, Then is the World one. 

Ham, A goody one, 1n which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons ; Dewmarke being one o'th' 
wcrit, 

Rofin. Wethinke not ſo my Lord. 

Ham, Why then tis noneto you ; forthere is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes itſo :to me it 15 
a priton, 

Roſin, Why then your Ambition makes it one: tis 
too narrow for your minde, 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutſhell, and 
count my ſelfe a King of infinite ſpace ; were it not that 
I have bad dreames- 

Guild. Whichdreames indeed are Ambition: forthe 
very ſubſtance of the Ambitious, is meercly the ſhadow 
of a Dreame. 

Ham, A dreame it (elfe is but a ſhadow, 

Rofin. Traely, and [ held Ambition of ſo ayry and 
lighc a quality, thar it is buta ſhadowes ſhadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggers bodies ; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-itretcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes : 
ſhall we to th'Court : for, by my fey I cannot rea- 
lon? 

Both. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No ſuch matter. I will not ſort you with the 
reſt of my ſervants : for to ſpeake to you like an honeſt 
man : 1 am moſt d:icadfully accended ;but in the beaten 
way of friendſhip. W hat make you at E!/:nooer ? 

Rofſmm. To vilityou my Lord, no other occaſion. 

Ham. Bcgger that I am, 1 am even poore ju thankes ; 
but Ithinke you : and ſure deare friends my thankes 
are teo d:area halfepeny ; weie you not ſent for? Is it 
your owe. mclining ? Is ita free viſitation? Come, 


| 


——— WI. 


deale juſtly with me : come, come; nay ſpeake. 

Gmaild. What ſhouid we ſay my Lord? 

Ham. Why any thing. Butto the purpoſe ; you were 
ſent for; and there isa kind confeflion in your lockes; 
which your modeſties have not craft enough to co- 
lour,I know the good King and Queene have ſent for you, 

Roſin. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham, That you muſt teach me: but let me conjure 
you by the rights of our fellowſhip,by the conſonancy of 


| our youth,by the Obligation of our ever-preſerved love, 


and by what moredeare, a better propoſer could charge 
you withall ; beeven and dire with 'me, whether you 
were ſent for or no. | 

Roſen, W hat ſay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I have aneye of you ; if you love me 
hold not off. 

Guild. My Lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. IT will tell you why ; ſo ſhall my anticipation 
prevent your diſcovery of your fecrecy to the King and 
Q:1cene : moult no feather,I have of late,but wherefore 
I know not, loſt all my mirth, forgoene all cuſtome of ex- 
ercile ; and indeed, it goes ſo heavenly with my diipoli- 
tion ; that this goodly frame the carth,, ſeemes to me a 
ſterrill Promontoryzthis moſt excellent Canopy the Ayre. 
looke you,this brave ore-hanging,this Majctiical' Roofe, 
fretted wirhgolden fire: why,it appeared no other thing 
to me, then a foule and peltitent congregation of va- 
p=urs. What a piece of worke is a man ! How Noblein 
Reaſon ? how infivite in faculty ? in forme and moving 
how expreſſe and admirable? in Action, how like an An- 
gell? in apprehenſion,how likea god ? the beauty of the 
world, the Parragon of Animals; and y<t to me, whatis 
this Quinteſlence of Duſt 2 Man delights not mee 3 no, 
nor Woman neither ; though by your ſmiling you ſee me 
to ſay ſo. , | 

Reſin. My Lord, there 'was no ſuch ſlufe in my 
thoughts, 

Ham. W hy did you laugh, when I faid, Man delights 
not me ? | 

Rofin. Tothinke, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Players ſhall receive 
from you : we coated them on the way, and hither are | 
they comming to cfter you Service. 

Ham. He that pliayes the King ſhali be welcome; his 
M3jeſty ſhall have Tribure of me : the adventurous 
Knight ſhalluſe bis Foyle and Target : The Lover ſhall 
not ſigh gra:#, the humorovs man ſhall end his part in 
peace: the Clowne ſhall make thoſe laugh whoſe lungs 
are tickled ath' ſere: andthe Lady ſhall fay her mind 
freely ; or theblanke Verſe ſhak halt for't; what Players 
are they ? 

Rofin. Even thoſe you were wont to take delight inthe 
Tragedians of the City, 

Ham. How chances it they travalle 
dence both in reputation and profit was 
wayes. I. 

Roſzx. T thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late innovation? - - 

Ham. Doe they hold the ſame eſtimation they did 
when I was 1n the City ? Are they ſo follow'd ? 

Roſin. No indced, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it? doc they grow ruſty ? 

Rofin. Nay, their indeavour keepes in the wonted 
pace; But there is Sir an ayry of Children, lit 
Yaſes, that' cry our on the top of queſtion ; 4 
are moſt tyrannically clapt fort : theſe are 7 the 
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as 


Goolc-quils; and dare ſcarſe come thither. - 


owne Succeſſion, 


= 


the Queſtion. 
Ham. Ist poſſible ? 


braines. 
Ham, Doe the Boyes carry it away ? : 
Re/1, 1 that they do my Lord, H:rcules & his load too 


Denmarke, and thoſe that would make mowes at him 
while my father lived ; give twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates a peecc,for his picture in Little, There 1s ſome- 
thing in this more then Natural, if Philoſophy could 


find tr Outs | 
Flouriſh for the Players. 


| Guild, Thereare the Players, 
| Ham. Gentlemen, youare welcome to E/ſ;nooer: your 
| hands, come: The appurtenanceof Welcome,is Faſhion 
| and Ceremony, Let we comply with youin rhe Garbe, 
leſt my extent :o the Players (which I cell you muſt ſhew 
fairely ourward) ſhould more appeare like entertainment 
then yours. Youare welcome; but my Vnckle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiv'd. 

Guild, In what my deere Lord ? | 

Ham. I am but mad North, North-Weſt : when the 
Winde is Southerly, 1 know a Hawke from a Handſaw- 

Enter Polongus. 

Polo, VVell be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hearke you Gnildenftar, and you too: at each 
eare a hearer : that great Baby you ſeethere, is not yet 
out of his ſwathing clouts. | 

Roſin, Happily hes the ſecond time come to them; for 
they ſay,an old man is twice a child. | 

Ham, | will Propheſie, He comes to tell me of the 
Players. Marke it, you lay right Sir 3 fora Monday mor- 
nng twas ſo indeed. | 

Pol. My Lord, I have Newes to tell you. 

Ham, My Lord, I have Newes to tell you, 

When Roſcius an Actor in Rome | 

Pol. The Actors are come hither my Lord, 

Han, Buzze, buzzes 

Pol. Vpon mine honor. 

Ham. Then can each Actor on his Aſſe——— - 

Polo. The beſt Ators in the world, either for Trage- 
dy, Comedy, hiſtory , Paſtorall : Paſtoricall-Comical[- 
Hiſtoricall-Paſtorall : Tragicall-Hiſtoricall; Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hiſtoricall-Paſtorall : Scene indivible, or Po- 
em unlimited. Sexeca cannot be too heavy, nor Plantus 
too light, for the law of Writ, and the Liberty. Theſe 
xethe onely men. - + - : .. 

"ax O lephta Tudge of Iſrael, what a Treaſure hadſt 
nou ? | 

Pot. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord? 

i Ham. Why one faire Daughter, and no more. 


faſhion, and ſo be ratle the common Stages (ot hey 
call them) that many wearivg Rapiers, are aftraid of 


Ham. What are they Children? W ho waintaines em? 
How are they eſcoted ? Will they purſue the Quality no 
longer then they can ſing ? Willthey not fay afterwards 
if they ſhould grow themſelves to common Players (as 
it is ke moſt if their meanes are not better) their rl. 
ters doethem wrong,to make themexclaim again{t their 


Roſin. Faith there has been much to doe on both ſides: 
and the Nation holds it no ſinne, to tarre them: ro/Con- 


troverſie. There was for a while,no money bid for argu- 
ment, unlefſe the Poet and the Player went to Cuffes in 


Gmild. Oh there has beene much throwing about of 


Hams. It is not ſtrange for mine Vnck.e is King of 


The which heloved paſſing well, 
Pol, >till on my daughter. 
| Haw, Am1n0t ith'right old Tephea? 


terthat llovepaſling well. 
am. Nay that to;lowes not. 
Polo. What followesthen, my Lord ? 


my Abridgements come-: 
Enter fonre or five Players. 


thee well; Wetcome good friends. O tny old fricad ? 


beard me in Denmarke? What, my yong Lady and” M1- 
[tris? Berlady your Ladiſhip is neerer heaven'chen wh n 
I ſaw you laſt, by the altitude of a Chop.1ine- Pray God 
your voyce like a peece of uncurrantgold be not crak'd 
within the ring. Maſters,you areall welcome: we'll ene 
tot like French Faulconers,flyeat any thing we feczwe'll 
have aſpecch ſtraight, Come give us ataſt of your qua- 
lity : come, a paitionate ſpeech. 

I Flay. What ſpcech, my Lord ? : 

Ham. I heard thee ſpeake mea ſpeech once,but it was 


remember pleas'd notthe Million, twas Camtery to ihe 
Generall : butit was (as I received it, and others, v- hoſe 
Judgement in ſuch matters, crycdin the top of mine)Jan 
exccllcnr Play ; welldigeſt:d i1tithe Scznes, ſet downe 
with as much modeſty as cunning. I remember one faid, 
there was no Sallets in the lines, ro makethe marcer fa- 
voury ;nor no matter in the phraſe, that might indire the 
Author of affeztion, bur card it an honelt method.One 
chiefe ſpeech in it, I chieſely lov'd, twas e/Encas Tale 


tht Freax5an Berft. It jsnot ſo: it begins with Parrhus 
The rugged Pyrrhns, he whole Sable Armes 

Biackeas he purpoſe, did the night reſemble 

When his lay couched in the Ominous Horſe, 

Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion ſmear'd 
With Heraldry more difmall : heed to foote 

Now is heto take Geulles, horridly Trick'd 

W1th blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak'd and impaſted with the parching ltreets, 
Thatlendatyrannous, and damnedlight 

To their vilde Murthers, roaſted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o'rc-ſized with coagulate gore, * 

With eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus 

Old Grandfire Priam ſeekes. 

Pol, Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoken, with good ac_ 
cent, andgood diſcretion. - 
I Play. Anon he findes him, | 
Striking too ſhort at Greekes. His anticke Sword, 
Rebelltous to his Arme, lyes where it falles 
Repugnant to command : unequal match, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in Rage ſtrikes wide : 

But with the whiffe and wind of his fell Sword, 
Thunnerved father fzls. Then ſenſclefle llium, 
Seeming to feele his blow. with flaming rop 

Stoopes to his Bace, and witha hideous craſh 
TakesPrifoner Pyrrhu care. Forloe, his Sword - 
Which was declining on the Milky head 


Pol. If you call me /ephramy Lord, 1 have a daugh- 


Y*are welcome Maſters, welcome all.-I am glad' to ſee 


Thy face is valiant ſince 1 faw thee laſt : Comit thou to | 


never Acted : or if it was, notabovye once, for the Play I | 


ro Dido,and thereabout of it eſpecially,where he ſpeakes | 
of Priams ſlaughter. If it live in your memory, beginat | 
this Line, let me ſee, let me ſce: The rugged Pyrrhus like | 


Ham. WW hy, as by lot,God wot ? and then you know, 
It came to paſle, as moſt iike it was ; the firit rowe of 
the Pans Chanſon will ſhew you more, For looke where 
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So as apainted Tirant Pyrrhs ſtood, ; Refin, Good my Lord, 

Andlik'd a Newtrallto his willand matter, didnothivg- «Manet Hamle, 

But as we often ſee againſt ſome ſorme, Ham, Io, god buy*ye: Now Iam alone. 
A ſilegce inthe heavens, the Racke ftand ſill, Oh what a Rogue and Peſant ſlave am I ? 
The bold windes ſpeechleſle, andthe Orbe below Is1t not monſtrous that this Player heere, 
As huſh as death : Anon the dreadfull Thunder But ina Fiction, ina dreame of Paſſion, 
Dothrend the Region. So after Pyrrbus paule, Could force his ſoule ſoto his whole conceit, 
Arowſed Vengeance ſets him new a worke, Thatfroum her working, all his uifage warm'd ; 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall Teares in his eyes, diftraftionins Aſpet, 

On Mars his Armours, forg'd tor procfe Eterne, A broken voyce, and his whole function ſuiting 

With lefſe remorſe then Pyrrhu: bleeding ſword With formes, to his conceit? And all for nothing ? 
Now falles on Priam, For Hecaba? 

Out, out, thou Strumper-Fortune, all you gods, W hats Hecuba to him, or he to Heeuba, 

In generall Synod take away ber power : Thar he ſhould weepe tor her ? W hat would he doe, 
Breake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, Had he the Motiveand the Cue for paſſion 

And boule the round Nave downethe hill of heavery That I have ? He would drowne the Stage with teares, 
As low as to the fiends. And cleave the generall care with horrid ſpeech : 

Pol. This is too long: Make mad theguilty, and apale thefrce. 

Ham. It ſhall to'th Barbars, with your beard, Pre- | Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 
thee fay on : Hes for aligge, or a tale of Baudry, or he | The very faculty of eyes and Eares. Yet I, 
fleepes. Say on : come to Hecuba. A dull and muddy-merled Raſcall, peake 

1 Play.But who,O who, had ſcen the Mobled Queene. | Like Iohn a-deames, unpregnant of my cauſe, 

Ham. The Mobled Queene ? And can ſay nothing: No, not for a King, 

Pol, Thats good : Mobicd Queene is good, Vpon whole property, and moſt deere life, 

I Play. Run barc-foot up and downe, | A damn'd defeate wasmade. Am I a Coward ? 
Threatning the fame © Who calles me Villaine? breakes my pate a-crofle? 
With Biſſon Rheume : A clout about that head, Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes it in my face ? 

| Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe Tweakes me byth*Noſe ? gives me the Lye ith'Throate, 
About her lanke and all ore-tcamed Loynes, | As deepeasrto the Lungs ? Who does methis ? 

A blanket in th' Alarum of feare caught up. Ha ? Why I ſhould take it : for it cannot be, 

Who this had ſeene, with tongue in Venome ſtecp'd, But IamPigeon-Liver'd, and lacke Gall 

Gainſt fortunes State, would Treaſon have pronounc'd? | To make Opprefſion bitter, or erethis, 

Butif the godsthemſelves did ſee her then, I ſhould have fatced ali che Region Kites 

When ſhe ſaw Pyrrh make malicious ſport With this Slaves Offall, bioudy : a Bawdy villaine, 

In mincing with his Sword her husbandslimbes, Remorſlefle, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindleſle villaine! 

The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made Oh Vengeance ! 

(Vnleſſe things mortall move them not at all) Who? Whatan Aſſc am I ?T ſure, this is moſt brave, 

Would have made milche the Burning cycsot heaven, That 1, the Sonne of che Deere murthered, 

And paſſion in the Gods. Prompred to my Revenge by heaven, and hell, 

Pol. Looke where he has not tarn'd his colour, and | Mult (like a Whore) vnpacke my heart with words, 
has teares ins eycs. Pray you no more. And falla Curſing like a very Drab, 

Hem. Tiswell, ile havethee ſpeake out the reſt, ſoone. | A Scullion ? Fye upon't. Foh. About my Braine, 
Good my Lord, will you ſcethe Players well beſtow 'd. | I have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Doe ye heare,letthem be well us'd : for they are the Ab- | Have by the very cunning of the Sczne, 
ira&sand bricfe Chronicles of the rime. After your | Beene {trooke 1o tothe tovle, that preſently 
death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, then their | They have proclaim'd their MalefaRtions. 

1] report:yhile you lived. S/ For Murther, though it have no tongue, will ſpeake 

Pol. My Lord, I will uſe them according to their de- | ith moſt myrac::lous Organ. Ilc have theſe Players, 
fart. | Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 

Ham. Godsbodykins man, better. Vie every man | Before mine Vnkle. Ie obſerve his lookes 
after his deſart, and who ſhould ſcape whipping : uſe | Ile rent him tothe quicke : if he but blench 
them after your owne Honor and dignity. The iefle they | I know my courte. The Spirit that I have ſeene 
deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty. Take them | May be the divell, andrhe divell hath power 
iN. Taſſamea pleaſing ſhape, yea and perhaps 

Pol. Come firs. Exit PoJonirs, | Ont o: wy Weaknefſle, and my Melancholly, 

Ham. Follow him friends : we'll hearea play to mor- | As he is very potent with ſuch Spirits, 
row. Doſt thong heare me old friend, can you play the | Abnſes me to damne me. Ile have grounds 
murther of Gonzago? More Relative then this : The Plays the thing, 

Pla). I my Lord. Wherein Ile catch the Conſctence of the King» &*# 

Ham. We'll ha't to morrow night. You could for a | 
need ſtudy a ſpeech of ſome doſen or (ixteen lines, which Enter King, 2 neene, Polonins, Ophelia, Ro- 

I would fet downe, and inſert int? Could yenot 3 fincros , Guildenitar, and Lords. 

Flay. 1 my Lord. 

Hem. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you | Xing. And can you by no drift of circumſtaiice 
mocke him not, My good friends, Ile leave youtill mght | Get from him why he puts on this Confuſion 
| you are welcome to E!/onower ? | | Grating ſo harſhly all his daycs of quiet 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 

Reſin, He does confelle he feeles himſelfe diftraRed, 
But from what cauſe he will by no mganes ſpeake- 

Gmil. Nor doe we find him forwardto be founded, 
But with a crafty Madneſle keepes aloofe : *' 
When we would bring him onto ſome Confefſion 
Of his true ſtate, 

2 nee. Did hereceive you well ? 

Roſin. Moſt like a Gentleman. 

Guild. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition. 

Roſin, Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Moſt freein lnsreply. © 

2uee. Did youaſlay him to any paſtime? 

Reſin. Madan, it ſo fell out, that certaine Players' 
Weore-wronght on the way : of theſe we told hum, 
And there did ſeeme in him a kindof joy 
To heare of it 2 They are about the Court, 

And (as I thinke) they havealready order 
This night to play betore him. 

Pol. Tis moſt true ; | 
And he beſeech'd me to intreate your Majeſties 
To heare, and ſeethe matter. 

King, With all my hcart,and it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, + 
Give him a further edge, and drive hispurpoſe on - 
| Totheſe delights. 

Roſm, Weſhall my Lord. 

King: Sweet Gertrnde leave us too, 

For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
| That he, as twere by accident, may there 
Aﬀront Ophelia, Her father,and my ſelfe(lawfull eſpials) 
Will ſo beſtow our (elves, thar fecing untcene 

We may of their encounter frankely judge, 

And gather by him, as he 1s behaved, 

Itt be th'affliction of his toy e, or no- 

That thas he ſuffers for. 

2nce. I ſhall obey you, | 
And or your part Ophelia. I doe wil 
That your good beauties be the bappy cauſe- 

Of Hamlets wildnefle : ſo ſhall I hope your Vertnes 
Willbring him to his wonted way agatne, 

To both your honours. 

 Opbe. Madam, I with it may. © 

Pol. Ophetia, walke you heere. Gracious ſo pleaſe ye 
We will beſtow our ſelves : Reade on this booke; 

- | That ſhew of ſuch anexerciſe may colour 
Your lonelinefſe. We are oft too blame in this 
Tis too much prov'd, that with Devotions vilage, 
And pious Action, we doe {urge ore 
The divell himſclfe: 

King. Ohtis true :; 

How ſmart a laſh that ſpeech doth give my Conſcience ? 
The Harlots Checke beautied with plaiſtring Art 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helpes 1r, 
Then is my deede, to my moſt painted word, 
:Oh heavy Lanka ! SY” 
Pol.” T heare him comming, lets withdraw my Lord: 


E xennt. 


Enter Hamlet. | 

Ham. To be, or not to be, thatis the Queſtion : 
Whether tis Nobler inthe mind to ſuffer | 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Armes againſt a Seaof troubles, | 
Andby oppoſing cnd them: to dye, toſleepe 
Nomore : and by a fleepe, toſfay vicend ? 
The heart-ake, andthe thouſand naturallſhockes' 


Excunt. 


The Tragedy 


| That makes Calamity of ſolong life : 


them ſhape, or time to ate them in. W hat ſhouid 


That fleſh is heireto ? Tisaconfummation 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To dye'toleepe, © 
To ſleepe, perchance to Dreame; '1 there'stherab, .- 
For in that ſleepe of death, whardreames may come, 
When he have ſhufflel'd off this morrall coile, -- -* * 
Maſt give uspawſe. Theresthiereſpet 
For who would bearethe Whips and Seornes of time, 
The Opprefſors wrong, the poore mans Contumely,' -- 
The pangs of diſpriz'd Love, the Lawes delay, ' 
The infofence of Oitice, and the Spurnes ; 
That patient merit of the unworthy rakes, 
When he himſelte might his Zuierms make 
With a bare Bodkin> Who would theſe Fardlesbeare 
Togruntand ſweat undera weary hfe, 
But that the dread of ſomething after death, 
The undiſcovered Country, from whoſe Borne 
No Trayeller returnes, Puzels the will, 
And makes us rather beare thoſe illes we have, 
Then fiyeto others that we know not of. , 
T tus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the Native hew of Reſolution 
Is ficklied ore, withthe pale calt oſthought, 
Andenterprizes of great pith and moment, 
Withthis regard their Currants turne away, 
And looſe the name of Ation. Soft you now, 
The faire Ophelia? Nimph,iri thy Horizons 
Be all my finnesremembred. 
Ops. Good my Lord, 
How does your honor for this many a day ? 
Ham. ihumbly thanke you: well, well, well. 
Ophe. My Lord, I have Remembrances ef yours, 


| That 1 have ionged long to redeliver, 
| I pray you now, receive them, 


Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, 1 know right well you did, 
And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compog'd, 

As madethe things morerich, then perfume left : 
Take theſe againe; for to the Noble mind 
Rictigifts wax poore, when givecs prove unkind. 
T here my Lord. 

Ham. Ha,ha: Are you honeſt ? 

Ovhe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire ? ed. 

Ophe. What meanes you Lordihip ? 

Ham. That if you be honeſt and faire, your Honeſty 
ſhould admit no diſcourſe to your Beauty. 

Ophe. Could beauty my Lord, have better Comerce 
then your honeſty ? | 

Ham, Itruely : for the power of beauty, will ſooner 
transfurme honeity from what it is, toa Bawd, chen the 
force of honeſty can tranſlate Beauty into his likeneſſe, 
This was ſometimea Paradox, bat now the time givesit 
proofe. I did love you once. 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeve ſa. 

Ham. You ſhould not have beleeved ime. For vertue 
cannot fo inocculate our old ſtocks, but we ſhall relliſh 
of it. 1 loved younot. CE, 

Ophe. I was the moredeceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a Nunnery. Why wouldſt thou 
be a breeder of Sinners? ] amr my ſelfe indifferent honeſt, 
but yet I could accuſe me of fuch things, that it were bet= 
ter my Mother had not borne me.. I awvery prowd, re- 
vengefull. Ambitious, with more offences at my becke, 
then I have thoughts to putther in 1umaginarion,to 
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Fellowes as I doe crawling betweene heaven and Earth. | 


We zrearrant Knaves all, belecve none of us. Goe thy 
wayestoa Nunnery. -VW heres your father ? 

Ophe. At home, my Lord. | 

Har. Let the dooresbe ſhut upon him , that be may 
play the Foole no way, but'ins owne houſe. Farewell. 

Ophe. O helpe him, you ſweet heavens 

Ham. If thou doeſt Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 


| for thy Dowry. Be thouas chaſteas Ice,as pure as Snow, 


thou ſhalt not eſcape Calumny. Get thee toa Nunncry » 
Goe, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 
foole : for Wiſe men know well enough, what monſiers 
you make ofthem. Toa Nunnery goe,and quickly to. 
Farewell. | | 

Ophe. O heavenly Powers reſtore him. 

Hew. I have heardof your pratling too well enough- 
God has given you one pace, and you make your ſeifc an- 
other : you gidge,you amble,and you liſpe,and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneſle,!your 1gno- 
rance. Goe, ile no more on'c,it hath made me mad. 1 
fay, we will have no more Marriages. Thoſe that are 
married already, all but one ſhall, the reſt ſtall keepe as 
they are, Toa Nunnery, goes Exit Hamlet. 

Ophe. O whata Noble minde is heere ore-throwne? 
The Courtiers, Soldiers,Schollers ? Eye, tongue, {Wor d, 
TtrexpeRanſie and Roſe of the faire State, 

The glaſſe ol taſhion, and the mould of forme, 
Th'obſerv'd of all Obſervers, quite, quite downe. 
Have I of Ladies moſt deject and wretched, 

That ſuck'd the Hony of his Muſicke Vowes : 


| Now ſee that Noble, and molt Soveraigne Rezſon, 


Like ſweet bels iangled out of tune,and barſh, 


That unmatch'd fortune and feature of blowne youth, 
Blaſted with extaſie. Oh woe 1s me, h 
T have ſeene what I have ſeene : ſee what I ſ[ee» 


Emter King, and Polonius. y 10s 
King. Love? his affetions doe not that way tend, 

Nor what he ſpake, though it lack'd formea little, 
Was not like Madneſſe. I heres ſomething in his ſoule, 
Ore which his Melancholly fits on brood, 
And I doe doubt the hatch, and the diſcloſe 
Will be ſome danger, which to prevent 
I have in quicke A inarion 
Thus ſet ir downe, He ſhall with ſpeed to England 
Fer the demand of our negle&ted Tribute: 
Haply the Scas and Countries different 
With variable Objedts, ſhall expell 
This ſomething ſetled matter 1n his heart : 
W hereon his braines ſtill beating, puts him thus 


| From faſhion of himſelfe. What thinke you on'c? 


Pol. It ſhall doe well. But yet doe TI beleeve 
The Origin and Comtnencement of this gricfe 
Sprung from negleted love. How now Ophelia? 
Youneedenot tell us, what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 

We heard itall. My Lord, doe as you pleaſc, 

But if you hold it fit after the Play, 

Let his Queene Mother allalone intreat him 

To ſhew his Griefes : let her be round with him, 

And Ile be plac'd fo, pleaſe you inthe care 

Of all their conference. If ſhe find him not, 

To England ſend him : Or confine him where 

Your wiſedome beſt ſhall thinke. 

King. It ſhall be fo : | 

Madneſle in great Ones, muſt notunwatch'd goes 

| Exenn. 


| 


—_ 


Enter Hamlet, and noe or three of the Players. 


Ham, Speake the SpeechT pray you, as I pronounc'd 
1t to you trippingly on the Tongue . But if you mouthit, 
as many of your Players doe, I had aslive the Towne- 
Cryer had ſpokemy Lines;Nor doe not ſaw the Ayretoo 
much your hand thus, but uſe all gently ; for in the very 
Torrent, Tempeſt, and (as I may fay ) the W hirle-winde 
of paſſion, you muſt acquire and begeta Temperancethar 
may giveit Smoothneſle, O it offends me to the Soule, 
to ſee a robuſtious Pery-wig-parted fellow, teare a Paſſi- 
on totatters, to very ragges, to ſplit the cares of the 
Groundlings : who (for the moſt part) are capeable of 
nothing, bur inexplicable dumbe ſhewesz and noiſe: I 
could have ſucha fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant: 
it ont-Heyods Herod. Pray you avoyd it, 

Player. T warrant your honor. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither : but let your owne 
Diſcretion be your Tutor. Sure the Action to the word, 
the word to the Attion, with this ſpeciall obſervance : 
That you ore-ſ{top not the modeſty of Nature ; for any 
thing ſo over-done,1s from the purpoſe of Playing,whole 
end both at the firſt and now, was and is,to hold as twere 
the Mirrour up to Nature; to ſhew Vertue her owne 
Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the very Age and 
Body cf the Time, his forme aud prefſure. Now, this 
over-done, or come tardy off, thoughit makethe unskil- 
full laugh, cannot but make the judicious greive; The 
cenſure of the which one, muſt 1n }your allowance ore» 
ſway a whole Theater of others. Oh, there be Players 
that I have ſecne Play, and heard others praiſe, and that 
highly (not to ſpeake it prophanely ) that neither having 
the accent of Chriſtians,nor the gate of Chriſtian,Pagan, 
or Norman, have ſo ſtrutted and bellowed, that I have 
thought ſome of Natures Iouerncy-men had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo ab- 
hominably. 

Play. I hope we have reform'd.that indifferently with 
us, Sir. 

Ham. O reforme italtogether. And let thoſe thatplay 
your Clownes,fpeake no more then is ſet down for them- 
For there be of them, that will themſelves laugh, to ſet 
on ſome quantity of barren Spectators to langh too, 
though in the meane time, ſome neceſſary queltion of 
the Play bethen to be conſidered : thats Villanous, and 
ſhewesa molt pittifull Ambition in the Foole that uſesit- 
Goe make you ready. Exent Players: 


Emer Polonins, Rofincros, and Guildenitare. 


How now my Lord, 
Willthe King beare this peece of Forke? 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that preſently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make haſt. Exit Polonim. | 
Will you two helpe to haſten them ? 

Both, We will my Lord. 

Emer Horatio. 

Ham, What hoa, Horatio ? 

Hora. Heere ſweet Lord, at your ſervice. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art eene as juſt a man 
Asere my Convſeration coap'd withall. 

Hors. O my deere Lord. . 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
Thatno Revennew haſt, but thy good ſpirits 


E xeunt * 
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To feed and cloath thee. Why.ſhonld the poore be flat- 
No, let the Candied tongue, like abſurd pompe, (terd 
And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow faining ? Doſt thou heare; 
Since my deere Soule was Miltris of my choyſe, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, herele&ion 

Hath ſeal'd thee for her ſeclfe. For thou haſt beene 
Asone in ſuffering all,that ſuffers nothing. 

A man that Fortunes buffets, and Rewards 

Hath tane wirh<quall thankes. And bleſtare thoſe, . 
Whole blood and Indgement are fo well co-mingled, 
That they are nota Pipe for fortunes finger. _ 
Toſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paſſions Slave, and I will weare him 

In my hearts Core : I, in my heart of heart, 

As1 doe thee. Something too much of this. 

There isa Play to night before the King, 

One Sczne of it comes neere the Circumſtance 
Which I have told thee, of my Fathers death. 

I prethee, when thou ſeeft that Act a-foot, 

Even with the Comment of my foule 

Obſerve mine Vnkle : if his occulted guilt, 

Doe not it ſelfeankennell in one ſpeech, 

Itis a damned Ghoſt that we have ſcene : 

And my imaginations are as foule 

As Vulcans Styth. Give him needfull note, 

For I mineeyes will rivet to his face? 

And after we will both our judgement joyne, 

To cenſure of his ſeeming. 

Hora. Well my Lord. 

If he ſteale ought the whilſt this Play 1s playing, 
And ſcape deteRing, I will pay the Theft. 


Enter King , 2 ueene, Polonins, Ophelia, Roſincror, 
Guildenſtar, and other Lords attendant, with 
his Guard carrying T orches. Daniſh 
March. Sound a Flonriſh, 

Hem, They are commingto the Play : I muſt be idle. 
Get youa place. | 

King. How fares our Coſin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent ifaith, of the Camelions diſh :,I cate 
the Ayre promiſe-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons ſo. 

King. 1 have nothing with this anſwer Hamler, theſe 
wordsare not nine. by 

Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
ith'Vniverſity, you ſay ? 


' Polos, That Idid my Lord, and was accounted a good 


Adore 
Ham. And what did you enact ? 


| Polo, Tdid enaRt Inline Ceſar, 1 was kill'dith'Capitoll: 


Brutus kill'd me. | 

Ham. It was a bruite part of him, to kill ſo Capitall a 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? | 
Koſm. 1 my Lord, they ſtay upon your patience. 
Luce, Come hither my good Hamier, (it by me. | 
Ham. No good Mother, heres Mettle more attractive, 
Polo. Oh ho, doe you marke that ? 
Ham. Lady, ſhall I lye in your Lap? 
Ophe. No my Lord. | 
Ham. I meane, my head upon your Lap ? 
Ophe, I my Lord, . IN 
Ham. Doe youthinke I meant Country matters? 
Ophe. lIthinke nothing, my Lord. 
Ham.T hats a faire thought to lye between Maids legs 
Obpe. What is my Lord? 


Le, 


th. 


| 


| 


For womens Feare and Love, holdsquantity, 


Ophe, Youare merry, my Lord? 
Ham. WhoI?. + 


Ophe. I my Lord. © bo :: 
Ham. Oh God, your onely Iigge-maker : whatſhonld 


a man doe, but be merry.-For looke-you how'cheereful- | 


ly my Mother lookes, and my father dyed within's two 
honres. | LW9nS OY 

Ophe. Nay, tistwice two monerhs, my Lord. 

Ham, So long ? Nay then let the Divell weare blacke, 
for Ile hauea ſue of Sables. Oh heavens ! dye two mo- 
neths agoe, and not forgotten yet? Then theres hope, a 
great mans Memoty, may out-live his life halfe a yeare : 
But berlady he muſt build Churches then : or el{e ſhall 
he ſuffer not thinking on, withthe Hoby-horſſe, whoſe 
Epitaph 1s, for o, for 0, the Hoby-horſe is forgot. © 


Hoboyesplay, The dumbe ſhew enters. _ 

Enter a King and 2 ugene,vvery lovingly ; the 2 ueens embra- 
cing kim. She khneeles; and makes ſhew of Proteftation unto 
him. He takes her up and d:clmes his head upon ber necke. 
Layes h m downe upon a Banke of Flowers. $he ſeeing him 
a-ſlcepe, leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes off hu 
Crowne, kiſſes it, and powers poy(on in the Kings eares, and 
Exits. The Ducene returnes, findes the” King idead, and 
makes paſſionate Aftion, The Poyſoner, ' with ſame two or 


three Mutes comes in againe, ſteming to lament with her. 


The deaa body is carried away : T he Poyſoner Woves the 
Lugene with Gifts, ſhe ſeemes loath and unwilling awhile, 
but in the end, accepts his loves Exennt, 


Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord ? TX 

Ham. Marty this is Miching /alicho, that meanes 
Miſchiefe, _ 
— Be like this ſhew imports the Argument of the 

ay ? 

Ham. We ſhall know bythcle fellowes : the Players 
cannot keepe counſel], they'll rell all... | 

Ophe. Will they teiffhs what this ſhew meant? 

Ham, I, orany ſhew that you'll ſhew him. Be not 
you aſham'd to ſhew, he'll not ſhame to tell you what it 
meanes, | Fi 

0_ Yoyare naught, you are naught, Ile make the 
Plays 
, Enter Prologue. 

For us, and for our Tragedy, 

Heere Hoopmg to your Clemency : 

. Webeggeyonr hearing Patiently, | 
Ham. Is thisa Prologue, or the Poclieof a Ring ? 
Ophe. Tisbriefe my Lord, | 
Ham. As Womans love. 


Enter King, and his DN meene, 

King. Full thirty times hath PheeLus Cartgon round, 
Neptunes falt Waſh, and Tellme Orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen Moones with borrewed ſheene, 
About the World have time, twelve thirties beeney 
Since love our hearts, and Hymendid our hands 
Vnite comutuall, in. moſt ſacred Bands. 

nee. So many journics may the Sunne and Moone 
Make usagaine count ore, ere love be done. 
But woe is me, youare ſo ficke of late, | 
So farre from cheere,and from your former ſtate, 
ThatT diſtruſt you : yer though I diftruft, 
Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muſt : - | 


| 
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In neither ought, or in extremiy : 
Now what my love is, proofe hath made you know, 
And as my Loveis ſiz, my feare is ſo, 
King. Faith I muſt leave thee Love, and ſhortly too : 
My o5erant Powers my fun&ions leave to doe 
And thou ſhalr live in this faire world behind, 
Honor'd, belov'd, and haply, one as kind. 
For husband ſhalt thou 
2xe. Oh confound the reſt : 
Such Love, muſt needs be Treaſon in my breſt : 
In ſecond husband, let me be accurlſt, 
None wed the ſecond, but who killd the firſt. 
Ham, Wormewood, Wormewood, 
FB zee, The inſtances that ſecond Marrage move, 
Are baſe reſpeRs of Trift, but none of Love. 
A ſecond time, I kill my husband dead, 
W hen ſecond husband kiſſes ne inBed. 
King. Ideebelceye you-Thinke what now you ſpeake: 
But what we docdctermine, oft we breake ; 
Purpoſe is but the ſlave to Memory, 
Of violent Birth, but poore yaiidity : 
Which now like fruite unripe ſtickes on the Tree, 
But fall unſhaken, when they mellow be. 
Moſt neceſlary tis, that we forget 
To pay our ſelves, whar to our {elves is debt :; 
What to our ſelves in pailion we propoſe, 
The paſſion ending, doth the purpole loſe. 
The violence of other Griefe or joy, 
Their owne enators with themſelves deſtroy « 
Where Ioy moſt Revels, Griefedoth moſt lament; 
Griefe joycs, loy greeves otifl:nder accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor tis not ſtrange 
That even our Loves ſhould with our Fortunes change. 
For tisa queſtion left us yet toprove, 
Whether Love lead fortune, or elſe fortune Love. 
The great man downe, you mark<e his favourite fiyes, 
The poore aduanc'd makes ſriendsof Enemies : 
And hither ro doth Love on fortune tend, 
For who not needs,ſhall never lactea friend ? 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Dire&!y ſeaſons him his Enemy. 
But orderly to end, where I begun, 
Our Wiles and Fares doe ſo contrary run, 
That our Devices {till are overthrowne, 
Qur thoughtes are ours, their ends none of our owne, 
So thinke thou wilt no ſecond husband wed. 
But dyethy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead. 
Luee. Nor Earth to give mefood, nor heaven light, 
Sport and repoſe locke from me day and night: 
Each oppoſite thatblankesthe face of joy, 
'} Mect what I would have well, and it deſtroy ; 
Both heere, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, 
If once a Widdow, ever I be Wife. 
Ham. If ſhe ſhould breake it now. 
King. Tis deepely ſworne ; 
Sweet, leave me heare a while, 
My ſpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedtous day with ſleepe, 
2 ee. Sleepe rocke thy braine, 
And never come miſchence betweeneus tiyaine, 
Ham. Madam,how like you the Play ? 
One, The Lady proteits roo much methinkes, 
Ham. Oh but ſhe'll keepe her word, 


Sleepes. 
Exmu, 


| fence ith'world. 


King. What doe you call the Play ? 

Ham. The Mouſe-trap : Marry how ? Tropically: 
This Play isthe image ofa murder done in Uiewne; Gon. 
249015 the Dukes name, his wife B«priit«: you ſhall ſee 
anon: tis a knavith peece of worke: But what o'that ? 
Your Majeſty, and we that have free ſoules, it touches 
usnot:letthe gall'd jade winch: our withers are unrung, 

Emer Lucsantee 
This is one L#c:a»w nephew to the King. 
Ophe, You area good Chorus. my Lord. 


Ham. I could interpret betweene youand your love : 


if I could fee the Puppets dallying. 
Ophe. Youare keene my Lord, you are keene. 
Fogg It would coſt you a groaning, to take off my 
edge. | 
Ophe. Still better and worſe. 
Ham. So yoy miftake husbands- 
Begin Murderer. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and 
begin. Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Re- 
Venge. 
Luciav. Thonghts blacke, hands apt, 
Drugges fit, and Time agreeing : 
Contederate ſeaſon, cl{c no Creature ſeeing : 
Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight-Weecds colleRted, 
With Heca:s Ban, thrice blaltcd, thrice inteRed, 
Thy naturall Magicke, and dire property, 
Ou wholtomclife, uſurpe immediately. 
Pewres the poſen in his eares. 
Ham, He poyſons him Ith' Garden fors eſtate ; His 
names Gonzago: the Story is extant and Writ in choyce 
Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
love of Gonzagos wiſe, 
Ophe: The King riſes. 
Ham. What, trighted with falſe fire. 
Que, How fares my Lord ? 
Pol. Give o're the Piay. 
Kg. Giuc me ſoine Light. Away, 
All. Lights, Lights, Lights. 
[1:xet Hamlet and Horatio. 
Fam. Why let the {irucken Deere goe weepe, 
The Heart ungalled play 2 
For Tume mult watch, while ſome muſt fleepe ? 
So runnes the world away. 
Would not this Sir, anda Forreſt of Feathers, if the reſt 
of my fortunes turne Turke with me ; with rwo Provin- 
ciall Roſes on my rac'd Shoaes, get mea Fellowſhip in 


_ (Exenm. 


' a cry of Players (ir. 


Hor. Halfe a ſhare, 
Ham. A whole one, 
For thou doſt know 3 Oh Damoxndeere, 
This Realme diſmantled was of [ove himfelfe, 
And now reignes heere, 
A very very Pajocke. 
Hora. You might have Rim'd. 
Ham. Oh good Horatio, le take the Ghoſts "word for 
a thouſand peund. Didft perceive? 
Hera. Very well my Lord. 
Ham. Vpon thetalke of the poyſoning ? 
Hora, I did very well note him. 
Enter Rofencros, and Guildenſtar, 
Ham.Oh,ha?come ſome Muſick.Come the Recorders 
For if the King like not the Comedy. 


| 


| King. Haveyouheard the Argument, is thereno Of. 
fence 1n't? | 


Why then belike he likes itnor perdy- 
[) | 
Ham. No, no, they doebut jeſt, poyſonin jeſt, no Of- 


Come ſome Muſlicke. | +45 
Guild, Good my Lord,vouchſafe me a word with you. 


Haw. 


—_©_ —_ 
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Has. Sir; a whole Hiſtory. 

Guild. The King, firs 

Hams. I ir, what of him. | | 

Guild, Is in his retyrement, marvellous diſtemper'd. 

Ham, With drinke Sir ? 

Guild, No my Lord, rather with choller. 

Ham. Your wiſedome ſhould ſheyw it ſelfe more rich 
to fignifiethis to his DoRor ; for meto put him to his 


Choller. 

Guild. Good tny Lord put your diſcourſe into ſome 
frame,and ſtart not ſo wildly from my atfaire- 

Ham. I am tame Sir, pronounce. | Ide 

Guild. The Queene your Mother, in moſt great affli- 
tion of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you, 

Ham, Youare welcome. 

Gnild.. Nay, good my Lord, this courteſie is not of 
the right breed. Ifit ſhall pleaſe you to make me a whol- 
ſome anſwer, I will doc your Mothers command'ment : 
if not, your pardon, and my returne ſhall be the end of 
my buſineſle. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guild. What my Lord ? 

Ham. Make youa wholeſome anſwer : my wits dif- 
eas'd. But fir, ſuch anſwers as I can make,you ſhall com- 
mand : or rather you ſay, my mother : therefore no more 
but to the matter. My mother you ſay. 

Roſin. Then thus ſhe ſayes : your behavior hath ſtroke 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Haw. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can ſo aſtoniſha 
Mother. Butisthere no fequell at the heeles of this Mo- 
thers admiration ? | | 

Rofn, She deiires to ſpeake with you in her Cloſler, ere 
you goe to bed. 

Ham. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother, 
Have you any further Trade with us ? 

Reſin, My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So Tdoe ſtill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 

Rofin., Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of deſtem- 
per ? You doe freely barre the doore of your owne Liber« 
ty,if you deny your gricfes to your friends 

Ham. Sirl lacke Advancement, 

Rofon. How can that be, when you have the voyce of 
the King himſelfe, for your Succeſſion tn Denmarke ? | 

Ham. I, but while the grafſe growes, the Proverbe 1s 
ſomething muſty. . | 

Enter ove with a Recorder, 
Othe Recorder. Let me ſee,to withdraw with you,why 
doe you goe about to recover the wind of me, as if ycu 
would drive me into a toile ? 
_ Gmild. O'my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love 
| 1s too unmannerly, | 
Ha, 1doe notwell underſtand that. Will you play 
upon thisPipe? | 
Guild. My Lord, I cannot- 
Ham. I pray you. 
Guild, Beleeve me, I cannot. 
Ham. I doe beſcech you. | 
Guild. I know no touch of it, my Lord. 
{ Ham. Tisascafic as lying: governe theſe Ventiges 
with your finger and thumbe, give it breath wich your 
mouth, and it will diſcourſe moſt excellent Mulicke. 
Looke you, theſe are the ſtoppes., - 

Gnild. But theſe cannot I command to any utterance 
of harmony, I have not the skill. | | 

Ham. Why looke you now, how unworthy a thing 


—— 


Purgation, would perhaps plundge him into farre more 


you make of me : you would play upori me : you would 
feeme to know my ſtops:you would plucke our the heart 
of my Myſtery ; you would ſound me from my loweit 
Note, to the top of my compaſle : and there is much M';- 
> ſicke,excellent Voyce,in this little Organe, yer cannet 


plaid on, thena Pipe 2 Call me what inſtrument you v {11 
though 3 ou can fret me, you cannot play upon me. Cod 
blefle your Sir. 

Enter Polonings. 


and preſently. 
Ham, Doe you ſee that Clowd? thats almoſt in ſhape 


like a Camell. 
Polon. By th*Miſſe, and its like a Camell indeed. 
Ham. Me thinkes it islike a Weazell. 
Polon, Itis back'dlike a Weazeli. 
Ham. Orlikea Whale? 
Poon. Verylikea Whale, _ 
Ham. Then will 1 come to my mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of my bent. 
I will come by and by. 
Polon. 1 will fay 10. Exit. 
Ham. By and by, is eaſily ſaid. Leave me friends : 
Tis now rhe very witching time of night, 


Contagion tothis world. Now could I drinke hot blood, 
And doe ſuch bitter buſineſle as the day 

Would quaketolooke on. Soft now, to my mother : 
Oh heart, looſe not thy Nature ; let notever 

The Soule of Nero, enter this firme boſome : 

Let me be cruell, not unnaturall, 

I will fpeake Daggers to her, but uſe none ; 

My tongue and 1ou'c 15 this be Hypocrites. 

How in my words ſomever the be ſheut, 

To give them leaies, never my foule conſent. 


Enter King, Roſincros, and Gmildenſtay. 
King. I hike him nor, nor {tznds it fafe with us, 
Tolet hismadneſſe range. Theretore prepare you, 
I your Commiſſion will forthwirh diſpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you, 
The termes of our eſtate, may not endure 
Hazard ſodangerousas doth hourcly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 
Guild. We will our ſelves provide : 
Moſt holy and Religious feare it is 
To keepe thoſe many bodies ſafe 
That live and feede upon your Majeſty, 
Reſin, The fivgle 
And peculiar life is bound 
Withali theſtrength and Armour of the minde, 
To keepe it ſelte from noyance ; but much more, 
That Spirit, upon whoſc ſpirit depends and reſts 
The lives of many, the ccale of Majcity 
Dies not alone : but like a Gulte doih draw 
Whats ncere it, withit, Irisa wafliz wheele 
Fixt on the Somnet of the highelt Mount, 
Towhoſ: huge Spoakrs, ten chon/andlefler things 
Are mortiz'd andadjoi'd ; which when it falles, 
Each ſmall! an12xment, pett'7 conrequence 
Attends the boyſtrous Ruine. Never alone 
Did the King {ighc, but with a gznerall grone 
King. Arnie you, I pray youtothis ſpeedy Voyage ; 
For we will Fetters par upon this feare, 


M— 


you tnake it, Why doe you thinke, that 1 am ealierto be | 


Polon, My Lord ; the Queene would ſpeake with you | 


When Churchyards yawne, and hell t ſelfe breaths out | 


Which | 


| 


q 
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Which now goes too free-foeted. 
Both. We will haſte us. 
Enter Polanttt. . 
Pol. My Lord, hes going to his Mothers Cloſlet : 
Behiade the Arras Ile convey my lelfe 


E xexnt Gent, 


: d 
To hearethe'Proceſſe. Ie warrant ſhe'll tax him home. 


And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it f{aid, 
Tis mecte that ſome more audience then a Mother, 
Since Nature makesthem partiall, ſhould o're-heare 
The ſpecch of vantage, Fare you well my Liege, 
Ile call upon you ere you goe to bed, 
Andrell you whatI know. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord, 
Ohwy offence is ranke, it ſmelsto heaven, 
It haththe primalleldeſt curſe upon't, 
A brothers murther. Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as ſharpe as will : 
My (tronger guilt, defeats my ſtrong intent, 
And like a man todouble buſinefle bound, 
I ſtand in pauſe whereT ſhall firſt begin, 
And both negle& ; what if this curſed hand 
Were thicker then it ſelfe with brothers blood, 
Is there nor Raine enough in the {weet heavens 
To waſh it white as Snow ? Whereto ſerves mercy, 
But to confront the viſage of Oftence ? 2 
And whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ſtalled ere we come to fall, | 
Or pardon'd being downe? Then Ile louke up, 
My fault is paſt. But oh, what forme of Prayer 
Can ſerue my turne ? Forgive me my toule Murther : 
That cannot be, (ince Iam (till poſſeſt 
Ofthoſe effe&s for which I aid the Murther 
My Crowne, mine-owne Ambition, and my Quecne : 
May one be pardoi'd, and retaine th'offence & 
In the corrupted currants of this world, 
Offencesguilded hand may ſhove by luſtice, 
And oft tis ſeene, the wicked prize it ſelfe * 
Buyes out the Law ; but tis not ſo above, 
There is no ſhuffling, therethe Action lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our ſelves compell'd 
Even to the teeth and forchead of our ftaulrs, 
To give in evidence. W hatthen ? Whet reſts ? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wretched ate? Oh boſome, blackeas death ! 
Ohlimed ſoule, thar ſtrugling to be free, 
Art more ingag'd : Helpe Angels, make aſlay : 
Bow ſtubborne knees, and heart with ſtrings of Steele, 
Be ſoft as ſinewes ef the new-borne Babe, | 
All may be well. 


Exits 


Enter Hamlet. — 
Ham, Now might I doe it pat, now he is praying, 
And now Iledoo't, and fo he gocsto heaven, 
And ſo am Ireveng'd : that would be ſcann'd, 
A Villaine killes my Father, and for that 
I his toule Sonne, doe this ſame Villaine ſend 
To heaven. Oh this is byreand Sallery, net Revenge. 
He tooke my Father groflely, full of bread, 
With all his Crimes broad blowne, as freſh as May, 


| And howhis Audit ſtands, who knowes, ſave heaven : 


Bur in onr circumſtance and courſe of thought 
Tis heavy with him : andam I then reveng'd, 


| To take him in the purging of his Soule, 


When he is fit and ſcaſon'd for his paſſage ? No. - 


| VpSword, and know theua more horrid hent 


| When he isdrunke aſlcepe; or in hisRage, 


Or in th'inceſtuous pleaſure ofhis bed; 

At gamivg, ſwearing, or about ſome ate 

That hasno relliſh of Saluation in't; 

Then trip him, that his heeles may kicke at heaven, 

And that his Soule may be as damn'd and blacke - 

As hell, whereto it gots. My Mother ftayes, 

This Phyſicke but prolongs thy ſickly dayes, Exit, 
King. My words flyeup,my thoughts remaine below, 

Words without thoughts, never to heaven goes Ex, 


Enter Vuceene and Polonia, 
Folv. Hewill come ttraight : 
Looke you lay home to him, b: 


| Tell him his prankes have beentoo broad to berreyith, 


And that yovr grace hath ſorce'r:d, and ftocd betweene 
Much hear, and bim. 1le filence me e'ne heere : 
Pray you be round with him. 
Harm. within. Mother, mother, mother. 
ue. 11e warrant you, teare me not. 
Withdraw, I heace him comming. 
Enter Hamlet, 
Ham. Now mother, whats the matter ? 
Lue, Famlert,thou haſt thy father much offended, 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Qxe. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue, 
Ham, Goe,goe, you queſtion with an idle tongue. 
Lvue. Why how now Hamlet. 
H.m. Whats the matter now ? 
Le, Have you forgot me ? 
Ham, Noby the Rood, not ſo : 
Youare the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 


| But would you were notſv. Yeu are my Mother. 


2xee. Nay, then Ileſet thoſe toyou that can ſpeake. 
Fem. Come, come, and fit you downe, y ou ſhall not 
boudpe : 
You goe not till I ſet up a glaſſe. 
W here you may ſee the inmelſt part of you? 
ne. Whar wilt thou doe? thou wil: not murther me? 
Heipe. helpe, hoa. 
Pol. W hat hoa, helpe, helpe, helpe. 
Ham. How now,a Rat ? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pl. Oh Tam ſlaine. Killes Polony, 
2 nee. Oh me, what haſt thou done ? 
Hzsm. Nay | know not, is itthe King? 
Luce, Oh whata raſh, and bloody deed is this? 
Ham. A tloody decd, almoſt as bad good Muther, 
As killa King, and marry with his brother. 
Dee, As killdaKing ? 
Ham. I Lady, twas my word. 
T hoa wretched, raſh, intruding foole farewell, 
[ rooke thee for thy Betters, tae thy fortune, 
Thou findſt to be too buſie, is tome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe, 
Andfet me wring your heart, for ſo I ſhall 
If it be made of penetrable ſtuffe ; 
If damned Cuſtome have not braz'd it ſo, 
That it i9ggxocfe and bulwarke againſt Senſe. 
24. What have I done; that thou darſt wag thy 
Innoyſe {Gude againſt me ? (tongue, 
Ham, Such'an A&t . 
That blurres the grace and bluſh of Modeſty, 
Cals Vertue Hypocrtee, takes off the Roſe 
From the faire forcheadigf an innocent love, 


* And makes a ber here: Makes marriage vowes 


As falſe as DicersG@athes. Ohſucha deed, 


— 


at 


| —_— —  _—__.. 


The 7 rapedy of Hamlet. 


Asfrom the body of cqntraRion pluckes 
The very ſoule, and ſweet Religion makes 
A rapſody ot words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this-{olidity and compound maſſe, 
Wh triſtfull viſage as againſt the doome, 
Is chought-ſicke at the act. 
2 nee. Aye me , what af, that roares ſo lowd, and 
thundersin the Index F 
Ham. Looke heere upon this Piure, andon this, 
The counterfer preſentment of two brorhers : 
See what a grace ſeated on his Brow, 
Hyperions curles, the front of Iove him: Ike, . 
Ancyelike Mars, tothreatenor coinmand 
AStation,like the Herald Mcrcury 
Now lighted on a heaven-kiiling hill : 
A Combination, and a forme indeed, 
Where every goddid fecme tofet his Seale, 
Togive the worid aſſurance of a man, 
This was your husband. Looke you now what followes. 
Heere is your usbard, iike a Mildew'd deare 
Blaſting his wholiome breath. Have you eyes? 
Could you onthis faire Mountaineleaveto feed, 
And batten oa this Moore ? Ha? have you eycs? 
Youcannot call it Love : For at your age, 
The hey=day in the blood 1s rame, its humble, 
And waites upon the ludgement : and w hat judgement 
Would ttep from this, tothis? Whac divell was't, 
] hat thas hath couſend you at hoodman-blind? 
O Shame ! where isthy bluſh ? Rebeilious Hell, 
If thon canſt muatine in a Matrons bones, 
Toſlaming youth !et Vertue beas waxe. 
And meitin herowne fire. Proclaime no ſhame, 
W hen the compultiue Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Frolt itſcife, as atively doth vurne, 
As Reaſon panders Will. 
Duce. O Femte, fpeake nomore. 
Tho. rarnſt mite eyes into wy very ſoule, 
And there I fce ſuch blackeand grained ſpots. 
As «il nor leave their Tint, 
Ham, Nzy, butto live 
Inthe ranke {wear of an enſeamed bed, 
Stewd in Corrupuon; honying and making love 
Overthe naſty Stye. | 
2 ee. Oh ſpeake to me, no more, 
Thcie words like Daggers enter in mine cares. 
No more {\vect Hamler. 
Ham. A Murderer, and a Vilaine : 
A Slave, that isnor twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Rule. 
That from a ſhelfe, the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his Pockets 
2 ue, No more. 
Emter Gho#t. 
Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches. 
Save me : and hover o're me with your wings 
You lxavenly Guards. W hat would you gracious figure? 
Lee. Alas bes mad. 
| Han. Noe youno! come yourtardy Sonne to chide, 
Thatlaps*t in Time and ?aſlion, lers goe by 
Th'importantadting of your dread command 2? Oh ſay. 
Gheft, Doe not forget: this Viſitation 
[s but to v. h<t thy almalſt blunted purpoſe, 
But jooke Amazement on thy Mother fits ; 
O ſtep b-tweene her, and her fhghting Soule, 
| Conceit in weakeſt bodies, ſtrongeſt workes. 


- 


a a 


- 


| 


Speake to her Hamlet, 
Ham. How is it with you Lady? 
L#:. Alas, howis't with you? 
That thus you bend your eye on vacancy, 
And wirh the corpor all ayredoe hola ditcourſe. 
Forth at your eyes, your {p'iits widely pecpe, 
And as the ſlceping Souldiours in th'Alarine, 
Your beedcd hai: e, iike life in excrements, 
Start up, a2 (tand an end, Ohgentl- Soane, 
Vpon che bcateand flame ct chy dittc nper 
Sprinkk covie patience. W hcereon doe you looke ? 
Ham, Ou him, on him: iooke you how pale he glares, 
His torme and cauſe conjoyn'd, preaching to ltones, 
Would make them capeable. Dor not looke upon me, 
Leaſt with chis pitteous action youu convert | 
My tteruc effects : then what 1 have to doe, 
Will want true colour ; teares perc*nce for blood. 

Lee, To whom doe you {pcake this ? 

Ham. Doe you ſcenothing there? 

mee. Nothing at all, yetall thacts 1 ſze. 

Haw. Nor did you nothing hcare ? 

Luce. No, nothing but our ſelves, 

Ham." hy looke you there: jtooke how it ſteals away; 
My father in his babite, as ke lived, : 
Looke where he goes evennouww outar the Portall Exit. 

Luce, This is the very covnage oi y ovr braine, 
This bodilefſe Creation extaſic is very cunning ins 
Ham. Extaiic ? 
My Puiſe as youre dot» temperarely keepe time, 
And makes as hea.rofuil Muſicke. It 1snor madneſſe 
That I have uttered ; bring we tothe Teit 
And I the matter will re-word : which madnefle 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Grace, 
Lay nota flattering Vnctionto your ſoule, 
Tha: not your treſpaſſe, buy my ma-'nefle (peakes : 
It wil: but skin and filme the VIcerous place, 
W hilſt ranke corruption minivg all within, 


| Infe&ts uaſeene, Confefle your telfe to heaven, 


Re pent whats paſt, avoyd whatis to come, 
Anddu. not ſpredthe Compoſt or the Weedes, 
To make them ranke. Forgive me this my Vertueg 
For inthe tatnifle of theſe purſie times, 
Vertue itſelfe, of Vice muit pardon begge, 
Yea courte, and wooe, for leave to doe him'good. 

Luce, Oh Hamil, 
Thou halt cleft my heart in twaine, 

Ham, O throw away the werſer partof it, 
Andliverthe purer with the other halte, 
Good night, but goe not to mine Vnkles bed, 
Aſſume a Vertue, if you have it nor, refraine to night, 
And that ſhall lend a kind of caſinefle 
To the nextabitinence, Once more goodnight* 
And when you are dcfirousto be bielt, 
Ile bleſſing begg: of you. For this ſame Lord, 
I doe repent : bur heaven hath pleas'dit ſo. 
To punith me with this,an1chis with me, 
That 1 muſt be their Scourge and Minilter. 
I wiil beſtow him, and will anſwer well 
The death 1 gave him : fo againe, good right. 
T maſt be cruell, onely tobe kid; 
Thas bad begins, and worſe remaines behind, 

2 ue. W hat ſhall I doe ? : 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe : 
Let the blunt King tempt youagatreto bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call you his Mouſe, 
And let him fora paire of reechy kiſſes, | 

| Or 


—_—— 
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| Or padliag in your necke with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to ravell all this matter out, 


1 That I eſſentially am not in madneſle, 


But mad in cratt. Twere good you let him know, 
For who thats but a Qucene, faire, ſober, wiſe, 
Would trom a Paddocke, from'a Bar, aGibbe, 
Such decreconcernings hide? W ho would doc {0? 
No, indeſpight of Senſe and Secrecy, 
Vnpegge the Basket on the houſes top : 
Let the Birds flyc,and like the famous Ape, 
To try Concluſions, in the Basket creepe, 
And breake your owne necke downe. 
2c. Bethou afſur'd, it words be made of breath, 
And breath of life : 1 have no life to breath 
What thou haſt ſaid to me. 
Ham. I muſt to England, you know that ? 
Oxee. Alacke I hed forgot : Tis fo concluded vn. 
Ham. This man ſhall {ct me packing : 
Ile luggcthe Gursinto the Neighbor roome, 
Mother goodnight. Indecde this Connſellor 
Is now moſt till, moſt ſecret, and meſt grave, 
Who was in life a fooliſh prating Knave. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night Mother. 
Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonins. 
Emer King, 
King. Theres matters in theſe {ighes. 
Thcle profound heaves 
You muſt tranſlate , Tis fit we underſtandthem. 
W here is your Sonne ? 
Bunce, Ah my good Lord, what have I ſeene to night ? 
King. What Gertrude? How dos Hamlet * 
Qnee. Mad as the Seas, and winde, when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in his lawlefle fit 
Behind the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtirre, 
He whips his Rapicr out, and cryes a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainith apprehenſion killes 
The unteene gcod oid man. 
Kg, Oh heavy deed. 
It had bine ſo with us had we beene there : 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your ſelfe, tous, to every one. 
Alas, how thall this bloody deede be anſwered ? 
It will be laid tous, whoſe providence 
Should have kept thort, rc{train'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad yong man. But fo much was our love, 
We would notunderitand what was moſt fit, 
But like the Owner of a foulc diſcaſe, 
To keepe it from divulging, lets it feede 
Even onthe pith of litz. Where is he gone ? 
2ute. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whom his very madneſle like ſome Oare 
Among a Minerall of Metrals baſe 
Shewes it ſclte pure. He weepes for what is done. 
King. Oh Gertrude, come away : 
The Sunno ſooner ſhall the Mounta ines touch 
But we will ſhip him hence, andthis vilde deed, 
We muſt with all our Majeſty and Skill 
Enter Roſoncros, and 
Ho Gmilden#tar : Gmuildenſt ar. 
Friends both, go joyne you with ſome further ayde ; 
| Hamlet in madnefic hath Pe/2nrzs laine, 


| And from his Mothers Cloffer hath he drage'd him. 


| 


| Goe ſeeke him out, ſpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappe'l. I pray you haſte in this. Exit Gent, 
Come Gertrude, we'll call up our wileſt friends, 


| Tolet them know both what we meanetodoe; 
And whats untimely done. Oh come away, 
My ſoulc is fullof diſcord and diſmay. 

; Emer Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely flowed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet, 
Ham. What noiſe > Who cals on Hamlet ? 
Oh heere they come. Enter Rofincros, and Guildenſtar, 

Kef. What bave youdone my Lord with the dead body? 

Ham. Compounded it withduſt, wheretotis kinne. 

Roſin. Tellus where t1s, that we may take it thence, 
And beare itto the Chappell. 

Ham. Doe not beelecveit. 

Rojin. Beleeve what ? 

Ham. Thatl can keepe your counſell, and not mine 
owne. Beſides, to be demanded of a Syundge,what re 
plication ſhould be made by the Sonne of a King. 

Koſin, Take you me tor a Spundge, my Lord ? 

Ham. 1 (ir,that ſokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards,bis Authoritics( but ſuch Oflicers do the King 
beſt ſer vice in the end. )He keepes rhem like an Ape in 
the corner of his jaw, firſt mouth'd to be laſt ſwallowed, 
when he needes what you have glean'd, it is but {quee- 
zing you, and Spundge you ſhall be dry againe. 

Reſin. Tunderſtand yon not my Lord. 

Ham. lam glad of it; a knaviſh ſpeech leepes in a 
foolith care. 

Rofin. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the body is, 
and goe with us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not 
with the body. The King, isa thing=—— 

Gwild. A thing my Lord? 

Hrm, Of cothing? bring me to him, hide Fox, and all 
afters E xeunt. 


Exemnt. 


Enter King. | 

King. TI have ſent to ſeeke him, and to find the body: 
How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe : 
Yet mult not we put the ſtrong Law on hit : 
Hes loved cf the diſtrated muititude, 
Who like not in their judgement, bur their eyes : 
| And where tis ſo, th Offenders ſcourge is weigh'd 
Bnt neerer the offence : to beare all ſmooth, and even, 
This fodaine ſending bim away, muſt feeme 
Deliberate pauſe, diſeaſes deſperate growne, 
By deſperate appliance are relieved, 
Or not at all. Enter Roſuncros, 
How now ? what hathbefalne ? 

Roſin. Where the dead body isbeſtow'd my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 
F Rofin. Without my Lord, guarded to know your plea- 
UrCs 

Kg. Bring him before us. 

Roſine Hoa, Gnildenftar ? bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet and Gaildenitar. 
King. Now Hamlet, wheres Polonis * 
Ham. At Supper. 
King. At Supper ? Where? ; 
Ham. Not where heeats, but where he 1s caten,a Cer- 
taine convocation of wormes are ene at himeY our worm 
is your onely Emperour for diet» We fat all creatures 
elicto fat us, and we fat our ſclues for Magots. Your fat 
King and your leane Begger is but variable ſervice, two 
diſhes,but to one Table, thats the end. 
King. What doſt thou meane by this ? 


Ham. 
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Ham, Nothing but to ſhew you howa King may goe 


{ a Progreſſe through the gut of a Begger. 


King. Where is Palonine. 1; 7 

Ham. Inheaven,fend thither to (ce. If your Meflen- 
ger finde him not there,ſecke him 1'th other pjace: your 
{elfe : but indeed, if you finde him nor:this moneth,. you 
ſhall noſe him as you-goe up the ſtaires into the Lobby. 

King. Goeſecke him there. ONE 65] 

Ham. He will {tay till ye come... ' - BY 

K, Hamlet this deed of thine; for thine eſpeciail ſafety 
Which we doe tender,as we dearely grieve 


| For that which thou haſt done,muft end thee hence 


With fiery quickneſſe. Therefore prepare thy ſelfc, 
The Barke is ready,and the windat helpe, 
Th'Aſſociates tendzand every thirigat bent 
For England. 3, 

Ham, For England. 

King. I, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. | | | 

King. $0 isit,if thou knewſt our purpolcs- 

Ham. 1 ſcea Cherube that ſees him : but come , for 
England. Farewell deare Mygther. 

King. Thy loving Father Hamlet. : 

Hamlet, My Mother : Father and Mother is Man and 
Wife : Manand Wifeis one fleſh, and fo my Mother. 
Come,for England. Ext. 


| £K:no. Follow himat foot, 


Tempt hitn-with ſpeed aboord ; | 
Delay it not, Ile bave him hence to night. 
Away for every thing is Seal'd and done 
That clſe leanes on th' Aﬀaire,pray you make haſte, 
And England,if my love thou hojditat ought, 
As my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe, 
Since yetthy Cicatricelookes ra y and red 
After the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe 
Payes homage to usz thou maiſt not coldly ſer 
Our Soveraigne Procefle, which imports at full 
By letcers conjuring to that effect 
The preſent death of Hamer. Doe it England, 
For like the He&ticke in my blood he 1ages, 
Andthou muſt cure me : Till I know 'tis done, 
How cre my haps, my joyes were ne're begun. 
| Exit: 
Enter Fortinbras with an eArmy. * -- 

For. Goe Captaine,from me tothe Daniſh King, 
Tell him that by his liccnſe, Forrinbras 
Claimes the conveyance of apromis'd March 
Over his Kingdome. You know the Rendevouz : 
If that his Majeſtic would ought with us, 
We ſhallexprefſe eur duric in his eye, 


| Andlet him know ſo. 


Cap. I will doo't,my Lord; 

For. Goe ſafely on. 
Enter © neene and Horatio, 

L#. I will not ſpeake withher. 

Hor. She is importunate, indeed diftrat, her moode 
will nceds bepitticd. SY | 

Lu, What would ſhe have? 

Hor. She ſpeakes much of her Father;{ayes ſhe heares 
There's trickes i'th'world,and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spurnesenvioufly at Strawes,ſpeakes things in doubt, 
That carry but halfe ſenſe: Her ſpeech is nothing,/ 
Yetthe unſhaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to Colle&ion; they aymeatit, | 
And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 


Ex1t. 


Which as her winkes,and:nods.,and geſtures yecid them, | 


b 


- 


1 Thicke and unwholſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, 


and fo I thanke you for your good counſcll. Come , my 


Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought: 
Though nothing ſure, yet much unhappily. 
2x. 'Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with, 
For the may ftrew dangerous cotjectures 
In ill breeding mindes. Let her come in 
To my ſicke foule (as finnes true nature is) 
Each toy ſeemes Prologue,to ſome great amille, 
So full of Artleſſe jealoutie is guilt, TiN 
It ſpals 1t ſeife in fearing to be ſpilt. 
Enter Ophelia diſtrabted. ws jets 
. Oph. Where is the bemuteous Majeſty of Denmarke. 
Lu. How now Ophelia ? 
Ophbe. How ſhould I your true love know from another 
By his Cockle Hat and Staffe,and his Sandal Shoone (one? 
Lu Alas ſweet Lady ; what imports this Song ? 
Ophe. Say you ? Nay pray you marke. 
He is dead and gone Lady he is dead and gone, | 
At his head a graſſe-greene Turfe,at his heeles a ſtone. 
Enter King, 
2x, Nay but Ophelia. 
Oph. Pray you marke. 
White his Shrow'd as the Monntaine Snow, 
2. Alas,looke here my Lord. 
Oph. Larded with ſweet flowers - 
which berept to the grave did nor goe; 
With True-love ſhowers. 
King. How doe ye,pretty Lady ? | 
Opb. Well,God dil'd you. They ſay the Owle was | 
a Bakers daughter. Lord , wee know what we are , but 
know not what we may be. God beat your Table, 
King. Concelt upon her Father. 
Ophe. Pray you let's haye no words of this: but when | 
they aske you what it meanes, ſay you this: 
To morror 1 $. Valentines day,all in the morne betime, | 
And I a Maid at your window,to be your Valentine. (dore. 
Then up he roſe,@& dowd his cleathes, & dupt the chamber 
Let inthe Maid,lest in a Maid ;never departed more. 
King, Pretty Ophelza. | 
Ophe. indeed 1a? without an oath Ile make an end ont. 
By g#5,and by S. Charity. 
eAlache,and fie for ſhame : 
Tong men will doo't, if they come tav't, 
By Cocke they are too blame. | 
Duvth ſhe before you tumbled me, 
You promis'd me towed : | 
So would I ha done,by onder Sunne, 
And thou hadft not come to my bed. 
King. Aowlong hath ſhe been thus? _ 
_ Ophe. I hopeall will be well. Wee muſt be patient, 
but 1 cannot ehooſe but weepe, to thinke they ſhould 
lay him th'cold ground ; My Brother ſhall know of it, 


eedhes, tad. a tin. Sid do. a 


Coach : Goodnight Ladies: Goodnight {weer Ladies: 

Goodnight,goodnight. Exit. 
King. Follow her cloſe, | 

Give her good watch I pray you : | 

Ohthis is the poyſon of deepe griefe,ir {prings 

All from her Farhers death. Oh Gerrrude,Gerrrade, | 

When ſorrowes come, they come not i1ngle tpies, 

But in Battaliaes. Firſt, her father ſlaine, | 

Next your ſore gone,and he moſt violent author 

Of his owne juſt remove : the people muddled, 


For good Pol2n1xs death ;and we have done but greenly, | 
In hugger mugger to interre him. Poere Ophelia 
Divided from her ſelfe,and her faire judgement, 
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Without the which we are Pictures, or meerc Beaſts, 
Laſt, and as much containing asall theſe, 

Her brother is in ſecret come trom France, 

Keepes on his wonder, keepes him{elfe in clouds 

And wants not Buzzers to infect his eare 

With peſtilent Speeches of bis fathers death, - 
Where in neceſſity of matter Beggard 

Will nothing ſticke our perſons to Arraigne 

In eare and care. O my deere Gerrrade, this, 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, 
Gives me ſuperfluous death. A Noiſe within, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Due. Alacke, what noyle 1s this ? 
King. W hereare my Sw#'zecrs e 
Let them guard the doore. W hat 1s the matter ? 
Meſ. Save your ſelfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over-peering of his Liſt) 
Eates not the Flats with more impetuous haſte 
Then young Laerres, ina Riotous head, 
Ore-bearesyour Oilicers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuſtome not knowne, 
The Ratificrs and props of every word, 
They cry chooſe we ? Laertes ſhall ve King. 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes King. 
:2uce, How cheerefully on the falſe Traile they cry, 
Ohthis is Counter,you falſe Dantſh Dogges. 
Noiſe withen. Enter Laertes, 
Kmg. Thedooresare broke. 
Laer. Whetc is the King, firs? Stand you all withour. 
All, No,lets come in. 
Laer. Ipray you give me leave. 
Al. We will, we will. 
Laer: T thanke you : Kcepe the doorc. 
Oh thou ville King, give me my father. 
Pune, Calmely good Laertes, 
Lacr. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me Ballard: 
Cries Cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here betweene the chaſte unſmitched brow 
Of my true Mother. 
King. What istbe cauſe Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion lookes ſo Gyant-ltke ? 
Let him goe Gertrude: Doe not feare our perſon : 
Theres ſuch Divinity doth hedgea King, 
T hat Treaſon can but peepe to what it would, 
Ads little of his will: Tell me Laertes, | 
Why thou art thus icenſt ? Let him goe Gerernae, 
S peake man- 
Laer. W heres my Father ? 
K*tng. Dead. 
we, But not by him, 
King. Let himdemand his fil!. Es 
Larr. How came he dead? lle not be InggeFdwith. 
To hell Allegzance : Vouwes, to the blackeſt divell. 
Conſcience and Grace, to the Profoundeſt Pit. 
I dare Damnation ; to this point I ſtand, 
That both the worlds 1 give to negligence, 
Let come what comes ; onely Ile be xeveng'd 
Moſt throughiy for uy father. | 
King, Who ſhall [tay you? 
Laer. My Will, notallthe world, 
And for my meanes, Ile husþand them ſo well, 
1 They ſhall goc farre with little. 


_ "LO a_ 


* venge,It could not move thus. 


. If zou deſire to know the certainty fs 


falſeSteward that ole his Maſters daughter. 


King, Good Laertes : 


Of your deare fathers death,1f writ in your revenge 
That Soop-ſtake you willdraw both friend and foe, 
Winger and Loofer. 

Laer. None burhis Enemies: 

King. Will you know them then. 

Za. To his good Friends thus wide Ile bope my 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican, (Armes, 
Repaſt them with my blood. LINSY 
| King, Why now "what noyſe 1s that ? 

Likea good child,and atrue Gentk'man. 
That I am guiltlefle of your Fathers death, 
And am moſt ſenſible ingriefe for it, 
It ſhall as levell to your Indgement pierce 
As day do's to your eye. | 
: A oyſe within, Let her come in, 
Enter Ophelia, 

Laer, How now ? what noyle is that ? | 
Oh heat dry up my braines,teares ſeven times falt, 

Burne out the {en{e and vertue of mine eye. 
By heaven thy madnefle ſhall be paid by waight, 
Till our Scale turnes the beame.; Oh Roſe of May, 
Deare Maide,kinde Siſter,ſweet Ophe/ia : 
Oh heavens,is'r poſſible, a yong Maids wits, 
Should be as morrall as an old mans life ? 
Nature is fine in Love,and where tis fine, 
It ſends ſome precions inſtance oft ſelfe 
After the thing it loves. 
Gph. They bore him bare fac'd onthe Beere. 

Hey non noxy noney hey noney : 

And on hu grave raines many ateare, 

Fare y:u well my Dove. 


Zaer, Hadſt thou thy wits , and didſt perſwade Re- 


Oph, You muſt ſing downe a-downe,and you call him 
a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheeles become 1t? It is the 


£:er, This nothings more than watter. 

Ophe. There's Roſemary.that's for Remembrance. 
Pray Love remember ; and there is Pancies , that's for 
Thoughts, . 

Laer, A document in madneſſe, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Ophe.There's Fennell for you,and Columbines: there's 
Rue for you,and here's ſome for me. Wee may call it 
Herbe-Grace a Sundayes : Oh you muſt weare your Rue 
with a difference. There's a Dafie,I would give you ſome 
Violets,butthey wither'd all whe my Father dyed: They | 
ſay,he made a good end ; 

For Bonny ſweet Robin tc all my joy. 
Laer. Thought,and Aflition,Pailion, Hell it ſelfe : 
She turnesto favour;and toprettineſſe, 
Oph, And will he not come againe. 
And will he not come aguime ? 
Noy,he ts dead,goe to thy Death-bed, 
He never will come againe. 
His Beard as white as Snow. 
All Flaxen was his Pole : 
He u gone, he us gone,and we caſt away mone, 
Gramercy on his Soule, | 
And of all Chriſtian Soules,T pray God. 
God buy ye. 
Laer.Doe you ſeethis,you gods? : 
King, Laertes,l muſt commune with your griefe, 
Or yon deny me right: goe but apart, 
| _Make, 


Exit Ophelia, | 
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Make choyce of whom'your wiſeſt friends you will, 
And they ſhall heareand judge twixt you andme ; 
If by dire& or by C6llaterall hand 
They findustouch'd, we will our Kingdome give, 
Our Crown,our Life, and all that we call Ours 
To you in ſatisfaction. But if not, 
Be you content to lend your paience to us, 
And we ſhall joyntly labouz with your ſoule 
Togive it due content. 
Laer, Let this be ſo : 
His meanes of death his obſcure buriall : | 
No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry tobe heard, astwere from heaven to earth, 
That I mult call in queſtion. 
King. So you ſhall; 
And whereth'offence is, let the great Axe fall. 
1 pray you goe with me. Exennt, 


Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 


Hera. What are they that would ſpeake with me ? 
Ser. Saylors fir, they ſa they have Letters for you- 
Hora. Let them come in, 
I doe not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hawler. 
Enter Saylor, 

Say. God bleſle your Sir. 

Hora. Let him bleſle thee too. 

Say. He ſhall Sir, and't pleaſe him. Theres a Letter 
for you Sir : It comes from th*'Ambaſſadours that was 
bound for England, if your name be Horatio; as I am let 
to know it 15. | 


Reads the Letter, 
H&o--> when thou ſhalt have overlook'd thi, give 
theſe fellowes ſome meanes ts the King: They have. 
Letters for him, Ere we were two dayes old at Sea, a Py- 
rate of very Warlicke appointment gave us (hace. Fig- 
ding our ſelves too ſlow of Saile,we put on a compelled Va- 
lour. Inthe Grapple, I boorded them : On the inſtant they 


| got cleare of our Ship, ſo 1 alone became their Priſoner, 


They have dealt with me, like Theeves of Mercy, but 
they knew what they did. I am to doe a good turne for 
them, Let the King have the Letters Thave ſent, and re- 
paire thou to me with as much haſt as thou winldeſt flye 
death 1have words to fpeake in your eare, will make thee 
aumbe, yet are they much t19 light for the bore of the 
Matter, Theſe good fellowes will bring thee where I am. 
Rofincros and Guildenftar, hold their courſe for England, 
Of thems T have much to tell thee, Farewell, 
He that thou knoweſt thine, 
Hamlet. 
Come, 1 wil give you way for theſe your Letters, 
And do't the ſpeedier, that you may dire&t me 
To him from whom you brought them. 
Enter King and Laertes, 
King,Now mult your conſcieace my acquittance ſeal, 
And you muſt put me in your heart for friend, 
vith you have heard, and with a knowing eare, 
That he which hath your Noble father {laine, 
Purſued my life. ; 
Laer, Tt well appeares. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded nor againſt thelc feates, 
So crimefull, and ſo Capitall in Nature, 
Asby your Safety, Wiſcedome, all things elſe, 


Exits 


\ You mainely were ſtirr'dup ? 
K:ng. O for two ſpeciall Reaſons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much unſinnowed, 
And yer to me they are ſtrong, The Queene his Mother, 
Lives almolt by his lookes : and for my ſelfe, | 
My Vertne or my Plague, be iteither which, 
Shes ſo conjunctive to my life and ſoule ; 
Thar as rhe Starre moves not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motive, 
Why toa publike count I might not goe, 
Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
Who dipping all hisfaules in their affection, | 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Tooſlightly timbred for {o loud a Wind, 
Would havereverted ro my Bow againe, 
Andnot where I had aym'd them. 
Laer, And fo have 1 a Noble father loſt, 
A Silter drwen intodeſperare tearmes, 
Who was(if praiſes may goe backe againe ) | 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfections. But my revenge will come, 
King. Breake not your fleepes for that; 
You muſt not thinke 
That we are made of ſtuffe, fo flat, and dull, 
That we canlet our Beard be ſhooke with danger; 
And thinke it paſttime. You ſhortly ſhall heare more, 
Ilov*d your father, and we love your ſelfe, 
And thatI hope will teach you to imagine»=—— 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
How now ? What Newes ? 
Me. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This to your 
Majeſty : this to the Queene. 
King. From Hamlet? Who broughtthem ? 
Mef: Saylors my Lord they ſay, I ſaw them not : 
They were given me by C/axdio, he receiv'd them, 
King, Laertes you ſhall them : 
Leave ns. E'vit CHeſſenger. 
High and Mighty, you ſhall kaow Tam ſet naked on your 


ly Eyes When I ſhall (firſt asking your Pardon therennto) 
recount thOccafions of my ſodaime, and more ſtrangere- 
tHrne. Hamlet. 
W hat ſhonld this meane ? Are all the reſt come backe ? 
Or is it ſome abuſe ? Ornoluch thing ? 

Laer, Know you the hand ? 

King. Tis Hamlers Charadter, naked, and in a Poſt- 
ſcript here he ſayes alone : Can you adviſe me ? 

Laer. I'mloſt in it my Lord , but ict him come, 
It warmes the very ſickneſſein my hcart, 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth : 
Thus diddeſt thou. 

King, If it be fo Laertes, as how ſhould ic be ſo? 
How otherwiſe? will you berul'd by me ? 

Laer, If 10 you'll not o'rerule me toa peace. 

Kin, Tothine owne peace: if he be now return'd,' 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it; I will worke him 
Toan exployt now ripe in my Device, 
Vnder the which he ſhall not chooſe bur fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breath, 
But even his Mother ſhall urcharge the practice, 
And call it accident : Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy. | 
T'veſeene my ſelfeand ſeru'd againſt the French, 


| And they ran well on Horſebacke ; but this Gallant 


' Kinodome. To morrow ſhall I beg leave to ſee your King- | 
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Had witchcraft in't ;he grew into his Seat, 
And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, 
As had he been encorps't and demy-Natur'd | 
With the brave Beaſt,ſo farre he paſt my thought, 
That I in forgery of ſhapes and trickes, 
Come ſhort of what he did. 
Laer. A Norman was't? 
Kmg. A Norman. 
Lear. Vpon my life Lamonnd. 
King, The very ſamc. | 
Laer. 1know him well, he is the Brooch indeed, 
And Iemme of all our Nation. 
Kino. He made confeſſion of you, 
And gave youſucha Matterly report, 
For Art and exerciſe in your defence ; 
And for your Rapier moſt eſpecially, 
That he crycd out,t would bea fight indeed, 
If one could match you Sir. This report of his 
Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothingdoe but wiſh and begge, 
Your ſodaine comming over to play with him; 
Nov our of this. 
Laer. Why out of this,my Lord ? 
King. Laertes,was your Father deare to you ? 
Or are you like the painting ofa ſorrow, 
A face without a heart? 
Laer, Why aske you this ? 
Kin, Not that I thinks you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is begun by Time: 


| And that I ſee in paſſages of proofe, 


Time qualifies the ſparke and fire of 1t : 


' Hamlet come backe , what would you undertake, 


To ſhew your ſelfe your Fathers ſonne indeed, 
More than in words? 

Laer, Tocut histhroat I'th'Church, 

K:n. Noplace indeed ſhould murder SanQuarize; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds : but geod Laertes, 
Will yoa doe this,keepe cloſe wichin your Chamber ? 
Hamlet xeturn'd,ſhall know you are come home : 
Wee'l put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 
Afid ſet a double varniſh on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you,bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads,he being remiſſe, 
Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Willnot peruſe the Foiles ? So that with caſe, 
Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 
ASword unbaited,and ina paſſe of practice, 
Requit him for your Father. 

Laer. I willdoo't, 
And ſor that purpoſe Ile annoiot my Sword : 
I bought an Vnttion of a Mountebanke 
So mortall,I but dipta knife init, 
Where it drawes blood,no Cataplaſme ſo rare, 
Colleted from all Simples that have Vertue 
Vnder the Moone,can favethe thing from death, 
That is but ſcratcht withall : leronch my point, 
With this contagion,that if I gall him ſlightly, 
It may be death. 

Kin. Let's further thinke of this, 
Weigh what convenience both of time and meanes 
May fit us to our ſhape, if this ſhould faile ; 
And that our driftlookethroughour bad performance, 
Twerebetter not affaid ; thereforethis Project 
Should have a backe or ſecond,that might hold, 
If this ſhould blaft in proofe:Soft,let me ſee 
Wee'l make a ſolemne wager on your commings, 


| 


Herelies the point:If1 drowne my ſelfe wittingly, it ar- 


I ha't : when in your metion you are hot and dry, 

As make your bowts more violent to the end, 
Andthat he calsfor drinke z lc have prepar'd bim 

A Challice for the nonce ; whereon bur ſipping, 

If he by chance eſcape your venom'd ſtuck, 

Our purpoſe may hold there ; how now ſweet Queene, 


| Enter Q neene, 
Lnten. One woe doth tread upon anothers heels, 

So fait they'l follow : your Siſter's drown'd Laerres. 

Laer. Drown'd 1 O where? | 

Leen, There is a Willow growes aſlant a Brooke, 
That ſhewes his hore leaves in the glaſſic ſtreame : 
There with fantaſticke Garlands did ſhe come, 
Ot Crow-flowers, Nettles,Dayſies,and long Purples, 
i hat liberall Shepheards give a grofler name; 
Bur our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them: 
There on the pendant boughes,her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang;an cnvious ſliver broke, 
When downe the weedy Trophies,and her ſelfe, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes ſpred wide, 
And Mermaid-like,a whule they bore her up, 
Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes, 
Ag one incapable of her owne diſtreſle, 
Or like a creature Native,and deduced 
Vnto that clement : but long it could net be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drinke, 
Pull'd the poore wretch from her melodieus by, 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then,is ſhedrown'd ? 

Deen, Drown'd,drown'd. 

Laer, Too much of water haſt thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my teares : but yet 
It 1s our tricke, Nature her cuſtome holds, 
Let ſhame ſay whar itwill; when theſe are gone 
The woman will be out : Adue my Lord, 
I havea ſpeech of fire,that faine would blaze, 


Bur rhat this folly drownes it. Exit, 
King. Let's follow,Gertrade : 

How much I had to doeto calme his rage ? 

Now feare Ithis will give it ſtart againe ; 

Therefore let's follow. 


Exenvi, 


Enter two Clownes, 

Clown. Is ſheeto be buried in Chriftian buriall, that 
wilfully ſeekes her owne ſalvation? 

Other. I tcll thee ſhe is,and therefore make her Grave 
ſtraight,the Crowner hath (ate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ſtiao buriall. | 

Clo, How canthat be,unlefſe ſhedrowned her ſelfe in 
her owne defence ? 
Other, Why *tis found ſo. 
Clo. It muſt be Se offendendo, it cannot beelſe : for 


guesan AR : and an AR hath three branches. It isan At 
to _—_—__ to performe;argall ſhe drown'd her ſelfe wit- 
tingly. X | 

Other. Nay but here you GoodmanDelver. 

(own. Giveme leave; herelies the water , good: 
here ſtands the man, good:: if the man goe to this was 
ter and drowne himſelfe ; it is will he, nill he,hee goes; 
marke youthar ? But if the water come to him & drowne 
him ; he drownes not himſelfe. Argall , he that 1s not | 
guilty of his owne death, ſhortens not his owne lite. | 

Other, Butisthis Law? 
(10. 1 marry is't,Crowners Queſt Law. 


Othey, 


Wn ————. 
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Other. Will you ha the trath on't : if this had not 


- | been aGentlewoman , ſhee ſhould have beene buried out 


of Chriſtian Bariall. | | 
Clo. Why there thou fay'{ſt; Andthe more pitty that 
cat folke ſhould have countenance in this world to 
drowne or hang themſclves , morethan their even Chri- 
{tjian.Come,my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen, 
but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers ; they hold 
up Adams profeſſion. 
| Other, Was he a Gentleman ? 

{!o, He was the firſt that ever bore Armes. 

Other, Why he had none, 

{!o. What,arta Heathen? how doſt thou underſtand 
the Scripture? the Scripture ſayes eAdam digg'd ; could 
hedigge without Armes?lle put another queſtion to thee? 
if thou anſwereſt ms not 'to the purpoſe , confeſle thy 

Other, Goe to. | | 

Clo. What is hethat builds ſtronger than either the 
Maſon,the Shipwright or the Carpenter ? : 

Other, The Gailowes maker,for that Frame out-lives 
athouſand Tenants, | 

| (70. I like thy wit well in good faith , the Gallowes 
does well ; but how does it well ? it does well to thoſe 
that doe ill ; now thou doſt ilt to ſay the Gallowes 1s 
builtſtronger than the Church : Argall , the Gallowes 
may doe well tothee. Too'r againe, Come. 


Other. Who builds ſtronger than a Maſon , a Ship- . 


wrig ht,or a Carpenter ? 
Clo, 1,tell me that,and unyoke. 
Other. Marry ,now I cantell. 
Clo, Too'ts 
O ther, Maſſe,I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. | 
Clo. Cudgell thy braines no more about it ; for your 
dull Afe will no: mend his pace with beating;and when 
you are askt this queltion next, ſay a Grave-maker : the 
Houſes that he makes,laſts titi Doomes-day; go.get thee 
to Tanghan, f:tch me aitoape of Liquor. 
S175, 
Ta youth when I did love did love, 
me thought t was veryſweet, 
To contratt O the for a my behove, 
O me thought there 145 nothing meet, 
Ham, Ha's this feiiow nofeeling of his bufineſſe, that 
he fings at Grave-making ? 
Hor, Cuſtome hath made it in him a property of caſt- 
nefle..  -; 
Ham, Tiscen ſo ; the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier ſenſe. 
( 19wne ſings. 


But eAge with his ftealing ſteps 
bath caught me in hu clutch : 
And hath ſhipped me intill the Land, 
as if Thad never been ſuch. | 
- Ham, That Scull had a tongue in it , and could fing 
once ; how the Knave jowles it to th* ground, as if it 
were Caines [aw-bone, that did the firſt murther ; It 
might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Aſle ore-Ot- 
ces : one that could circumvent God,might it not ? 

Hor, It might,my Lord. 

Ham. Or of aCourtter,which could ſay, Good Mor- 
row ſweet Lord : how doſt thoa, good Lord ? this 
might be my Lord ſuch a one,that prais'd my Lord ſach 
a Ones horſe, whett he meant to begge it ; might irnot ? 


þ 


— 4 


| witsthere zorif he doe not, its nogreat marter there. 


—_ 


Hor. I,my Lord. 

Ham. Why cen ſo: and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chapicſſe,and knockt about the Mazzard with a Sextons 
Spade ; heere's fine Revolution , if wehad the tricke ro 
{ce*t. Did theſe bones colt no more the breeding , but 
to play art Loggets with 'em ? mine ake to thinke on. 


Clowne ſings. 
ef Picke-axe and a Spade,a Spade, 
for and a ſorowding-ſheet : 
O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
forſuch a Gueſt is meet. 

Ham. There's another : why might not that be the 
Scull of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now ? his 
Quillers? his Caſes? his Tenures,and his Trickes ? why 
doe's he ſuffer this rude knave now to knocke him about 
theSconce with a dirty Shovell,and will not tell him of 


his Action of Battery ? kum. This fcllow might be un's F 


time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recog- 
nizances, his Fines, his. double Vouchers, his Recoveries : 
[s this the fine of his Fines, and the recovery of his Re- 
coveries,to have his tine Pate fall of fine Dirt ? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no more cf his Purchaſes , and dou- 
ble ones roo,then the lengch and breadth of a paire of In- 
dentures? the very Conveyances of his Lands will hard. 
ly Iyein this Boxe; and muſt the Inheritor himſelfe have 
no more ? ha ? 64 

Hor. Not a jot more my Lord. | 

Ham, Ts not Parchment made of Shcep=skinnes 2 

Hor. IT my Lord ,and of Calvc-5kinnes too. 

Ham. They are Sheere and Calves that fceke out afſu- 
rance in that. I will ſpcake to this fellow: whoſe Grave's 
this Sir? 

Clo, Mine Sir : : 

O aput of Clay for to be made, 
for ſuch a Gu:ſÞ 5 meer. 
11:2, i thinke it be thine indeed : for thou lieſt in't. 
C9, Youlit out on't Sir,and therefore 1c is not yours: 
for my part I doc not lic in't,and yerit is mine, 

Ham, Thou doſt Iye jn't, to be in't, and fay tis thine ; 
tis for the dead 
lyeſt. 

Clo, Tis a quicke lyc Sir, twill away againe from mee 
to you. 

Ham, Wha: man doſt thou digge i: for ? 

Clo. For no man Str. 

Ham. \W hat woman then ? 

C/o. For noae neither. 

Ham, Whois to be buricd in't ? 

Clo. One that was a woman Sir ; but reſt her ſouſe 
ſhee's dead. 

Ham, Howabſolutzthe Knzve is? wee mult ſpeake 


by the Carde, or equivocation will tollow us: by the | 


Lord Horatio,thete three yeares I have taken note of it, 
the Ageis growne ſo picked, and the toe of the- Peſanc 


| comes ſoneare the heele of our Courtier , hee galls his 


Kibe. How.long haſt thou been a Grave-maker? 


Clo. Of all the dayes rth'yeare, I came too't that day þ 


that our laſt King Hamlet orecame Fortinbras. 
Ham, How long 1s that (1t1ce? | | 
Clos. Cannot you tell that ? every foole can tell that : 
It was the very day that yourg Hamlet was borne, hee | 
that was mad and ſent into England. 
Ham. I marry,why was he ſent into England ? _ 
Clo, Why,becauſe he was mad ; he ſhall recover his | 
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, hot for the quicke , therefore thou 
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Ham. Why? And with ſuch maimed rights? This doth betoken, 

Clewn. Twill not beſeene in him, there the men are | The Coarſe they follow,did with deſperate hand, 
as madas he. : | Foredoe it owne life; twas ſome Eſtate. 

Ham, How came he mad ? | Couch we a while,and marke. 


(0. Very ſtranFÞly they ſay. | | £aer. What Ceremony elſe ? | 
Ham. Row ſtrangely ? - Ham, Thatis Laertes,avery Noble youth : Marke, { 


_ Clo. Faitheerewith loofing his wits. Laer, What Ceremony elſe ? 
Ham. Vpon what ground ? Prieff. Her Obſequies have beeneas fafre cularg'd, 
Clo, Why here in Denmarke : I have been Sexeſtone | As we have warrantie,her death was doubtfull, 
here, Man and Boy thirty yecres. And but that great command,o're{wayesthe order, 
Ham. How long will a man lie *ith'carth erehe rot? | She ſhould in ground unſanRiied have lodg'd, 
{1o.Ifairh,ifhe benot rotten before he dye(as we have | Till thelalt Trumpet. For charitable prayers, 
many pocky Coarſes now adayes , that will{carce hold | Shardes, Flints,and Peebles,ſhould be throwne on her : 
the laying in)he will laſt you ſome eight yeere, or nine | Yet here ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
yeare. A Tanner will laſt you nine yeares, | Her Maiden ftrewments.and the bringing home 
Ham, Why he,morc than another ? Of Bcll and Buriall, 
{ 1. Why fir, his hide is foran'd with his Trade, that | Laer. Muſt there no more be done ? 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water Pricft. No more be done : 
is a ſore 'Decayer of your whorlondead body , heres a | We ſhould prophanethe ſervice of the dead, 
Scullnow: this Scull has laine in the carth three and | To ling ſage Reguiem,and ſuch reſtto her 
twenty yeeres. AS to peace-parted Soules. 
Ham. W hoſe was it ? Laer, Lay her i'th'earth, 
Clo, A whoreſon mad Fellowes it was ; And from her faire and unpolluted fleſh, 
Whoſe doe you thinke it was e May Violcts ſpring. 1 tell thee (churliſh Pricft) 
Ham. Nay,lI know ro:, A Miniitring Angell ſhall my Siſter be, 
Cle, Apeſtilence onhim for a mad Rogue, a powr'd | When thou licſt howling ? 
a Flagon of Reniſh on my head once, This ſame Scull Ham, Wuhat,the faire Ophelia ? 
Sir, this ſame Scull fir,was Toricks Scull the Kings leſter, Lxeen, Sweets,tothe ſweet farewell, 
Ham, This? : I hop'd thou ſhould'ſt have becn my Hamlets wife: 
Clo, E'ene that. I thought thy Bride-bed to have deckt({weer Maid) 
Ham, Let me ſee. Alas poore Yoricke, I knew him | Andnotrhave ſtrew'd thy Grave. 
Heratio,a fellow of infinit Icelt;of molt excellent fancy, he Laer. Ohterrible wooer, 


— 


hath borne me on his backea thouſand times ; Aud how | Fall ten times trebble on that curſed head 
abhorred my imagination is, my gorge riſesat it. Here | Whoſe wicked deed,thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
hung thoſe lippes , that] have kiſt I know not how oft, | Depriv'd thee of. Hold off theearrha while, 
Where be your Iibes now? Your Gambals ? Your | Till I have caught her once more in mine armes : 


Songs? Your flaſhes of Merriment that were wont to Leaps inthe grave. 
ſet the Table on a Rore? Noone now to mocke your own | Now pile your duſt upon the quicke and dead, 
Tecring ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to my Ladies | Till ofthis flat a mountaine you have made, 
Chamber,and tell her,let her paint an inch thicke,to this | Too'retop old Pelron,or the skyiſh head 
favour ſhe muſt come. Make her laugh at that : pry- | Ofblew Olympme, 
thee Horatio tell me one thing , Ham. W hatis he, whoſe griefes 
Hor. What's that my Lord? Beares ſuch an Emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Ham. Doſt thouthinke eLexarder lookt o'this fa- | Conjuresthe wandring Starres,and makes them ftand 
' ſhion i'th'carth ? Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I, 
Hor. Eeneſo. Hamlet the Dane. 
Ham. And {melt ſo ? Puh, .Laer. The Divell takethy ſoul, 
Hor. E'cne ſo my Lord. Ham. Thou prai'ſt not well, 
Ham. To what baſe uſes we may returne Horatio, | I prythee take thy fingers from my throat ; 
Why may not imagination trace the Noble duſt of A/ex- | Sir though I am not {pleenative and raſh, 
ander,till be findit ſtopping a banghole. Yet have I ſomething in me dangerous, 
Hor, Twere to conſider: too curiouſly to cenfider ſo. | Which let thy wiſeneſle feare. Away thy hand 
Ham, No faith,not a jot. Butro follow him thither King. Plucke them aſunder. 
with modeſty enough, and likelihood te lead it; as thus, | Lneen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
eAlexander dyed: Alexander was buried : Alexander res | Gen. Good my Lord be quier, 
turneth into dult ; the duſt is carth; ofearth we make | Ham. Why I will fight with him upon this Theame. 
Lome,and why of that Lome ( whereto he was conver. | Vntill my eye-lids willno longer wag. 
ted)might they not ſtop a Beere-barrell ? Lxeen,Oh my Sonne,what Theame ? 
Imperiall Cſar,dead and turn'dtoclay, Ham, 1lov'd Ophelia ; forty thouſand brothers 
Might ftop a bole to keepe the wind away. | Could not(with all their quantity of love) 
Oh,rhar thatearth,which kept the world in awe, Make up my ſumme. What wilt thou doe for her? 
Should patch a Wall.,cxpell the Winters flaw. Kins. Ohhe is mad Laertes, 
Bur ſoft, butſoft,aſide ; heere comes the King. 24, Forlove of God forbeare him, 
Enter King, Queene,Laertes,and a( offin, Ham. Come ſhew me whatthou'lt doe. | 
with Lords attendant. | Woo't weepe ? woo't fight ? weo'tteare thy ſelfc? 
The Queene,the Courtiers. Who is't that they follow, Woo't drinke up E/ile,cate a Crocodile ? 
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Ile doo't. Doſt thou come here to whine; 
Tooutface me with leaping in her Graue ? 
Be buried quicke with her, and ſo will I. 
And if thou prate of Mountaines ; let them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs ; till our ground 
Sindging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Make Ofſalike a Wart. Nay,aad thou'lt monthe, 
Ile rantas wellas thou. 

King, Thisis meere madneſle : 
And thus a while the fit will worke on him : 
Anon as patientas the female Dove, 
When that her golden Cupletare diſclos'd ; 
His filence will tit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir ; 
What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus ? 
I lov'd you ever ;bur it is no matter : 
Let Hercwles himſelfe doc what he may, 
Exit, 

King. I pray you good Horatio wait upon him, 
Strengthen you patience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 
Wee put the matter tothe preſent puſh; 
Good Gertrude ſet ſome watch over your ſonne, 
This Grave ſhall have aliving Monument : 
An houre of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee; 
Till chen in patience our proceeding be. Exennt, 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ham. So much for this ſir;now let me ſce the other, 

You doe remember all the circumſtance. 
Hor, Remember it my Lord. - 

Ham, Sir,in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me ſleeps; me thought I lay 
Worſe than the mutines in the Bilboes,raſhly, 
(And praiſe be raſhnefle for 1t)let us know, 
Our indiſcretion ſometimes ſerves us well, h 
When our deare plots do paule,and that ſhould teach us 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is moſt certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin ; 
My Sea-gowne ſcarft about me inthe darke, 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my defire, 
Finger'd their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe,making ſo bold, 
(My teares forgetting manners)to unſcale 
Their grand Comnullion,where I found Horatio, 
Oh royall knavery : An exat command, 
Larded with many ſeverall forts of realun ; 
Importing Denmarks healch,and Englands too, 
With hoo,fnich Bugges and Goblins in my life, 
That on the {upervize no leaſure bated, 
Nonot to {tay the gringding of the Axe, 
My head ſhould be {trucke off. 

Hor. 1| poſlible ? 

Ham. Here's the Commiſſion,reade it at more leiſure: 
Bur wilt thou heare how I did proceed? 

Hor. I beſeech you. 

Hams. Being thnsbenetted round with Villaines, 
Ere TI could make a Prologue to my braines, 
They had begun the Play. I fate me downe, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion,wrote it faire, 
I once did hold it as our Statilts doe, 
Abaſeneſſe to write faire ; and laboured much 
How to forget that learnivg : but fir now, 
It did me yeomans ſervice : wilt thou know 
TheeffeAs of what I wrote ? 


— 
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Hor. 1,good my Lord. 

Ham. Ancarneſt Conjuration fram the King, 
ASEngland was his faithfull Tributary, 
As love betweene them,as the Palmg ſhould flouriſh, 
As Peace ſhould ſti;l her wheaten Garland weare, 
And ſtand a Comma tweene their amities, 
And many ſuch like Aſlis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of theſe Contents, 
Without d:batement farther,more or leſſe, 
He ſhould the bearers part to ſodaine death, 
Not ſhriving time allowed. 

Aor. How was this ſeal'd >? 

Ham. W hy,evenin that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my fathers Signet in my Purſe, 
Which was the Medell of that Daniſh Seale : 
Folded the Writ up in forme ofthe other, 
Subſcrib'd it,gau'th' Impreſſion, plac'd it ſafely, 
The changling never knowne : Now, the next day 
Veas our Sea-tight,and what to this was ſement, 
Thou know'lt already. 

Hor. So Guildenſtare and Roſincros,goc too. 

Ham,Why may,they did make love rothis imployment 

They are not neere my conſcience ; their debate 
Doth by their owne 1nſinuation grow: 
Tis dangerous when baſer nature cemes 
Betweene the paſſe,and fell incenſed points 


| Of mighty oppoſites. 


Hor. Why ,what a King is this? 

Ham, Does it noe think thee, ſtand me now vpon, 
He that hath kilPd my King,and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt ih betweeneth'clection and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 
And with ſuch cozenage ; is'tnot perfe& conſcience, 


To quit him with hBarme ? And is't notto be damn'd 


1 To let this Canker of our nature come 

"In further evill. 

'* Hor, It muſtbe ſhortly knowne to him from England 
'What is the iſſue of the buſineſle there, | 


Ham. It will be ſhort, 
The mterim*s mine,and a mans life's no more 
Than to ſay one : but Iam very ſorry good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgor my lelfe ; 
For by the image of my cauſe I ſee 
The portraicure of his; Ile count his favorrs : 
But ſure the bravery of his griete did put me 
Into a Towring pallion. ' 
2 Hor. Peace,who comes here ? 


Enter Oſricke. ( marke, 


O/7. Your Lordſhip 1s right welcome backe to Den- | © 


Hams. humbly thanke you fir,doſt know this waterfly? 

Hor. Nomy good Lord, 

Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gracious ; for tis a Vice to 
know him : hee hath much Land, 2nd fertile ; let a Beaſt 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand at the Kings 
Meſle ; tisa Chough ; but as I ſay,ſpacious in the poſſe(- 
flion of dirt. 

Oſr. Swet Lord, if your friendſhip were atleaſure, 1 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeſty. 

Ham, I will reccive it with all diligence of ſpirit ; put 
your Bonnet to his right uſe,ris for the head. | 
.. Ofr, Ithanke your Lordſhip,tis very hor. 

= No,beleeve mee;tis very cold, the wind is Nor- | 
therly. 

54 It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, | 

Her. Mce thinkes it is very ſoultry, and hot for my 


Complexion, | 
Oſricke 


—_— 


| 


| 


; 


—_— 
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Grſ: Exceedingly,my Lord,itis very ſoultry,as 'twere 
I cannot tell how : bur my Lord,his Majeſty bad me ſig- 
nific to you, that he has laid a great wager on your heads : 
Sir,this is the matter. 

Har. I beſeech you remember. . 

Of. Nay, in good faith, for mine eaſe in good faith : 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence luertes 15 at 
his weapon, 

Ham, W har's his weapon ? 


* Orſ. Rapier and Dagger. 


Ham, That's two of his weapons ; but wel!. 

Orſ. The King ſir has wag'd with him fixe Barbary 
horſes, againſt the which he impor'd, asItake it, fixc 
French Rapiers and Poniards,with their afſignes,as Gir- 
dle, Hangers,or ſo; three of the carriages infaithare very 
deare to fancy,very reſponſive tothe hilts, moſt delicate 
carriazes,and of very liberall concelt. 

Ham, \W hat call you the Carriages? 

Or/ſ. The Carriages Sir,are the Hangers. 

Ham. The pbraſe would be more Germane to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our ſides ;I would 
it might be Hangerstill then; but on.fixe Barbary Hor- 
ſes,againſt fixe French Swords: their Aſſignes and three 
liberall conceited carriages, that's the French,but againſt 
the Daniſh ; why is this impon'd as you call it ? 

Or/. The King Sir,hath laid that 1n a dozen paſles be- 
tweene youand him, he ſhall not exceed you three hits ; 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come to 
immedinte triall , if yoar Lordſhip would vouchſafe the 


| Anſwer. 


Ham. How if 1 anſwer no ? 

Orſe Imeanemy Lord the oppoſition of your perſon 
in triall, : 

Ham. Sir, I will walke here in the Hall; if it pleaſe 
bis Majelſtie, 'tisthe breathing time of day with me; let 
the Foyles be brought , the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold hispurpoſe; I will winne for him if I can : if 
not, [le gaine nothing but my ſhame,and the odde hits. 

Orſ;, Shall I redcliver you ce'nſo ? 

Ham. To this effeQ Sir , after what flouriſh your na- 
ture will. 

Or. I commend my duty to your Lordſhip. Err. 

Ham. Yours,yours ; he does well to commend it 
himſelfe,there are no tongues elſe for's tongue; 

Hor, This Lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his 
head, 

Ham. He did Comply with his Dug before he ſuck't 
it : thus had he and nine more of the tame Beavy thar 
I know the droſlie Age dotes on; onely got the tune of 
che time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of 
yeſty colletion,which carries them through & through 


{ the moſt fond and winnowed opinions;and doe but blow 


them totheir tryalls, the Bubbles are our. 
Hor. You will loſe this wager, my Lord. 
Haw. 1 doe notthinke fo, fince he went into France, 
T have beene in continuall prafticey I ſhall winne at the 
oddes; but thou wouldeſt not thinke hoy all heere a- 
bout my heart : bur it 1s no matter. 
Her. Nay, good my Lord. 
"Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is ſucha kind of gain- 
givingas would perhaps trouble a woman. 
Hor.If your mind diſlike any thing, obey. I will fore- 
ſtall their repaire hither, and ſay you are not fit. 
Ham, Not a whit, we defie Angury x theres a ſpeciall 
Providence in the fall ofa ſparrow. If it be now, tis not 


| to come : uf it be not to come, 1t will be now : if it 


| 


— 


o__— 


| Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet: 


- Your Grace hath laid the oddes a'th*'weaker ſide. 


be not now ; yet it will come;the readinefle is all,fince no 
man ha's ought of what he leayes. What 18't to leave be. 
times ? | 
Enter King, Queene,Laertes and Lords, with other eAt. 
tendants with Foyles, and Gauntlets,a Table and 
Flagons of Wine on 1t. 


Kin,Come Hamlet, come,and take this hand from me, 
Ham.Give me your pardon fir,1*'ve done you wrong, 
But pardon't as youarea Gentleman, 
This preſence knowes, 
And you muſt needs have heard how I ain puniſh'd 
With ſore diſtration? What I have done 
That might y our natures honor,and exception 
Roughly awake, T here proclaime was madnefle : 


If Hamlet from himſelfe be tane away - 
And when he's not himſelfe,do's wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet doe's it not, Hamlet denies it : 
W ho does it then ? His madnefle ? If t be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wreng d, 
His Madneſle is poore Hamlets enemy» 
Str,in this Audience, 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evill, 
Free me ſo farre in your moſt generonsthoughts, 
ThatT have ſhot mine Arrow o're the houſe, 
And hurt my Mother. 
Lacr. I amfatisfied in Nature, 
W hoſe motive inthis caſe ſhould ſiirre me moſt 
To my Revenge. But in my termes of honor 
I ſtand aloofe,and will no reconcilement, 
Tiil by fomeelder Maſters of knowne honour, 
I have a voyce, and preſident of peace 
To keepe my name ungorg'd.Burtill that time, 
I doe receive your offer'dloye like love, 
And will not wrong it» 

Ham. I doe embrace it freely, 
And will this brothers wager frankely play. 
Give us the Foyles : Come on, 

Laer, Come one for me. 

Ham. Ile be your Foyle Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your $k1ill ſhall like a Starre i'th'brighteſt night, 
Sticke fiery off indeed. | 

Laer, You mockeme ſir. . 

Ham. No,by this hand. 

Kin, Givethe Foyles young O/ricke, 

Couſen Hamler,you know the wager. 

Ham, Very well my Lord, 


King, Idoe nor feare it, 
I have ſeene you both : | 
But tince he 1s better'd, we have therefore oddes. 
Laer, This is too heavy, 
Let me ſec another. | 
Ham, This likes me well, 
Theſe Foyles have have all a length, 
Oſ7. T my good Lord. 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table : 
It Hamlet give the firit,or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, l 
Let all the Batrlements their Ordnance fire, | 


Prepare to Play. 


The King ſhall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 
Andin the Cup an union ſhall he throw 
Richer than that,which foure ſucceſſive Kings 


InDenmarkes Crowne have worne.! 


PAY 


POR 


I 


— hams mae 


CE 


Ms. If 


_—- 


—_ 


| 
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Giveme the Cups, - 


| And let the Kettle to the Trumpets ſpeake, 
| The Trumpetto the Canonecr without, | 
| The Cannons to the Heavens,the Heavento Earth, : ; 


Now the King drinkes to Hamlet. Comegbegin, - 
And you the Indges beare a wary cyc, 
Ham. Comeonfir.' _ 
Lacer. Come on fir. 
Ham, One; 
Lacr. No. 
Ham. Indgement. | 
0/7. Ahit;a very palpable hit- 
Laer.,Well ; againe. 
King. Stay,give me drinke, 
Hamlet ,this Pearle 18 thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the Cup, | 
| | Trumpet ſound, ſhot goes off. 
Hare, Ile play this bout firft,ſetby a while. 
Come : Another hit ; what ſay you? 
Laer. Atouch,a tonch,lI doe confefle, 
King. Our ſonne ſhall win 
9x. Ae's fat, and ſcant of breath. 
Here's a Napkin,rub thy browes,  . 
The Queene Carowſes to thy fortune, Hamer, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
. King. Gertrude,doe not deinke. 
2%. I willmy Lord; 
Ipray you pardon me. SEE 
King. It isthe poyſon'd Cup, it istoo late. 
Ham. 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, 
By and by. | 
24. Come,lct me wipe thy face, 
Lacr. My Lord Ile hit him new. 
King, I doe notthink't, : 
Laer. And yet "tis almoſt 'gainſt my conſcience. 
Ham. Come,for the third. 
Laertes.you but dally, _ ; 
Ipray yeu paſſe with your beſt violence, 
I am affeard you makea wanton of me. 
Laer, Say youſo? Come on. 
O/7. Nothing neither way. 
Lacr. Have at you now. 
In ſeuffling they change BR apiers, 
King. Partthern, rhey are icens'd. 
Ham, Nay,come againe- 
Or. Looke tothe Queene there hoa, ; 
Hor, They bleed on both ſides. How is'tmy Lord ? 
Oſr. How 1s't Laertes ? 
Laer. Why asa Woodcocke 
Tomy Sprindge,0/7:cke, | 
Iam juſtly kill'd with mine owne treachery. 
Ham, How does the Queene ? 
King. She ſounds toſce them bleed. 
9x. No,no the drinkxe,the drinke, 


They plays 


Play. 


| Oh my deare Hamer, the drinke,the drinke, 
| Iampoyſon'd. | 


Ham. Oh Villany ! How ? Letthedoore belock'd; 
Treachery,ſceke it out. 
Laer. [tis here Hamlet. 
Hamler,thou art flaine, 
No medicine in the world can doe thee good. 


In thee there is not halfean houre of life z 


\ The treacherons Inſtrument 1s in thy hand, 


Vnbated and envenom'd :the foale practiſe 
Hath turn'd it ſelfe on me, Loe,here Ilye, 


Never toriſc againe ; Thy Mothers poyſon'd : 


LEY 


, Oh good 


— 
, 


1 can no more, the King, the King'sto blame. 
am, The point envenom'dtoo, - of 
Then venometothy worke,  -_ .' 1, | 
| » Herts the King, | 
Alt. Treaſon, Treaſon, : . | 
King. O yet defend me Friends, Fam but hurt. 
Ham. Heere thou inceſtuous, murdrous , 
Damned Dane.  ;;,;/\- t...;:: 
Drinke of this Potion: Isthy 'Vnjon here? : :/- 
Follow my Mother. enopr'e; King Dyes. 
Laer. He is jultly ſery'd. tt | ; 
Itis a poyſon temp'red by himſelfes:.;. {1 
Exchange forgiveneſſe with me, Noble Hamlet; - : 
Mane and niy Fathers death come notuponthee;:: + 
Nor thine on me. Dyes. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it; I follow thee. 
I am dead Heratis, wretched Queene adiew, | 
You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, | 
That are but Mutes or aitdience at this at: 
Had I but time ( as this fell Sergeant death 
Is {trick't inthis Arreſt ) oh Icouldtell you, 
But let it be ; Horatio, I am dead, | 
Thou liv'ſt, report me and my cauſes right | 
To the unſatisfied. 
Her. Never beleeve it. 
I am more an Antike Romanthen a Dane: * 
Heere's yetſome Liquor left. 
Ham. As th'arta man, give me the Cup, 
Let 80, Dy heaven Ile have't. 
oratio, what a wounded name, 
(Things ſtanding thus unknowne) fhall/live behind me. 
It thou did'lt ever hold me inthy heart, 
Abſent thee from felicitic a while, 
And inthis barſh world draw thy breath in paine, 
To tell my Storie. 
| Aarch a farre off,and ſhout within, 
What warlike noyſcis this ? 


1 


Enter Oſricke. (lard, 
Ofr, Yong Fortinbras,with conqueſt come from Po- 
Toth' Ambaſſadors of £:g/and gives this warlike volly, 
Ham. OI dye Horatio : 
The potent poyſon quie ore-crowes my ſpirit, 
I cannot live to heare the Newes from Englard, 
But I doe propheſie th'cleRion lights 
Oa Fortinvras he ha's my dying voyce, 
So tell him with the occurrents moreand lefle, 
W hich have ſolicited. The reſt is filence, O,0,0,0, Dies. 


Horo. Now cracks a Noble heart : | 


Goodnight ſweet Prience, | 
And flightsof Angels fing thee to thy reſt, 
Why do's the Drumme come hither ? 


Enter Fertinbras and Enliſh Ambaſſador with Drumme, | 
| Colours,and eAttendengs. | 
Fort. Where isthis fight? - 
Hor. Whatis it ye would ſee; 
If ought of woe or wonder,ceaſe your ſearch. | 
For. His quarry cries on Havocke.Oh proud death, 
W hat Feaſt is toward in thine eternall Cell. | | 
That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhoot, 
Sobloodily haſt ſtrooke. : 
eAmb. The fight is diſmall, | 
And our affaires from £ng/end come toolate, 


The eares are ſenſclefle that ſhould give us hearing, | 


Te tell him his command'ment is fulfil d, _—_ 
That | 
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That Roſiucros and Gnildernſftar are dead : 
Where ſhould we have our thaukes ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 
Had it th'ability'of life to thanke you : 
He never gave command'ment for their death: 
But fince ſo jumpe upon this bloody queſtion, © © 
You from the Polake warres,and you from Eng/and 
Are herearrived. Give order that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed to the view, 
And let me ſpeaketo th'yet unknowing world, 
How theſe things came about. So ſhall you heare 
Of carnall,bloedy ,and unnaturall a&s, 
Of accideatali jadgements,caſuall langhters 
Of death's put on by cunning,and forc'd cauſe, 
Andinthis upſhot, purpoſes miſtooke, 
Falne enthe Inventors heads. Allthis can I 
Truly deliver. 

For. Letus haſte to beare it, 
And call the Nobleſt to the Audience. 
For me,with ſorrow, 1embrace my Fortune, 
I have ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 


[ 


—— 


Which are toclaime,my vantage doth 
Invite me. Ta of | s 
Hor. Of that T ſhall alwayes cauſe to ſpeake' * 
And from his mouth © © | 
W hoſe voyee will-draw on more : ML 
But let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Even whiles mens mindes are wilde, 
Leſt more miſchance 
On plots,and errours happen. 
For. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the Stage, 
For he was likely, had he beene put on 
To have prov'd moſt royally : 
And for his paſſage, | 
The Souldiers Muficke,and the rites of Warre 
Speake loudly for him. | 
Takeup the body ; Buch a fight as this 
Beeomes the Field, bur here ſhewes much amiſſe, 
Goc,bid the Souldiers ſhoot. 
Exeunt Marching : after the which,a Peale of 
Ordnance are ſhot off. 


eAfus Primus. Scena Prima. 


CC ener 


Enter Kent ,Gloceſter, and Edmond. 
Kents 
Thought the King had more affected the Duke 
'of Albaxy,then Cornew all, 

Glow. It did alwayes {ſeeme tous: But now 
in the diviſionof the Kingdome,1t appeares not 
which of the Dukes he values moſt , for qualities are ſo 
weigh'd, that curioſity inneither,” can make choiſe of ct- 
thers moity. ; | 

Kent, Ts not this your ſonne,my Lord ? 

Glou.. His breeding Sir, hath been at my charge.I have 
ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz'd too't. | 

Kent, I cannot conceive you. 

Gon. Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could ; where- 
upon ſhe grew round womb'd, and had indeed ( Sir )) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere ſhe had a husband for her bed, 
Doe you ſmell a fault ? wor! 

Keat, I cannot wiſh the fault undone, the ifſue of it 

being ſo proper. Je; 
| Glox.. But 1 have a Sonne;, Sir, by order of Law , ſome 
yeere elderthanthis; who, yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count,though this Knave came ſomething ſ{awcily to the 
world before hee was {ent for : yet was his Mother faire, 
there was good {port at his making, and the whorſen 
muſt be acknowl:dgcd. Doe you know this Nobleman, 
Edmond ? 5 | 

Edm. No,my Lord. 

Glow. My Lord of Kent ; 

Remember him hereafter,as my honourable Friend. 

Edm, My (ervicesto your Lordſhip. 

Kent. T muſt love yon,and ſte to know you bettcr. 

Edm. Sir,I ſhall ſtudy deſerving. 

Glou- He hath been out nine yeares,and away he ſhall 
againe, The King is comming. 


Senner Enter King Lear, (ornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Re- 
| gan Cordelia,and atterdarts. 
Lear.Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy;Gloſter 
Glogx. I ſhall my Lord. Exit. 
Lear.Meane time we ſhal expreſſe our darker purpoſe. 
Give me the Map there. Know,that we have divided 
In three,our Kingdome : and "ris our falt intent, 
To ſhake all cares and bulineſle from our Age, 
Conferring them on yonger ſtrengths, while we 
Vnburthen'd crawle toward death-Qur ſon of Cornwall, 
And you our no leſſe loving Senne of e{/bary, 


—— 


' Dearer than eye-ſight,ſpace,and liberty, 


— 


We havethis hoare.a conſtant willto publiſh. + 
Our Daughters ſeverall Dowers;that tuture ſtrife - 


May be preveted now. The Princes, France,& Bwurgand)y. | 


Greac Rivals in Our yonger daughters love, | 
Long 1n our Court, have made their amorous ſojouthe, ! 
And kere are to be anfwer'd. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will diveſt us both of Rule, 
Intereſt of Territory,Cares of State) 
W hich of you ſhall we fay dothlove as molt, | 
That we,our largetit bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goper:/, 
Our eldctt borne,{peake firlt. © 1; "277108 
Gon, Sir, 1love youmore than word can weild the 

(marter, 
Beyond whatcan be vaiued,rich or rare, 
Nolefſe thanlite, with grace, kealth,beauty,honor : 
As much as childe cre lov'd,or Father found. - ;.. 
A love that makes breath poore,and ſpeech unable, 
Beyondall manner offo much 1 love you. 

Cor, Whart {hall Cordelia fpeake ? Love,and be filent. 

Zear.Of all chcſebounds ecenfrom this Line,to this, / 
With ſhadowy Forreſts,and with Champions rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers,and wide-rkirted Mcades 
We make thee Lady. To thine and e/bantes jfſaes 
Be this perpetual. W har ſayes our {ſecond Daughter, 
Our dearelt Keg.1z,wite of ( ornwall ? 

Reg. Tam madc of that ſeifc-mettle as my filter, 
And prize meat her worth. In my true heart, 
I tinde ſhe names my very deed of love : 
Onecly ſhe comes too ſhort, thar I profefle 
My ſclfe anenemy to all other joyes,. 
W hichthe moſt precious ſquare of ſenile profeſſes, 
And finde I am alone felicitate 
In your deere Highneſle love. 

Cor. Then poore Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, fince I am ſure my love's 
More ponderous than my tongue. 

Lear. Tothee,and thine hereditary ever, 
Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome, 
No lefle in ſpace, validity,and pleaſurc | 
Than that conferr'd on Gonerul, Now our Toy, 
Although our laſt and leaft ; to whoſe yong love, 
The Vines of France,and Milke of ZBxrgandy, 
Strive tobe intzreſt. What can you fay,to draw 


| A third, more opulent then your Siſters? ſpeake. - 


Cor. Nothing my Lord. 
Lear. Nothing ? 


—— 


————_— — 
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This hideous raſhneſle, anſwer my life, my judgement ; 
Thy yapgeſt Daugkter do;s notlove thee leaſt, | 
Norarc theſc exity hearted, whoſe low ſounds | 


Cor, Nothing. = 
Lear. Nothing will come of notbing, ſpeake againe- 
Corr. Vahappy that Iam, I cannor heave 

My hcart intomy mouth: I love your Majeſty | 

According to, my bond, no morenorlefle. ARS 
Lear. How, how{(ordclia? Mend your ſpeech alittle 

Leſt you may marre your fortunes. 
Cor. Good my Lord, 

You haye begot me, bred me, loy'd me. 

I returne thoſeduties backe as are right fit, 

Obey you, Love you, and moſt honour you- 

Why have my Siſters busbands, if they fay 


They love you all? happily when I ſhall wed. 


That Lord, whoſe hand mult take my plight, ſhall carry 
Halfe my love with him, halfe my Care, and Duty, 
Sure I ſhall never marry like my Siſters. 
Lear. But gocs thy heart with this? 
{or. I my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor So young my Lord, and true. | 
Lear. Tt it beſo, thy truth then be thy dovwre : 
For by the ſacred radience of the Sunne, 
The myſteries of Hecarand the night : 
By all the operations of the Orbes, 
From whom wedoe exiſt, and ceaſe to be, 
Heere I diſclaime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity andproperty of blood, 
And asa ſtranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scytbear, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 
To gorge hisappetite, ſhall to my boſome 
Beas well neighbdour'd, pittied, and relciv'd, KY 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. ths 4 

Kent, Good my Licge. | 

Lear. Peace Kent. 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 

I lov'd her moſt, and thoughtto fertmy reſt 

On her kind nurſery. Hence and avoyd my ſight ; : 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 6 
Her fathers heart from her ; call Frazce, who ſtirres?” 
Call Burgundy, Cornwall, and eAlbavy, 

With my two Daughters, Dowres, digeſt the third, 
Let pride, which ſhe calls plainneſle, marry her : 

I doe inveſt you jon:ly with my power, 
Preheminence, and all the large ctte&ts | 
That troope with Majeſty. Our ſelfe by Monthly courſe, 
Withreſcrvationof an hundred Knights, 

By yourto be ſuſtain'd, fhalbour abode 

Make with you by due turne, onely we ſhall retaine 
The name, and all tl'addirtion to a-King : the Sway, 
Revennew, Execution of the reſt, 

Beloved Sonnes be yours, whichto confrme, 

This Coronet part betweene you. 

Kent. Royall Lear, | 
W hom 1 have ever honor'd as my King, 

Lov'das my Father, as my Maſter follow'd, 
As my Patron thought on in my praters. 

Lear.The bow is bent and drawne,make from the ſhaft. 
 Keng. Let it fall rather, though the forke invade 
Theregion of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 

When Lear is mad, what wouldeſt thou doe old man ? 
Thiokſt thou that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeake 

W hen power to flattery bowes ? 

To plainnefle honour's ound, 

W hen Majeſty fallste folly, reſerve thy ſtate, - 


| Andinthy beſt conſideration checke 


_—” 


Reverbe no hollownefle. ©  _ 
Lear. Kenton thy life no more. 


Kyo. Mylifet never held but as a pawne 
To wage againſt thine enemies,nere feare tro loſe it, 


Thy fafcry being motive. ©. 
Lear. Oat of my fight. ry 


- 


Kent. See better Lear,and let me till cemaine 


Thetruc blanke ef thine eye. 
Lear. Now by Apells. 
Kent. Now by eApe!lo,King 
Thou ſwear'ft thy gods in vaine. 
Lear. O Vaſlzll ! Miſcreant. 
eAlb, Cor. Deare Sir forbeare, 


Kent, Kill thy Phyſitian,and thy fee beſtow 


Vpon the foule diſeaſe, revoke thy gift, 


Or whilſt I can ventclamour from my throat, 


le tell thee thou doſt evill. 


Lear, Heare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare me: 
That thou haſt ſought to make us breake our vawes, 
W bich we durk never yet ; and with ſtrain'd pride, 
To come betwixt our ſcntence.and our power. - 
W bich,nor our nature,nor our placecan beare ; 


Our potency mace good,take thy reward. 
Hye dayes we dec allot thee for proviſion, 

To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, 
Ard on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 
Vpon our Kingdome; if the tenth day fellowi 


Thy baniſht trunke be found in our Dominions, 


The moment 1sthy death,away. By [#piter, 
This ſhall not be revok'd. 


Kent, Fare thee well King,ſith thus theu wilt appeare, 


Freedome lives hence,and baniſhment is here 


The godxto their deare ſhelter take thee Maid, 


That juſtly thini*&,and haſt moſt rightly ſaid : 


And.your large ſpeeches,may your deeds _—_ 


That good ctfets may ſpring from words of | 


Thus Kev, O Princes,bids you all adiee, 


Hee'l ſhape his old courſe ina Countrey new. 


Enter Gloſter with France,aud Bur oundy | 


Attendants. 


Cor. Here's France and Burgundy,my Noble Lord. 


Lear, My Lord of Burganay, 


We firſt addrefle toward you,who with this King 
Hath rival'd for our Daughter; what in the leaſt 


Will you require in preſent Dower with her, 
Orceaſe your queſt of Love ? 
Bur, Moſt Royall Majeſtic, 


I crave no morethan hath your Highneſſc offer'd, 


Nor will you tender lefle 2 
Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 
W hen ſhe was deare tous,we held her ſo, 


But now her price is fallen : Sir,there ſhe ſtands, 


If ought within that little ſeeming ſubſtance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
Shee's there,and ſhe is yours. 

Dur, Iknownoanſwer. 


Lear. Will you with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes, | 


Vofriended,new adepted to our hare, 


Dowr'd with our curſe,and ſtranger'd with our oath, 


Take her,or leave her. 


Ng, 


bl 


ove; 


Exit, 


| 


Bur, Par- | 
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Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, _ 
Election makes not up in ſuch conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her fir, fot by the powre that made 
tell you all her wealth. For you great King, (me, 
Lwould not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 

To match you where hate, therefore beſeech you 
Tavert your liking a more worthier way, 

Then on a wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt t'acknowledge hers. 

Fra. This 1s moſt (trange, | \ 
That ſhe who even but now, was your beſt obje&, 
The argument of your praiſe, balme of your age, 
Thebeſt, the deereſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 
Somany folds of favour : ſure her offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnatural degree, 


| That monſters it ; Or your fore-vouckt affeion 


Fall into taint; which to belceve of her 
Muſt be a faith that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me, 
| Cor. I yetbelſeech your Majeſty, 
If for I want that glib and oylye Art, EO 
Toſpeake and purpoſe nor, ſince what Iwill intend, 
Ile do't before I ſpeake, that you make knowne 
Itis no vicious blot, murther, or fouleneſle, 
No unchaſte a&ion or diſhonored ſtep 
That hath depriv'd me of your Graceand favour, 
But even for want oi that, for which I am richer, 
A ſtill oliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue, 
Thac I am glad I haye not, though not to have it, 
Hath loſt me in your liking. 
| Lear. Better thou hadit, | 
Not beenc borne, then not t'have pleas'd me better, 
Fra. Is 1t but this ? A tardineſfle in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiftory unſpoke 
Thar it intends to doe ; my Lord of Burgundy, 
What ſay you to the Lady ? Love's not love 
When it 1s mingled with regards, that {tands 
Aloofe from thi intire point, will yon have her ? 
She 1s herſelfe a Dowry. 
| Bar. RoyallKing, 
Give but that portien which your {clfe propos'd, 
And here I take Cordetiaby the hand, 
Dutcheſle of Bargundy. 
Lear. Nothing, 1 have ſworne, 1am firme. 
Bur. 1am ſorry then you have ſo loſt a Father. 
That you muſt looſe a husband. 
Cor, Peace be with Burguny, 
Since that reſpe& and fortunesare his love, 
I ſhallnotbe his wife. 
Fra, Faireſt Corae/a, that art moſt rich being poore, 
Moſt choiſe forſaken, and moſt lov'ddeſpis'd, 
Thee and thy vertues hereI ſeize upon, 
Beit lawfull I rake up whats calt away, 
Gods, gods! Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt negle&t 
My love ſhould kindle to enflam*'d reſpet, 
Thy dowrelefle Daughter, King, throwne to my chance, 
Is Queene of us, of ours, and our faire Frazce ; 
Not all the Dukes of watriſh Burgunay, 
Can buy this unpriz*d precious Maid of me. * 
Bid them farewell Corde/ia, though unkind, 
Thou looſeſt herea better where to find. > 
Leer. Thou haſt her Fr ance, let her bethine, for we 
Have no ſuck Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of hers againe, therefore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon : 


p  O——_— 


Come Noble Burganay. Fluriſh, 
Fre. Bid farewell to your Siſtcrs.. 
Cor. The lewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 

Cordelia leaves you, 1 know you what you are, 

And like a Siſter am moſt loth ro call 

Your faults as they are named. Love well our father : 

To your profeſſed boſomes I commir him, 

But yet alas, ſtood I within his Grace, 

I would perfer him toa better place, 

So farewell to you both. 

Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty. 
Gox, Let your ſtuddy 

Beto coutent your Lord, who hath receiv'd you, 

At fortunes almes, you have obedience ſcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 
Cor, Time ſhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 

W ho covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides, 

Well may you proſper. 
Fra. Come my faire Cordelia, - Exit France and Cor. 
Gow. Silter, it is not little T have to ſay, 

Of what moſt neerely appertaines to us both, 

I thinke our father will hence to nighe. (withus, 
Reg. Thats molt certaine, and with you : next moneth 
Gon, You ſee how full of changes his age is, the ob- 

ſervation we haye made of ir hath beene little:he alwayes 

lov'd out Siſter moſt,and with what poore judgement he 
bath now caſt her off, appearestoo too groflely, 
Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath ever but 
ſlenderly knowne himlelfe. CO Eo 
Gon, The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath beene but 

raſh, then muſt we looke from his age, to receive not a- 

lone the imperfections of long ingraffed condition, but 


Exennt. 


—_—— 


therewithall the unruly way-wardneſſe, that infirme and | 


cholericke yeeres bring with them. 


Reg. Such nnconſtant ſtartsare we like to have from 


him, as this of Kenrs baniſhment. 

Gon, There is farther complement of leaye-taking be- 
tweene France and him,pray you ler us fit rogether,if our 
father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſition as he beares 
this laſt ſurrender of his will but oftend us. 

Reg: We ſhall further thinke of ir, 

Gon, We muſt doe ſomething, aud i'th'heate, Exenut. 


E——_—_—  —_—_— ———— COT C—_O 


Scana Secunda. 


Eater Baſterd, 


— — — 


— 


—=— 


Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddeſſe, to thy Law TY 


My ſervices are bound, wherefore ſhould 1 
Stand in the plague of cuſtome, and permit 
The curioſity of Nations, todeprive me ? 
For thar I am ſome twelve, or tourteene Moonſhines 
Lag of a br#ther > Why Baſtard? Wherefore baſc ? 
W hen miy Dimenſions are as well compa, 

My mind as generous, and my ſhape as true 

As honeſt Madams ifſue? Why brand they us 
With Baſe? With baſeneſſe Baſtardy ? Baſe, Baſe 
Who inthe luſty ſtealth of Nature, take 

More compoſition, and fierce quality, 

Then doth within a dull taletyred bed _ 

Goe to th'creating a wholetribe of Fops- . 

Got *tweenea ſleepe, and wake? Well theri, - 
Legitimate Edger, I muſt have yourland, 

Our fathers love, is tothe Baſtard Edmund, 

As to th'legitimate ; fine word :; Legitimate, 
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Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edd the baſe 
Shall to'th'Legitimate : | grow, I proſper : 
Now gods, ſtand up for Baſtards. 


Enter GlouceSter. 

Ghe. Kent baniſh'd thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Preſcrib'd his power, 
Confin'd to exhibition ? All this gone 
Vpon the gad ? Edmund, how now? What newes ? 

Baft. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, none. 

Glow. W he lo earneſtly ſeeke you to put up that Let- 

Baft. } know no nzwes, my Lord. (ter ? 

Gles, What Paper were you reading ? 

Baft. Nothing my Lord. 
__ Gloa, No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
itinto your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not 
ſuch neede to hide it ſelfe. Lets ſee : come, if it be no- 
thing, I ſhall not need SpeRacles. 

Baft, I beſeech you Sir, pardon me ; it is a Letter from 
my Brother,thart I have not all ore-read ;and for {0 much 
as I have perue'd, I find it not fit for your ore-looking. 

Glow, Give methe Letter, Sir, 

Baſt. T ſhall offend, either to deraine, or give 1t : 

The Contents, as in part I underſtand them, 
Are too blame. 

Glow. Lets ſec, lets ſee. 

Bat. Thope for my brothers juſtification, he wrote 
this but asan eſſay, or taſte of my Vertue. 

Glou reads. Thi policy, and reverence of «Age, makes the 
world bitter to beft of our times : keepes our Fortunes from us, 
till our oldneſſe cannot reliſh them, 1 beginto find an idle and 
fond bondage, in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny, who ſwayes not 
as it bath power, but as it is ſuffer d. Come to me, that of thu 
I may ſpathe more. If our Father would ſleepe till I wak'a him, 
you ſhould enjoy batfe his Revennew for ever , and tive thebelo- 

ved of your brother, Edgar. 
Hum ? Conſpiracy? Slecpe till I wake him, you ſhould 
enjoy halfc his Revennew : my Sonne Edgar, had he a 
hand ro write this? A heart and braine to breede it in ? 
When came you tothis ? Who brovght it? 

Ba#t. It was not brought me, my Lord ; theres the 
cunning of it. I found itthrowne in at the Caſement of 
my Cloſlet. 

Glox, You know the character to be your Brothers ? 

Baſt. If the matter were good my Lord,I durſt fweare 
it were his: bur in reſpeR ot that, 1 would faine thinke it 
were not. 

Glon, It IS his. 

Baſe. Itis his band, my Lord : 1 hope his heart is not 
inthe Contents. 

Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſſe? 

Baſt. Never my Lord. But I have heard him oft main- 
taine it to befit , that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 

declind, the Father ſhould be as Ward to the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Revennew. 

Gtx. O Villaine, villaine: his very opinion inthe Let- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, unnaturall, deteſted , brutiſh 
Villaine ; wocſe then brutiſh : Goe ſirrah, ſeeke him : Ile 
apprehend hime Abhominable Villaine, where is he ? 

Ba##. 1 doc not well know my L. if it ſhall pleafe you 
toſuſpend your indignation againſt my brother, till you 
can derive from him better teſtimony of his intent, you 
ſhould runa certaine courſe : where, if es violently pro- 

cecd againſt him, miſtaking his purpole, it would make a 
great gap in your honor, and ſhake in peeces, the hegrr of 


his obedicnce. I dare pawne downe mylife for him, that 
he hath writthis to fecele my affeion to your honer, and 
tono other pretence of danger. / 

Glou, Thinke you ſo? 

Bf. 1f your honor judge it meete, T will place you 
where you ſhall heare us conferre of this, and by an Auri- 
cular aflurance have you r ſatisfaction, and that without 
any further delay, then this very Evening. 

Gor, He cannot be fucha Monſter. Edmmndſecke him 
out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame the Buſineſſe 
after ycur owne wiſedome. I would unſtate my ſelfe, to 
be in a due reſolution. 

Baf. 1 will ſceke him Sir, preſently : convey the buſi- 
neſleasT ſhall find meanes, and acquaint you withall, 

Glog. Thele late Eliples in the Sun and Moone por- 
tend no good to us: though the wiſedome of Nature can 
reaſon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelfe ſcourg'd 
by the ſequent effets., Love cooles, friendſhip falls off, 
brothers divide. In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, dif. 
cord: tin Palaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd,twixt 
Sonne and Father. This villaineof mine comes under the 
prediRion : theres Son againft Father,rhe King fals from 
by as of Nature, theres father againſt Child, We have 
{eene the beſt of our time. Machinations, holloywneſſe, 
treachery, and all ruinous diforders follow us diſquietly 
to our Graves, Find outthis Villaine Edwzw74,it ſhall loſe 
theenothing,doe it carefully: and the Noble and true har- 
ted Kent baniſh'd; his offence, honeſty.Tis ſtrange. Exir, 

Baſt, Thisis the excellent foppery of the world, that | 
when weare ſick in fortune,often the ſurfersof our owne 
behaviour, we make guilty of our diſaſters, the Sun, the 
Moone, and Starres, as if we were villaines on neceſſity, 
Fooles by heavenly compulſion, Knaves, Theeves, and 
Treact ers by Sphzricall predominance. Drunkards, Ly- 
ars, and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planetary 
influence ; and allthat we arcevill in, by a divine thru- 
ſting on, An admirable evaſion of W hore-maſter-man, 
to lay his Goatith diſpoſition on the charge of a Starre, 
My father compounded with my mother under the Dra- 
gonstaile, and my Nativity was under Y7ſa Mater, fo 
tht it fellowes, I am rough ard Leacherous. I ſhould 
have bin that I am, had the maidenleſt Starre inthe Fir- 
mament twinkled on my baſtardizing. 

Enter Eagar. 
Pat: he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedy : 
my Cue isvillanous Melancholly, with a figh like Tom 
o'Bedlam.-——0O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe divi- 
ſions. «Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Eag. How now brother Edmund, what ſerious con- 

templationare you in ? | 
Baſt. Iam thinking brother of a prediction I read this 
other day, what ſhould follow theſe Elipſes. 


Eag. Doc you buſie your ſelfe withthat ? 

Baſt* I promilſe,theeffets he writes of, ſucceede un- 
happily. 
When ſaw you my Father laſt 

Eag. Thenight gone by. 

Baſt. Spake you with him ? 

Eag. I, two houres together. | 

Bas. Parted you it goed tearmes? Found you no dil- 
pleaſure in him; by word, nor countenance ? | 

Epg. Noneat all» h 

Baſt.Bethinke your ſelfe wherein you may have offen- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his preſence, untill 
ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure, 
which at this inſtantſo rageth in him, that oy 
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chiefe of your perſon, it would ſcarſcly alay: 
ag. Some Villaine hath done me wrong. 
Eam. Thats my feare, I pray you have a continent 
forbearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes ſlower : and as 
I ay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will 
fily bring you to heare .mmy Lord ſpeake :pray ye goe, 
theres my key : if youdoe ſtirre abroad, goc arm'd. 
Eap. Arm'd, Brother ? | 
Ed, Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt, I am no boneſt 
man, if there beany good meaning toward you : I have 
told you what I have ſcene, and heard : But faintly. No- 
| thing like the image, and horror of it, pray you away» | 
Edga. Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit. 
Edm, I doe ſerveyou in this buſineſle : 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whoſe nature is ſo farre from doing harmes, 
That he ſuſpeRts none : on whoſe fooliſh honeſty 
My practiſes ride caſie : I ſee the buſineſle. 
Let me, if notby birth; have lands by wit, 
All with me*s meete, that I can faſhion fit- Exit, 


Scena Tertia. 


p——_—— 


. Enter Goneril!, and $ teward. 


9 Gox. Did wy father itrike my Gentleman for chiding 
= | ofhis foole? 
FR. Stew, I Madam. = 

Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, every howre 
p He flaſhes into one grofſle crime, or other, 
*Z | Thatſets usall at ods : Ilenot endure it ; 
223 | His Knights grow riotous, and himſelfe upbraides us 
On every trifle. When he returnes from hunting. 
I willnot ſpeake with him, fay I am ſicke, 
2 | If you come ſlacke of former ſervices | 
# | Yoaſhall doe well, the fault of it Ile anſwer. 

Stew. Hes comming Madam, I heare him. 

Gon. Pat on what weary negligence you pleaſe. 
You and your Fellowes : I'de have it come to queſtion ; 
Ifhe diſtaſte ir, lethim to my Siſter, | 
Whoſe mind and mine I know 1n that are one, 
Remember what I have ſaid. 

Stew. Well Madam. We 

Gon. And let his Knights have colder lookes among 
you - what growes of it no matter, adviſe your fellowes 
ſo, Ile write ſtraight to my Siſter to hold my courſe: pre- 
pare for dinner, 
Exennt; 


PET 
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Scana Quarta. 


Enter Kent, 


: | | Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, 
FJ | That can my ſpeech defuſe, my good intent 
| May carry through it ſelfe rothar full iſſue Gs 
J | For which I raiz'd my likenefſe.. Now baniſht Xe, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thon doſt ſtand condemn'd,. 
So may it come, thy Maſter whom thou lov'ſt, 
Shall find thee full of labours.” 
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| worſe after dinner,T will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho, dinner, wheres my knave? my foole?goe youand call | 


Homes within, Enter Lear and Attendants. 
| Lear. Letme not ſtay a jot for dinner, goe get it rea- 
dy : how now, what art thou ? 

Kent, A man Sir. h 

Lear, What doſtthou profeſſe? What wouldſt thou 
with us? 

Ken, 1 doe profcſſe to be noleſſe then I ſeeme ; to 
ſerve him truely that will put me in truſt, to love bim 
that 1s honeſt,to converſe with him thar is wiſe and fayes 
little, to feare judgement; to fight when I cannot chooſe, 
and to cate no fiſh. 

Lear. Whatare thou? | 
Kent, A very honeſt hearted Fellow, andas poore as 
the King. 


King, thou art poore enough. What wouldſt thou ? 
Kent. Service. 
Lear, Whom woulditrhou ſerve ? 
Kent, You, 
Lear. Do'it thou know me fellow ? 


which I would faine call Maſter. 
Lear. W hats that? 
Kent, Authority. | 
Lear. Wuhat ſervices canſt thou doe ? 


lifed-in, and the beſt of me, is Diligence. 

Zear. How old art thou ? F 

Kent. Not fo young Sirtolove a woman for ſinging, 
nor ſo old todote on her for any thing. I have yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 

Lear, Follow me, that ſhalt ſerve me, if T like thee no 


my foole hither. You you Sirrab, wheres my Daughter? 
| Emer Steward. 

Stew, Sopleaſe you | 

Lear. W hat ſayes the fcllow there > Call the Clot- 
pole backe : wheres my Feole ? Ho, I thinke the worlds 
allcepe, how now ? Wheres that Mungrell? 

Knigh, He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear, Why came not the ſlavebacke to mee when I 
call'd him ? | 

Knigh, Sir, he anſwered me in the roundeſt manner, he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not? _ T” 

Knigh. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, but 
tomy judgement your highnefle is not entertain'd with 
that Ceremonious affetion as you were wont, theres a 


Daughter. - 

Lear. Ha? Saiſt thonſo? ' + - $40 
 Knigh. 1 beſcech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miſtaken, for my duty cannot be ſilent, when I thinke 
your highneſſe wrong'd, | 

Lear. Thou butremembreſt me of mine owne Con 
ception, I have perceived a moſt faint negledt of late, 
which I have rather blamed as mine owne icalous curio» 
ſity, thenasa very pretence and purpoſe of unkindneſſe; 


have not ſcenc him this two dayes. 


| 


Kent. No Sir, but you have that in your Tountenance, 


Kent, I cankeepe honeſt ceunfailes, ride, run, marrea | 
Curious tale 1n telling 1t, and deliver a plaine meſſage | 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, 1 am qua- | 


I will looke further into'r : bat'wheres my Foole ? I |* 


L 


Lea.. If thoubeſt as poore for a ſubje&, as he's for a | 


Exit. & 
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great abatement of kindnefle appeares as well ,in the ge- |. 
nerall dependants, as in the Duke himſelfe alſo, and your | 


Knight. Since my young Ladies going into France 
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Sir, the fooie hath much pined away. 

Lear. No moze of that, I have noted it well, goc you 
and tell my Daughter,I would ſpeake wich her. Goe you 
cail hirher my Foole ; Oh you Sir, you, come you huther 
Sir, who am I Sir. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew, My Ladies Father. 

Lear, My Ladics Father ? my 
ſon dog, youſlave, you currc. 

Stew. lam none of theſe my Lord, 

I beſeech your pardon. 

Lear. Doe you bandy lookes with me, you Raſcall ? 

Srew, Ile not be ſtruck<n my Lord. 

Kent. Nor tript neirher,you baſc Foot-ball player, 

Lear. | thanke thee fcllow. 

Thou ſerv'it me, and lic love thee. 

Kent. Come tir, ariſc, away, Ile teach you differences: 
away, away ,if you wiil meaſure your lubbers length a- 
gaine, tarry, but away, goc to, have you wiſcdome: 10. 

Lear. Now my friendly knavelT thanke thee, theres 
earneſt of thy ſervice. 
TY Enter Foole. k 
Foole. Let me hire him too, heres my Coxcombe. ' 
Lear. How now my pretty knave, how doit thou ?. 
Fovle. Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcombe. 
Lear. Why my Boy? . 
Foole;W hy ? for taking ones part thats out of favour 
nay, and thou canſt not ſmile as the wind fits, thou'k 
catch cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcombe ; why this 
fellow has baniſh'd two on's daughters,and did the thyjrd 
a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou foliow him, thou. muſt 
needes weare my Coxcomb. How now Nunckletwould 
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 


Lords knave,you whor- 


combe my ſclfe, theres mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 

ters. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah, the whip. 

Foole, Truths a dog muſt ro kennell, he muſt bee 
whipt out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by'th fireand 
ſtinke. | 

Lear, Apeliilent gall to me. 

Fool. Sirha, Iletcach thee a ſpeech. 
Lear. Does 

Foole, Marke it Nundcle ; 

Have more then thou ſhoweſt, 

Speake lefſe then thou knoweſt, 

Lend lefſe thenthou owelſt, 

Ride more then thou goeſt, 

Learne more thenthou troweſt, 

Set leſſe then thou throweſt : 

Leave thy drinke and thy whore. 

And keepe ina dore, 

And thou ſhalt have more, 

Then two tens to a ſcore, 
Kent, This is nothing foole. | 
Foek, Then tislike the breath of an unfeed Lawyer, 

you gave menothing for't,can you make nouſe of nothing 

Nuncle? 

Lear. Why no Boy, 

Nothing can be made out of nothing, _ 

Fool: Prethee tell him, ſo much the rent of his land 
comesto, he willnot belecye a Foole. 

Lear. A bitter Foole. 

Foole. Doſt thou know the difference my 
tweeneca bitter Foole, and a ſweet one, | 


Boy, be- 


Feel. If I gave themall my living, Ild keepe my Cox- | 


| 


( 


. 


| thou cloveft thy Crowne ith'middle, .and .gay'ſt away 


| That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peepe, 


 Prethy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemaſter that can teachthy 


need to care for her frowning,: now thou art an O with» 


| 


Lear. NoLaa; teach me. _ _. 7 
Foole. Nunckle, give, me an cgg<c,. and Ile give thee 
two Crownes, ELEE 
| Lear. What two Crownes ſhall they be? , 
Foel., Why after I have cut the cgge ith'middle and | 
Eate up the meate, the two Crownes of the egge . when 


both parts, thou boar'ſt thine Aﬀſe on thy backe o're the 
dart, chou had'ſ{t little wit in thy bald crowne,when thou | 
gav{t thy golden one away : if I ſpeake like my ſelfein 
this, let him be whipt that firſt findes it ſo. 
Fooles had nere lefle grace ina yeere, 
For wiſemenare growne foppilſh, 
And kno not how their wits to weare,' 
Their manners arc foapiſh. .. 
Lea. W hen were you wont to be ſo full of Songs ſirra? 
Fool. Thave uſed it Nunckle, ere Gnce thou mad'ſtthy 
Daughtersthy Mothers, tor when thou gav'ſt them the 
rod, and puriſt downe thine ownebreeches,” then they, 
For tudzine joy did weepe, 
Ard I for ſorrow tung, 


And goe the Foole among, 


Fooletolye, I would fainelearne tolye. 

Lear, And youlye firrah, well have you whipt, 

Fool:, 1 marvell what kin thou and thy daughters are, 
they' have me whipt for ſpeaking true : thou'it have me | 
whipr tor lying, and ſometimes Iam whipt for holding 
my peace. 1 hadraiher be any kind o'thing thena foole, 
and yet I would not be thee Nunnkle, thou halt paredthy 
wit. o'both ſides, and left nothing i'th'middle ; heare 
comes one o'the parings, 

Enter Gonerill. 

Lear. How now Daughter ? what makes that Fronclet 
on © You are too much of late ith'frowne. 

Feole, Thou waſt a pretty feHow when thou hadſ no 


out a figure, I am better then thou art now, I ama foole, | 
thou art nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my rongue,ſo | 
your face bids me. though you tay nothing. 

Mum, mum, he that keepes nor cruſt, not crum, 

Weary of al:, ſhall « ant ſome. Thats a ſheal'd Peſcod, 

Gen. Not oneiy Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Fooley 
Bur other of your infolent retinue 
Doe hourely Carpe and Quarreli, breaking forth 
In ranke, and net to be endured ) riots Sir. 

I had thought by making this well knowne unto yous 
To have founda fafe redreſſc, but now grow fearefull 
By what your ſclfe too late haveſpoke and done, 
Thar you protet this courſe, and put it en 

By your allowance, which if you ſhould, the fault 
Would not ſcape cenſure, nor the redrefles ſleepe, 
Which in the tender of a wholeſome weale, 

Might in their working doe you that offence, 
Whichelle were ſhame, that then necellity 

Will call diſcreet proceeding. 

Foole. For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckooe 1olong, . hat it bad its head but off by 1t 
young, ſoout went the Candle, and we were left dark- 
ling. 
Lear. Are you our Daughter ? 

Gox. I would you would make uſe of your ge 
(WhereotT know youare fraught) and putaway 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſpert you 
From what you rightly are. 


dome 
| wiſce 


Foole. | 
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 Foole. May notan Afe know, when the Cart drawes | 


the Horſe ? 
Whoop IuggeT love thee. 

Lear. Dos any heere know me? 
This is not Lear : ; 
Do's Leer walke thus? Speakethus? Where are his eyes? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings 
AreLethargied, Ha ! Waking? Tis not {o ? 

Who is it that cantell me who Iam e_ 

Foele, Lears ſhadow. 

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman e 

Gov. This admiration Sir, is much oth'{avour 
Of other your new prankes. I doe beſeech you 
To underſtand my purpoſes aright : : 

As you are Old, and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſe. _ 
Heeredoe you keepe a hundred Knightsand Squires, 
Men ſodiforder'd, ſo deboth'd, and bold, 

That this our Court infected, with their manners, 
Shewes like a riotous Inne ; Epicyriſme and Luſt 
Makes it morelike a Taverne, or a Brothell L 

Then agrac'd Pallace. The ſhame it ſelfe doth ſpeake 
| Forinſtant remedy. Bethen defir'd 

By her, that <lſe will rake the thing ſhe begges, 

A little to diſquantity your Traine, 

And the remainders thar ſhall ſtill depend, 

To be ſuch men as way beſort your Age, 

Which .know themſelves, and you. 

Lear. Narkeneſle, and Divels, 

Saddle my horſes : call my Traine together, 
Degencrate Baſtard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yet havel left a daughter. | | 

Gon, You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd rable, 
make Servants of their Betters. 7 


Enter «A tbany. 
Lear. Woe, that toolate repents : 
Isit your. will, ſpcake Sir ? Prepare my Horſes, 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearred Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, ] 
Then the Sea-monſter. == 
Alb. Pray Sir be patient. 
Lear. Deteſted Kitezthou lyeſt..” 
My Traineare men of choyce, and rareſt parts, - 
That all particulars of duty know, - | 
And inthe moſt exatt regard, ſupport: '- - 
The worſhips of their nam. O moſt ſmall fault, 
How ugly.didſt thou in Corae/zaſheiy ? - 
Which like an Engine, wrencht myframe.of Nature - 
From thefixt place : drew from my heart ali love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! + 
Beate atthisgate thatlet thy Folly in, | 
And thy deere Indgement out. Goe, goe, my people. 
eb, My Lord, I am guiltleſle, asI.am jgnorant 
Of what hath moved you, = 
Lear. It may beſo, my Lord, +=: ++ 
| Heare Nature, heare deere Goddeſle, heare : 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſ{t-inrend - 
10 rhakethis Creaturefruitfullsi' ff © 
Into her'Wombe convey; ſterility, 
| Dry up in herthe Organs of increaſe, |! 
And from her derogate body, never ſpring * © 
| A Babe to honor her, If ſhe muſt teetne; © 
| Create her child of Spleene;, that irmay live +) 
And bea thwart diſnatar'drormerittother, : - + + 
| Let it Ntampe wrinkles.in her brow ef:youth, ' - 
With cadent Teares fret Channels her cheekes; © 


To laughter,and contempt : That ſhe may feele, : 


| A Fox,whenone bascaught her, 


| So the Foole followes after. 


:Let me ſtill take away the harmesT feare, 


; How now Ofveld'# =" 


- Stew, T Madam. 


{| As may compact it more. Get you gone, © 
ſ 


—C In 


Turneall her Mothers paines,and benefits 


How ſharper thana Serpents tooth it is, #1 
To have a thankelefſe Childe, Away,away. Exit, 
Alb, Now Godsthat we adore. | 
Whercof comes this? 
Gon, Never afflict your {elfe to know of it ; 
But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope 
Asdotage gives it, 


Enter Lear. 

Lear, What fifty of my followers at a clap ? 
Wirhin a fortnight ? 

eA/b, Whats the matter;Sir? 

Lear, Ile tell thee : 
Life and death, 1am aſham'd 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus, 
That theſe hot teares ,which breake from me perforce 
Should make thee worththem, 
Blaſts and Fogges upon thee : 
Th'untented woundings cf a Fathers curſe 
Perce every ſenſe about thee, Old fond eyes, 
Beweepe thee once againe,lle plucke ye out, 
And caſt you with the waters that you looſe 
To temper Clay. Ha ? Let it be ſo. 
I have another daughter, | 
WhoT am ſure is kinde and comfortable: | 
When ſhe ſhall heare this of thee, with her nailes 
Shee'l flea thy Wolvith viſage. Thou ſhalt finde,| 
That Ile reſume the ſhape which thou doſt thinke 
I havecaſt off for ever. 

: G2#. Doe you marke that ? 
| A4b, Tcannotbe ſo partiall Gorertl, 
To the great love I beare you. | EL 

Gon, Pray you content. What Oſwald hoa? - *-* 
You Sir,more Knzwethen Foole,after your Maſter. © + | 

Foole, Nunkle Lear,Nuncle Lear, 

Tarry,take the Foole with thee 


m—— W_- — —— 


Andſacha daughter, 
Should ſure ta the ſlaughter, 
If my Cap would by a Halter, ws 
' Ext. 
Gon. This man hath had good counſell, 
A hundred Knights? "” 4 
Tis poelitike, and fafe to let him keepe ho HA 
At point a hundred Knights : yes,that on every dfearhe, 
Each buz,cach fancy,cach complaint,diſlike, $f" 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres; *-: © 
And hold our lives in mercy. O/»ald,I fay.' 

Alb, Well,you may feare too farre. 

Go#, Safer then truſt too farre ; 


Not feare ſtill to be taken; I know his heart, ' © © |} 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my ſiſter : 
If the ſuftaine him; and-his hundred Knights 
When T have ſhew'dth'unfitneſſe. - 


Enter Steward, ©: 


What have you writ that [ztrer to my Siſter ?'-* on 
; 03.634 #974 $67 f C224 

Gon, Take you ſome company,and away toh ore; <: : 

Informe her full of my particular feare, | - - 
And thereto adde ſuch reafonsof your owne, © © ) 
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And haſten your returne ; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentleneſſe, and courſe of yours 
| Though 1 condemne not, yet under pardon | 
You are much more attaske for want of wiſedome, 
Then prais'd for harmefull mildnefſe. 

Alb. How farre your eyes may pierce I cannot tell ; 
Striving tobetter, oft we marre whats well. 

Gor, Nay then —— 


Alb. Well, well, the'vent. Exeunt. 


— 


—— 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Foole. 


Lear. Goe youbefore to Gloſter with theſc Letters; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, 
ifyour diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore 
YOu. : 
Kent, I wiilnotleepe my Lord, till I have delivered 
your Letter. Ext. 

Foole. If a mans braincs were ins heeles, wert not in 
danger of kybes ? 

Lear. I boy. wy 

Foote. Then I prethee be merry, thy wit ſhall not gee 
ſlip-ſhod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. : 

Foole. Shale ſee thy other Daughter willuſethee kind- 
| ly, for though ſhesas like this, as a Crabbes like an Ap= 
1 ple, yetl can tell whatI cantell. : 

Lear, What canſttell Boy? 
| Fooke. She will taſte as like this as, a-Crabbe do's to a 
Crab: thou canſt tell why ones noſe ſtands ith'middle 
on'sface ? | 

Lear. No. 
Foele. Why to keepe ones eyes of cither ſides» noſe, 
that what a man cannot ſmell ouc, he may ſpy into. 
Lear. I did her wrong. 
: Foole, Can't tell how an Oyſter makes bis ſhell? 
Lear. No. 
' Foole, Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's 


| a houſe. 


Lear. Why? = 
| Foole. Why to putshead in, not to give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his hornes without a caſe. 
Lear. I will forget my Nature, ſo kinda Father ? Be 
my horſes ready ? | 
Foole. Thy Aſſes are gone about em; the reaſon why 
the ſeven Starres areno mo then ſeven, isa pretty reaſon, 
Lear. Becauſe they arc not eight. 
Foele, Yes indeed, thou woaldſt make a good foole. 
Lear. Totak'tagaine perforce? Monſter ingratitude ! 
Foole, If you wert my foole Nunckle, It'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 
Lear, How's that? © _ | 
.| Foote. Thou ſhouldſt not have bin old, till thou hadſt 
| bin wiſe. -. b x 
'] Leer. Olet menot be mad, not mad ſweet heaven : 


| keep-mme intemper,I would not be mad. How now, arc. 


| the horles ready?  - 
Gent. Ready my Lord. 
Lear. Come Boy. 
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Feel She thatsa Maid now,and laughsat my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unlefſe things be cut ſhorter, 
Exennt. 
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Enter Bailard, and Curas, ſeveralty. 


Baft. Savethce Caran. 

Cur, And you Sir, I have bin 
With your Father, and given him notice 
That the Dake of Cormwall, and Regen his Ducheſſe 
Will be here with him this night, 

Baſt. How comes that ? t;, 

Cur. Nay I know nor, you have heard of the newega. 
broad, I meane the whiſper'd ones, for they are yet bur 
ear-kiſling arguments. 

Baﬀt. Not | : pray you what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely Warres toward, 
Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany ? 

Baſt. Nota word. 

Car. You may doc then in time, 

Fare you well Sir. | 

Baft. The Duke be here tonight? the better beſt, 
This weaves it {elfe perforce into my bulineſle, 
My father hath ſet guard to take my brother, 

And I have one thing of aqueazy queition 


Exn 


| Which I muſt a, briefeneſle, and Fortune worke. 


Emer E dgar, 
Brother, a word, diſcend ; brother I ſay, 
My father watches ; O Sir, flye this place, 
Intelligence is given. where youare hid ; 
You havenow the good advantage of the night, 
Have you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of Cornwall? 
Hes comming hither, now ith'night, ithhaſte, 
And Regan with him, have you nothing ſaid 
Vpon his party gainſt the Duke of Albeyy ? 
Adviſe your ſclte. 

Eag. Iamſure on't, nota word. 

Bait. I heare my father comming, pardon me : 
In cunning, I muſt draw my Sword upon.you : 
Draw, ſeeme todefend your ſclfe, 

Now quit you well. 

Yeeld, come before my father, light hoa, here, 
Fiye Brother, Torches, ſo farewell, 

Some blood:drawne on me would beget opinion | 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I have ſcene drunkards 
Doe more thenthisin ſport ; Father, father, 

Stop, ſtop, no helpe ? 


Enter Ghloiter, and Servants with Torches. 


Glo, Now Edmwnd, wheres the villaine ? : 
Baft. Here ſtood he inthedarke, his ſharpe Sword out, | 
Mumbling of wicked charmes, conjuring the Moone 
Toſtand auſpicious Miſtris. | 
Glo. But where i3 he? 
Baſt . Leoke Sir , I bleed, 
Glo. Where isthe villaine, Edmund ? 
Ba#t. Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could 
Glo, Purſue him, ho : goeafter. By no meanes, what? 
Baſt. Perſwade meto the murther of your my” 
ain 


_ 
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But that I told him the revenging Gods, 
| Gainſt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ſtrong a Bond 
| The Child was bound to'th'Father , Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood 
To his unnaturall purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch'd mine arme : 
And when heſaw my beſt alarum'd ſpirits 
Bold inthe quarrels right, rouz'd to th'eacounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the noyſe I made, 
Full ſodainely he fled. 
Gloft. Ler him flye farre : 
Not in this Land ſhall he remaine uncaught 
And found ; diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his authority | will proclaime it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the ſtake : 
He that conceales him,death. 

Baft. When 1 diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to doe it, with curſt ſpeech 
I threatned to diſcover him ; he replicd, 

Thou unpoſleſſing Baſtard, doft thou thinke, 

IfI would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſall 
Ofany truſt, vertue, or worth in thee 

Make thy words faith'd ? No, what ſhould I deny, 
(As this I would, though thou didſ produce 

My very Character) Ildturne it al 

Tothy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practiſe : 


Glo. Oſtrangeand faſtned Viliaine, 
Would hedeny his Letter, ſaid he ? 
Hearke,the Dukes trumpets, | know not where he comes 
All Ports Ile barre, the villaine ſhall nor ſcape, 
The Duke mult grant me that : beſides, his pifture 
I will ſend farre and neere, thatall the kingdome 
May have due note of him, and of my land, 
(Loyalland natnrall Boy ) ic worke the meanes 
To make thee capable, 


Enter Cornewall, Regan, and Attendants. 


| Corn. How now my Noble friend,ſince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now) I have heard ſtrangeneſle. 
; Reg. It itbe true, all vengeance comes too ſhort 
' Which can purſue th'offender ; how does my Lord ? 
\ | G/o. O Madam, iy old heart is crack'd, its crack'd. 
Reg. What, did my Fathers Godſonne ſecke your life? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edgar : 
Glo, O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my father ? | 
Glo, 1 know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 
Baſt. Yes Madaga, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvaile then, though he were ill affected, 
Tis they have puthim on the old mans death, 
To have th'expence and waſt of Revenues; 
| I have this preſent evening from wy Siſter 
. Beene wellinform'd of them, and with ſuch cautions, 
' Thatif they cometo ſojourne at my houſe. 
Ilenotbe there. | 
| Cer. Nor 1, aſſurethee Regan ; 


And thou muſt make a dallard of the world, a” 
If they not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potentiall ſpirits | ; 
To make thee (eeke it. T ucket within. 


———— 
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'Edmmnd, Theare that you have ſheywne your Father 
A Child-like Office. | 

Baſt. It was my duty Sir. 

Go, He did bewray his practiſe, and receiv'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 

Cor. Is he purſued? 

Glo. I my good Lord. 

Cor. If hebetaken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harme, make your owne purpole, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe : as for you Edmund, 
Whoſe vertue and obedience doth this inſtant 
So much commerd itſelfe , you ſhall be ours, 
Natures of ſuch deepe truſt, we ſhall much need : 
You we firſt ſeize on. 

Baft. 1 ſhall ſerve you Sir truely, how eyer clſe, | 

Glo. For him 1 thanke your Grace. 

Cor, You know notwhy we came to viſit you? 

Reg. Thus out of ſcaſon, thredding darke ey'd night, 
Occaſions Noble G/ofter of ſome prize, | 
W herein we{muſt have uſe of your aduice. 

Our Father he bath writ, ſo hach our Siſter, 

Of differences, which 1 beſt thought it fie 

To anſwer from our home : the ſeverall Meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch, our good old friend; 

Lay comforts to your boſome, and beſtow 
Your needfull counſaile to our buſineſſes, 
Which craves the inſtant uſe. 

Glo, I ſerve you Madam, 

Your Graces areright welcome. | 
Exennt. 


— 


Scena Secunda, 
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Enter Kent, and Steward ſeverally. 


Stew, Good dawning tothee friend,art ofthis houſe? 

Kent. I. 

Stew. Where may we ſet our horſes ? 

Ken, I th'myre. 

Stew. Prethce, if thou loy'ſt me, tell me. 

Rent. Tlovetheenort. 

Stew, Why then I care not for thee: . XY 

Kerns. If I had thee in Lips-bury Pintold, F would make 
thee care for me. | 

Stew, Why do'ſt thou uſe me thus ? I know thee not. | | 

Kent, Fellow I know thee, 

Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? | | 

Kent. A Knave,a Raſcall, ancater of broken mentes,a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggerly , three-ſuired, hundred 
pound, filthy woolted-ſ{tocking knave, a Lilly-livered, 
ation-taking, whorefon plaſſe-gazing ſuper-ſeryiccable 
finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting ſlave, -one thar 
wouldſt be a Baud in way of good ſervice, and are no- 
thing but the compoſition of a Knave, Begger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonneand Heire- of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate into elanmonars whining, if thou 


—_— _- 


T 


——_ 


deny '[t thelcaſt ſillable of thy addition, 
Stew, Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus 
toraile on one,that 13 neither knowne of thee,nor kitows | 
thee ? 60g82 wy, 7 
Kent, Whata brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny | 
thou knowelt me? Is it two dayes (inceTtripr upthy 
heeles, and beatethee before Lpnrom. M—atAts.. | 
or 


_ 
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for though it be night, yet the Moone ſhines, Ile make a 
ſop oth'Mooneſhine- of you , you whorſon Cullyenly 
Barbar-monger, draw. ; 

Stew. Away, I have nothing todoe with thee. 

Kent. Draw you Raſcall, you come with Letters a- 
gainſt the King , and take Vanity the puppets part, a- 
gainſt the Royalty of her father : draw you Rogue, or 
Ile ſo carbonado your ſhankes, draw you Raſcall, come 
your Wayes. 

Stew. Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

Kent, Strike you ſlave: ſtand rogue, ſtand you neat 
ſlave, ſtrike. 

Stew. Helpe hea, murther, murther. 


Emer Batlard, Corviewall, Regan, Gloſter, Servant. 
Ba#t. How now, whats the matter ? Part. 


Ile fleſh ye, come on yong Maſter. 

Gle. Weapons ? Armes? whatsthe matter here? | 

Cor. Keepe peace upon your lives, he dycsthat ſtrikes 
againe, what 15the matter ® + : 

Reg. The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is your difference, ſpeake ? 
| Stew. Tamiſcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Marvell, you have to beſtir'd your valoar, 
| you cowardly Raſcall, nature diſclaimes in thee: a Taylor 
' made thee. | K 
Cor. Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man ? 
_ Ker. A Taylor Sir; a Stone,cutter, or a Painter, could 
' not have made him ſo ill, though they had bin but two 
: 2p erg : | < 
| or. Speake yet, how grew your qUArre 
oak This anciler Rudian Sir whoſe lite I have ſpar'd 

at ſute of his gray-beard. 
' "Kerxt. Thou whoreſon' Zed, thou unneceflary letter, 
| my Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this un- 
| boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a 
Iakes with him, Spare my gray-beard,you wagralle ? 
| Cor. Peacefirrah, 
| Youbecaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 
| Kent, YesSir, but anger hath a priviledge. 

Cor. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That ſuch a ſlave asthis ſhould weare a Sword, 
Who wearesno honeſty : ſuch imiling rogues astheſc, 
| Like Rats oft bire the holy cords a twaine, 
| Whichartt'intrince, t'unlooſe : ſmooth every paſſion 
| That iothe natures of their Lords rebell, 
| Being oile to fire, ſnow to the colder moodes,] 
| Renege, affirme, and turnetheir Haicion beakes 
* Withevery gale, and vary oftheic Maliers,” | 
Knowing naught (like dogges) but following : 

A plague-upun your Epilepticke viſagez I, 

| Stnojle you my ſpeeches,as I were a foole ? | 

* Goole; if I had you upon Sarum Plaine, 

: T1d driveye cackling home to ( ame/or. 

| Corn. What artthon mad old. Fellow ? 

' * Gleff.i How, fell you out, ſay that? * - 

| Kei; Nocohrarigshold more antipathy, 

| Then I, andſucha knave. © 

|. Carng, Wy hy do'{t thou call um Knave ? 

' Rent. His countenance likes me not, = L vaqt4 

... Cgr.-Nomore perchance do's mine, nor.his,nor hers. 

 .Konre Sir, tismy occupationto be plaine;) - - ;- | +» 
I have {ene better faces.in my time, ' 


d- 


ah 


Then ſtands on any ſhoulder that I ſee 


Kent:.”"With you goodman boy, it you pleaſe, come, 


Before me, at this inſtant. 

Corn. This is ſome fellow, - 

Who having beene prais'd for bluntnefſe, doth affeR 

A ſaucy roughneſfle, and conſtraines the garb 

Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter, he, 

An honeſt mind and plaine, he muſt ſpeake truth, 

And they will take it 1o, if not, he's plaine. 

Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in this pla innefle, 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, | 

Then twenty filly-ducking obſervants, k 

That ſtretch their dutics nicely. 

Kent . Sir, in good faith, in ſincere verity, 
Vnderth'allowance of your greataſpeR, 

W hoſe influence like the wreath ot radient fire 

On flicking Phebze front, 

Corn, What meant by this ? 

Kent. Togoe out of my diale&t: which you difcom- 
mend fo much ; 1know Sir, I am-no flatterer, he that be- 
guild you in aplaine accent, wasa plaine Knave, which 
tor my part 1 willnot be, though I ſhould win your dil- 
pleaſure to entreat me too't. | 

Corn; W hat was th'offence you gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave himany : - 

It pleas'd the King his Maſter very late 

To ftrike at me upon his miſconſtraction, 

When he compact.and flattering his diſpleaſure 

Tript me behind : being downe, inſulted,rail'd. 

And put upon him ſuch a deale of Man, | 

That worthicd him, got praiſes of the King, 

For him attempting, who was ſelfe-ſubdued, 

And inthe fleſhment of this dead exploit, | 

Drew on me here againe. | 
Kerr. None of theſe Rogues, and Cowards 

But 4jax is their foole. | 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocke s? | 

You ſtubborne ancient Knave, you reverent Bragart, 

We'll teach yous _ + 
Kent, Sir,I am too old to learne: 

Cail not your Steckes for me, I ferve the King. 

On whoſe imployment I was ſent to you, 

You ſhail doe ſmall xeſpes, ſhew too bold malice: 

Againſt the Grace, and Perſon of my Maſter, 

Stocking his Meſſenger. | 
Corr, Fetch forththe Stockes ; 

AsI havelife and honor, there ſhall he ſic till Noone. 
Reg. Till noone ?rillnight my Lord, and all night too. 
Kent, Why Madam, it I were your Fathers dog, 

You (hould not uſe me ſo. © : 

Reg. 'Sir, being hisKnave, T will. Srockes brought outs 

Cor. This is a fellow of the ſelfe ſatie colour, 

Our Siſter ſpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stockes. 
Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace, not to doe ſo, 

The King his Maſter, needs muſt take it ill 

Thar be'foflightly valued in his Meſſenger, 

Should have him thus reſtrained,  *'* + 
Corn, Ileanfwerthat. | 
Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more worſe; 

To have her Gentlemanabus'd, affaulted, 
(Corn. Come-my Lord, aways Eat 
Gle. Tam ſorry for thee friend, tis'the Dukes pleaſure, 

Whoſe diſpofitionall the world well knowes * 

Will not berrubb'd nor ſtopt, Ile entreat for 'thee. 
Ken.Pray danot Sir,l have watch'dand travail'd hard, 

Some time I ſhall ſleepe out, the reſt Ile whiſtle: * 


A good mans fortune may grow-out atheeles + - - 
Give 


— 
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Give you good morrow. F 
Glo. The Duke's too blame inthis, 
Twill be ill taken, .. ,: (i: - £ = 
Kent.Good King; that muſt approve the common 
Thou out of heavens benediQtion com'tt 
Tothe warme Sun. 
Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 
That by thy comfortable Beames I may  _. 
Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almoſt ſces miracles 
But miſery. I know tis from Cordelia, 
Who hath moſt fortunately beene inform'd. 
Of my obſcured conrie. And ſhall find ttme 
From this enormous State, ſceking to give | 
Loſſes their remedies, All weary and o're-watch'd, 
Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 
This ſhamefull lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
Smile once more, turne thy wheele- 


Ext . 


E ter Edgar, 


Eag. Iheard my ſelfe proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. Na Port is free, no place 
Thar guard, and molt unufall vigilance 
Do's not attend my taking. W hiles I may ſcape 
I will preſerve my ſclfe ; and am bethought 
To take the baſeſt, and moſt pooreſt ſhape 
That ever penuty in contempt of man, =. 
Brought neere to beaſt : my tacc Ile grime with filth, 
Blanket my loynes, clſc all my haires1n knots, 
And with preſented nakednefle our-face 
The Windes, and perſecutions of the sky : 
The Country gives me proofe,.and preſident 
Of Bedlam beggers, who withroaring voyces, 
Strike in theirnumm'd and mortified Armes, . | 
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Roſemary : 
And with this horrible obje&, from low Farmes, 
Poore pelting Villages, Sheepes-Coates, and Milles, . 
Sometimes with Lunaricke bans,ſometimes with Praiers 
Inforce their charity : poore T wrlygod, poore T om. 
Thats ſomething yet : Edgar I nothing am, Ex. 
Enter Lear, Foole, and Gentleman. 


Lear.Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from home, 
And not ſ{cnd backe my. Meſſengers. 
Gen, As Ilearn'd, | 
The night before, there was no purpoſe in them 
Ofthis remove. 
Kent, Haile to thee Noble, Maſter, | | 
Lear. Ha? Mak'ſt thou this ſhame thy paſtime ? 
Kent. No my Lord. 


+ 


tide by the heads, Doggesand Beares by*thinecke, Mon- 
{ kies by'th*loynes, and Men by*th'legs; when a.man 1s 0- 

verluſtyat legs, then he weares woddcn nether-ſtockes. 
| Lear. Whats he, _. 


' That hath ſomuchthy 
| Tolſert thee heere? <- 
Kon, It is both he and ſhe,- 
. Your Son, and Daughter, 
. Lea. No. 
] Kent, Yes. 
Lear, Nol ſay. 
Kent. I fay YEAs 
Lear. By:Tupiter I\weare no. 


place miſtooke x 


ſaw, | 


Foole, Ha, ba, he weares Crucll Garters ; horſesare tide. 


—, 


Kent, By Iuno, I ſwearel. 
Lear. T hey durſt not do't;. | 
Vas could not, would not do't : tis worſe then murther, 
To doe upon reſpe& ſuch violent outrage : 
Reſolve me 59% all modeſt haſte, which way 
| Thou might{i deſerve, or they impoſe this viage, 
Comming from us. | 
Kent, My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highneſle Letters to them, 
{ Ere I wasriſfen from the place, that ſhewed 
| My duty kneeling, came therea recking Poſte, 
Stew'd in his haſte, halſe breathlelle, panting forth 
From Gereril his Miſtris, ſalutation ; 
Deliver'd Letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 
Which preſently they read ; on thoſe contents 
{ They ſummon'd up their meiney, ſtraight rooke horſe, 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
Theleiſure of thcrr anfiyer, gave me cold lookes, 
| And meeting heere the other Meſſenger,. | 
W hoſe welcome I perceiv*d had potſon'd mine, 
Being the very fellow which of late - 
' Diſplaid fo fawcily againſt your highneſſe, 
' Having more man then wit about me, drew ; 
Herais'd the houſe, with loud and coward cryes, - - 
} Your Sonne and daughter found this treſpaſſe worth 
| The ſhame which heere it ſuffers. (way, 
Foole, Winters not gone yer,ifthe wild Geeſe fly that 
. Fathers that weare rags, doe make their Childrenblind, 
- But fathers that beare bags, ſhall ſee their children Kkind.. | 
Fortune that arrant whore,nere turnesthe key toth'poore 
Bur for all this Y ſhalt have as many Dolors for thy deare | 
Daughters, as thou canſt tell in a yeare. 
Lear. Oh how this Mother ſwels up toward my heart ! | 
Hittorica paſſie, downe thou climing forrow, : 
Thy Element*s bclow ; where is this daughter ? 
Kext, Withthe Earle Sir, here within. 
Lear, Fojlow me not, (tay heere, 
Gen. Made you no more offence, 
But what you fpeake of ? 
Kent. None; - EE; 
How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number > | 
. Foole. And thou hadſt beene {cr ith'Stockes for thar 
queſtion, thoud'ſt well deferv'd it. 
Kent, Why foole? | end 
Foole. We'll ſer thee toſchoole to an Ant, to teach thee 
theres no labouring ith'winter, All that follow their 
noſes, are led by.their eyes, but blind men;and theresnor 
a noſe among twenty, but canſmell him thats ſtinking;let 
goethy hold, when a great wheele rans downe a hill, 
leſt it breake thy necke wich following. But the great 
one that goesup wacd, let him draw thee after ; when a 
wiſeman givesthee better counſell give me mine ogaine, | 
I would have none but knaves follow it, ſince a foole | 
gives it! phy 6012S Ee fs | 
Thar Sir, which ſerves and ſcekes for gaine, 
And followes but for forme z _ 
Will packe, when it begins. to raine, 
: Andleave thee inthe ſtorme, 
But I will tarry, the foole will ſtay, 
And let the wiſeman fiye : LO 
The knave turnes foole thatrunnes away 
| The foole no knaveperdy. 


Exit, | 


PRm—_S 


tors 224 wee Lear, and Glawer. 
| Kewt. Where ſearn'd you this foole ;/ 
| Foole. Not ith'Stockes foole. 2] 
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Lear. Deny to ſpeake with me? 

They are ſicke,they are weary, 

They have travail'd all the night? meere fetches, 

The Images of revolt and flying off. 

Fetch me a better anſwer. 

Glo. My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How unremoveable and fixt he 1s 

In his owne courle. 

Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Death,Confufion : 

Fiery > What quality 2 Why G/ofter,Gloſter, _ 

I'd tpcake wich the Duke of Cornewall,and his wite- 
Gle. Wcll,my good Lord,I have inform'd them 10- 
Lear. Inform'd them? Doſt thou underſtand me man? 
Glo. I my good Lord, : 

Lear. The King would ſpeake with Cornewall, 

The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter ſpeake,commands, tends, ſer- 

Are they inform'd ofthis? My breathand blood : (vices 

Fiery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke tat ———» 

No,but not yet,may be he is not well, 

Infirmity doth {till negle all oifice, 

W hereto our health is boundye are not our elves, 

When Nature being oppreſt, commands the mind 

To ſuffer with the body ; Ile forbeare, 

And am fallen out with my more headier will, 

To take the indiſpos'd and fickly fit, 

For the ſound man, Death on my ſtate : wherefore 

Should he ſit here ? This At perſwades me, 

That this remorion of the Duke and her 

Is practiſe onely, Give me my ſervant forth ; 

Goetell the Duke,and's wife,ll'd ſpeake with them - 

Now,preſently : bid them come forth and heare mc, 

Or at their chamber doore Ile beat the Drum, 

Till 1t cry {leepe to death. : 
Glo. I would haveall well betwixt you. Exit. 
Lear. Oh me my heart! my riſing heart ! but downe. 


Fosle. Cry to it Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the 


Eeles , when hee put 'em 1'th'Paſte alive,ſhe knapt'em 
o'th*Coxcombs with a ſticke,and cryed downe wantons, 
downe 'twas her brother, that in pure kindnefle to his 
horſe buttered his Hey. 


Enter Cornewell, Regan,Glofter Serwants, 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

{ern, Haile to your Grace. Kent bere ſet at libery, 

Reg. Tamglad toſee your Highneſle. 

Lear, Regan,\ thinke you are. I know what reaſon, 
I haveto thinke ſo,if thou ſhould*ſt not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mothers Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefſe. .O are you free? 


Some other time for that. Beloved Regan 


Thy ſiſters naughc: Oh Regan,ſhe hath ryed 
Sharpe tooth'd unkindnefſle, like a vulture here? 
I can ſcarce ſpeake to thee,thou'lrnot beleeve 
With how deprav'da quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg, I pray you Sirgtake patience,I have hope 


1 Youlefſe know how to value her deſert, 
| Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 


Lear. Say ? how isthat ? 6 $179: 
Reg. Icannotthinke my fiſter in the leaſt 


| Would faile her Obligation. {f firperchance -. 


She have reſtrained the Riots of your Followers, 


| Tison ſuch ground,androſuch wholclome end, 


As cleares her fromall blame. 
Lear. My curſcs on her. 


| How came my man 1th'Stockes? 


Reg. OSir, you are old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Of her confine : you ſhould be rul'd, andled 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcernes your ſtate 
Better then you your ſelfe : therefore I pray you, 
That to our Siſter, you doe make returne,' 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear. Aske her forgivenefſſle?. 2— _ | 
Doe you but marke how this becomes the houſe ? 
Deere daughter, I-confeſſe that I am old ; 
Age 1s unneceſſary : on my knees Ibegge, = 
Thar you'll vouchſafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food, 
Reg. Good Sir, no more : theſe are unſightly trickes; 
Returne you tomy Siſter, 
Lear. Never Regan : 
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine : _ I 
Look'd blacke upon me, {trooke me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpeart-like, upon the very heart. 
All the {tor'd Vengeances of heaven, fall 
On her ingratefuil top : ſtrike her yeng bones 
You taking Ayres, with Lameneſle. 
( 9rn. Fye fir, tie. | 
Lear. You nimble Lightnings, dartyour blinding flames 
Into her ſcornfulleyes: infect her Beauty, 


You Fen-ſuck'd Fogges, drawne by the powerfullSunne | 


To fall, and bliſter. 
Rez. O the bleſt Gods ! 
So will you with on me, when the raſh moode is on. 
Lear. No Kegan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe ; 
Thy tender-hetred Nature ſhall nor give 
Theeoreto barſhneſle : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Doe comfort, and not burne. Tis not inthee 
To grudge my pleaſures, tocut off my Traine, 
To banoy haity words, toſcant my ſizes, 
And in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my comming in. Thou better knowſt 
The Olice: of Nature, bond of Childhood, . 
Effects of Curteſie,dues of Gratitude : 
Thy halfe o'th kingdome haſt thou not forgot, 
W hcretin I thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpoſe- T «chet within, 
Lear. Who put my man ith'Stockes? 
Enter Steward. 
C orn. What Trumpets thar 
Keg. I know't my Siſters : this approves her Letter, 
Thar ſhe would ſoone be heere. Is your Lady come ? 
Lear. This 15a Slave, whoſe cafie borrowed pride 
Duels inthe fickly grace of her he followes- 
Our Varlet, from my ſight. 
Corn. W hat meancs your Grace? 
Enter GonerM, | 
Lear. Whoſteckt my Servant? Regay,1 have good hope 
Thou didft not kaow on't. 
W ho comes here? O heavens [ | 
If you doc love old men; if your ſweet ſway 
Allow Obedience : if you your ſelves are old, 
Make 1rt your cauſe : Senddowne, and take my part» 
Art not aſham'd tolooke upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? | 
Gon. Why not bythhand Sir > How have offended ? 
Alls not offence that indiſcretion findes | 
And dorage termes ſo. x 
Lear. O ſides, you are too tough ! | 
Will you yer hoid ? 


| 


Corn, Iſcthim there, Sir : but his owne Diſorders 


| 


Deſerv'd | 


' 
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O_o ren re 


| Deſerv'd much leflc advancement. 
Lear. You? Did you ? 

Reg. I pray you Father being weake, ſeeme ſ0- 
If till the expiration of your Moneth 
You will returne and ſojourne with my Siſter, 
Diſmilling halfe your traine, comethen to me, 
Lam now from home, and out of that proviſien 
W hich ſhall be needfull for your entertainement- 

Lear. Returne to her ? and fifty men diſmiſs d ? 
No, rather Iabjure all roofes, and chule, 
To wageagainſt the enmity ortayre, 
To bea Comrade with the Wolte, and Owle, 
Neceſlities ſharpe pinch, Returne with her ? 
Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerlefle tooke 
Our yongeſt borne, Icould as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penſion beg, 
To keepe baſe life a foote; returne with her ? 
Perſwade me rather tobe {laveand ſumpter 
To this deteſted groome. 

Gon, At your choyce Sir. 

Lear. I prethee Daughter doe not make me mad, 
I wilt not trouble thee my Child : farewell: 
We'll no more meete, no more ſee oneanother, 
But yet thou artmy fleſh, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a diſeaſe thats in my fleſh, 
Which TI mult needs calk mine. Thou art a Byle, 
A plague ſore, or jmboſſed Carbuncle 
In my corrupted blood. Burt Ile not chide thee. 
Let ſhame come when it will, I doe not call it, 
I doc not bid the Thunder-bearer ſhoote, 


2 | Nortelltales of thee to high-judging ove, 


Mend when thon can't, be better at thy leiſure, 
I can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan, 
I and my hundred Knights. 
Reg, Not aitogerhecr lo, 
I look'*d not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome, give care Sir to my Siſter, 
For thoſe that mingle reaſon with you paſſion, 
Muſt be content to thinke you old, and fo, 
But ſhe knowes what ſhe doc's 
Ltar. Isthis weilſpoken ? 
Reg. I dareavouch it Sir, what fifty Followers? 
Is it not well 2 What ſhould you need of more ? 
Yea, or {0 many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speake gainft ſo great a number : How in one houſe 
Should many people, under rwo commands 
Hold amity ? Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 
Gon, Why might not you my Lord,receive attendance 
From thoſe that ſhe calls Servarts, or from mine ? 
Reg, Why not my Lord? 
If then they chanc'd to ſlacke ye, 
Wecould camptcoll them ; if you will come to me, 
(For.nowI ſpye adanger) I entreat you 
Tobring but five and twenty, to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 
Lear, I gave you all. 
Reg. Andin good time you gave it. 
Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depoſitaries, 
Bur kepta reſervation to be followed 
With ſucha number ? What, muſt I come to you 
With five and twenty ? Regen, faid you ſo? 
| Reg, And fpecak'tagaine my Lord, no more with me. 
Lear.Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do looke wel favor'd 
When othersare more wicked, norbeing the worſt 
Nands in ſome ranke of praiſe, Ile goe withthee, 
Thy fifty yetdoth double five and twenty, 


—. 


A, 


And thou art twice her Love. 
Gon, Heare me my Lord; - 
W hat need you five andtwenty ? Ten ? Or five ? 
To follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many 
Havea command to tend you ? 
Reg. What need one ? 
Lear. O reaſonnotthe need : our baſclt Beggers 
Are inthe pooreft thing ſuperfluous, 
Allow nor Nature, more then Nature needs : 
Mans life is cheapeasBeaſtes. Thou arta Lady ; 
If onely to goe warme were gorgeous, ; 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Whichſcarcely keepes thee warme, but for true need, 
You heavens, give me thar patience, patience I need; 
Youſee me here (you gods) a poore old man, 
As full of griefe as age, wretched ip both, 
If it be you that ſtirrestheſe Daughters hearts 
Againſt their father, fooleme nor ſo much, 
To beare it tamely : touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Staine my mans checkes. No you unnaturall Hags, 
I will have ſuch revengeson you both, 
That all the world ſhall I will doe ſuch things, 
W hat they are yet, I know not, but they ſhall be, 
The terrors of the earth? you thinke Ile weepe, 
No, le not weepe, I have full cauſe of weeping. 
Storme ayd Tempe#t, 
But this heart ſhal breake into a hundred thonſand flawes 
Orerel weepe. O foole, I ſhall goe mad, 
Corn, Let us wichdraw, twiil be a Storme. 
Reg. This houſc is litele, the old man and's people, 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. 
Gov. Tis his owne blame hath put himſelfe from reſt, 
And muſt needs taſte his folly. 


Reg. For his particular, Ile receive him gladly, 
Bnt not one follower. 
Gon, SoamlT purpos'd, 
W here 1s my Lord of Glofter ? 
Enter Gloſter, 
Corn. Followed the old man forth, he is return'd» 
Glo. TheKing is in highrage. 
(rn. Whether is he going ? 
Glo. He calls to horſe, but will I know not whether. 
Corn, Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelfe. 
Gon, My Lord, entreate him by no meanes to ſtay. 
G/o. Alackethe night comes on, and the high windes 
Doe ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about 
T heres ſcarce a Buſh. 
Reg. O Sir, to willfull men, 
The 1njuries that they themſelves procure, | 
Mult be their Schoole-Maſters : ſhut up your doores, 
Helis attended with a deſperate traine, 
Aud whatthey may incenſe him to, being apt, 
To have his careabus*d, wiſedome bids feare. 
Corn. Shut up your doores my Lord, tis a wil'd night, 
My Regas counſels well : come out oth'ſtorme. Exenrr. 
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eA tus Tertins, Scena Prima. 
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Storme Fill . Entey Kent, and a G entleman, ſeverally. 


Kent, Who's there beſides foule weather ? | 
Gen, One minded like the weather, moſt unquictly. 


__—_—— _—_ 
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Exewnt, | 


Kent + 


| 
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Kevt, T know you : W heres the King ? 

Gene. Coutending with the frerfull Elements. 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or ſwell the curled Waters bove the Maine, 
That things might change, or ceaſe. 

Kent, But whois with him? 

Gezt. None but the foolc, who labours to out-jeſt 
His heart-ſtrooke injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I doe know you, 
And dare upon the warrant of my note 
Commend a dcere thing to you. There isdiviſion 
(Although as yet the face of itis cover'd 
With mutuall cunning) twixt Albany, and Cornwall : 
Who have, as who have not, that their great Starres 
Thron'd and ſet high; Servants, who ſeeme no leſle, 
W hich are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin {cene, 
Either in ſnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of chem have borne 
Againſt the old kind King ; or ſomething deeper, 
Whereof(perchance) theſe are but furniſhings. 

Gent. I willtalke further with you, 

Kent. No, doe not : 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out-wall ; openthis Purſe, and take 
What it containces. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 
(As feare notbut you ſhall ) ſkew her this Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who that fellow 15 
That yet you doc not know. Fye on this Storme, 
I will goe ſeeke the King. 

Gent. Give me your hand, 
Have youno more to fay ? 

Kent; Few words, but toeffect more then all yet ; 
That when we have found the King,in which your paine 
That way, Ilethis : He that firſt lights on him, 


Holla the other. Exeant, 


—_——  — —  —— 
— 


Scena Secunda, 


> —— cotta etl 
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Stoyme ſtill. Enter Lear, and Fook. 

Lear.Blow windes,and cracke your cheeks;Rage,blow 
You Cararadts, and Hurricano's ſpout, 

Till you have drench'dour Steeples,drowne the Cockes. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And chouall-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines ſpiil at once 

That makes ingratefull Man. 

Foole. O Nunkle, Court hoiy-water ina dry houſe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o'doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, aske thy Daughters bleſſing, heeresa night pitties 
neither Wiſemea,nor Fooles. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : ſpit Fire, ſpowt Raine; 
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my daughters, 

I taxe not you, you Elements with unkindneſle. 

I never gave you Kingdome, call'd you Children ; 
You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure. Heere I ſtand your Slave, 
A poore, infirme, weake, and deſpis'd old man ; 
But yet I call you Servile Minikters, 

That will with two pernicious daughters joyne 
Your high-engender'd Batrailes, gainſt a bead 


| 


{ 


| 


 — — 


So old, and white as this. O, ho ! tis foule. | 
Foole. He that has a houſe to puts head in, has a goo 
Head-peece ; AS; 
The Codyiece that will honſe, before the head has any ; 
The Head , and he ſhall Lowlſe : ſo Beggers marry many, 
The man y makes his Toe,whar he his heart ſhould make, 
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his ſlecpe towake, 
For there was never yet faire woman, but ſhe made 
mouthes in a glaſle. 
Enter Kent. 
Lear. No, I will be the patterne of all patience. 
I will fay nothing. 
_ Kent, Whos there? 
Fople. Marry heres Grace , and a Codpiece, thatsa 
Wiſeman, and a Foolc. :; 
Kent. Alas Sir are you here ? things that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathfull Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke 
And make them keepetheir Caves : Since I was man, 
Such ſheets of fire, {uch burſts of horrid Thunder, 
Such groanes of roaring Winde, 2nd Raine, I never 
Remember to have heard. Mans Nature cannot carry 
Th'affliction, nos the feare, ; 
Lear. Let the great gods 
That keepe this dreadtul' pudder ore our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That baſt within thee undivulged Crimes 
Vawhipt of Iuſtice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand; 
Thou Periur'd, -and thou Simular of Vertue 
That art Inceſtuous. Caytiffe, to pecces ſhake 
That unger covert, and conyeniecnt ſeeming 
Haspractis'd on mans life. Cloſe pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Theſe dreadfull Summoners grace. 1am a man, 
More tinn'd againſt, then finning. 
Kent, Alacke, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by heere isaHovell, 
Some friendſhip will ic lend you gainſt the Tempeſt: 
Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe 
(More harder then the ſtones whereof tis rais'd, 
W hich even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd meto come in) returne, and force 
Their ſcanted curteſic. 
Lear, My wits begin to turne. 
Come on my boy, How doſt my boy ? Artcold ? 
Iam cold my {elfe. Where is this ſtraw, my fellow ? 
The Art of our Neceſſities is ſtrange, 
Andcan make vilde things precious. Come, your hoyell; 
Poore Foole, and Knave, I have one part in my heart 
Thats ſorry yet for thee. | 
Fook. Hethat hasandalittle-tynewir, 
With height-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Muſt make content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine itraineth every day. 
Lear. True Boy : Come bring ustothis Hovell. &x#. 
Fook. This isa brave night to coolea Curtizan « 
Ileſpeakea Propheſie ere I goe : 


{ When Prieſtsare more in word, then matter : 


W hen Brewers marre their Malt with water 3 
W hen Noblesare their Taylors Tutors, 

No Heretiques burn'd but wenches Sutors, 
When every Caſein Law is right: 

No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight : 
When Slanders doe nor live in Tongues ; 

Nor Cut-purſes come'not tothrongs ; 

When Vſurerstell their Gold i'th'ficld, 
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And Baudes, and whores, doe Churches build. | 
Then ſhall the Realme of Albion,come to great confuſion 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't, 

That going ſhalbe us'd with feer. > : 
Thisprophecy Merlin ſhall make, for I live before his 
times | Exit, 


— — 
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Scena Tertia. 


Entey Gloſter, and Edmund, 


Glo. Alacke, alacke Edmmna, I like not this unuaturall 
dealing;when 1 deſired their leave that I might pity him, 
they tooke from me the uſe of mine owne houſe,charg'd 
me on paine of perpetuall diſpleaſure, neither ro ſpeake 
of him,entreat for him, orany way ſuſtaine him. 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnaturall. 

Glo. Goe too; fay you nothing. There is diviſion be» 
tweene the Dukes, and a worſe matter then that : I have 
received a Letter this night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken, 
I have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſer; theſe injuriesthe 
King now beares, will be revenged home ; there 1s part 
of a Power already footed, we mult incline tothe King, I 
will looke him, and privily relieve him ; goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
him perceived ; if he aske for me, Iamill, and goneto 
bed, if I dye for it, (as no lefle is threaned me) the King 
my old Maſter muſt be relieved, There is ſtrange things 
toward Edmmrd, pray you be careful. Exit. 

Baſt. This Curteſie forbid thee, ſhall the Duke © 
Inſtamily know, and of that Letter too ; 
Thisſcemes a faire deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my father looſes : no lefſe then all, 
The yonger riſes, when the old doth fall. Exit. 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Lear, Kent, and Foole, 


Rent, Heere is the place my Lord, good my Lordenter, 
Thetirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear. Let mealone. 

Kent, Good my Lord enter heere. 

Lear. Wilt breake my heart ? 

Kent, I had rather breake mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter. 

Lear, Thouthinkſt tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the skinſo : tis tothee, (ſtorme 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The fer is ſcarce felt» Thou'dſt ſhun a Beare, 

But if thy flight lay toward the roaring Sea, 

Thou'dſt meet the Beareith'mouth, when the minds free 
The bodies delicate the tempeſt in my mind, 
Doth from my ſences take all feeling elle, 

Save what beates there, Filliall ingraticude, 

Isit not as this month ſhould teare this hand 

Ferlifting food too't : Bur 1 will puniſh home ; 

No, I will weepe no more : in ſach a night, 


Storme flill, 


\. 
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' In Boy, goe firſt. You houſclefle poverty, 
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To ſhut me out ? Poure on, I will endure: 
In ſuch a night as this ? O Regav, Gonerill, 
Yourold kind Father, whole franke heart gave all, 
O that way madneſlelyes,let me ſhun that : 
No more of that. 
' Kent. Good my Lord enter here. '  * 
Lear. Prythee goe in thy ſelfe, ſeekethine owne eaſe, 
This tempelt will nor give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but Ile goe in, 
Exit. 
Nay get thee in ; Ile pray, and then Ile ſl:epe. 
Poore raked wretches, where fo ere you are 


Ttat bide the pelting of this pittilefſe ſtorme, 


How ſhall your houſe-leſſe heads, and unfed ſides, 
Your lop'd, and window'd raggednefle defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe? O I have tane 

Too little care of this : Take Phylicke, Pompe, 
Expoſe thy ſelfe to feele what wretches feele, 
That thou maiſt ſhake the ſuperflux tothem, 

And ſhew the Heavens more juſt. 


Enter Edgar, and Fools. 


Eag. Fathom, and halfe, Fathom and halfe? poore Tow, 

Fosle. Come not in heere Nuncle, heres a ſpirit, helpe 
me, helpe me. 

Kent. Give me thy hand, who's there ? | 

Foole. A \pirit, a ſpirit, he ſayes his name's poore Tom. 

Ken. \W hatartthouthat doſt grumble there ith ſtraw? 
Come forth. 

Eadg, Away,the foule Fiend followes me, through the 
ſharpe Hauthorne blow the winds. Humh, goe to thy 
bed and warme thee, 

Lear, Didit thougive all to thy Daughters? And art 
thou come tothis ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poore/Tom? Whom 
the foale Fiend hath led through Fire,8& through Flame 


through Sword, and Whirle Poole, ore Bog, and Quag=-{ 
mire, thar hath laid Knives under his Pillow, agd Halters | 


in his Pue , fer Ratc-bane by his Porredge ; made him 
Proud of heart,to ride on a Bay trotting horſe,over foure 


archt Bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a Traitor, | 
Blifſe thy fave Wits, Tomsa cold. O do, de, do, de, do, | 


de,blifſechee from Whirle-Winds, Starre-blaſting, and 


taking, doe poore Tom {ome charity, whom the foule | 


fend vexes. There could I have him now, andthere,and 
there againe, and there. 
Storme 5t4ll. 

Lear. Has his Daughtersbrought him to this paſſe? 
Couldſt thou fave nothing ? Would(t thougive em all? 

Foale. Nay, he rcfery'd a Blanker, elſe we had bin all 
ſham'd, 

Lear. Now all the plagues that im the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated ore mens faults, light onthy daughters. 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir. . ; 

Lear. Death Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd 
Toſuch a lowneſle, but his unkind Daughters. (Nature 
Ts it the faſhion, tliat diſcarded Fathers, 

Should haye thus little mercy on their fleſh : 

Tudicious puniſhmeat,twas this fleſh begot 

Thoſe Pelicane Daughter. | 
Eag.Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow : alow,loo,loe, 

Fool. This cold night will turne us all to fooles, and 
Madmen. 


Edgar. Take heed oth'foule fiend, obey thy - Pa- | 
| rents, keepe thy word, juſtice, ſweare not, commit _ 
with. 


re 


hl. ta. 


—_— ——— "” 


= 


Dad 


: Tu 


| 


218 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


Aam—m—— 


with mans ſworne Spouſe ; ſer not thy Sweet-heart on | 
proud array. Tom's acold. 

Lear. What haſt thou bin? Gs 

Eag. AScrvingman ? Proud in heart, and mind: that 
curl'd my haire, wore Gloves in my cap: ſery'd the Luſt 
of my Mittris heart, and didthe act of darkeneſle with 
her. 'Sworeas many Oathes,as I ſpake words,and broke 
them in the ſweet face of heaven. Oue, that ſlept in the 
contriving of Luſt, and wak'd to doe it. Wine lov'd 1 
deercly, Dicedeerely ; and in Woman, out-Paramour'd 
the Turke. Falſe of heart, light of care, bloody hand: 
Hog inſloth, Foxe in tealth, Wolfe in greecinefſe, Dog 
in madneſſe, Lion in prey. Let not the creaking of {hooes, 
Nor the ruſtling of Silkes,betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man. Keepe thy foote out of brothels, thy band out cf 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and. defye the 
'foule fiend. Still through the Hauthorae blowes the 
cold wind ; Sayes ſuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Seſſey : let him trot by, Storme fiull. 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, then to an{wer 
with thy uncover'd body, this extremity ofthe Skies. Is 
man no more then this ? Conſider him well. Thou owlt 
the Yorme no Silke : the Beaſt, no Hide: the Sheepe, no 
Wooll: the Cat, noperfume. Ha ? Heres three ons are 
ſophiſticated. Thou art the thivg it ſelfe , unaccomo- 
dated man, is no more but ſuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimall as thou art, Off, off you Lendings : Come, un- 
button heere, 


Emer Glouceſtar, witha Torch, 
Fool.Prethee Nunckle be contented, tis a naughty night 
to (wimme in. Now a little fire in a wilde field, were 
like an old Lerchers heart, a ſmall ſparke, all the reſt 
oa's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 
Eaga. This isthe foule Flibbertigibber ; he begins at 
Curfew,and walkes at firſt Cocke : He gives the Web 
and the Pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the Harc-lippe ; 
Mildewes the white Wheate, and hurts the poorc Crea- 
ture of earth. 
Swithold footed thrice the old. 
He metthe Night-Mare, and her ninefold;, 
_ Bid hera-lighr, and her troth-plight, 
Andaroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee, 

Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Lear. Whats he? 

Kent. Whos there? What ist you ſecke ? 

Glou. What are you there? Your Names? 

Edg. Poore Tom, that cates the ſwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water ; that 
in the fury of his heart, when the foule fiend rages, cats 
Cew-dung for Sallers ; ſwallowes the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge: drinkes the green Mantle of the ſtanding 
Poole: who is whipt from Tything to Tything, and 
ſtockt, puniſhd, and ippriſcn'd : who hath three Suites 
to his backe, (ixe ſhirts to his Body : 

Horſe to ride,and weapon to weare : 
Burt Mice, and Rats, and ſach ſmall Deare, 
Have bin Toms food, for ſeven long yeere : 
Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace rhou fiend. 

Glow, What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Eag. The Prince of Darkenefle is a Gentleman. Mods 
hes calld, and Mah. | 

Glex. Our fleſhand blood, my Lord, is growne ſo vild, 
that it doth hate what gets it, 

Eag. Poore Toms a cold. 
Glow. Got in with me ; my duty cannot ſuffer 


WE —— 


Tobey inall your daughters hard commands : + 
Though their injunRtion be to barre my doores, - 
And Ictthis Tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
Yet have I ventured to come ſecke you out, | 
And bring you where both fire, and food is ready» 
Lear. Firſtlet me ta'ke with this Philoſopher, 
W hart 1s the cauſe of Thunder ? 
Kent, Govud my Lord take his offer, 
Goe into th'houſe. | 
Lear, llc talkea word with this fame learned Theban; 
W hat js your ſtudy ? 
Edg, How toprevent the fiend, and to kill Vermine, 
Lear, Let me aske you one word inprivate. 
Kent. Jioportune him once more to goe my Lord, 
His wits begin r'unſctrle. Eb 
Glex. Can(trhou blame him ? Storme flill, 
His Daughters ſceke his death : Ah, that good Kent, | 
He ſaid 1: would be thus : poore baniſh'd man + 
Thou ſayeſt the-King growes mad, Le tell thee friend 
i amalmoſt mad my lclfe, I hid a Sonne, 
Now out-law'd from my blood : he ſought my life 
Bur lately : very late ; I lov'd him (fricnd ) 
Nofather his Sonne deerer ; true to tell thee, 
The griefe hath craz'd my wits. W hat a nights this? 
I doc beſeech your grace, | 
Lear. O cry you mercy,Sir: 
Noble Philolopher, your company. 
Eag. Toms a cold. 
Glou.In fellow there,into th'Hovell ;keep thee warme | 
Lear, Cone, lets in all. 
Kent. This way, my Lord. 
Lear. Withhim ; 
I will keepe ſtill with my Philoſopher. 
Kent. Gocd my Lord, footh hum : 
Let him take the fellow. 
Glou. Take him you on: 
Kent. Sirra, come on : goe along with us. 
Lear. Coume, good Athenian, 
Glow No words, no words, huſh. 
Eag. Child Rowland to the darke Tower came, 
His word wasſtill, fie, foh,and fum 


I ſmell the blood of a Brittiſh man. Exenunt, 
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Scana Quinta, 


Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. 

Corn, I will have my revenge, cre depart his houſe. 

Baft. How my Lord, I may be cenſured, thar Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty , ſomething feares me to 
thinke of. . 

Corzw, Inow perceive, it was nor altogether your 
Brothers evill diſpoſition made him ſeeke his death : but 
a provoking merit ſet a worke by a reprovable badneſſe 
in himſclte. | | 

Bas. How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pentto be juſt This is the Letter which he ſpoke of ; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanita- 
gesof France. O Heavens ! that this Treaſon were not; 
or not I the detector. | 

Corn. Goe with me tothe Dutchefle. 

Ba#t. 1f the matter of this Paper becertaihc,you have 
mighty buſineſle in hand. PT. 

orn. | 


Om I 


—_ 
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"Pk True or falſe, it hath made thee Earle of Glou- 


ceſter : ſeeke out where thy father is, that he may bee 
ready for eur apprehenſion. @_ Ms | 
Baft. If I find him comforting the King, it will Ruffe 


his ſupition more fully. I will perſever in my courſe of 
| Loyalty, thoughthe conflict be ſore betweene that and 


my blood. | 
Cir. I will lay truſt upon thee; and thou ſhalt finde 
a deere father inmy Love» Exeunt. 
Seana Sexta. 
Enter Kent, and Glouceſter. 


Glow. Here is better then the open ayre,take it thank- 
fully : I will peece out the comfort with what addition I 
can : I will not be long from yous © Exit, 

Kent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience : the gods reward your kindneſle. 


Enter Lear, Edgar, and Foole, 

Eadga. Fraterretto cals me, and tells me Nero 1San Ang- 
ler inthe Lake of Darknefle : pray innocent, and beware 
the foule fiend. 

Foole, Prethee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be 


aGentlemen, or a Yeomans 


Lear, A King, a King. 

Foele, No, he'sa Yeonian, that has a Gentleman to 
bis Sonne : for hes a mad Yeoman that ſees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 

Lear. To have athouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon'em. 

Eaga. Bleſle thy five wits. 7? 

Kent. Opitty : Sir, where 1s the pattence now 
That you fo oft have boaſted to retaine ?2£ 

Edga, My teares begin to take his part ſo much, 

They marre my countertetting. 

Lear. The little dogges, and all ; 
Trey, Blanch, and Sweet-hearr : ſec, they barke at me, 

Eaga. Tom will throw his head at them : Avaunt you 
Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white : 

Tooth that poy ſons if it bite: . 

Maſtiffe, Grey-hound, Mongrili, Grim, 

Hound or Spanict, Brache, or Hym : 

Or Bobtaile tight, or Troudle raile, 

Tom will make him weepe and wale, 

For with throwing thus my head ; 

Dogs leapt the hatch, andall are fled. : 
Do, de, de, de :ſeſe ; Come, march to Wakes and Faires, 
And Market Townes:poore Tem thy horne is dry. Exie. 


' Lear, Then let them Anatomize Regan : See what 


breeds about her heart. Is there any cauſe in Nature that 
make theſe hard-hearts- You ſir, I entertaine for one of 


my hundredfonely,I doe not like the faſhion of your gar- 


ments. You will ſay 


chang'd, 
Enter GloFer. 

Kent. Now good my Lord, lye hecre, and reſt awhile. 

Lear. Make nonoiſe, make no noyſe, draw the Cur- 
taines : ſo, ſo, we'll goe toſupper ith*'morning. 

Fore. And lle goe to bedat noone. 

Glow. Come hither friend ; 
Where is the King my Maſter ? 


they are Perſian ; but let them be 


C—————————_ 


Kent, Here Sir,buttrouble him not, his witsare gone. 


| 


'With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours 


Ghr. Good friend, I prethee take him in thy armes, 
I have orcheard a plot of death upon him: 
Ther. 1s a Litter ready, lay himin't, 


And drive toward Dover friend,where thou ſhalt meete | 


Both welcome, and prote&ion. Take upthy Malter, 
If thou ſhouldſt dally halfe an houre; bis life | 
With thine, and a!lthzt offer todefend him, 

Stand tn aſſured lofſe. Take up, take up, 

And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 


Give theequicke condutt. Come, come, away. Exennt, 


rn 


Scena & eptimas 


ODER — 


Ge aac 


Enter (ormvall, Regan, Gonerill, Baſtard, 
and Servants. 


Corn. Poſte ſpeedily to my Lord your husband, ſhew 
him this Letter,the Army of France is landed : ſeckeoar 
the Traitor Gloſter, 

Keg. Hang him inſtantly. 

Gon, Plucke out his eyes. - 

Corn. Leave him to my diſpleaſus. Ednmmnd, keepe 
you our Siſter company : the revenges weare bound to 
take upon your Traitorous father, are not fit tor your 
beho:ding, Adviſe the Duke where you are going, toa 
molt feſtinate preparation ; weare bound to the like. Our 


Poltes ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent berwixt us. Fare- | 


well deere Siſter, farewell my Lord of Gloſter, 
Enter Steward, 
How now ? Wheresthe King ? 
Stew. My Lord of Gloſter hath convey'd him hence. 


| Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights 


Hot Queſtrifts after him, met him art gate, 
Who, withſome other of the Lords dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; wherethey boaſt 
To have well armed friends: 
Corn. Get horſes for your Miftris. 
Gov, Farewell ſweet Lord, and Siſter, Exit, 
(rn. Eammnd farewell; goeſceke the Traitor Gloſter, 
Pinnion hin like a Theefe, bring him beforeus : 


{ Though well we may not paſle upon his life 


Without the forme of Inſtice : yet our power 
Shall doea curt'fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but notcomptroll. 
| Enter Glouceſter, and Servants, 
Whosthere ? the Traitor ? 

Reg. Ingratefull Fox, tis he. 

Corn. Binde faſt his corky armes. 

Glow. What meanes your Graces ? 
Good my friends conſider you are my Gheſts: 
Doe me no foule play, friends, 

Corn. Binde him I ſtay. 

Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor. 

Glo. Vamercifull Lady, as you are, Ime rione, 

Corn, To this Chaire bind him, 
Villaine, thou ſhalt finde. 


Glow. By the kinde gods, tis molt ignobly done i 


To plucke me by the Beard. | | 
Reg. So white, and ſuch a Traitar # | 
Glow. Naughty Lady, h 

Theſe haires which chou doſt ravih from my chia 

Will quickenaud accuſethee. Iam your Hoſt, 


{ 


| 


p 


tr2 You 


- 


—_— _ 


G_ 


| Toquit this horrid ate. 


4 Thou call on him that hates thee, It was he 
| That madethe overture of thy Treaſons tous:. 
Who is too good to pitty thee, 


| Kind gods, forgive me that, and proſper him. | 


1 His way to Dover. 
] How is't my Lord 
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You ſhould not ruffle thus, What will you doe 
{ orn. Come Sir, 
What Letters had you late from France ? 
Reg. Be ſitnple anſwer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corr, And what confederacy have you with the Trai- 
tors, late footedin the Kingdome ? 

Reg. To whoſe hands 
You have ſentthe Lunaticke King : ſpeake. 

Glos. I havea Letter gueſfingly ſet downe 
Which camefrom one thats ofa newtrall heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corn. Cunning» 

Reg. And falſe. | 

Corn, Where haſt thou ſeat the King ? 

Glow, To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 
Was't thou not charg'd ar perill. 

Corr. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anſwer that. 

Glou, lam tyedto th'Stake, 
And I muſt ſtand the Courle- 

Reg. Whereforeto Dover ? : 

Glou, Becauſe I would nor fee thy cruell Naites 
Plucke out his poore old eyes: nor thy fierce Siſter, 
In his Annointed fleſh, ſticke boariſh phangs, 

The Sea, with ſucha ſtorine as his barc head, . 

In hell-blacke-night indur'd, would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the Stclled fires : 

Yet poore old heart, he holpethe heavensto raine. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl'd that ſterne time, 
Thou ſhouldſt have {ajd, good Porter turne the Key : 
All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe : but T ſhall ſee 

The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children, 

Corn. Scet ſhalt thou never. Fellowes hold the Chaire, 
Vpon theſe eyes of thine, Ile ſet my foote. 

Glow, Hethat will thinke to live, till he be old, 
Give me ſome helpe, ——O cruel! ! O you gods. 

Reg. One fide will mocke another : Th'other too. 

(orr. If you {ee vengeance. 

Serv. Hold your band, my Lord ? 

I have ſery*d you ever ſince I wasa Child : 
But better ſervice have I never done you, 


| Thennow to bid you hold. 


Reg. How now, you dogge? : 
Ser. If vou did wearea beard upon your chin, 


| Id ſhake it on this quarrell- What doe you mcane ? 


Corn. My Villaine ? 
Serv.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 


Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ſtand up thus? 
Killes him. 


Ser. OhI amilaine : my Lord, you have one eye left 
To ſee ſome milichiefe on him. Oh. | 

{ orn. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it ; Out vilde gelly : 
vs bere isthy luſter now ? 

Glow. All darke and comfortlcfle ? 
Wheres my Sonne Edmund ? 
Edmmnnd, enkindle all the ſparkes of Nature 


Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 


Glox. O my follies !rhen Edgar was abus'd, 


- Goetbruſt him out at gates, and ler him ſmell 
| Exit with Gloſter. 
? How looke your 


_—_—— 


 Owes nothing to thy blaſts. 


| Cors. I havereceiv*da hurt: Follow me Lady: 
Turne out that eyeleſſe Villaine : throw this Slaye 
Vpon the Dunghill : Reg: , I bleed apace, 

Vntimely comes this hurt. Give me your atme, Exeure, 


Atus Quartus. Scana Prima, 


Enter Edgar. | 
Edg. Yet better thus, and knowne tobe contemn'd, 

Then {till contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worſt : 
Theloweſt, and moſt dejed thing of Fortune, 
Stands ſtill in eſperance, livesnot in feare . 
Thelamentable change is from the beſt, 
The worſt returnes to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unſubſtantiall ayre that I embrace : 
The wretch that thou haſt blowne unto the worſt, 


Enter Glowſter, and an Oldman. 
But who comes heere? My Father poorely led ?; 
World, World, O World ! 
But thar thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would nor yeeld to age. 
Oldm, O my good Lord, I have beene your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tenant, theſe foureſcore yeecres. 
Glow. Away, get thee away : good friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can doe me no goodat all, 
Theethey may hurt. 
Oldm. You cannot ſee your way. 
Glon. I haveno way, and therefore want noeyes: 
I ſtumbled when I ſaw. Full oft tis ſeene, 
Our mcanes ſecure us, and our meere defects 
Prove our Commoditics. Oh deere Sonne Edgar, 
The food of thy abuſed fathers wrath : 
Might I butliveto ſee thee in my touch, 
1d fay I had eyes agaive. 
Old. How now ? whos there? 
Eag. O gods! Who istcanſay Iamat worlt ? 
I am worſethen ere I was. 
Olam. Tis poore mad Tom. 
Eag. And worle I may be yet: the worſt isnor, 
Ss long as wecan ſay this isthe wort. 
Oldm. Fellow, where goeit ? 
Glow, Is ita Beggar-man ? 
Olam. Madman, and beggar too. 
Glo, He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg. 
Ith'laſt nights ſtorme, I ſucha fellow ſaw ; 
Which made methinke a Man,a Worme. My Sonne 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 
Was then ſcarſe Friends with him. 


I have heard more fince s 
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th'gods, 
They kill us for their ſport. 
Eag. How ſhould their be 2- 
Bad ts the Trade that muſt play to foole ſorrow, 
Ang ring it ſelfe, and others. Bleſſe thee Maſter. 
Glow. Is that the naked fellow ? 
Oldm. I my Lord: 
Glow. Getthee away : if for my ſake 
Thou wilt ore-take us hence a mile or twaine 
I'th'way toward Dover, doe it for ancient love, 
And bring ſome covering for this naked Soule, 
Which Ile intreate to leade me, 
Oldm. Alacke fir, he is mad- 


Gbe. 


"% 
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Glow. Tis the times plague, 

When Madmen leade the blinde : 

Doe as I bid thee; or rather doe thy pleaſure : 

Above the reſt, be gone. w- 
Olam. Ile bring him the Beſt Parrell that I have 

Com on't, what will, _ SH 

Glogs. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

£2g. Poore Tom's a cold. '1 cannot 
los. Come hither fellow. 

Edg. AndyetI muſt: 

Blefle thy {weereyes, they bleed. 4 
Glo, Knowlt thou the way to Dover? 
Edg. Both ſtyle, and gate , horſeway, and foot-path : 

poore Tom hath bin ſcarr'd out of his gbod wits. * Bleſſe 

thee good mans ſonne, from the foule fiend. ( plagues 
Glow. Here take this purſe, thou whom the heav'ns 

Have humbled to all ſtrokes : that Tam wretched 

Makes thee the happier : heavens deale fo ſtill: 

Let the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted man, 

T hat ſlaves your ordinance, that will not ſce 

Becauſe he do's not feele, feele your power quickly : 

Sodiſtribution ſhould undce excefle, 

And each man havecnough. Doſt thou know Dover ? 
Edg. I Maſter. : 

Glou, There isa Cliffe, whoſe high and bending head 

Lookes fearefully inthe confined Deepe ; 

Bring me but to the very brimme of it, 

And Ile repayre the miſery thou doſt beare 

'With ſomething rich aboutme ; from that place, 

I ſhall no leading neede. 
Edg. Giveine thy arme ; 

Poore Tom ſhall leade thee. 


daub it further. 


E xemt. 


_— ___O 


= — 


Scana Secunda. 


—— _— — — — — 


—— 


Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward. 
Goy, Welcome my Lord, 1 marvell our mild hasband 
Not met us on the way. Now, wheres your Maſter? 
Stew. Madam within, but never man tochang'd : 
I told him of the Army that was Landcd ; 
He ſmil'd at its Itold him you were comming, 
Hisanſwer was, the worſe. Of Gloſters Treachery, 
And of the loyall Service of his Sonne 
When inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong fide out : 
Whar moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeemes pleaſantto him ; 
W hat like, offenſive. 

Gon, Then ſhall you goe no further. 
It is the Cowiſh terror of his ſpirit 
That dares not undertake : heellnot feele wrongs 
Which tye him to ananſwer ; our wiſhes on the way 
May prove cffe&ts. Backe Edmund to my Brother, 
Haſten his Muſters, and condud his powers. 
I muſt change names a: home, aud give the Diſtaffe 
Into my Husbands hands. This truſty Servant 
Shall pzfle betweeneus : ere long you are like to heare 
(If you dare venture 1nyour owne behalfe) 
AMiſtreſſes command. Weare this ; ſpare ſpeech; 
Decline your head. This kiſle, iftt durit ſpeake, 
Would ſtretch thy Spiritsup into the ayre : 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Baf, Yours in the rankes of death. 

Gon, My moſt deere Gloſter. 


en... 


EXits 


| 


Exit. | 


| 


| Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To theea Womans ſervices are due, 
My foole uſurpes my body. 
. Stew, Madam, hcere comes my Lord. 
Fae Enter eAlbany.. 
Gon. I have beene worth the whiſtle, 
Alba. Oh Gonerilt. 
Youare not worth the/duſt whichthe rude wind@ 
Blowes1n your face. 
Gon. Milke-Liver'd man, 
Thar bearltacheeke forblowes,a head for wrongs, 
W ho halt nor in thy browes aneye-diſcerning, 
Thine honor, from thy ſuffering. | 
Alba, Scethy felte divell: _ . - 
Proper deformity ſeemes not 1n the fiend 
So horrid as in wothan, 
Gou. Oh vyaine foole. 
' Entera Meſſenger. 
Clef, Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwalls dead, 
Slaine by his Scrvant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glolter, 
Alba, Gloſters eyes ! | 
Aeſſ. A Servantthathe bred, thril?d with remorſe, 
Oppos'« againſt thea& ; bending his Sword | 
To his great Maſter, who,rhereat enrag'd 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead, 
Butnot withoutthar harmetull ſtroke, which ſince | 
Hath pluckr him after. | 
Alta, This ſhewes you are above 
You Iuftices, thar theſe our nether crimes 
So ſpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloſter) 
Loſt he his other eye ? | 
Aeſſ. Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letter Madam, cravesa ſpeedy anfiver : 
Tis from your Siſter, 
Gon, One way I like this well, | 
But being widdoiv, and my Gloſter with her, 
May all the buildiug in wy fancy plucke 
Vpoa my hatefuli life. Another way 
The Newes is not {o tart. Ile read, and anſwer. 
Alba. Where vas his Sonne, 
W hen they didtake his eyes ? 
HMeſſ. Come with my Ledy hither. 
Alba. He is not heeres 
Meſſ. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe. 
Alba. Knowes he the wickednellc? | 
Heſſ. F my good Lard:twas he inform'd againſt him 
And quit the houlſt on purpoſe, that their punithmenc 
Might havethe ireer courſe. 
Al. Gloſter, I live | 
To thanke thee for the lovethou ſhewdlt the King, 
And to revengethine eyes. Come hither fricnd, 
Tell me what morethou knowl, Exemnt. | 


—O— ——_—  — —  — —_ ———— EY 
—_———— - IW— &4 


Scena Tertia, | 


 —  ——— — —— 


—— 


— — 


Enter with Drum and ( olourt, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
and Souldioars, / 


Cord. Alacke,tis he : why he was met even now 
As madas the vext Sea, ſi1gingalowd, . 
Crown'd withranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo floiwres, 


tr 3 Darnefl} 


—  —— 
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; Darnell, andall the idle weedes that grow 
| In our ſuſtaining Corne. A Centery ſend forth ; 
| Search every Acre in the high-growne field, _ 

And bring him to oureye. What can mans wiſedome 
| inthe reſtoring his bercaved Senſe.: he that helpes hum; 
{ Take all my outward worth. 

i Gems. Thereis meanes Madam : 
Our foſter Nurſe of Nature, is cepole, 
The which he lackes : that co provoke in him 
Are manv Simples operative, whoſe power 
YVill cloſe the eye ot Anguith, 
i} Cord. All bleſt Secrets, 

All you unpubliſh'd Vertues of thecarth 
| Spring with my teares ; be 2ydant, and remediate 
In the goodmans deſires : ſceke, ſecke for himy 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage, diſlolue the life 
That wants the mcanes to leade it. 

© Emer Meſſmmger. 

HMeſ. Newes Madam, 
The Brittiſh Powers are marching hitherward. 

Cord. Tis knowne before. Our preparation ſtands 
IncxpeRation of them. O deere father, 


—— 


C 


1 


My mourning, and importun'd ceares hath pitticd : 
Noblowne Ambirion doth our Armes incite, 

Bur love, deerc love, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : 

! Soone may I heare, andce him. 


{ It is thy buſineſſethat I goabout; therefore great France 


| 


| 


| 


| 


} 
: 


| 


Exennt. 


Seana Quarta, 


—_—_——————— 


—  OEIIEN”"OAM > 


Enter Regan, #nd Stward. 


Reg. Butare my Brothers Powers ſet forth? 
Stew, I Madam, 
Reg. Himſclte in perſon there ? 
Srew. Madam with much adce 
Your Sifter isthe better Souldier. 


| 


Stew. No Madam. 
Reg- What might impert my Siſters Letter to him ? 
Srew. I know not, Lady, | 
| Reg. Faith hc is poaltcd hence on ſerious matter : 
It was great ignorance. Glouſters eyes beiag out 
Tolet him live. Where he arrives, he moyes 
All heartsagainſt us : Eawwra, I thinke is gone 
In pitty of his miſery, to diſpatch 
| His nighted life : -Moreover to deſcry 
Theſtrength oth'Enemy. | 
Stew. I muſtneeds her bim, Madatn, with wy Letter. 
Reg. Our troopes ſetforth to morrow, ſtay with us : 
The waycsare dangerous. 
Stew. I may not Madam : 
| My Lady charg'd my duty in this buſinefſe, 
Reg. Why ſhould ſhe write to £aminmd? 
Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by woid ? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what. Ile love thee much 
| Let me unſeale the Letter. 
Stew. Madam, I had rather ——— 
Reg, TI know your Lady do's not love her husband. 
+I am furc of that ;and at her late being here, | 
| She gave ſtrange lliads, and moſt ſpeaking lookes 
To Noble Edmund. I know you are of her boſome. 
| Stew. 1 Madam 2 


tt. TOY 


Reg.Lord Edmwnd (fpake not with your Lord at home ; 


| 


c 


; 


| 


| 


( 


| 


; 


| 


| 


| And more convenient is he for my hand 


{ If you doe chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 


| Mc thinkes he ſeemes no bigger then his head. 
 Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 


—_—_—_ 


Reg. I ſpeake in und erſtanding : Y'are:Iknow't, 
Therefore I doe adviſe you takethisnote: 


My Lord is dead : £dmwrd, and I have talk'd, 


Then for your Ladics : Youmay gather more : 

If you doe find him, pray you give him this; 

And when your Miſtris hearesthus much from you, 
I pray defire her call her wiſedome to her, 

Sofare you well : 


Prefermentfals on'him, that cuts him off, 
Stew. Would I could mect him Madam 

W hat party I doe follow. | 
Reg. Fare thee well. 


1 ſhould ſhew 


Exount. | 


— 


Scana Quanta. 


. ——— 


_— —__— 


—_cc_c 


Enter Glouceſter, and Edgar. 
Giox. When {hail I come to th'top of that ſame hill > | 
Eag.Youdoe climbe upit now.Lookc how welabour. | 
Glow. Methinkes the ground is ecvcn. 
- Edg. Horrible ſt.epe. 
Hearke, doe you heare the Sea? 
Gzex. No truly. | 
Eag. Why then your other Senſes grow imperfeR 
By your eyesanguiſh, 
Glo#. SO may it be indeed, 
Me thinkes thy voyce is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
In better phraſe, and matter thenthoudidft. 
Edp. Y'are much deceiv'd$ in nothing am I chang'd 
But in my Garments. 
Glow. Mcthinkes y'are better ſpoken. 
Eag. Come onSir, 
Heeres the place : ſtand ſtill: how fearefull 
And dizy tzs, to caſt ones eyes ſo low, 
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Shew ſcarſc ſo groſle as Beetles. Halfe way downe 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfull Trade - 


} 


! 


| 


The Fiſhermen, that walk'd uponthe beach 


Diminſh'd to her Cocke x her Cocke, a Buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for ſight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th\unnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard ſo high, Il looke no more, 
Leſt my braine turne, and the deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Glo, Set me where you ſtand,” 

E2g. Give me your hand : 
You are now withina toote of th'cxtreme Verge : 
For all bencath the Moone would I notlcape upright. 
Glow. Let goe my hand : 
Heere friends another purſe ; in it, a lewell 
Well worth a poore mans taking. Fairics, and gods' 
Proſper 1t withthee. Goe thou further off, 
Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Edg, Now fare ye well, good Sir. 

Glow. With all my heart, 

Eag. Why I doetrific thas with his deſpaire, 
Is done to cure ir, | 

Glow. O you mighty gods ! 
This world I doe renounce, and in your ſights 


Shake | 


CIPCPI—_ 
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Shake patiently my great affliction off : 

If I could beare it longer, and not fall, 

To quarrell with your great oppolelefle willes, 
My 1nuffe, and loathed part of Nature ſhould 
Burae it felfe outs If Edgar live O blefſe him : 
Now tcliow, fare thee well: 

Eag. Good Sir, farewell. 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
Th ZOgy of life, whea life it ſelte pg 
Yeelds tothe Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 
By this had thought bin paſt. Alive, or dead ? 
Hoa, you Sir z friend, here you Sir, ſpeake : 

Thus might he paſſe indeed : yet he reviues, 

What arr you Sir? 

Gln. Away, and let me dye» 

Edg. Hadſt thou beene ought 
But Gozemore, feathers and Aytc, 

(So many farhome downe precipitating) | 
Thoud'ſ ſhiver'd like an Egge : butthoudoſt breath : 
Haſt heavy ſubſtance, blecdit not, ſpealcſt, art ſound. 
Ten Maſts at cach, make not the altixude 

Which thou haſt perpendicularly fell, 

Thy lifes a Miracle. Speake yet againe. 

Glow. But have I faln:z,orno?._ 

Eag. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourne 
Looke apa height, the ſhrill-gor'd Larke ſo farre 
Cannot be ſcene, or heard : Doe but boke up. 

Glow. Alacke, I have noeyes : 

Is wretchedneſſe depriv'd that benefie | 
To end it ſelfe by death ? Twas yct fome comfort, 
When miſery could beguile the Tyrants rage, 
And fruſtrate hisprouG will. 

Edg. Give me your arme. | | 
Vp, to : How is't? Feele you your Legges? You ſtand. 

Glou, Too well, too well. 

Eag. This isabove all ſtrangeneſſe, 
Vpon the crowne oth'Cliffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glow, A pooreuntortune Beggar. | 

Edg. As I ſtood here below, methought his eyes 
Weretwo full Moones: be had a thoutand Noſes, 
Hornes wealk'd, and waved like the enraged Sea x 
It was ſome fiend : Therefore thoit happy father,” 
Thinke that the cleereſt gods, who make them honors, 
Of mens Impoſlibilities, have preſerved thee, 

Gbu, | doeremember now : henceforth Ile beare 
AfMiRion, till doe cry out it ſelfe 
. Enough, enough, and dye. That thing you ſpeake of, 
Ttooke it for a nan : often'twould fay 
"The fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 

Edg. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Emer Lear, 
But who comes heere? 
The ſafer ſenſe will ne're accommodate 
His Maſterthug. EY 
- Lear, No, they cannot touch me for crying. I 
King himſelfe. : 
Edg. O thou ſide-picrcing fight ! 


Prefſe-money, That feRow handles his bow,like a Crow- 


Mouſe : peace, peace, this peece of toaſted Cheeſe will 
doo't. Theres my Gauittlet, Ile prove it on # Gyant. 
Bring up the browne Billes. O well fowne Bird + ith 
clout, ith'clout : Hewgh. Give the word, 

Eag. Siycet Mariorame 


_—_——  —— 


am the 


— 


keeper : draw mc a Cloathicrs yard, Looke, looke, x } 
| might{t behold the grear image of Authoriry, a 


| Lear Natures abave Art, in that reſpe&. Theres yaur | 


| 


—__ 


Lear. Paſſc. 7 | 
Glen. I know that yoyce., | | w* 
Lear. Ha ! Gonirill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told me I had the white haires in 
my Beard, cre the blacke ones were there. To ſay I, and 
no, to every thing that I faid: I, and no too,was no goed 
Divinity. Whenthe raine came to wet me once, aid 
wind to make me chatrer: when the Thunder would not } 
peace at my bidding, there I found em,there 1 ſeit em 
out. Goe to, they are not men atheir words; they told 
me, I was every thing: Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proote. | 
| Glow. The tricke of that voyce, I doc well remember: | 
Isenot the King ? 
Lear. T, every inch a King. | 
When I doe ſtare, fee how the ſubjeR quakes. . | 
I pardon that manslife: What was thy cauſe ? 
Adultery ? thou ſhalt not dye : dye for Adultery ? | 
Nozthe Wren gozsreo't,and the {mall gilded Flye 
Do's letcher in my ſight. Let Copulatien thrive : | 
For Glouſters baſtard Son was kinder to his father, { 
Then my Daughters got'twcene the lawfull ſheers. 
Too't Luxury pell-mell, for Llacke Souldiers. 
Behold yond fimpring Dame, whoſe face betweene her } 
Forkes prelapes Snow;that minces Vertue,and dos ſhake 
the head to; heare of ptealures name. The Fitchew, nor 
the ſoyled horſe goes too't with a more riotous appe-} 
tice: downe from the waſte they are Centaures, though 
Women all above : but to the Girdle doc the gods inhe- i 
rit, beneath is all the fiends. Theres hell, theres darkes- } 
nefſe,there isthe ſulphurous p*t;burning, ſcalding, ſtench, 
conſumption : Fye, fie, fie; pah, pah ; Give mea Ounce: t 
of Civet ; good Apothecary {weeten my imagination ; 
Theres money for thee. | 

Glow. Olet mekiſſe that hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it firſt, | 
It ſmelles of Mortality. | 

Glow. O ruin'd pzece of Nature, this great world 
Shail ſo weare outto naught. 

Do'ſt tkou know me ? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough; doſ thou 
{quiny at me ? No, doc thy worſt blind Cupid, lle net | 
| _ Reade thou this challenge, marke but the penning | 
OT 1k. y 
Glow. Werealithy Letters Sunnes, I could not ſee. | 
Eag. I would not take this from report, 
It is, and my heartbreakesat it. 

Lear. Read. 4 

Glow. What withthe Cale of eyes ? 1 

Lear, Oh bo, are youthere with me?No eyesin your | 
head, nor 8o mony in your purſe ? Your cyesarc in a hea- } 
vy caſe, your purſein alight, yet you fee how this world 
goes. 

Ghe. I ſceitfeelingly. | ' 

Lear. What, art mad? A man may fee how this world * 
gocs, with nocyes. Looke with thine cares: Sce how } 
yohd Iuſtice railes upon yond fimple theefe. Hearke i: | 
thine care : Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the Iuſtice, which 1sthetheefe : Thou halt teene a Fare | 
mers dogge barke at a Bzggar ? | 

Glew. I Sir . 

Lear. And che Creatare run from the Cur: therethon 


—_ 


'S 
obey'd in Office. Thou, Raſcall Beadle, hold thy bloody j 
hand : why doſt thoulaſh that Whore ?Strip thy owne |! 
backe, thou hotly luſtsto uſe her inthar kind,for which | 


thou whipſt her. The Vſurer hangs the Cozencr. Tho-| 
FRE en | ; IDE rough 


" _ —_—_ cha 


ee ati — 


———_—_— 


| 


 C—_— 


324 


TheT ragedie of King Law, | 


rough tatter'd cloathesgreat Vices doe appeare : Robes, | 
and furr'd gownes hide all. Place finnes with gold, and 
the ſtrong Lance of juſtice, hurcleſſle breakes: Arme it 1n 
t agges,a Pigmics ſtraw does pierce it. None docs offend, 
none, I ſay none, 1leable em; take that of me my friend, 
who have the power to ſeale rh'accaſers hps. Get thee 
glaſſe-eyes, and like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeemero ſee the 
things thou doſt not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my 
Bootes: harder, harder, ſo. | 

Eaga. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reaſon in Madnefle. . 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortunes, take my eyes: 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter : 
Thou mult be patient z we came crying hither : , 
Thou know(lt, the firſt time that we {mell the Ayre 
We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke 

Glow, Alacke, alacke the day. 

Lear. W hen weare borne, we cry that we are come 
To thisgreat ſtage of fooles. This a good block : 
It were adelicate ftratagem to ſhooe 
A Troope of horſe with tclt : Te put't in proofe, - 
And when I have ſtolne upon theſe Sonnes in Lawcs; 
Then Kill, Kill, Kill, kill, kill, kill. | 

Emer a Gentleman. 

Gent, Oh heere he is : lay had upon him, Sir. 
Your moſt deere Daughter -—— 

Lear. Noreſcue ? What, a Priſoner ? I 2meven 


The Naturall Foole of fortune. Vie me well, 


You ſhall have ranſome. Let mt have Surgeons, 


' Tamcut toch'Braines. 


Gent. You ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No Seconds? All my leltfe ? 
Why, this would make a man,a man of Salt; 
To uſe his cies for Garden water-pots.I will die bravely, 
Like aſmugge Bridegroome. What? I will be loviall : 
Come, come, I am a King. Maſters, knov7 youthat ? 
Gent. Youarea Royall one, and we obey you. | 
Lear, Then theres life in'r. Come, and you getit, 
You ſhall get it by running : Sa, fa, ſa, ſa, Exit, 
Gent, A ſight molt pittifull in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt a Daughter 
W ho redeemes Nature from the generall curſe 
Which twaine have brought her to. 
Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 
Gent. Sir, ſpeed you : whats your will? 
Edg. Doe you heare ought (Sir) ofa Battell toward. 
Gent, Moſt ſure, aud vulgar : 
Every one hcares that, which can diſtinguiſh ſound. 
Eag. But bv your favour : 
How aceres the other Army ? 
Gent, Neere,and on ſpcedy foot : the maine diſcry 
Stands on the hourely thought. 
Egg. Irhanke you Sir, thats all. 
Gent. Though that the Queene on ſpeciall cauſe is here 
Her Army is mov'd on. Exit. 
Eag. I tharke youSir. 
Gl. Youever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Letnot my worſer Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before you pleaſe. 


Edg. Well pray you Father. 

Glow, Now good fir, whatare you? 

Edg A moſt poore man,made tame to Fortunesbloyyes « 
Who, by the Art of nowne, and feeling ſorrowes, 


| Am pregnant to good pitty. Give me your hand, | 


Ie leave you to ſome biding. 
Glow. Hearty thankes : 


'With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 


hk. A 


The bounty, and the benizon of heaven 
Toboot, and boot. 
Enter Steward. 
Stew, A proclaim?'d prize : moſt happy: 
That eyeleſle head of thine, was firſttram'd fleſh 
To raiſe my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traitor, 

Bricfely thy ſelfe remember : the Sword is out 

Thar muſt deſtroy thee. 

Glow. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ttrength enough too'c. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Pezant,! 

Darſt thou ſiapport apubliſh'd Traitor ? Hence, 

Leſt that th'infeion of his fortune take 

Like hold on thee. Let goe hisarme. 

Eag. Chill not let goe Zir, | 

Without vurther cafjon. 

Stew. Let goe Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Eadg. Good Gentleman goe your 'gate, and let poore 
voike paſſe : and*chud ha'bin zwagged out of my life, 
twouldnot ha'bin zolong as tis, by a vortnight. Nay, 
come not neere ih'old man: keepeout che vor'ye, or ice | 
try whither your Coltazd, or my Ballow be the harder ; 
chill be plaine with you. 

Stew. Out Dunghill. 

Eag Chil picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter vor 
your foynes. 

Stew, Slave thou haſt flaine me:villaine,take my purie ; 

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my bod : 

And give the Letters which thou tindſt about me, | 

To EammdEarle of Gloſter : ſeeke him out 

Vpon the Engliſh party. Oh untimely death, death. 

Eag. I know thee well. A ſerviceable Villaine, 

As duteousto the vices of thy Miftris, 

As badneſſe would deſire. | | 
Glox. What, is he dead ? 
Eag. Sit you downe Father: reft you. 

Lets ſce thele Pockets; the Letters that he ſpeakes of 

May be my friends: he's dead ; Iam onely forry 

He had no other Deathſman. Letus lee ; 

Leave gentle waxe, and manners : blame us not 

To know our enemies mindes, we riptheir hearts, 

Their Papers are morelawfull. -: ' © . 

Reads the Lettor.  - : 
iN Et our reciprocal vowes be $emembred. Tow bave many 
opportunities tocut him off-if your will want not, time ana 
place will be fraitfully offer d. There # nothing done, If bee 
returne the Conqueror, then am | the Priſoner, and hiabed,wy 

Goale, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliver me , and ſnp- 

ply the place for your Lahonr. - 

Toxr (Wife, ſo I would ſay) affetio» 
nate Servant. Gonerdll, | 

Ot indinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 

A plot upon her vertuous husbands life, 

And the exchange my brother : heere, in the ſands | 

Thee Ile rake up, the poſte unſanRified : 

Of murcherousLetchers :and inthe mature time, 


CODY * 
a» 


Ot the death-praQtis'd Duke : for him tis well, 
T har of rhy. death, and buſineſſe, I can tell. 
Glow, The Kingismad : 
How ftiffe is my vildeſenſe 
Thatl1 ftand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diſtract, 
So ſhould my thoughts be ſever'd from my grictes, 
Drum afarre off 


And woes, by wrong imaginationslooſc ſw | 
c 


ent. ti 
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Th oe of themſelves: Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares 
m_ rg ins nat Doe ſcald, like molten Lead. - 


Farre off me tbinkes 1 heare the beaten Drumme, Cor. Sir, doe you know me ? 


{t ich a friend. ; Lear, You are aſpirit I know, where did you dye? 
Come father, Ile beſtow you with a trien E xenunt CT ; 


— 


Ee _ | Gen. Hes ſcarſe awake, 
Ry” Let him alone a while: 
ny Lear. Where havel bin? t 
Scena Septima, Where am ? faire day light ? 
I am mightily abus'd ; I ſhould ey*n dye with pitty 
—_— Os Eo Rn L ſee another thus. I know not what toſay : | 
« Kent, and Gentleman. will not ſweare theſe are my hands : lets ſee 
Enter Corlelia, Kent, ana G I feele this pin pricke, wouid I were afſur'd | 
Cor. Othou good Kent, Of my condition, 
How ſhallI live and worke Cor, Olooke upon meSir, 
To matchthy gcodneſſe? And hold your hand in benediQion o're me, 
My life will be too ſhort, You mult noekneele, 


Leay. Pray doe not mocke me ; 


And . | 
nd every meaſare faile me I ama very foolifh fond old man, 


Kent, Tobe acknowledg'd Madam 1s ore-pay'd, 


All my reports goe with the modeſt truth, nos. wo leſſe 
' r a 
Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo. And todeale plaincly, 


Cor. Bebetter ſuited, h 
Theſe weedes are memories of thoſe yworſer houres : 
[ prethee put them off. 
Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 
Yet to be knowne ſhortens my made intent, 
My boone I make it, that you know me not, 


I feare I am not in my perfe& mind.. 

Me thinkes I ſhould know you, and know this man,' 
Yet I am doubtfull : for I am mainely ignorant 
What place this is ,and all the skill I have | 
Remembers not theſe garments : norI know not 
Where did lodge laſt night. Doe not laugh at me, 


Till time , and I, thinke meet. : 
HER bt "op 
podugy no dnay 2 T= Cor. And ſol am: I am 
Gent, Madam {lcepes {till. : , 


Lear. Be your tcares wet ? | |. -}| 
Yes faith; I pray weepe not. "i 
If you have puyſon for mee, I will drinke it ; 
I know you doe not love me, for your Siſters 
Have (as I doe remember) done we wrong, 
You have ſome cauſe, they have nor, 

{*r. No cauſe, no cauſe. 

Leay. Am I mn France? . 

Kent. In your owne kingdome Sir, ; 

Lear. Doe not abuſe me. [> f 

Gent. Be comforted good Madam, the great rage | 
Youſee is kill'd in him : deſire himro goe in, 
Trouble him no more till further ſetling. | 

Cor. Wilt pleaſe you highneſle walke ? 

Leer. You muſt beare with me : 

Pray you now forget, and forgive, | 
I am old and fooliſh. Exeun. | 


Cor. Oyou kind Gods ! 
Cure this great breach in hisabuſed Nature, 
Th'untun'd and jarring ſenſes,O winde up, 
Of this child-changed Father, 
Gent, Sopleaſe your Majeſty. 
That we may wake the King, be hath ſlept long ? 
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and procecde 
Pth'{way of your ownc will ; is hearray'd ? 


Enter Lear in a chaire carried by Servants, 


Gent. I Madam : in the heavineſſe of ſleepe, 
We put freſh garments on him. 
Be by good Madam when we doe awake him, 
I doubt of his Tmperance, 

(or. O my deere father, reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on ay lippes, and let this kitfe 
Repaire thoſe violent harmes, that wy two Siſters 
_ in thy —_ made. | 

ent. Kind and deere Princeſle. | EOS . | 

Cor. Had you not bin their father, theſe white flakes eA cus Quuntus  Scana Prima. | 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face | | 
To be oppos'd againſt the jarring windes? ct: 
Mine Enemies dogge, though he had bit me, 


Should have ſtood that night againſt my fire, Enter with Dranmee and Colours, E durnnd, Regan, | 

And was't thou faine (poore Father) Gentlemen, and Sonlaiers. 

La ng thee with Swine and Rogues forlorne, 

n ſhort, and muſty ſtraw ? Alacke, alacke, 4; ifbis laſt ſe hol 
Tis wonder that thy life and wits, a once Faeroe bates pO 
_ _—_ I all. He _ ſpeake to him. To change the courle, hes full of alceration, 

_ "I T oe you,tis ntte 4 And ſelfe reproving,bring his conitant pleaſure. 

Y - ow does my Reyall Lord # Reg. Our Siſters man 18 certainely miſcarried, : 
ow tares your Majelty ? : Ba#, Tisto be doubted Madam- | g 
Lear. You doe me wrong to take me out oth'grave; Reg. Now ſweet Lord, | s 

You | 


Thouatta Soule in blifle, but I am bound 


Era 
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You knew the goodneſſe I intend upon you 2 
Tell me but traly, but then ſpeake the truth, 
Doe you notlove my Siſter ? 
Baft. In honour'd Love. 
Reg. But have you never found my Brothers way, 
To ; fore-fended place ? 
Baft. No by mine honor, Madam. 
Reg. 1 never ſhall endure her, deere my Lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 
Baſt. Feare not, ſhe and the Duke her husband. 


Enter with Drum and { olours, Albany, Gonerill, Soulaters. 


Alba. Our very loving Siſter, weil be-met : 
Sir, this I heard, the Fing is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Regan, Why is this reaſond ? 

G:ne, Comoine together gainſt the Enemy ; 
Fo; cheſe domeRicke and particular broiles, 
Are not the queſtion hzere. 

Alb. Lets then determine withth'ancient of warre 
On our proceeding. 

Reg. Siſter youle goe with us? 

Gon, No. 

Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray got with us. 

Gon, Oh, ho, I know the Riddle, I will goe. 

E xeunt both the Armies. 


Heare me one word. 
Alb. Ile overtake you, ſpeake. 
Eag. Before you fight the Batraile, ope this Letter : 
If you have victory, let the Trumpet ſonnd 
For himthat brought it : wretch though 1 ſeeme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 
Your buſineſſe of the world hath ſo an end, 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you. 
Alb. Stay till I have read the Letter. 
Eag. I wasforbid it : 
When time ſhall {erve, let but the Herald cry, 
And Ile appeare againe. Exide 
Alb. Why fare thee well, I will o're-looke thy paper. 


Enter Edmund. 


Ba#i, The Enemy*s in view, dravy up your powers, 

Heere is the gueſle of their true ſtrength and forces, 

By diligent diſcovery, but your haſt 

Is now urg d on you. | | 
Alb. We will greet the time. Exe, 
Ba#. To both thele $iſtsrs have I ſworne my love : 

Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 

Areof the Adder. Which of them ſhall I take? 

Both ? One? Or neither ? Ncicher can be enjoy'd 


| Tf both remaine live : To take the Widdow, 


Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Goneril,' 

And hardly ſhall I carry ont my fide, 

Her husband beingalive. Now then, we'll uſe 

His countenance for the Battaile, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe 

His ſpeedy takingoff. Asfor the mercy 

Which he intends to Learand to Cordelia, 

The Battaile done, and they within our power; 


| 


_—— 


| 


| 


Edg.IFere your Grace had ſpeech with man ſo poore, | 


ett 


— 


Shall never ſee his pardon : for my ſtate, 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate; 


Scena Secunda. 


Alarum within, Enter with Druns and Colours, Lear, {or 
delia, and Souldiers, over the Stage, and Extunt. 


Enter Edgar, and Glofter, 


Edg. Heere Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaſt : pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I returne to you againe, 
Ile bring you comfort. 
Glr. Grace goe with you Sir, Exit, 
Alarnm ana Retreat within, 


Emer Edgar. 
Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand. away : 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 
Glo. No further Sir, a man may rot even heere. 
Eag. What inill thoughts againe ? 
Men mult endure 
Their going hence, evenas their comming hither, 
Ripeneſle 1s all;come on. 
Glo, And thats true too. 


Exenn. 


Scena Tertia, E 


Ou — — 


Enter #n conqueſt with Drums and Colours, Edmund, Lear, 
and ( ordclia, as priſoners, Souldiers, Captaine. 


Baft, Some Oilicers take them away : good guard, 
Vnriil their greater pleaſures firſt be knowne 
That are to cenſure them. 

Cor. Weare not the firſt, 
Who with beſt meaning have incurr'd the wort : 
For thee oppreſſed King Iam caſt downe. 
My ſclfe could elſe out-frowne falſe Fortunes frownc. 
Shall we not ſeetheſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters ? 

Lear, No, no, no, no : come lets away to priſon : 
We cwo alone wiil ing like Birds ith'Cage : 
W hen thou doſt aske me blefling, Ile kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgiveneſle : So we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies : and heare poore Rogues 
Talke of Court neiwes, and we'll talkd with them too, | 
Who looſes, and who wins ; whos in, whos out ; | 
And take upons the myſtery of things, | 
Asif we were Gods ſpices: And we'll weare out 
In a wall'd priſon, packes and ſets of great ones 
That ebbe and flow by th' Moone. 

Ba#t, Take them away. 

Lear, Vpon ſuch ſacrifices my Cordelia, 
The gods themſelves throw incenſe. 
Have I caught thee? | | 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence; like Foxes : wipethine eye, 
The good yeeres ſhall deyoure them, fleſhandfell, 
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Ere they ſhall make us weepe ? 
Weele fee em (tarv'd firſt : come. 
Ba#, Come hither Capcaine; hearke. 


Exit. | 


Take thou this note, goe follow them to priſon, 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee, if thou doſt 
' As this inſtructs thee, thou deft make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that mea 
Arcasthe time is ; tobe tender minded 
Does not become a Sword, thy great impioyment 
Will not beare queſtion : cither ſay thou'lt dot, 
Or thrive by cther meancs, 
Capt. Ile dot my Lord. | 
Baſt. About it, and write happy, whenth'haſt done, 
{ Marke I ſay inſtantly, and carry it {0 
AsI have tet it downe. 


— 


— ———— 


Exit Captames 


Enter eAibany, Goverill, Regan, Souldiers, 


Aiba. Sir, you have ſhew'd to day your valiant ftraine 
And fortune led you well : you havethe Captives 
W ho were the oppoſites of this dayes ſtrife ; 

I doe require them of you fotouſe them, 
As we ſhall find their merits, and our ſafety - 
May equally determine. 

Zaſt. Sir, I thought it fir, | 
To tend the old and miſcrable King to ſome retention, 
W hoſe age had Charmes in it, whoſe Title more, 

To Fes the common boſome on his ide, 

And turye our impreſt Launces in our Eyes 

W hich doe command them. With him I ſent the Queene 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 

To morrow, or at further ſpace, tappcare 

W here you ſhall hold your Seilton. 

Alb. Sir, by your paticnce. 
| hold you but a ſubject of this Warre, 
Not as a brother. 

Reg. Thats as we liſt to grace him. | 
Methinkes our pleaſure might have bin demanded 
Ere you had ſpcke ſo farre. Heled qur Powers, 
Borethe Commiſſion of my place and perion, 

The which immediacy may well ſtana up, 
And cal: it ſelfe your Brother. 
Gon, Not ſo hot : 
In hisowne grace he doth exalt himſclfe, 
Morethen in your addition, 
Reg. Intwy rights, 
By me 1nveſicd, he compeeres the beſt. 
Alb. That were the molt, it he ſhould husband you. 
Reg. Teſters doe oft prove Prophets. 
Gon. Holla, holla, 
Thar eye thattold you fo, look'd but a {quint. 

Regs. Lady Iam not well,elfe I ſhouldanſwer 
From a full flowing ſtomacke. Genera'l, | 
Takethou my ſouldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 

Diſpoſe of them, of me, the walls are thine : 
Witneſle the world, that I create thee heere 
My Lord, and Maſter. 
Gou. Meane you to enjoy him ? 
eAlb. The lctalone lies notin your good will, 
Bas, Nor in thine Lord. 
Alb. tBalfe-blooded fellow, yes. 
Reg. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine. 
Alb. Stay yet, heare reaſon : £dmnnd, I arreſt thee 
On capitall Treaſon ; and in thy arreſt, 
This guilded Serpent : for your claime faire Siſters, | 
I bare it inthe intereſt of my wife, 
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Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke, 

Gon, An enterlude. 

eMNb. Thou artarmed Gloter, 
Letthe Trumpet ſound : _ 
It none appeare to prove upon thy perſon, 
Thy heyuous, manifcit, and many Treafons, 
There 15 my pledge : le make icon thy heart 
Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nuthing lcſle 
T hen I have heere proclaim'd thee. 

Reg. Sicke, O icke, 

Gon, If not, I'c nzre truft medicine. 

Baft. Theres my exchange, what inthe world 
That names me T1aitor, villaine-like helyes, 
Call by the Trumpet : he that dares approach 
On him, on you, whonot, I will maintaine 
My truth and honor firmely. 


he is 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Truſt ro thy lingle vertue, for thy Souldiers 
All levied-in my name, have in my name 
Tooke their diſcharge. 

Regan, My lickeneffe growes npos me. 

elbary; She isnot well, convey her to my 
Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet ſound, 
And read outthis, A Trumpet ſounds, 


Tent, 


Herald read;. 
- any man of qualuy or de zree within the liſts of the Ar 
BE 19,4 maintaine upon Edmund ſuppoſed Earle of Glofter, 
that be is a manifold Traitor, tet him appeare by the third 
[ound of the Trumpet : he # bold in his defence, n Trumpet. 


Her. Againe. 2 Trumpet, 
Her. Apgains. 3 Trumpet. 
Trumpet anſwers within. 


Enter Edgar armed; 


eAlb. Aske him his purpoſes, why he appeares 
Vponthis Call o*h'Trumpet. 

Her. What are you? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer 
This prefent Summons? 

Edg. Know my name is loſt 
By Treaſons tooth : bare-gnawnez,and Canker-bir, 
Yctam I Noble as the Adverſary 
1 come to cope. 

eAlb. Whichis that Adverſary ? 

Edg. Whats he that ſpeakes for Ed-1nd Earle of Glo- 

Bait. Himſfclfe, what ſailt thouto him ? 

Edg. Draw thy Sword. 
That if my ſpcech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arme may doe thee Iultice, heere is mine : 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
Thepriviledge of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profeſſion. I proteſt, 
Maugrethy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Deſpiſe thy victor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 
Thy valor, and thy heart, thou art 2 Traitor : 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father, 
Confſpirant gainſt this high illgftrious Prince, 
AnJ from th'extremeft upward of thy head, 
To the diſccnt and duſt below thy foote, 


\ 
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A moſt Toad-ſpotred Traitor. Say thou no, 
This Sword, thisarme, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ipeake, 
T hou lyeſt. | 
Bat. In wiſedome I ſhould aske thy name, 
But ſince thy out-ſide lookes fo faire and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue (ſome lay ) of breeding brearhes, 
W har ſafe, and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-bood, I diſ{daine and ſpurne : 
Backe doe I tofle theſe T reaſons to thy head, 
With the hell-hated Lye, ore-whelme thy heart, 
W hich for they yer glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe, 
This Swerd of mine ſhall give them inltant way, 
W here they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeake- 
Aib. Save him, ſave him. Alarums. 
Gen. This is praQtiſe Gloſter, | 
By th'law of Warre, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknowne oppoſite : thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
But cozend, and beguild. 
eb. Shut your mouth Dame, : 
Or with this paper ſhall 1 ſtop it : hold Sir, _ 
Thou worſe then any name, reade thine owne evill : 
No tearing Lady, | perceive you know It. : 
Gow, Say if I doe, the Lawesare mine not thine, = 
Who can araigne me fort? OO Extte 
e-1b. Moſt monitreus!O, knowſt thou this paper ? 
Baft. Aske me not what I know, 
Alb. Goecafter her, ſhes deſperate, governe her. 
Baſt. What you have charg'd me with, 
That bave I done, = 
And more, much more, the time will bring 1t out. 
Tis paſt, and ſo am I : But whatart thou 
That bat this fortune on me ? If thou'rt Noble, 
I doe forgive thee. 
Eag. Lets exchange charity : 
I a:n no lefle in blood then thou art Fdmura, 
If more, the more th'haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar and thy Fathers ſonne, 
The gods are jult, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inſtruments to plague us: 
The darke and vitious place where thee he got, 
Colt him his eyes. 
Ba#i. Th'haſt ſpoken right, tis true, 
The W heele is come full circle, Lam heere. 
Ak, Methought thy very gate did propheſie 
A Royall Nobleneſſe : I muſt embracethee, 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if ever 1 
Did hate thee, or thy father. 
Eag. Worthy Prince | knowt. | 
Alth. Where have you hid yourſelfe? 
How have you knowne the miſcrics of your farher ? 
Eag. By nurſing them wy Lord. Liſta briefe tale, 
And whentis told, O chat my heart would burſt. 
The bloody proclamation to c{cape 
That follow'd me fo neere, (O our lives ſweetneſlc, 
Thar we the paine of death would hourely dye; 
Rather then dye at once)taught me to ſhift 
Intoa mad-mans ragges, t'aflume a ſemblance 
That very Dogges diſdain'd : and in this habit 
Metl my father with his bleeding Rings, 
Their precious Stones new loſt : became bis guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, ſav'd him from difpaire . 
Never (O fault) reveal'd my ſelfe unto him, 
Vntill ſome halfe houre paſt when I wasarm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſuccefle, 
I ask*d his bleſſing, and from firſt rolaſt 
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Told him our pilgrimage, But his flawd heart - 
( Alacke too weake the conflict to ſupport) 
Twixt twoextremes of paſſion, joy and griefe, 
Burſt ſmilingly. 
Bait, This ſpeech of yours hath mov'd me, 
| And ſhall perchance doe good, but ſpeake you on, 
You looke as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb. If there be more, more wofull, hold it in, 
For I am almoſt ready todifſolve, 
Hearing of this. 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Ge. Helpe, helpe ; O helpe. 
Eag. What kind of helpe ? 
Alb. Speake man. 
Eag. What meanesthis bloody Knife ? 
Gev. Tis hot, it ſ\moakes, cameeven from the heart 
of -—— O ſhes dead. 
Alb. Whodead? Speake man, 
Gen, Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Siſter 
By her 1s poyſon'd : ſhe conteſles it. 
Baſt. I was contracted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an initant. 
Eag. Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead i 
Gonerill and Regans bodies. brought ont, 
This judgement of the heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty. O is this ſhe? 
The time will not allow the complement 
W hich very manners urges. 

Kent, Tam come 
To bid my King and Maſter aye good night, 

Is he not here? 

Alb, Great thing of us forgot, | 
Speake Edmund, wheres the King?and wheres Cordelia? 
Seeſt thou this object Kent. 

Kent, Alacke, why thus? 

Ba#t. Yet Edmmd was belov'd : 

The onethe other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after ſlew herlclfe. | 

Alb. Evenſo : cover their faces. 

Ba#F, I pant forlife : ſome good I meane todoe 
Deſpight of mine owne Nature. Qujckly ſend, 
(Bebricfe in it) to th*Chaſtle for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on (ordelia: 

Nay, ſend in time. 

Ath. Run,run, O run. 

Eag. To whom my Lord ? Who has the Office? 
Send thy roken of reprecve. : 

Baſt. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captaine, 

Eag. Haſtthee for thy life. 

Bait, He hath Commiſſion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Coraelie in the priſon, and 
To lay the blame upon her owne diſpaire, 

That ſhe fore-did her ſelfe. 
Alb. The gods defend her, beare him hence a while» 


Enter Lear with Cordelia in his armes. 
Lear. Howle,howle,howle: O your are men of ftones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'duſe them ſo, 
That heavens vault ſhould cracke: ſhes gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 


Shes dead as carth : Lend me a Looking-glaſſe, 
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If chat her breath will auiſt or ſtaine the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives» 
Kent, Is this the promis'd end? 
Edg. Or image of that horror. 
Alb. Fall and ceaſe, Q7 
Lears This feather ſtirs,ſhe lives : if it bg fo; 
It is a chance which doe's redeeme all borrowes 
That ever I havefclr. 
Keur, O my good Maſter. 
Lear. Prythee away. ; 
Edg. Tis noble Kent your Friend, : 
Lear, A plague upon you murtherers,Traitors all; 
I might have ſav'd her,now ſhe's gone for ever : 
 Cordelia,Cordelia,ſtay a little. Has 
" What is': thou faiſt ? her voyce was ever ſoft, 
Gentle,and low,an excellent thing 1n woman, 
I kill'd the {lave that wasa hanging thee, 
Gent. Tis true (my Lords) he did. 
Lear. Did I not fellow ? XL i 
I have ſeene the day,with my good biting Faulchion 
I would have made him skip : Iam old now, 
| And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoyle me, W ho are you? 
' Mine eyes are o'thbeſt, Ile tell you Rraight. 
Kent. Tf Fortune brag of two,ſhelov'd and hated, 
Onecf them we behold. 
Lear, This is a dull ſight,are you not Kent ? 
Kent. The ſame : your ſervant Kerr, 
Where is your ſervant Cats ? | 
Lear* He's good fellow,I cantell you that, 
Hee'l ſtrike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten, 
Kent, No my good Lord,l am the very man. 
Lear. Ile fec that ſtraight, | 
Kent. Thatfrom your firſt of difference and decay, 
Hane foilow'd your fad ſteps. 
Lear. You are welcome hither. 
Kent. Nor nomanelſe : 
All's cheereleſſe, darke,and deadly, 
Your eldeſt daughters have fore-done themſelves, 
And deſperately arc dead. 
Lear. Io 1 thinke. ; 
Alb, He knowes not what he ſayes,and vaine is it 


That we preſent us to him, 


Enter a Heſſencer, 

Edg. Very bootleſſe. 

CMeſ. Eammnd is dead my Lord. 

Alb. Thats but a trifle here ; 
You Lords and Noble friends know our intent, 
W hat comfort to this geeat decay-may come, 
Shall be appli'd. For —_ will rcſigne, 
During the lifeof this old Majeſty 
To him our abſolute power,you to your rights, 
With boor,and ſuch addition as your honours 
Have more then merited, All Friends ſhall 
Taſte the wages of their vertue,and all Foes 
The cup of their deſcrvings : O ſee, ſee. 

Lear. And my poore Foole ishang'd : Nogno,no life ? 
W hy ſhould a Dog,a Horſe,a Rat have life, 

And thou no breath ata!l? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never,never,never,never,never. 
Pray you undoe this Button. Thanke you Sir; 
Doe you ſec this? Looke on her,looke on her lips, 
Looke there, looke there, He dyes, 
Edg. He faints,my Lord,my Lord. | 
Kent, Breake heart,I prythee breake. 
Edg., Looke tomy Lord. e! 
Rent. Vex not his ghoſt,Oler him paſſezhe hates him, 
That would upon the wracke of this tough world | 
Stretch him our longer. 
Edg. Heis gone indeed. 

Kent, The wond:r is, he hath endur*d fo long, 
He but uſurpt his life, 

Alb. Beare them from hence,our preſent bufineſſe 
Is generall woe : Friends of my ſoule, you twaine, | 
Rule in this Realme,and the gor'd ſtate ſuſtaine. 

Kent. I havea journey fir,ſhortly to goe, 
My Maſter calsme,I muſt nor ſay no. Dyes. | 

Edg. The waight of this ſad time we muſt obey, 
Speake what we feele,not what we ought to ſay : 

The oldeſt hath borne moſt, we that are yong, 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long, 
Exennt with a dead march, 
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Atdus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Enter Redorigo and Iago, 


Rodrigo. | 
ett op Evertcll me, I take it very unkindly ; 
NS That thou( [ago ) who halt had my purſe, (this. 
8 As if the ſtrings were thine, fhould'ſt know of 
[a70. But you'lnot heare mes. If ever 1 did 
Of ſuch a matter,abhorre me, (dreame 
Rode, Thou told*'{t me, 


| Thou didſt hold him inthy hate. 


Tags, Deſpiſe me : 

If I doc not, Three great ones of the Citie, 

(In perſonall ſuit to makeme his Lievercnant) 

Off-capt to him : and by the faith of man 

T know my price,I am worth no wole a place. 

But he(as loving hisowne pride,and purpoles) 

Eyades them,with a Bumbaſt Circumſtance, 

Horribly {iuft with Epithites of warre, 

Non-ſuites my Mediators. For certes,ſayes he, 

I have already choſe my Oificer. And what was he ? 

Forſooth,a great Arithmetician, 

One Ahichael Caſſio,a Florentine, = 

(A Fellow almolt damn'd ina faire wife ) 

That never fet a Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the diviſion of a battaile knowes 

Morethan a Spinſter: Vnleſle the Bookiſh Theoricke : 

Wherein the Tongued Conſuls can propoſe 

As Maſterly as he, Mecre prattle ( without practiſe ) 

Is all his Souldierſhip. But he (Sir)had th'ele&tion 

And I (of whom his cycs bad ſeene the prootc 

At Rhodes,at Cyprus,and on others grounds 

| Chriſten'd,and Heathen) wult be be-leed,and calm'd 

By Debitor,and Creditor. This Coumer-Caſter, 

He (in good time) muſt his Lievtenant be, | 

And I (bleſſe the marke)his Mooreſhips Ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
Lago, Why,there's no remedy, (man 

Tis the curſe of Service ; 

Preferment gees by Letter,and affeRion, 
And not by old gradation,where cach ſecond 
Stood heireto'th'firſt. Now fir,be Indge your ſelfe, 


| Whetber I in any juſt terme am Ailirn'd 


Tolevsthe Moore? 
Rod . 1 wou'd not follow him then. 
Ieg9. O Sir content you. : 
I follow him.to ſerve my turne upon him. 
Wecannet allbe Maſtcrs,norall Maiters 


Cannot be truely follow'd. You ſhall marke 
Many a dutious and kncee-crooking K nave; 
That( doting on his owne obſequious bondage) 
Weares out his time,much like his Maſters Aﬀe, 
For nought but Provender,& when hc's old Caſheer'd, 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. Others there arc 
W ho trim'd in Formes,and viſagesof duty, 
Keepe yet their heartsattending en themſclves, 
And throwing but ſhowes of ſervice on their Lords, 
Doe well thrive by them, 
And when they have lin'd their Coates 
Doe themſclmes Homage. 
Theſe Fellowes have ſome ſoule, 
And ſucha ene doe I profeſle my ſelte. For(fir) 
It is as ſure as you are Rodorigo, _ 
Were I the Moore,l would not be 1ago : 
Infollowing him,I follow but my ſelte. 
Heaven 1s my Iudge,not I,forlove and duty, 
But ſeeming ſo,for my peculiarcnd : | 
For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 
The native act,and figure of my heart 
In complement externe,'tis not long after 
ButI will weare my heart vpon my ſleeve 
For Dawestopeckeat; F am not what Iam. 
Rod; What a fall Fortune do's the thicke-lips owe 
If he can carry't thus ? 
{ago. Call up her father : 
Rowſe him, make after bim,poyſon his delight, 
Proclaime him in the ſtreets. Incenſe her kinſemen, 
And though he in a fertile*Clymate dwell, 
Plague him with Flyes : thoughthar his joy be joy, 
Yet throw ſuch chances of vexation on't, 
As1t may looſe ſome colour. 
Rodo, Here is her fathers houſe, Ile call aloud. 
lage. Doe,with like timorous accent,and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence)the fire 
Is ſpiced in populeus Cities. 
Rod. What hoa : Brabantio,Signior Brabantiohoa- 
lago, Awake,what hoa, Brabavtis : Theeves,thecves, 
Looke to your houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Theeves,theeves. 
Bra. eAbove. What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons? what is the matter there ? 
Rods, Signior,isall your Familic within ? 
Tago. Are your deorcslock'd? 
Bra. Why ? wherefore aske you this? 


Tago. Sir,yare robb'd,for ſhame put on your __ = 
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Your heart is burſt, you have loſt halfe your ſoule 
| Even now,now, very now an old blacke Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe. Ariſc,ariſe, 
| Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
| Or clſe the Divell will makea Grand-fire of you. 
| Ariſc I ſay. 
| Fra. What, have youloſt your wits ? : 
Rod, Moſt reverend Signior,do you know my vOyCcer 
Bra. NotTI : what are you? 
Rod. My name is Rodorigo, 
Bra. The worſer welcome : 
I have charg'd thee not to hauntabout my doores : 
In honeſt plainenefſe thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My Daughter is not for thee, And now in madneſle 
(Being full of ſupper,and diſtemperingdraughts) 
Vpon malicious knavery,doſt thou come 
Toſtart my quiet, 
Red. Sir,Sir,Sir. 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My ſpirits and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 
Rod, Patience good Sir. 
Bra. Whattell'ſt rhou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice : my houſe is not a Grange» 
Rod, Moſt grave Brabartio, 
In ſimple and pure ſoule,I come toyou. | 
Tag.Sir,you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
if the Divell bid you. Becauſe we come to do you ſervice, 
and youthinke we are RujHans, you'l have your Daugh- 
ter cover'd with a Barbary horſe, yw'l have your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you,you'le have Courſers for Cozens : 
and Gennets for Germans. 
Bra, What prophane wretch art thou? 
lag, Iam oneSir,that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moorc,are making the Beaſt with two backs: 
Bra, Thou art a Villaine, 
lago, You are a Senator. 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer-I kow thee Rodorsgo. 
Rod, Sir, will anſwer any thing. But T beſeech you 
IF t be your pleaſure,and moſt wite conſent, 
( As partly I find it 15 ) that your faire Danghter, 
At thisodde Even and dull watch o'th'night 
Tranſported wich no worſenor better guard, 
But with a Knaveof common hire,a Gundclier, 
' To the groſle claſpes of a Laſcivious Moore : 
Ifthis be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
| We then have done you bold and ſawcy wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We haue your wrong rebuke. Doe not beleeve 
That from the ſenſe of all Civilitie, 
Ithus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Yourdaughter(if you have not given her leave) 
I ſay againe, hath made a groſſe revolt, 
Tying her Duty,Beauty, W ir,and Fortunes 
{ Inan extravagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
| Ofhere,and every where : ſtraight ſatisfic your ſelfe. 
If ſhe be in your Chamber,or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Iuſtice of the (tate 
For thus deluding you, | 
| Bra, Strike on the Tinder,hoa z 
\ Give me a Taper : callup all my people, 
This Accident is notunlike my dreame, 
Beliefe of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light, I fay,light. 


lago, Farewell: for I muſt leaveyous Asdoublcas the Dukes : He will divorce you. j 
It ſcemesnot meet,nor wholſome to my place Or put upon you, what reſtraintor grievance, þ 
Da a mwatent ——— —— ves Thi 


__— Ha. 


_—_ — 


| Where didft thou ſee her ? (Ob unhappy Girle) | 


_—_ 


 Thatthe Magnificois mach beloy'd, | 
; And hathin hiseffe& a voycepotentiall 


To be producted,as if I ſtay,I ſhall,) 

Againſt the Moore. For I doe know the ſtate, 

(How ever this may gall him with ſome cheeke ) 
Cannot with ſafety caft kim. For he's imbark'd 
With ſuch loud reaſon tothe Cyprus warres, 
(Which even now ſtands in At )that for their ſoules 
Another of his Fadome,they have none, 

To lead their Buſinefle. In which regard, 

Though I doe hate him as 1 doe hell, 

Yer, for neceſſity of preſent life, 

I muſt ſhew out a Flag,and ſigne of Love, | 
(Which is 1ndced bur figne )that you ſhal ſurely find him | 
Leadto the Sagitary rhe raiſed Scarch : | 
Andthere will I be with him. So farewell, Exit, 


Enter Brabantio,asith Servants and Torches; 


Bra, It is too true anevill. Gone ſhe is, 
And what'sto come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is naught but bitternefſe. Now Roderigo, 


With the Moore faiſtthon ? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didſt thou know twas ſhe? (Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought : ) what ſaid ſhe to you?Get moe Tapers:; 
Ralſe all my Kinred. Are they married thinke you? 

Rod. Trucly 1 thinke they are, 

Bra. Oh heaven : how got ſhe out ? | 
Ohtreaſon of my blood, 
Fathers,from hence truſt not your Daughters minds 
By what you ſee them Act. Are there not charmes, 
By which the propertic of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read Redorige, 

Of ſome ſuch thing ? | 
Red, Yes (ir: I have indeed. | 
Bra. Call up my brother:oh would you had had her, 

Some one way,ſome another. Doe you know 

Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Rod, I thinke I can diſcover bim,if you pleaſe | 
To get good Guard,and goe along with me. | 

Bra, Pray youlead on. At every houſe Ilecall, | 

(I may command at moſt)get Weapons (hoa) | 

Andraiſc ſome ſpeciall Officers of might : 

On good Roderige,l will deſerve your paines. Exenxt, 


—_—_ 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Othello, ago, Anendants with Torches, f 


Jag.Though in the trade of warreT have ſlaine men, 
Yet doe hold it very ſtuffe o'ch'confcience | 
To doe no contriv'd murder ;I iake iniquitie | 
Sometime to doe me ſervice. Nine,or ten times 
I had thoughtto have yerk'd him here under the Ribbes. | 

Othel, Tis better as it is. | 

Tags. Nay but he prated,' "a 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy,and provoking termes - .. 
Againſt your honor; that with the little godlineffe I have | 
I did full hard forbeare hia. But I pray you ſir, 

Are you faſt married ? Beaſſur'd of this, 
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 TheT: rapedy of Othello 


The Law (withall his might,tocnforce it on) 
Will give him Cable. 
Othe, Lethim doe his ſpight : 
My ſervices, which I have donethe Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know, 
W hich when I know,thar boaſting is an honour, 


-| I ſhallpromulgate. Ifetch my life and being, 


From men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 

May ſpeake(unbonnetted)to as proud a Fortune 

As this that I havereach'd. For know [ago, 

But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 

I wonld not my unnouſed free condition 

Put into Circumſcription,and Contine, 

For the Seas worth. But looke, what Lights come yond ? 


Enter Caſſi» withTorches. 
Iago, Thoſe arethe raiſed father,and his friends : 
You were beſt goe in, 
Gthel, Notl :1 mult be found, 
My parts, my title,and my perfect foule 
Shall mahifeſtly me rightly. Isit they ? 
Tago. By lanws,T thinke no. e 
Othel. The ſervants of the Dakes ? 
And my Lievtenant ? 
The goodneſle of the night upon you (friends) 
W hart is the Newes ? 
Caſfio. The Duke does greet you(Generall ) 
And he requires your haſte,Poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even onthe inſtant. 
Othel. What is the matter,thinke you ? 
Caſſio. Something from Cyprus,as | may divine ; 
Itis a buſinefle of ſome heat. The Gallies 
Have ſeat adozzen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night,at oneanothers heeles : 
And many of the Conſuls (rais'dand inet, ) 
Areat the Dukes already. You have been hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath ſent abour three {everall Queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
Othel. Tis well I am found by you : 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And goc with you. 
| (ſie. Ancient, what makes he here? 
 Zago, Faith,he tonight hath boorded a Land Carrac, 
If it provelawfull prize, he's made for ever. 
Cafſio., I doenor underitard. * 
Tags. He's marri'd. 
Caſio. To whom ? 
lags. Marry to ComeCaptaine,will you goe? 
Othel, Have with you. 
Caſſio. Here comes another Troope to ſeeke for you: 


Enter Brabantio,R edorigo,with Officers and Terches, 


P 


Iago. It is Brabantio : Generall be advis'd, 


{| He comes to bad intent. 


Othel. Holla,ſtand there. 

Red, Signior,itis the Moore, 

Bra. Downe with him, Theefe. 

Iago, You Redorige ? Come (ir, lam for you. 

Othe. Keepe up your bright Swords, for the dew will 
ruſt them. Good Signior, you ſhall more command with 
yeares,than with your Weapons. uf 

Bra, Oh thou foulerheefe, 


j Where haſt thou ſtow'd my Daughter ? 


Damn'd as thou art,thou haſt enchaunted her 


For ile referre me to all things of ſenſe, 
(If ſhe in chaines of Magicke were not bound ) 
W hether a Maide,ſo tender,faire,and happy, 
So oppoſite to Marriage,that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealtby curled Dearling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (fencurrea generall mocke) 
Runne from her Guardage to the ſooty boſome, 
Of ſuch a thing as thou : to feare,not to delight ? 
Tndge me the world,if tis not grofle in ſenſe, _ 
Thar thou haſt practis'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd her delicate youth,with Drugs or Minerals, 
T hat weakens motion. Ile have't ditputcd on, 
Tis probable,and palpable ro thinking ; 
I therefore apprehend and docattach thee, 
For an abuſer of the world,a practiſer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 2 
Lay hold upon him,if he doe reſiſt | 
Suddue him at his peril. 

Othe, Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining,and the reſt, 
Were it my Cue to fight,] ſhould have knowne it 
Wi:hout a Prompter. Whither will you that I goe 
To anſwer this your charge? | 

Bra. To priſon,till fittime 
OfLaw,and courſe of dire Seffivn 
Call thee toanſwer. 

Othe. What ifI doe obey?. 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 
W hoſe Meſſengers are here about my ſide. 
Vpon ſome preſent buſineſle ef the State, 
To bring me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moſt worthy Signior, 
The Dake's in Councell.and your Noble ſelfe, 
I am ſure is ſent for. . 

Bra, How ? The Duke in Conncell? 
In this time of the nigh ? bring him away ; 
Mine's not an idle cauſe. The Duke himſelfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feele this wrong,as twere their owne : 
For if ſuch Actions may have paſlage free, 
Bond-ſlaves and Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be. Exennts 
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Scena Tertia. 
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Enter Duke,Senators,and Officers, 


Duke, There is no compoſition in this newes, 
That gives them credit. 
x Sen, Indeed, they are diſpropertioned ; 
My Letters ſay,a Hundred and ſeven Gallies. 
Duke. And mine a Hundred forty. 
2 Sex. And mine two Hundred : 
But though they jumpe not on ajuſt accompr, 
(As in theſe Caſes wheretheayme reports, 
"Tis oft with difference)yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkiſh Fleet,and bearing up to Cyprus, 
Dake. Nay,itis poſſible enough to judgement : 
I doe not ſo ſecure me in the errour, 
But the maine Article I doe approve 
In fearefull ſenſe, | 
Sayler withix, What hoa,what hoa,whart ho. - 


Emer Saylor, 
| Officer. Al 


Ie "OE 
- wen _ mg 


we at... At. ant. edt. et I — 


A __ as 


Officer. A Meſſenger from the Gallics. And you of her ; the bloody Booke of Lay, 
D#ke, Now ? What's the buſinefſe? _ - | You ſhall your ſelfe read,in the bitter lenter; / 
Sayler, The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes, | After your owne lenle : yea,though our proper ſonne 


So was I bid report hereto the State, Stood in your Action. 
By Signior e, Angelo. | | Bra. Humbly1.thanke your Grace, 
D#ke. How tay you by this change ? Here is the man; this Moore,whom now it ſeeines 
I.Sex. This cannot be Your ſpeciall Mandare,for the State affaires, 
By no aſſay ef Reaſon: Tisa Pageant | Hath hither brought. | 
To keepe us in falſe gaze,when we conſider All. Weare very ſorry for't. oh, 
Th'importancy of Cyprus to the Turke : . Duke. Whatin your owne part,can you fay tothis? 
And let our ſelves againe but underſtand, | Zra, Nothing, but this isſo. > 
Thatasit more concernesthe Turke then Rhodes, Oche. Moſt Potent,Grave,and Reverend Signiors, 
So may he with more facile queſtion beare it, My very Noble,and approv'dgood Maſters ; 
For thar it {tandsnot in ſuch warlike brace, That I havetane away this old mats davghter, 


But altogether lackes tHabilities 


It is moſt true : true 1 have married her ; 
That Rhodes is dreſs'd in; If we 


make thought of this, | The very head,and front of my offending, 


We mult notthinkethe Turke is ſo unskilfull, Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I,in my ſpeech, 
Toleavethat lateſt,which concernes him firſt, Andlittle bleſs'd with the ſoft phraſe of Peace ; 
| NegleRting an attempt of caſc,and gaine For fince theſe Armes of jen ed ſeven yeeres pith, 
To wake,and wage a danger profitlefſle. _ Till now,ſfome nine Moones waſted,they have us'd 
Duke. Nay,inall confidence he'snor for Rhodess Their deereſt aQtion,in the tented field : 
Officer. Here is more Newes. And little of this great world can I ſpeake, : | 
| More than pertaines to Feats of Broyles,and Battaile, 
| . Enter a Meſſenger. | And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
HMeſſew. The OttamnerReveren'd,and Gracious, In ſpeaking for my ſelfe. Yer,(by your gracious patience) | 
Steering with due courſe toward the Ile of Rhodes, I will a round un-varniſh'd Tale deliver, 
Have there injoynted them with an after Fleet. Of my whole courſe of Loye. 


I Sex. I, ſo Ithought : how many,as you gueſle ? W hat Drugs,what Charmes, . = | 
Meſſ. Of thirty Sale : and now they doe re-ſtem What Conjucation,and what mighty Magicke, | 
Their backward courſe,bearing with franke appearance | (For ſuch proceeding Tam charg'd withall) 


Their purpoſestoward Cyprus, Signior Hontane, I won his Daughter with, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitour, | Bra, A Maiden,never bold : :- | 
Wirth his free duty,recommends you thus, | Offpirit ſo ſtili,and quiet,that her Morien 
| And prayes you to beleeve him. | Bluſh'd at her ſelfe,and ſhe in ſpight of Nature, 
\ Dake. Tis certaine then for Cyprus: : Ofyeares,of CY thing 
| Marens Luccicos is not hein Towne ? To fall in Love,with what the fear'd ts looke en ; 
1. Sew, He's now in Florence, It is a judgement maim'd,and moſt imperfed, 


Deke. Write from us, 


| x That will confeſle Perte&ion ſo could erre - 20 
To him,Poſt,Poſt-haſte,diſpatch. | 


Againſall rules of Nature,and muſtbedriven 


-2. Sex. Here comes Brabentio,and the Moores To find out practiſes of cunning hell . | 
| | | | - wo _ _ be. I pin magma apaine, \ 
ter Brabantie,Othelts,Caſſs, Taro, Redorio - That with ſome Mixtares, powerfall ore the blood, 
OT RO D 10 ffice Caf nl hob. Or with ſome Dram(conjur'dto this cffeR) ; 
| He wrought upon her. 


Dake. Valiant Othefe,we muſt ſtraight employ you, 


D#k. Tovouch this,isno proofe, 
Again(t the generall Enemy Ortoman, 


| Without more wider,and more over-Teſt 


Idid not {ce you : welcome gentle Signior, | . Then theſe thin habits,and pcore likely-hoods 
Welack't your Counſaile,and your helpe to hight. — | Of moderneſeeming,doe preferre againſt him. 
. Bra, Sodid I yours: Good your Grace pardon me» B Sen, But Orhello,{peake, 

Neither my place,for ought I heard of buſineſle . | Di pe On forced courſes | 

Hath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the generall care | Subdue,and poyſon this yong Maids affections ? 

Take hold'on me. For my particular griefe Or came it by requeſt ,and ſuch faire queſtion 

Is of ſo flood-gate,and ore-bearing Nature, - | ' As ſoule,to ſouls afforderh 1h 

That it ingtuts,and ſwallowes other ſorrowes, Othel, Idoebeſeechyau, . 

And it is (till it ſelfe. 5 Send for the Lady to the Sagitary, 

| Duke. Why ? Whatsthe matter? - And let her ſpeake of mebefore her Father ;' 

Bra, My - ghter : oh my Daughter ! " If you doe find me foule,in her report, 
Sen, Dead. . LET 


| The truſt,the office,I doe hold of you, 


Bra. 1,to me. 


_ - Not onely take away,but letyour ſentence 


$he is abus'd,{tolne from me,and corrupted = - Even fall upon my life. - .. - | | 
| By Spels and Medicines,bought of Mountcbankes ;* | Duke, Fetch Deſdemona hither, | 
For Natureſo prepoſeroully to erre, © | . Othel, Ancient,conduQtthem : | 
| (Being not deficient,blind,or lame offenſe, - | You beſt know theplace. .... . 
- | Sans witch-craft could not,” © :  Andtill ſhe come,as truely as to heaven, | 


- Duke... Whoere he be,chat iri this fowle procecding I doe confeſſe the vicesof my blood, 
Hath chus beguil'd your Daughter ofher (clfe,” So juſtly to your Grayc eares, Ile preſent 
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The Tragedy of- Othello 


How 1 didthrivE ia this faire Ladies love, . 
And ſhe in mine. Pp 
Duke. Say it Othello, - 
Othe. Her father lov'd me,oft invited me 2 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory ofmy lite, 
From yeareto yeare : the Battails,Sieges,Fortine, 
That I have paſt. ; 
I ran it through,cven from my Boyiſh dayes, 
Toch'very moment that he bad me tell it, 
W herein I ſpoke of moſt difaſtrous chances: 
Of moving Accidents by Flood,and Field, 
Of haire-breadth ſcapes 1! thimminent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, = 
And ſold toſlavery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portancein my Travellers hiſtory. | 
Whs.rein of Antars vaſt,and Deſarts wilde, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks,& Hils, whoſe heads touch hea- 
It was my hint to ſpeake. Such was my Procelſle, 
And of the Canibals that eachotherseare, 
The Asthrepophags,and men whoſe heads | 
Grew beneath their ſhoulders. Theſe things to heare, 
Would Deſdemoaa leriouſly incline : 
But ſtill the houſe affaires would draw her hence; 
W hich ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'ld come againe,and with a greedy eare = 
Devoure up my diſcourſe. W hich I otſerving, 
Tooke oncea pliant hourc,andiound goo meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of carneſt heart, 
That I would all ary Pitgrimage dilate, 
W hereof by parcels ſhe had tomcthing heard, 
But not diſtin&ively : I did conſent, 
And often did beguile her of her teares, 
When did ſpeake of ſome diſtrefietull itroke 
That my youth ſufter'd ; My ſtory being done, 
She gave me for wy painesa world of kiſles: 
She twore in faith twas ſtrange,twas paſſing ſtrange, 
"Twas pittifull : twas wondrous pitrifull. 
She wiſh'd ſſie had nor heard it,yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That heaven had made her ſucha man.She thank'd me, 
And bad me if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 
And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint I ſpake, 
She lov*d me for the dangers I have paſt, 
And TI lov'd her,that ſhe did pitty them, 
This onley is the witch-craft I have us'd. 
Here comes the Lady : Let her witneſle it. 


E ner Deſdemona,lago Attendants. 


Dake. Tthinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantio,take up this mangled watrer at the beſt; 
Men doe their broken Weapons rather.uſe, 

Then their bare hands. | 

Bra, Ipray you hearc her ſpcake ; 

If ſhe confefle that ſhe was halfethe wooer,, 

' Deſtruction on my headif my bad blame. .. 

Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miſtris, 

- Doe you perceive inall his-Noble company, 

Where moſt you owe obedience ? To 
* Def. My Noble father, 

* Tdoeperceive herea divided duty, .... ...... 
Toyoul am bound for lifz,and education : 
My life and education both doc learne me. . | 
How toreſpe&t you, Youare the Lordofduty, ._ -.. 
I am hitherto your dayghter. But here's my-husband ; 
And ſo much duty,as my Mother ſhew'd _ . .- 


© Be” 
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- | Toput my father inimpatientrhopghts 
: | By being in his eye. . Moſt Gracious Duke, 


my My downe-right violence,and ftormeof Fortunes,” '/ 


| To you, preferring you before her father : 
So much I challenge, that I may profeſle 
Due to the Moore my Lord. 
Bra, God be with you : I have done. 
Pleaſe it your Grace,on to the State affaires ;. 
I had rather to adopta child than get it, 
Come hither Moore , | 
I here doe give thee that with all wy heart, 
Which but thou haſt already,with all my beart 
T would keepe from thee, For your ſake(Iewell ) 
T am glad at foule,I havenoother child ; 
For thy eſcape would tcach me tyranny 
To hang clogs onthem, I have done my Lord, 
Duke. Let me ſpeake like your ſelfe ; 
And lay a Sentence, , 
W hich like a griſe,or ſtep may helpe theſe Lovers, 
When remediesare paſt,the griefes are ended 
By ſceing the worit,which late on hopes depended. 
To mourne a miſchiefe that is paſt and gone, 
| Is the next way to draw new miſchiefe on. 
W hat cannot be preſery'd,when Fortune takes 2 
Patience, her Injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that ſmiles,ſteals ſomthing from the Thicke, | 
He robs himſclfe,that ſpendsa bootlefle griefe: | 
Bra. So let the Turke of Cyprusus beguile, 
Weloſc it not ſo long as wecan ſmile ; | 
He beares the ſentence well,that nothing beares, 
Burt the free comfort which from thence he heares. 
Burt he bearcs both the ſemence;and the ſorrow, 
Thar to pay griefe,muſt of poore Patience borrowe 
Theſe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gall, | 
Being firong on both ſfides,are Equivocall. 
But words are words,l neyer yet did heare ; 
That the brujz'd heart was piercedthrough the care. 
I humbly beſeech you proceed to th'Afaires of States 
Duke, The Turke with a moſt mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus ; Othello,the Fortitude of the place is | 
beſt knowne to you. And though we have there a Subfti- 
tute of moſt allowed frjliciency ; yet opinion , a more 
Soveraigne Miltris of Effets, throwes a more ſafe 
voyce on you:you mult therefore be content to flubber 
the groſle of your new Fortunes , with this more ſtub» 
borne,and boyſterous expedition. | 
Othe, The Tyrant Cuſtome,moſt Grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrice-driven bed of Downe. 1 doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt Alacrity, 
I find in hardnefle : and doe undertake 
This preſent warre againſt the Ortomires. 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fitdiſpoſition fur my Wife, 
Due reference of Place,and Exhibition, 
With ſuch accomodation and beſort 
As levels with her breeding. 
Duke, Why,at ber Fathers. 
Bra. Iwill not laye it fo, 
Gthe, Norl. 


g 
* 


" 


Def. Nor would I there reſide, | 


To my unfolding,lend your proſperonseare, 
| And er me {Ap wer bh bs 
Taſliſt my ſimplenefle...... gs! 
Dxke, What would you De/ademona? 
Deſ. That lovethe Moore,tolivewith him, | 


your. YOyce | | 


” 
as a * 


May 


i 


en... 


”—— 


———_— ed _——— 


a SIE, 1 


— 


|. OI 


| 


. 


* 
; 4-96 


EET 


the Moore of Uenice. 


May trumpet tothe wankd. My heart's ſubdu'd 
Even to the very-qualitheF my Lord ; 

I ſaw Othelte's viſage in his minde; 

And to his honours and his valiant parts, 

Did I my ſouleand fortunes conſecrate. 

So that (deere Lords) if I be left behind 
AMoth of Peacc,and he goec to the War, 


.| The Rites for why Ilove him,are bereft the : 


And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 
By his deare abſence, Lerme goe with him, 

Othe, Let her have your voyce. 
Vouch with me heaven, I therefore beg it not 
To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite : 
Nor to comply with heat the yong effects 
' In my defun&t,and proper ſatisfaction, . 
But to be free, and bounteous to her minde : : 
And heaven defend your good ſoules,that you thinke 
I will your ſerious andgreat puſinefſe ſcant | 
When ſhe is with me. No,whenlight wing'd Toyes 
Of feather'd (1d, ſeele with wanton dulneſſe 
My ſpeculative,and offic'd Inſtrument : 
Thar my Diſports corrupr;and taint my buſineſle : 
Let Houſe-wives make a Skillet of my Helme, 
And all iadigne,and baſe adyctſities, 
Make head againlt my Eſtimation. ; 

Dwke. Beit as you ſhall privately determine, 


| Either for her tay,or going : th'Aﬀaire cryes haſte : 


And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. 
Sen, You muit away to night. 
Othe, With all my heart. ; 
Doke. At nine !thimorning,here wee'l meet againe. 
Othello, leave ſome Orlicer behind 
And he ſhallour Commiſſion bringto you : 
And ſuch things elfe of quality and reſpect 
As doth import you. 
Othe, So pleaſe your Grace,my Ancient, 
A man he is of honeſty and truſt : 
To his conveyance I afligne my wife. 
With what elſe needfu!l,your good Grace ſhall thinke 
To be ſent after me. 
Dake, Letitbeſo:; 
Good night to every one. And Noble Signior, 
It Vertue no delighted beauty lacke, 
Your Son-in Eaw is farre more faire than blacke. 
Sen, Adicu brave Mcore,uſe Deſdemona well, _ 
Bra. Looketo her( Moore )if thou haſt eyes toſce; 
She has deceiv'd her fathcr,and may thee. Exit, 
Othe. Myliteupon her faith. Honeſt /ago, 
My De/demona mult I leave to thee : 
I prythee let thy wife atrend on her, 
And bring them after ia their beſt advantage. 
Come De/demona,l have butan houre 
Of Love,of worldly matter,and direction 
To ſpeake withthce, We muſt obey the time. Exit. 


| Rod. Tago. 


Tago. What aiſt thou noble heart? . - 

Rod. What will I doe,thinkſt thou ? 

Tago. Why goe to bed and fleepe, 

Road. 1 will incontinently drowne my ſelfe. _ -- 
Iago, Tfthou doſt;1 ſhall never [oye theeafter, Why 


| thou filly Gentleman? 


Rod. It is fillinefle tolive , whento live is torgient : 
and then have wea preſcription to dye,whendeath is our 
Phyſitian, $7.3 S975 444 

ago, Oh villanous : I-have: look'd upon the world 
for touretimesſeven yeares, and ſince I could diſtinguiſh 


betwixta Benefit, and an injury , I never found man that 
| knew how to love himſelte. Ere I.would ſay , I would 

drowne my lelfe forthe love ofa Gynney Hen, 1 would 
change my humanity with a Baboone: . .... _ 

Rod. What ſhould I doc,l confeſie itis my ſharne to 
be ſo fond, but it isnot in my vertue roamend it; 

{ago. Vertue? A figge, tis in our ſclvzs that wee are 
thus, or thus, Our Bodies are our Gardens,tothe which, 
our W1lsare Gardiners, So that if we will plant Net- 
tels, or ſowe Lettice : Set Hyſope;and weede up Time : 
Supply it with one gender of Hearbes,er diſtract it with 
many : either have it fterrill wich idlenefſe , or manu- 
red with Induſtry, why the power and Corrigible au- 
thority of thislics in our Wils. If the braine of our lives 
had not one ſcale of Reaſan , ro poyſe another of Senſu- 
ality, the blood , and baſenefle of our Natures would 
conduQ us to moſt prepoſtrous Concluſions. But wee 
have reaſon to coole our raging Motions, or carvall 
Stings, or unbitted Luſs 2 whereof I takerhis, that you 
call Love,to be a Se,or Seyen« 

Red. It cannot be. | 

{ago. It 1s meerely a Luſt ofthe Blood,and apermiſſi- 
on of the will. Come, be a man : drowne thy lelte 2 
Drowne Cats, and blind Puppies. 1 have profeſt me thy 
Eriend,and 1 confeſſe me knit tothy deſerving,with Ca- 
bles of perdarable toughneſle. I could never better ſteed 
thee than now. Put money in thy purſe : follow thou 
the Warres,defeat thy favour; with an uſurped Beard. 1 
ſay, put money in thy purſe. It cannot be Tong that De/- 
demoxa ſhould continue her loveto the Moore,” Put Mo- 


queſtration,put bur money in thy purſe. Theſe Moores 


Thefood that to him now is asluſhious as Locuſts, ſhall 
to him ſhortly bee as bitfer as Coloquintida. Shee muſt 
change for youth : when ſhee is fared with his body, ſhe 
will tinde the errours of her choyce. Therefore put mo- 


It a moredelicate way then drowning- Makeall the mo- 
ney thou canſt : If Santimony and a fraile vow , be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, and {uper-ſubtle Venetian be 
' not too hard for my wits, and all the Tribe of hell , thou 

(halt enjoy her : therefoge make money : a pox of drow- 
ning thy {fe.ir iscleane out of the way. Secke thou ra- 


—— 


| ther ta bee hang'd in compaſſing thy joy, then to bee 


| drown'd,and goe withour her. EE 

Red, Wiltthou be faſt to my hopes, if Idepend onthe 
iſſue ? WES | 

lage, Thou art ſure of me : Goe make money : I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, and againe, 1 
hate the Moore. My cauſe is hearted ; thine hath no leſſe 
reaſon. Let us be- conjunAive in our revenge, againſt 
. him. If thou canſt Cuckold him , thou dolt thy felfe a 
pleaſure, me a ſport. There are many Events in the 
Wombe of Time,which wilt be delivered. Traverſe,goe, 
provide thy money. We will have more of this to mor- 

roOWs Adieu. Wit : By 

'- Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th morning? 

Tago. Atmy lodging. | 

Red. Ile be withthee betimes, "IS 

Iags. 'Goe to.farewell. Doeyou here Rodorigo? | 

Red. Ileſcltall my Land. Exit. 

Tags. 'Thus doe I ever make my Foole,my purſe :. 
For I mine owne gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane 
| If I would time expend with ſuch a Swaine, Th 


ney in thy purſe: nor he his to her. It wasa violent Com- | 
mencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſce an anſwerable Se- | 


arechangeablcin their wils : fill thy purſe with money, | 


ney 11 thy purfe. If chou wilt needs damne thy ſelfe, doe | 
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But for my Sport,and Profit : I hate the Moore, 
Knd it is thought abroad,that twixt my ſheets 
He ha's done my Oilice, 1 know not if'r be true, 
Bdt 1, for meere ſuſpitiog inthat kinde, 

Will doe,as if for Surety, He holds me well, 
The better ſball my purpoſe worke on him: 
C/hio's a proper man : Let me ſee now, 

To get this place,and to plume up wy will 

In double Knavery. How? how ? Ler's ſee. 
Afﬀeer ſome time,to abuſe Orhello's eares, 

That he is too familiar with his wife - 

He hath aperſon,anda ſmooth diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpected : fram'd tomake women falfe, 
The Moore is of a free,and open Nature, 
That thinkes men honeſt,that but ſeeme to be ſo, 
And will as tenderly be lead by*ch'Noſe 

As Aſſes are : 

T have't: it is engendred : Hell,and Night, : 
Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth,to the worlds light. 


tic ni 


oA lus Secundus, Scana Prima. 


Enter e entano,and Gentlemen. 


Afon. What from the Cape,can you diſcerne at Sea? 
x Ges, Nothing atall,it is a high wrought Flood : 
Icannot *twixt the heaven and the Maine, 
Deſcry a Sayle. 
Mow, Merhinkesthe wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne*re ſhooke our Battlements : 
If it hath ruHand ſo aponthe Seca, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What ſhall we heare of this? + 
2 A Segregation of the Turkiſh Fleet : 
For doe but ſtand uponthe foaming Shoare, 
The chidden Billow ſeemes to pelt the cloudes, 
The wind-ſhak*d-Surge,with high & monſtrous Maine, 
Scemes to calt water onthe burning Beare, 
| And quench the Guards of th'ever-fixed Pole: - 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed Flood. : 
Mex. If tharthe Turkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſhelter*d,and embay*d,they arc drown'd, 
It is impoſlibleto bare itour. | 


—_—_— 
_ 


Enter a Gentleman. 

3 Newes Laddes ; our warres are done : 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſobavg'd the Turkes, 
Thar their deſignement halts, A Noble ſhip of Venice, 
Hath ſeene a grievous wracke and {ufferance 
On molt part of their Fleet. 

Aon. How ? Is this true ? 

3 The Ship is here put inzA Veroneſſo, Michael Caſſio 
Lieutenant tothe warlike Moore, Othefts, 
Is come on Shore : the Moore himſelfe at Sea, 
Andis in full Commiſſion heere for Cyprus. 

Aon, lam glad on't : 
Tis a worthy Governor. 
| 2 -Butthisſame Caſio, though he ſpeake of comfort, 
| Touching the Turkiſh loſle, yer be lookes ſadly, 
| And prayesthe Moore be ſafe; for they were partcd 
With fowleaud vielent TempeRt. . 

Aon. Pray heayens he be: 


+ 


FEM 


I 


— 


| 


Whart tydingscan youtell me of my Lord ? 


—S 


For I have ſerv*d him, andthe man commands 
Like a full Souldier, Lers to the Sea-fide (hoa) 
As well to ſee the Veſlell thats comein, 
As tothrow-out our eyes for brave Orhello, 
Even till we makethe Maine, and th Eriall blew, 
And indiſtin regard. 

Gene, Come, lets doe ſo; 
For every Minute is expeancy 
Of more Arrivancy. 


Enter (aſſio. 

C#//i. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Ifle, 
That ſoapproove the Moore : Oh let the heavens 
Give him defenceagainſtthe Elements, 

For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea, 

Mon, Is he well ſhip'd ? 

Caſſi, His Barke is ſtoutly Timber'd,and his Pylor 
Of very expert, and approv'd Allowance; 
Therefore my hope's (not ſurfettedto death ) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within. A Saile,a Saile,a Saile. 

Caſſio. What noyſe ? | 

Gent, The Towne isempty ; on the brow o'ch'Sca 
Stand rankes of People,and they cry a Sayle,. 

(«/ſio. My hopesdoe ſhape him for the Governour, 

Gene They doe diſcharge their ſhot of courteſie, 
Our friends,at leaſt. 

Caſſio, I pray you fir goc forth, 

And give ust:uth who tis that is arriv'd. 

Gert, I ſhall. Exit. 
Hon. But good Lievtenant,is your Generall wiv'd? 
Caſſio. Molt fortunately : he bathatchiev*da Maid 

That paragons deſcription,and wilde Fame : 
One that excels the quirkes of blazoning Pens, 
And in th'eſſcntiall Veſture of Creation, 
Do's tire the Ingeniver. 

Enter Gentleman, 
How now ? Who hasput in? 

Gene. Tis one /ags, Ancient totheGenerall, 

Caſſie. Ha's had moſt favourable,and happy ſpeed: 
Tem::cits themſelves,high Seas,and howling winds, 
The gurter'd Rockes,and Congregatcd Sands, 
Traitors en!teep'd,to enclogge the guiltleſſe Keele, 

As having ſenſe of Beauty,doe omit 
Their mortal! Naturesyletting goe ſafely by 


| Thedivine De/dimona. 


Mon. What is (he? 
Caſſio. She thatI ſpake of : 
Our great Captaines Captaine, 
Left in theconduR of the bold Jags, 
Whoſe footing here anticipates our thonghts, 
A Senights ſpeed. Great Jove, Orheko guard, 
And {well his Saile with thine owne gowrefull breath, 
Thathe may blefſe this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loves quicke pants in Deſ/demowunes armes, 
Give renew'd fire to ourextined Spirits, 


Enter Deſdemona Tags Rodorigo,and Emilia. 
Oh behold, 
The riches of the ſhip is come on Shore : 
You met of Cyprus,let her have your knees. 
Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of Heaven, 
Before,behind rhec,and on every hand 
Enwheele thee round. 
. . Def, I thanke you, valiant Caſs, 


Caſſio: 


— — 
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Caſc He is not arriv'd,nor know I ought 
But that he's well,and will be ſhortly heere, 

Deſ. Oh,but I feare : 

How loſt you company ? ? 

{aſe The great contention of the Sea and Skies, 
Parted our fellowſhip. Bur hearke,a Saile. 

Within, A Saile,a Saile, 

Gent. They give this greeting tothe Cittadcll : 

This likewiſe isa friend. 

(fe See for the Newes : 

Good Aucient,you are welcome. Welcome Miltris ; 
Let it not gall your patience ( good Jags ) 

Thar I extend my Manners. Tis my Breeding, 

That gives me this bold ſheyy of Courteſie, 

Iago. Sir,would ſhe give you ſo muchof her lips, 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtowes of me, 
. You would have enough. 

Def. Alas : ſhe hasno ſpeecb. 

Iago. Infaith too much : 
I find it ſtill,when I have leave toſleepe, 
Marry before your Ladyſhip,I grant, 
She puts her tongue alittle 1n her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

e/Emil, You have little cauſe toſay ſo. | 

1ago.Come on,come on: you are Pictures out of dores: 
Bels in your Parlors : Wilde-Cats in your Kitchens : 
Saints in your injuries : Divels being offended : 

Players in your Huſwifery,and Huſwives in your beds. 

Def, Oh,fic uponthee,ſlanderer. 

[ago. Nay,it is true: orelſe I ama Turke, 

You riſe to play,and goe to bedto worke. 

e£mil. You ſhall not write my praiſe, 

Iago, No,letme not. Ka 

Def: What would'ſt write of me, if thou ſhouNi'ſt 
praiſe me. 

age. Oh,gentle Lady,dee not put me toot, 

For I am nothing,if not Criticall. 

Deſ. Come on;aſlay. 

There's one gone to the Harbour ? 

lag. T Madam. 

Def. I am not merry : but I doe beguite 
The thing [ am,by ſeeming otherwile, 

Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe me ? 

Tago. Tam about it , bur indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate:as Birdlime does from Freeze , it pluckes 
our Braines and all. But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhee 
is delivered. 


If ſhe be faire,and wiſe ; faireneſſeand wit, 
The ones for wſe,the other uſeth it, 
Def. Wellprais'd ; 
How if ſhebe blacke and witty ? | 
Tago. If ſhe be blatke,and thereto have awit, 
Shel find a white,that ſhall her blackneſſe fit. 
Def. Worſeand worſe, 
e/£1m1:l. How iffaire and fooliſh, | 
Tags, She never yet was fooliſh that was faire, 
For even her folly helpe her to an heire, | 
Deſd. Theſe are old fend Paradoxes , to make Fooles 
laugh i'th*Alehouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſte thou 
for her that's foule and fooliſh, 


Iago, Theres none ſs foule and fooliſh thereunts; 
' But does foule prankes which faire,aud wiſe-ones does 


Deſd:; Oh heavy ignorance : thou praiſeſt the worſt 
beſt. But what praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deſer- 


Ving woman indeed ? One, thatin the authority of her 


Mr 


G__y 


| merit , did juſtly put on the vouch of very malice it 


ſelfe, 


Tago. She that was ever faing,and never proud, 
Had tongue at will aud yet was ever loud : 
Never lackt gold, and yet went yever gay, 

Fled fromher wiſh,and yet ſaid pow I may, 


. She that being angred, her revehge being nie, 


Bad ber wrong ſtay,and her diſpleaſure fly . 
She that in wiſedome never was ſo fratle, 
To change the Cods-head for the Salmons taile : 
She that could thinke,and new'r diſcloſe her mind, 
See Suitors following and not laoke behind : 
She ras aWioht,(if ever ſuch Wights were ) 
Deſ”" To doe what ? 
lags, Toſutkle Fooles,and chronicle ſmall Beere, 


Deſd. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion. Doe 
not learne of him e/£millia , though he be thy husband. 
How ſay you (Caſio ) is henot a moſt prophane , and li- 
berall Counſailor ? 

 Cafſio. He ſpeakes home ( Madatn ) you may relliſh 
him more in the Sonidier,than in Scholler. 

Tago, He takes her by the palme : I, we'lfaid, whiſ- 
per. Withas little a web as this, will Ienfnare as great 
a Fly as Cafſi», T, ſmile upon her, doe : 1 will gyve thee 
in thine owne Courtſhip. You fay true, tis {o indeed. 
If ſuchtrickes as theſe {trip you out of your Lizvtenan» 
try,it had beene better you had not kiſs*d your three fin- 
gers ſo oft, which now againe you-are moſt apt to play 
the Sir,in. Very good : well kiſs'd, and excellent Curt- 
ſiz: tis ſo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers toyour 
—_ ? Weuld they were Cliſter-pipes for your 

AaKCs > 
The Moore,I know his Trumpet. 

Caſio. Tis truely ſo. 

Def. Lets meet him,and receive hims. 

Caſſio. Loc,where he comes. 


Enter Othello and «Attendants. 


Oth. O,my faire Warriour. 
Def. My deere Othells, 
Oth, It gives me wonder, great as my content 
To ſee you here before me. 
Oh my ſoules joy : 
Ifafter every Tempeſt, come ſuchcalmes, 
May the windes blow,tillthey have waken'd death : 
Andletthelabouring Barke climbe hils of Seas 
Olymps high : and ducke againe as low, 
As hel's from heaven. Ifit were 10w to dye, 
Twere now to be moſt happy. For l feare, 
My ſoule bath her content ſo abſolute, 
That not another comforrt like ro this, 
Succeeds inunknowne Fate. 
Def, The heavens forbid 
Bnt that our Loves 
And Comforts ſhouldencreafe 
Even as our dayes doe grow. 
Othe. Amen tothat (ſweet Powers) 
I cannot ſpeake enough of this content, 
It Roppes me here : it is too much of jcy, 
And this,and this the greateſt diſcords be 
That ere our hearts ſhall make. | 
Iago. Ohyouarewell-tun'd now : But Ile ſetdowne | 
the Pegges that make this Muſicke,as honeſt as 1 am. 
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| Qthe. Come,let us to the Caſtle. 
Newes (Friends) our warres are done : 
The Turkes are drown'd. : 
How doe's my oldacquaintance of this Iſle ? 
(Hony)you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongſt them, Oh my Sweet, 
I prattle out of faſhion,and I doat 
In mine owne comforts. I prythec,good Jags, 
Goe tothe Bay,and diſimbarke thy Coffers : 
Bring thouthe Maſter to the Cirtadell, 
He is a good one,and his worthineſle 
Doe's challenge much reſpet. Come Deſdemona, 
Once more well metat Cyprus. 
Exit Othells and Deſdemona. 
Tago, Do you meet me preſently at the harbour. Come 
thither,if thou be'ſt valianc , (as they ſay baſe men being 
in love, have then a Nobility 1n their Natures,more than 
is native tothem)liſt-me ; the Lievtenantto night wat- 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firſt, I muſt tell thee this : 
Deſdemona,is direftly in love with him. 
Rod. With him? W hy, tis nor poilible. 
Tago. Lay thy finger thus : and ler thy ſoule be inftrue 


Moore,but for bragging, and telling her fantaſticall lies. 
Tolove him ſtill for prating , let not thy diſcreet heart 
thinke it. Her eye muſt be fed. And what delight ſhall 
ſhe have to looke on the Divell ? When the blood is 
made dull with the Ac of Sport, there ſhould be a game 
toenflame it, and to give ſatiety a freſh appetite, Love- 
lineſſe in favour,fimpathy in yearcs, Manners , and Beau- 
ties: all which the Moore is defe&tive in. Now for 
want of theſe requir d Conveniences, her delicate ten- 
derneſſe will find it ſelfe abus'd,begin to heave the gorge, 
diſrelliſh and abhorre the Moore , very Nature will m- 
ſtruc her in it, and compell her to ſome ſecond cheyce, 
Now fir,chis granted ( as it is a moſt pregnant and vn- 
forc'd poſition)who ſtands ſo eminent 1n- the degree of 
this Fortune,as { afſio doe's: a Knave very voluble : no 
further conſcionable,than in putting on the meere forme 
of Civiil,and humane ſceming, for the better compaſle of 
his Salt, and moſt hidden looſe AﬀeQion? Why none, 
why none : A flippery,and ſubtle Knave,a finder of occa- 
fion: that ha'san eye can ſtampe,and counterfeit Advan- 
tages , though true Advantage neverpreſent it ſelfe. A 
Divelliſh Knave : beſides, the Knave 1s handſome,yong + 
and hath all thoſe requifites in him , that folly and greene 
mindes looke after. A peſtilent compleat Knave, and the 
woman hath found him alrcady, 

Rod. I cannot beleeve that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition, 

Tags, Bleſs'd figges-end. The Wine ſhee drinke is 
made 6f Grapes. If ſhe had beenebleſs'd, ſhee would 
never havelov'd the Moore:Bleſs'd pudding, Didſt thou 
| not ſce her paddle with the pa!me of bis hand ? Didt nor 
marke that ? 

Rod. Yes,that I did : but that was but curteſie. 
Tago, Leachery by this hand: an Index, and obſcure 
prologue to the Riſtory of Luſt and foule 1 houghts. 


| They met ſo necre with their lippes , that their breathes 
| embrac'd :ogether., Villanous thoughts Rederigo, when 


theſe mutabilities ſo marſhall the way , hard at hand 
comes the Maſter , and maine exerciſe, th'incorporate 
concluſion: Piſh. Burt fir, be you rul'd by mee. I have 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night ;. for 
the command, Ile lay't upon you. Caffo knowes you 
not ; Ile not be farre from you. Doe you find ſome oc- 
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| cafion to anger Caſſie, either by ſpeaking too loud, or 


| The Moore (howbeit that Jendure him not) 
ed, Marke me with what violence ſhee lov'd the 


- For his quicke hunting, ftand the putting og, 


tainting his diſcipline, or from what. other courſe 
you plcaſe , which the time ſhall more favourably mi- 
niſter. 

Rod. Well. | 

ago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſodaine in Choler ; and 
happily may ſtrike at you,provoke him that he may : for 
even out of that will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus to Mutiny, 
W hoſe qualification ſhall come into no true taſte againe, 
but by the diſplanting of (aſs. So ſhall you have a ſhor= 
ter journey to your defires , by the.meanes I ſhall then | 
have to preferre them. And the impediment moſt pro- 
fitably removed, without the which there were.no cxpe- 
ation of our proſperity. 

Red, 1 will doe this,if you can bring it to any oppor- 
unity. ; 

{ago. I warrant thee. Meet me by atid by at the Citta- 
dell, I muſt fetch his neceffaries a ſhore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. | Exit, 

ago. That Cafſio lovesher,I doe well beleev't ; 
That ſhe loves him, tis apt,and of great creette, 


Is of a conſtant, loving,noble Natore, 

And I darethinke,he'le prove to De/demona, 

A moſt deare hosband. Now Idoe love her too, 

Nor out of abſolute luſt,(though peradventure 

I ſtandaccountant for as great a ſinne) 

But partly led to dyetmy Revenge, 

Forthat I doe ſuſpect the lulty Moore 

Hath leapt into my feat . The thought whereof, 
Doth (iike a poyſonous Minerall )Jgnaw my Inwards ; 
And nothirg can,or ſhall content my Soule | 
Till I am eeven'd with him,wife for wife. 

Or failing ſo,yet that I put the Moore, 

Atleaſt intoa lelouzic ſe Rrovg, | 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to doe, 
If this poore Traſh of Venice, whom I trace 


Ile have our e Hichael Caſio on the hip, 

Abuſe himto the Moore,in the right garbe 

(For I feare Caſſio with my Night-Cap too) 

Make the Moore thanke we, love me,and reward me, 
For making him egregiouſly an Aſle, = | 
And praQtifing upon his pezceand quiet, 

Even to madneſſe. Tis here : but yer confusd, 


Knaverics plaine facc,is never ſcene,till us'd, Exit, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello's Herald with a Proclamation, 


Herald, Tt is Othello's pleaſure , our Noble and Vali- 
ant Generall; That upon certaine Tydings now arriv'd, 
importing the meere perdition of the Turkiſh Fleet, 
every man put himſelfe into Triumph. Some to dance, 
ſome to make Bonfires , each man, to what Sport and 
Revels his addition leads him. For beſides theſe bene- 
ficia!l Newes, itis the Celebration of his Nuptliall. So | 
much was his pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All offi- 
ces are open,and therc is full liberty of Feaſting from this 

pre- 
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| prefer houre of five, till the Bell have toldeleven. 
Blefſe the Iſle of Cyprus,and our Noble SE Othello. 
xtt. 


Enter Othells,Deſdemona,Cafſio and eAttendants. 

{  Orhel.Good Michael,looke you tothe Guard to night. 

Letstcach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, 

{ Not to out-{port diſcretion- 

Caſ. Tags hath direction what to doe. 

| But notwithſtanding with my perſonall eye 

+ WillI looke to'r. 

| Othe. Jago,is moſt honelt ; 
Michael,goodnight. To morrow with your earlicſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Come my deare Love, 

- The purchgfe made,the fruits are to enſue, 


That profit's yer to cqne tweene me,and you. 
Goodnight. | 


Exit, 
| Enter Tags. 
| Caſe Welcoine 1ago; we muſttothe Watch. 
| Iago, Not this houre Lievrenant* 'tis not yet ten 0'th 
| Clocke, Our Generall caſt usthus carly for the love of 
his De/demona : Whom,let us not therefore blame ; he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and ſhee 
1s ſport for Ive. 
Caſ. She'sa molt exquiſite Lady. 
Iago, And Ile warrant her,full of Game. 
Ca/. Indeed ſhee's a moſt freſh and delicate creature, 
Iago. Whatan eye ſhe ha's ? | 
Me thinkes it ſounds a parley to provocation- 
| Caf. An inviting eye-3 | 
i And yet me thinkesright modelt. 
| Jago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, 
' Is it not an Alarum to Love ? 
| Caſe; Sheis indeedperfe&ion. | 
| Jags. Well: happineſſeto their ſheets, Come Lieve- 


; tenant,l have a ſtope of Wine, and here withour are a |, 


+ brace of Cyprus Gallants,that would faine have a mea» 
: ſare to the health of blacke O:he/o. 
' (x. Nottonight,good ages - I have very poore, and 
' unhappy Braines for drinking. 1 could well with cour- 
' teſfie would 1avent ſome other cuſtome of entertaine- 
ment. i | 
| Iago, Oh, they are our Fricnds : but one Cup , Ile 
| drinke for you. LE 
| Cafſis. I havedrunke but one Cup to night , and that 
; was craftily qualificd too : and behold whac innovation 
{ it makes here. Tam infortunate in the infirmity/and dare 
| not taske my weakencfle with any more. © 
| AJUago,. What man? tis anightof Revels, the Gallants 
| delire it. 
| Caſ,, Where arethey ? | 
i LJago. Here,atthe doore : I pray you callthem in. 
Caf. le doo't,but it diſlikes me: - | 
ago. Ii I can faſten but oye Cup upon him 
| With that which he hath drunke tonight already, 
He'l be as full of Qnarrell,and offence 
AS my yong Miitris Dog, - 
Now my ſicke Foole Rodorsgo, I 
W hom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrovg ſide cur, 
| To De/demona hath tonight Carrows'd, + + 
i Potations,pottle-deepe ; and he's ro watch. 
Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling ſpirirs, 
' (That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
; The very Elementsof this warlike Ile) - 
| Have to night flaſter'd with flowing Cups, 
| Andrthey Watch too. 


- 


the Mooreof Uenice. 
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Now 'mong( this Flocke of Drunkards; Po 
Aml to pur our Co iti fome Ation © | 
Tharmay offend the ifle. But here they come: © 


Enter Caſſio, Montano,and Gentlemen, | 
If conſcquence doebiit approve my dreame, oof fa ; 
My Boat ſayles freely,both with wind and ſtreame. | 
© (aſ.* Fore heaven,they have given me a rowſe already, _ 
Aon. Good faith a little one : nor paſt a Pint; as Iam | 

a Souldicr. 


eAnd let me the Cannakin clinke,clinke : 
e-Trnd let me the ( annakin chiuke. 
A Souldiers a man : Oh mans life's but a ſpar, 
Why thea let a Souldier drinke, 
Some Wine Boyes. | 
Caf. * Fore heaven tan excellent Song. | 
{ago, Ilearn'd it in England : where indeed they are 
moſt potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germane, and 
your ſwag-belly'd Hollander,(drinke hoa)are nothing to 
your Engliſh, | 
Ki Caſſio. Is your Engliſhman ſo cxquiſite in his drin- 
ing 3 : 
lago. Why, bedrinkes you with facilitie , your Dane 
dead drunke: He fweares not to overthrow your Al- 
maine. He gives your Hollander a vomit , cre the next 


| 
{ago. Some Wine hoa, ; 
| - 


IEEE IE 


Pottle can be fi!l'd, | E 


(af: Tothe health of our Generall. | \ 
Hos.T am tor it Lievtenant : and lle doe you Iuſtice. | 
[ago. Oh ſweet England. | 
King Stephen was and-a worthy Peere, | 
Hz Breeches coft him but a (rowne, 

He held them ſixepence all to deere, | 
With that he call'd the Taytor Lowne : | 
He was aWieght of high Renewne, 

And thou art but of low degree : 

Tx Pride that pals the Countrey downe, 


And tahe th 1y awl'd Cloake about thee, ; 


Some Wine hoa: I ; Ss OY 
Caſſio. Why thisis a more exquiſite ſong thaa the 0- 
[ago. Will yen heart againe ? 
Ca/. No : for I hold him tobe unworthy of his plate, 
thar do's thoſe things. Well : heav'as above all: and 


there be ſoules mult be ſaved. and there betoules muſt not |. 


be ſaved. ; | | 
lago. Its true,good Lievtenant; | : | 
| Caf. For mine owne part,no offence tothe Generall, 
nor any man of quality : I hope to be ſaved. 

1ago; And ſodoel too Lievtenanr. - 

(afſiv. I $( but by your leave ) not before me, The 
Lievtenant istobe ſaved before the Ancient. Lets have 
nomore ofthis: lets to our affaires, Forgive us our. 
ſinnes Gentlemen lets looke to. our buſineſſ: Doe not 
thinke Gentlemen, I am drunke 5 this is wy Ancient, this 
1s my right hand, and this is my Icft. 1 ama not drunke | 
now : I can ſtand well enqugh,and I ſpeake well enough. 


< 


Gent, Excellent well. 


Caſ. Why very well then : you muſt not thinke then, | 


that Fam drunke. Ep | 
Heontar. Toth'Platforme ( Maſters ) come, lets et | 
the Watch. : a 
lags, Youſce this fellow that is gene before, - | 
He is a Soldier,fit to ſtand by Ceſar, . | 
And give diretion. And doe but ſce his vice, 
Tis to his vertue a juſt Equinox, 41 
. The'\ 


PE IPwocer- ws. I w 
® 


— 4 


— 


= 
F 8 TY OP as F * 
, —_ - trooadley 4 we "» 9 « 
=y Ns Ty -, > < BA n_ ——_— _n 
= WI I EI IS St nn DD moe - S—_ dadedbdiinde da Oe COT EA "_- 
ee a ng + ud er EDIT IRE. In " RR RIEETab En on > DN —— 
_ Sm T, n1.mncnm ns - _ wo by I I > gn Ro 


_36s 


The Th ragedy of Othello 


The oneas long as th'other. Tispitty of him : 
I feare the truſt Orhekopurs him 1n, 

On ſome odde time of his 1nfirmity 

Will ſhake this [fland. 

Hont, But is he often thus ? 

Iago. Tisevermore his prologueto his{lcepe; 
He'le watch the Horologue a double Set, 

If arinke rocke not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were weil 

The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he ſces it not,or hisgood na'ure 
Prizes the vertue that appeares in Caſio, 
And lookes not on his evils : 1s not this true ? 

Enter Rodorigo. 
1ago, How now Rodorige ? 
I pray you after the Lievtenant, goes 

Mont, And tis great pitry that the Noble Moore 
Should hazzard ſuch a piace,as his owne Second, 
With one ingrafc Infirmity, 

It were an honeſt Action; ,to ſay ſo 
To the Moore. 
Iago, Not I,for this faire Iſland, 
I doe love Cafſio well : and would doe much 
Tocure him of this evill.But harke,whar noyſe ? 
Enter Caſſio purſuing Kodvrigo, 

Caſe You Rogue: you Raſcall. 

CMHor. Whats the matter Licutenaat ? 

Caſe. AKnavetcach me my duty ? Ve beatthe 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Rod. Beate me. 

Caſe Doſt thou prate,Rogue ? 

Mon. Nay,good Lievetenant : 

I pray you fir,hold your hand. 

Caſe. Let me goe (ir ) 

Or Ile know youore the Mazzards 

Men. Come,come: you're Drunke, 

Caſſio, Drunke ? 

Iago. Away I fay : goe out and cry a Mutiny. 
Nay good Lieutenant, Alas Gentlemea : 
Helpe hoa, Lieutenant. Sir Afo»tazo : 

Helpe raters. Here's a goodly Watch indeed. 
Who's tht which rings the Bcll : Diablo, hoa ; 
Thetowne will riſe. Fie,fie Lieutenant, 

You'i be ſham'd for ever, 


Enter Othello,and Attendants. 
Othe, Whatis the matter here ? 
Mon, I blecd ſtill, Iam hurt,but not to th'death, 
Othe. Hold for your lives. 
Tag, Hold hoa: Lievtenant,Sir Afontano,Gentlemen : 
Have you forgot all place of ſenſe and dutie ? 
Hold. The Generall ſpeakes to you ; hold for ſhame 
Oth. Why how now hoa? From whence ariſeth this ? 
' Are we turn'd Turkes? and:oour ſelves doe that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Orramirtes. 
Fer Chriſtian ſhame,put by this barbarous brawle ; 
He that ſtirres nextto carve for his owne rage, 
Holds his foule light : He dies upon his Motion, 
Silence that dreadfull Bell,ir frights the Ile, 
From her propriety. W hat is the matter,Maſters, 
Honeſt /ago,that lookes dead with grieving, 
Speake: who began this ? Onthy lovel charge thee ? 
Tago.l donor not know: Friends all,but now,even now 
In Quarter,and intermes like Bride and Groome 
| Deveſting them for Bed : and then,but now : 
| (As if ſome Planethad unwitted men) 


Swords out,and tilting oneat others breaſts, 
In oppoſition bloody, I cannot ſpeake 
Any beginning to this pecviſh oddes. 
And would in action glorious,I had loſt 
Thoſe legges that brought me to a part of it. | b 
Oche, How comes it ( Michael ):you arc thus forgot? 
Ca/. 1 pray you pardon me, I canvot ſpeake.. 
Othe, Worthy 2ontano,you were wont tobecivill ; 
The gravitie and ſtilneſle of your youth 
The world hath noted. And your name 1s great 
In mouthes of wiſeſt Cenſure. W hatsthe matter 
That youunlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion,for thename 
Of a night-braw ler ? Give me anſwer to it, 
Aon, Wortby Orhello,] am hurt todanger, 
Your Otlicer /agocan intorme you, 
While { ſpare ſpeech which ſomething now offends me. 
Of all that I doe know,ner know I ought 
By me;thars ſaid, or done amiſle this night, 
V nlefle ſcite-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And to detend our ſelves,it be a ſinne 
W hen violence aſlayles us, 
Othe, Now by heaven, 
My blood begins my ſater Guides to rule, 
And paſſion (having my beſt judgement collicd) 
Aſayes to leade the way. If I once ſtirre, 
Or doe but lif: this Arme,the beſt of you 
Shail ſinke in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How thisfoule Rout began : W ho cr it ony 
And he that isapprov'd in this offence, 
Though hc had twinn'd with me,bothat a birth, 
Shall looſe re. W hat in a towne of warre, 
Yet wilde,che peoples hearts brim-full of feare, 
To manage private,and domefticke Quarrell ? 
In nigkt,and on the Court and Guard of ſafetic? 
Tis montrous : /ago,who began't ? 
Mor. If partially Atlin'd,orleague in oilice, 
Thou doſt deliver more, or leſſe than truth, 
Thou art no Souldier. | 
1ago. Touch me nor ſoneere, 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than itſhoulddoe offence to Michael (afſin, 
Yer perſwade my ſelfe,to ſpeake fo the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generall : 
CHontanoand my tele being in ſpeech, 
There comes a Feliow,crying out for helpe, 
And (aſſio following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 
Steps into (a/i-,and intreats his pauſe : 
My felfe,the crying tellow did purſue, 
Leſt by bis cla:nou: (as it ſo fell out) 
The Towne might fall in fright. He,(ſwift of foot) 
Out-ran my purpoſe : and I return'd the rather 
For thar I hcard theclinke and fall of fyords, 
And Caſſio high in oath : Which till to night 
I nere might ſay before. When I came backe 
(Forthis was briefc)I found them cloſe together 
Ar blow,and thruſt,even as againe they were 
When you your ſelfedid part them, 
More of this matter cannot I report, 
But men are men : the beſt ſometimes forget, 
Though Caſo did ſome little wrong to him, 
As men inrage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet ſurely Caſ/i9,Ibeleeve,receiv'd | 
| From himthar fled,ſome ſtrange indignity, 
# Which patience could not paſſe. 
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Othe. I know lago 

Thy honeſtic, and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it lightro Cefſio ; Caſio, I love thee, 
But never more be Oxticer ot mine. 


Enter Deſdemona attended. 


Looke if my gentle Love be not rais'd up : 
Ile make thee an example. ; - 
Deſ. What is the matter (Deere? ) 
Othe, All's well, Sweeting : 

Comeaway to bed. Sir for your hurts, 
My ſelfe will be your Surgeon, Lead him off : 
[age, looke with careabout the Towne, 
And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brawle diſtracted. 
Come Deſaemona, tis the Souldiers lite, 
To have their Balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrife. Exit. 
ſage, Whatare you hurt Lieutenant ? 
Ce/. I, paſt all Surgery, 

Tago. Marry Heaven forbid. 
Caſ. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation : Oh I have 
loſt my Reputation. Ihave loſt the 1mmorrall part of my 
| ſelfe, and what remaines is beſtiall. My Reputation, /ago, 

my Reputation, | 
Tago. As Iam an honeſt man I had thought you had 
reccived ſome bodily wound ; thereis more ſence in that 
then in Reputation, Reputation is an idle, and moſt falſe 
impoſition; oft gor without merit, and loſt without de- 
ſerving. You haveloſt no Reputation at all , unleſſe you 
repute your ſelfe ſuch a looſer. What man, there are 
more wayes to recover the Generall againe. You are 
but now caſt in his moode, (a puniſhment more inpoli- 
Cie, then in malice) even ſo as one would bcate his of- 
fencelefſe dogge, toaffrightan Imperious Lyon, Sueto 
him againe and he's yours. 
Caf. I will rather ſue to bee deſpis'd, then todeceive 
ſo good a Commander, with ſo ſlight,ſo drunken, and fo 
indifcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And ſpeake Parrat ? And 
ſquabble ? Swagger ? Sweare? And diicourſe Fuſtian 


Wine, if thou haſt no nameto be knowne by , let us call 
thee Divell. 


Sword ? What had he done to you ? 

Caſe. I know not. | 

Tags. Is't poſſible ? 

(5. 1 remember a maſſe of things, but nothing di- 
ſtintly : a Quarrell , but nothing wherefore. Oh , that 
{ men ſhould putan Enemie in their mouthes, to ſteale a- 
way their Braines ? that wee ſhouid with joy pleaſance, 
revell and applauſe, transforme our {elves into Beaſts. 
| Tago. Why? But you are now well enough : how came 
you thus recovered? | 

Caf; It hath pleas'd the divell drunkenneſle , to give 
place to the divell wrath, one unperfecnefle ſhewes me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my lelfe. 
lago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As the 
Time, the Place,and the Condition of this Ceuntry ſtands 
I could hartily wiſh this had not befalne: but ſince it is, as 
ts, mend it for your owne good. - 

Caf. I will aske him for my Placeagaine, hee ſhall tell 
me, Iama drunkard £ had I as many mouthes as Hydra, 
ſuchan anſwer woald , Rop them all. To bee now aſen- 
ſible man, by and by a Foole, and. preſently a Beaſt. Oh 
ſtrange! Every inordinate cup is unbleſs'd, and the Ingre- 
dient is adivell.. _ .. 


nn 
<> 


with ones owne thaddow ? Oh thou inviſible ſpirit of | 


| 


| 


Iago. What was hee that. you follow'd with your | 


| Even as her appetite ſhall play the god, 


| Ile powre this peltilenceinto his care ; 


{ago, Come, come : good wine, is a good famillaf | 
Creature, if itbe well us'd : exclaime no more againlt it- 
And good Lieatenant, I thinke , you thinke I love 
you. 

C/o. IT have well approvedir, Sir,I drunke? 

ago. You, or any man living, may be drunkeata fime 
enan. I teil you whar you ſhall do ; Our Generals Wife, 
is now the Generall. 1 may fay ſo, in this reſpeR, for 
that he hath devoted, and given up himſclfe to rhe con- 
templation, marke : and devotement of her parts and 
Graces. Confeſle your ſelte freely to her ; Importune | 
her helpe to put you in your place azaine. She 1s of ſo 
fice, fo kinde, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a diſpoſition, ſhe holds 
ita vice in hergoodnefſe, not to do more then ſhe is re- 
queſted. This broken joynt betweene you , and her huſ- 
band, entreat her to ſplinter. And my Fortunes againſt 
any lay worth naming,thiscracke of yourlove, ſhali grow 
ſ{tonger, then it was before. 

Caſſis. You adviſe me wel. 

_— protelt inthe ſinceritic of Love, and honeſt kind- 
nefle. | 
Caſjio 1 thinke it freely: and betimes in the morning, 
I will beſeech the vertuous Deſdemona to undertake for 
me : lam deſperateof my Fortunes if they check me, 

lags, Youarc in the righe : good night Lieutenant, I 
muſt rothe Watch, 

Caſſio, Good night, honeſt 7ago. | 
Ex Caſio. 
lago, And whar's hethen, 
Thar fayes I play the Villaine ? 

When this advice is free I give,and honeſt, 
Probail to thinking, and indeed the courſe 

To win the Mooreagaine, 

For tis moſt eafie 

Th'inclyning Deſdemona to ſubdue 

In any honeſt Suite. She's fram'das fruitefull 
As the free Elements. And then for her 

Towin the Moore, were to renownce his Baptiime, 
All Scales, and Simbols of redeemed fin : 

His Soule is ſoenfettcr'd to her Love, 

That ſhe may make, unmake, doe what ſhe liſt; 


With his weake Fun&tion. How am l then a Villaine, | 
To Counſell Cafi»to this paralell courſe, 
DireRly to his good ? Divinitie of hell, 

W hen divels will the blackeft ſinnes puton , 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhewes, 
As Ido now. For whitesthts hcneſt Foole 
Plies Deſdemona, to repairc his Fortune, 

And ſhe for him,pleades ſtrongly to the Moore, 


That ſhe repeales him, for her bodies Luſt, 
Andby how much ſhe itrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undoe her Credite with the Moore. 
So will I tarne her vertue 1ato pitch, 

And out of her ow7ne goodnefle make the Net, 
That ſhall en-maſh them ail, 

How now Rodorigo ? 


Entet Rodrigo. 


Rodorigo. 1 doe follow heere in the Chace , not | 
like a Hound that hunts, bur one that filles' up the |, 
Crie. My Mony isalmoſt ſpent; I have beene to night 
exceedingly well Cudgell'd : And I thinke the iſfue ; 
- - . OM - 


a 


and 
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will bee, I ſhall have ſo much expericnce for my paines 3 
Ando, with no money at all, anda little mure Wit, re- 
turne againe to Veuice., 

ago. How poorearethey that have not Patience ? 
What wound did ever heale but by degrees ? 

Thou know'lt we worke by Wit, and not by witchcraft 
And Wit depends on dilatory time ; _ 

Dos'r not go well ? Cafſis hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſheer'd Caſſeo : 
Though other things grow faire againit the Sun, 

Yet Fruites thet bloſſome firſt , will tirſt be ripe : 
Content thy ſclfe, a-while. Introth *tis Morning 3 
Pleaſure, and Action , make the homes ſeeme ſhort, 
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited ; 

Away, I fay, thou ſhait know more hectcafter ; 

Nay getthce gone. 
Twothings are to be done : ds 
My Wite muſt move for Caſ/ioto her Miſins : 

Ile ſer her on my ſelfe, a while, to draw the Moore apart, 
And bring him jumpe, when he may Caſe finde 
Solicicing his wife : I, that's the way : 


Dull not Device,by coldneftc aad delay, Exic' 
eA tus T ertins. Scena Prima. 


_ —— -_— — 


—_— —— —  — — 


Enter Caſſio, Muſit1ans, and Clowie, \ 


Caſſio, Maſters, play heere, I wiil content your paines, 
Something that's briefe : and bid, goodmorrow Generall. 

Cfo. Why Malters, have your Jn(truwents bin in Na- 
ples, that they ſpeake i'th' Noſe thus? 

A7«ſ. How Sir ? how? 

Clo. Are thele | pray you, winde Inſtruments ? 

Auf. I marry are they ſir, 

Clo. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. 

Muſ. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ? 

Clow, Marry (ir, by many a winde Inſtrument that I 
| know. Bnt-Maſtcrs, hee's money for you : and the Ge- 

nerali fo likes your Maſick, that hee defires you for loves 
ſake to make no noiſe with-it. 

Mnf, Well Sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haveany Muſicke that may not bee heard, 
too't againe. But (as they ſay) ro heare Muſicke, the Ge- 
nerall do's not greatly care. 

2mwſ. We ha: cnone {ſuch, (ir. 

Clow. Then putup your Pipcs in your bagge, for Ile 
away. Go, vaniſhinto ayre,away. Exit Mel. 

Caſſie. Doſt thou heare me, mine honeſt Friend ? 

Co. No, | heare not your honeſt Friend : 

I heare you. 

Cafſio, Prythee keepe up thy Quillets, ther's apoore 

ece of Gold for thee : it the Gentiewoman that attends 
the Generall be ſtirring , tell her , there's ons Caf/io en- 
treats her alittle favour of Specch, Walt thou do this? 

(te. She is ſtirring fir : if he will Rirre hither, I hall 
ſeeme to notifie unto her, . Exiu Cl. 


Enter ago. 
In heppy time, /ago, 
Tago. You have not bina-bed then ? | 
| * (4ſſio.Why no : the day had broke before we 
Ihave onde bold (ago) ro ſend in to your wife: © 
| My ſuits'to her is, that ſhe willro vertuous De/d:mong 


parted; 


Exit Rogorbg0. | 


Procure me ſome acceſle. 


ago. Ile ſend her to yoh Pre 


To bring you inagainee . 
Caſſio. Yet I beicech you, 
If you thinke fit, orthat it may 


With D2/demon alone. 
 e/Emil. Pray comein : 
I will beſtow you where you 


ſently : 


And lic deviſeameane todraw the Moore . 

Out of the way, that your converſe and bufineſſe 

May be more free. 

Caſſio, I humbly thanke you for't, I never knew 

A Flerentine more kinde, ard honeſt. 

Emter Emilia. | 

e/Emil. Goodmorrow ( good Lieutenant) Iam ſorrie 

For your diſpleaſure: but all will ſure be well, 

The General! and his wife are talking of it, - 

And ſhc ſpeakes for you ſtoutly. Thc Moore replies, 

T hat he you hurt 1s of great Fame in Cyprus, 

And great Ajhuitie : and that in wholiome Wiſedome 

He might nor butrefuſe you.But he proteſis he loves you 

And needs no other Suitor, but his likings 


bedone, 


Give me adyantage of ſome briefe Diſcourſe 


ſhall have time 
To ſpeake your boſometfreely. 
- (#ffiv. Tam muchbound to you. - 


Scana Secunda. 


Exim. 


—  -— - . =  ————_— 


—— umn nr ro, erent am, ant oy Aeo— —- —_ 


Repaire thereto me, 


| Jage, Well, my good Lord, 
Orth. This Fortitication (Gentlemen 
Genr. Weel waite upon your Ecrcſhip. 


ND ——— 


Tle doo't; 
) ſhall we ſee't? 


Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemm. 
, Othe. Thele Letrers give (ago) tothe Pylot,. 
Andiby him do my duties to the Senate : 
That done, 1 willbe walking on the Workes, 


Exennt 


— 


e/Emil. Good Madam doe 


As if the cauſe were his. 


Caſſio, Bountcous Madam, 


Caſſie, I, but Lady, , -- 


Sena Tertia. 


—_ Ws ee _—— — 
* "oo - eoo—_—_— __— « Ss bd 1248 


Enter Deſd:mona, Caſſio, and e/Emilia. 
Deſ. Be thou afſur'd (good { «fſio) I will doe 
All my abilities in thy bchalfe, 


I warrant it greeves my Husband, 


' That policie may eithtrlaſt ſo long. - 
Or feedeupon ſuch nice and wareriſh dier, 
- Or breede it ſelfe ſo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd. 
My Generall will forget my Love, and Service. -- 

Def. Doe not doubt that : before e/£-m#l1a here; * - ; 


Pay 
———_———— 


Deſ. Ohthat*s an honeſt Fellow, Do not doubt 
But I will have my Lord, and you againe 
| As friendly as you were. ' + 
Whar ever ſhall becotne-of Michael (ofſio, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant, 

Def. I know't : I thanke you : you 
You haveknowne him long, and be you well afſur'd 
He ſhallin ſtrangeneſle ſtand no farther off, 5 
| Fhen in apolitique diſtance , 


_ C—— 


”. — — _——_———__ — 


Caſio 


dolove myLord: 


| 
| 


wY ———— 
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I give thee warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 

If I doe vow a friendſhip, le perfome it | 

To the laſt Article, My Lord ſhallnever reſt, 

Ile watch him tame, and talke him our of patience ; 
His Bcd ſhall ſceme a Schoole, his Boord a Shrift, 
Ile intermingle every thing he do's 

With Ca//io's ſuite : Therefore be merry Caſ/o, 
Foc thy Solicitor ſhall rather dye, 

Then give thy cauſc aways. 


Enter Othello, and [ago 
e/Emnl, Madam, hcere comes my Lord- 
Caſ//io. Madan, Ile take my leave, 
Def: Why ſtay, and heare me ſpeake. = | 
Caſſio. Madam, not 2ow : I am veryillat eaſe. 
Vnfit for mine owne R__ 
Def. Well, doe your diſcretion. Exit Caſſio. 
Iago. Hah? Tlike not that. 
Othe. W hat doſt thou ſay? _. | 
Iago. Nothing my Lord; or if —Iktiow not what, 
Othel. Was not that {afſi” parted from my wite ? 
ago. Caſſiomy Lord ? No ſure, 1 cannot thinke it 
That he wouldſtcale away ſo guilty-like, 
Secing your comming. 
Oth, I dobeleeve 'twas he. 
Def. How now my Lord ®? 
I have bin talking with a Suitor heere,. _ 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleafure. 
Oth. Who is'tyou meane? | pe) 
Def; Why your Lieutenant Caſſie. Good my Lord, 
IFI have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one, that truely loves you, 
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I have no judgement inan honeſt face, 
| I prythce call him backe. 
Oth, Went he hence now ? 
Deſa. Tooth; ſohumbled, 
That he hath left part of his greefe with me 
Toſuffer with him. Good Love, call him backe. - 
Otkel. Not now ({weet Deſdemon) ſome other time. 
Def. But thall't be ſhortly ? | 
Oth. The ſooner (Sweet) for you. 
Def. Shal't beto mzght, at Supper ? 
Oth. No, not to night. 
Def. Tomorrow Dinner then? 
Oth. I ſhall not dine at home : . 
I meete the Captainesatthe Cittadell. no 
| Def. Whythcnto morrow night, on Tueſday morne, 
On Tueſday noone, or night ; on Wenſday Morne. 
| I praythee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes. Infaith hee's penitent : .. 
And yet his Treſpaſſe, in our common reaſon. ; 
(Save that they ſay the warres muſt make example) 
Out of ker beſt, is not almoſt a fault | 
.T*incurre a private checke. When ſhall ke come ? 
Tell me Othello, I wonder in my Soule : 
W hat you would aske me , that I would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on > What? Adichael Caſſio, 
That came a woing with you? and ſo many a time 
(When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly) 
-Hath tane your part, to have ſo much to doe - 
Tobring him in? Truſt me, I could, do auch, - 
Oth, Prythee no more : Let him come when he will: 
I will deny thec nothing. - _. | 
Deſ. Why, this 15 nowa Boone: 


DR —— 


| Orſuetoyou, todoea peculiar profit | 
| Toyourowne perſon. Nay, when I have a ſuite 


| Is henot honeſt ? 


| As thoudoſt ruminate, and give thy wortt of thoughts 


'Tisa$I ſhould cntreate you weare your Gloves, - | 
Or feede on nouriſhing diſhes, or keepe you warme, | 


Wherein I meane to touch your Love indeed, | 
It ſhall be full of poize, and dixticult waight, | 
And fearcfullto begranted, 
Oth. 1 willdeny thee nothing. 
Whereon, Ido beſecch thee, grantmethis, 
Toleave me but alittle to my fſelfe. BE: 
Def. Shall I deny you ? No : farewell my Lord. 
Oth. Farewell my Deſdamona, Ie come to thee ſtrait, 
Def. e/Emiliacome ; be as your Fancies teach you : 
W hat ere you be, I am obedient- Exit, | 
Oth, Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soule 
But Idolovethee: and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come againe. 
lago. My Noble Lord. 
Orb. What doſt thou ſay, ago ? 
Tago. Did Machael Caſſio 
Whenyou woo'd my Lady,know of your loye? 
Oth. He did, from firſt to laſt ; 
Why doſtthou aske ? 
Tags. But for a {atisfaRion of my Thought, 
No further harme. * 
Och, Why of thy thought, [ago? 
1age. Idid not thinke he had bin acquainted with it. 
Orh. O yes,and went betweene us very oft, | 
Tags, Indeed ? | | 
Oh. Indeed ? I indeed. Diſcerg'ſt thou ought in that ? 


Tago, Honeſt, my Lord ? 
Oth, Honeſt? I, Honeft, 
Tago. My Lord, for ought I know 
Oth, What do'ſt thou thinke ? 
Tago. Thinke, my Lord? | 
Oth, Thinke, my Lord ? Alas, thou eccos't me; | 
As if there were ſome Monlter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewne. Thou dolt meane ſomthing: 
T heard thee ſay even now, thou lik'ſt nor that, 
When Csſ/io left my wife, What did'ſt not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Coundaile,  » 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'ſt, Indeede? 
And didd'{t contract, and purſethy brow together, 
As if thou then had(t ſhut up in thy braine * 
Some horrible conceite,if thou do'ſt love me 
Shew methy thought. 
Tagoe. My: Lord, you know T love you, 
Ocb. Ithinke thou do'ſt: 
For I know thou'rt full of Love, and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'ſt them breath 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine, fright methe more : 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyall Knave 
Are trickes of Cuſtome : but in a man that's juſt, 
They're cold dilations workimg from the heart, 
That paſlion cannot rule. _ 
Tags. For Michael Caſita, | 
I dare be ſworne, I thinkethat he is honeſt, 
Oth, Ithinke ſo too. 
Jago, Men ſhouldbe what they ſeeme, ... pn 
Or thoſe that bee not, would they might ſeeme none. 
Oth. Certaine, men ſtould be what they ſeeme. 
Iago, Why then I thinke (aſsio*s an honeſt man; 
Oth. Nay yet there's more in this? 
I pray thee ſpeake to me aSto thy thinkings, ' 
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The worſt of words. 
lago. Good my Lord pardon me. 
Though 1 am bound to every Actof duty, 
I am not bound to that : All Slavesare free: 
Vtter my Thoughts? Why ſay, they arevild, and 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha's thatbreaſt ſo pure, 
Wherein uncleanly Apprehenfions 
Keepe Leetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seſſions fit * 
With meditations Lawtull ? 
Othe, Thou do'ſt conſpire againſt thy Friend ( ag) 
If thou but think*ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his care 
A ſtranger to thy Thoughts. 
Tago. I dobeſcech you, 
Though T perchance am vicious in my gueſle 
(As I confeſſe it is my Natures plague 
To ſpy into Abuſles, and of my jealoufie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſedome 
From one, that ſo imperfectly conceits, 
Would take nonotice,nor build your ſclfe a trouble 
Out of his ſcattering , and unſure obſervance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, honeſty and Wiſedome, 
To let you know my thoughts, 
Otche, What doſt thou meane ? | 
age. Good name in Man,and woman(deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate lewell of their Soules; 
Who ſteales my pure ſteales traſh : 
Tis ſomething, nothing ; 
Twas mine, *tis his , and has bin flavetothouſands : 
Bur he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that, which notenriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed, 
Othe. Ile know thy Thoughts. 
Tags, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor ſhallnot, whil'{t 'tis in my caſt odic, 
Otbe. Ha ? | 
Tago. Oh, beware my Lord, of jcalouſie, 
It is the greene-ey*d Monſter, which doth mocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckoldlives in blifle, 
Who certaine of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minutes tels he orc, | 
Whodotes, yet doubts : Suſpects, yet ſoundly loves 4 
Othe. O miſery. 
age. Poore,and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches fineleffe, isas poore as Winter, 
To him that ever fearcs he ſhall be poore : 
- Good Heaven, the Soules of all my Tribe defend 
From jealoutic. 
Othe. Why? why is this ? 
Think'ſt thou, I'ld make a Life of Tealouſies 
To follow (till the changes of the Moone 
With freſh ſuſpitions? Not to be once in doubt, 
Is to be reſolv'd: Exchange me for a Goar, 
Whetn;TI ſhall turne the buſinefle of my Soule 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blowed Surmiſes , 
Matching the inference. Tis not to make me lIealious, 
Toſay my wife is faire, feeds well, leves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, Sings, Playes, and Dances : 
Where Vertue is, theſe are moſt vertuous. 
| Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The ſmalleſt feare, or doubt of her revolt, 
For ſhe hadeyes, and choſe me. No Jago, 
| Hleſceebeforc I doubt ; when I douor, prove 
And on the proofe, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Icalouſie, 


falſe ? 


Ade 


— 


fa. T am. glad of this : for now I ſhall have reaſon 

To ſhew the Love and Duty that TI beare you 

With franker ſpirit. Therefore (asI am boand) 

Receive it from me. I ſpeake not yet of proote ; 

Looke to your wife, obſerve her well with (ffs, 

Weare your eyes, thus : not lealious, nor Secure z 

I would not have your free, and Noble Nature, 

Out of {elfe-Bounty, be abus'd looke too't: 

I know our Country diſpoſition wells 

In Venice, they do let Heaven ſee the prankes 

They dare not ſhew their Husbands. 

Their beſt Contcience, 

Is nor to leave't undone, but kept unknowne. 
Oth. Dot thou ſay ſo? : | 
Jag. Shedid deceive her Father, marrying you, _ 

And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and feare your lookes, 

She lov*d them moſt, 

Othe, Ando ſhe did. 
lago. Why go tothen 1 

Shee that ſo young could give outſuch a Seeming 

To ſcele her Fathers eyes up, cloſe as Oake, 

He thought 'twas witchcraft. 

But Iam much too blame : | 

I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 

For too muchloving you. 

Othe. lam bound to to thee for ever. 
Iase. Iſeethis hath a little daſh'd your Spirits: 
Othe, Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Truſt me I feare it has? 

I hope you will conſider what is ſpoke 

Comes from my Love. 

Bur 1 doſee y*are moov'd: 

I amto pray you, not to ſtraine my ſpecch 

To grofler iflues, nor tolarger reach, 

Then toSuſpirion. 

Oth, I will not. 
Lago. Should you doe ſo (my Lord) 

My ſpeech ſhould fall into ſuch vilde ſuccefle, 

W hich my Thoughts aym'd not. 

Caſſio's my worthy Friend : 

My Lord, I ſee y'are moy'd: 


- Oth, No, not much mov'd : 


I donot thinke but Deſaemors's honeſt. 
Jage. Long live ſhe ſo; 


And long live you to thinke ſo. 


Oth, And yethow Nature erring from it ſelfcmmm 

lago. I,there's the point: 
As wo be bold with you) 
Not to affe& many propoſed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things , Nature tends : 
Foh, one may ſmell in ſuch, a will moſt ranke, 
Foule diſproportions, T houghtsunnaturall. 
Bur (parden mc) I do not in poſition 
DiſtinAly ſpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better judgement, 
May fall to match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent. 

Orth. Farewell, farewell : 


-If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more : 


Set on thy wife to ebſerve, 
Leave me /ago. 
Jago. My Lord, I take my leave. 
othe, Why did I marry ? 
This honeſt Creature (doubtlefle) 
Sees, and knowes more, much morethen he unfolds. 
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Lago. My Lord, I would I might intreat your Honor 
To {can this thing no farther : Leave ir co time, 
Although'tis fit that #ſtehave his place; 

For ſure he filles it up with great Ability ; 

Yet if you pleaſe, to put him off a-while ; 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his meanes : 
Note if your Lady ſtraine his Entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunitie, 
Much will be ſeene in that: In the meanetime, 
Let me bethought too buſie in my feares, 

(As worthy cauſc I have to feareT am) 

And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honor: 

Oth. Feare not my government. 

1ago. I once moretake my leave. 

Oth. This Fellow'sof cxcecding honeſty, 

And knowes all Quantities with alcarn'd Spirit 

Of humane dealings. IfI do prove her Haggard, 

| Though thar her leſſes were my deere heart-{trings, 
Id whiſtle her off, and let her downe the winde 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for Iam blacke, 

And have not thoſe ſoft parts of Converſation 
That Chamberers have : Or for I am declin'd 

Into the vale of yeares (yet that's not much) 
She's gone. Iam abus'd, and my releefe 

Muſt be to loath her. Oh Curſe of Marriage! 

That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 

And not their Appetites ? I had rather bea Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 

Then keepe a corner in the thing | love 

For others uſes, Yet 'tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogativ*d are they lefſe then the Baſe, 

'Tis deſtiny unſhunnable; like death z 

Even then, this forked plague is Fated tous, 
When we doquicken. Looke where ſhe comes : 


Enter Deſdemona and e/Emilia, 


If ſhe be falſe, Heaven mock'dir (elfe ; 
Ile not belceve't. 
De. Hoiv now, my deeic Orbello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous iſlanders 
By you invited, do 1tend your preſence, 
Otch, I am to biawm«. 
Def. Why do you ſpeake ſo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
; Oth, I haveapaine upon my Forehead heere. 
' Deſ: Why that's with watching, *ewill away again. 
Let me bur binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. | 
Oth. Your Napkin istoo little: 
Ler italone : Come, lie go in with you: 
Def. lam very ſorry that you are not well. 
Emil, Tam glad | have found this Napkin: 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moore, 
My way ward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſtealeir. But ſhe ſo loves the Token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keepe 1t) 
That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 
To kiſle, and talke to. Ile have the worke tane out, 
And giv't [4az0: what he will do with it 
Heaven knowes, nor I: 
| I nothing, but topleaſe his Fantaſie. 


Exennt. 


E'nter ago, 
Iago. How now ? What do you heere alone 2? 
e/Emil. Do net you chide: I haveathing for you. 


| 


\ 
\ 


{ 
( 


em 


{ago. You have a thing for me ? 
15a common thing 
e Emil, ah ? 
{ags. To havea fooliſh wife. 
e/Emil, Oh, isthat all > What will 
For that ſame Handkerchife. 
1ago. What Hanzkerchicfe ? 
e-Z-m1. What Handkerchicfe ? 
Why thatthe Moore firſt gave to Deſdemona, 
That which ſo often you did bid me {icale. | ; 
{ig, Halt (tolne it from her ? 
e/Emil. No: but ſhe let it drup by negligence, 
And toth' advantage, Ibcing hcere, rook't up : | 
Looke, heere *tis. 
ago, A good wench, give it me. 
e Emil, What will you do with't that you have bene 
{o earneſt to have me filch it ? 
lago. Why, whatisthatto you ? 
e-Emil. If it be not for {ome purpoſe of import, 
Giyv't meagaine. Poore Lady, ſhee'l run mad 
When ſhe ſhall lacke it. 
lago. Be not acknowneon't : 
I haveuſce for it. Go, leave me Exit e/Emwl. 
I will in Caſſo's Lodging looſe this Napkin, | 
Aud let him finde it. Trifles light as ayre, | 
Are to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 
As proofes of holy Writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moore already changes with my poylons, 
Dar-2erous roticeltes, are in their Natures poyſons, 
Which arthe firſt are ſcarſe found todiltalte ; 
Buc with a little a& upon the blood, 
Burnc !kethe Mines of Sulphure. I did ſay ſo. 
Emer Othello, 
Looke where he comes : Not Poppy nor Mandragora, 
Nor ali the dcowſie Syrrups of the world 
S'1c]I ever medicire thee to that ſweete ſleepe | 
Which thou owd'lt yeſterday, | 
Otch. Ha, hz, falte tomee ? | 
1ago. Why how now Generall? No more of that. 
Otche, Auant, be gone : Thou halt ſet me onthe Racke: | 
I ſweare 'tis better to be inuch abus'd, 
Then but to know'ta little, E 
lago. How now, my Locd? 
Othe. What ſent had 1, in her ſtolgc houres of Luſt? 
I ſaw'tnot, thovght itnot: it harm'd not me : 
I ſlept the nextnight well, fed well, was free, andinerry. | 
I found not Cafſio kiſſes on her Lippe: : 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what 1s itolne, 
Let him not know'r,and he's not robb'd at all. 
ago. I am ſorry toheare this ? 
Oth, I had beene happy ifthe genera'l Campe, 
Pyonersand all, haqtaſted her ſect Budy, 
SoI had nothing kno:yvne. Oh now, tor ever 
Fareweil the Tranquill minde; farewell Contenc; 
Farewelltheplumed Troopes, and the bigge Warres, 
Thar make Ainbition, V ertue ! Oh facewsll, 
Farewell the neighing Steed, ond che (hrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-(tirring Drum, th' Bare-piercing Fife, 
The Royall Bauner, and all Quality, . 
Pride, Pompe and Circumſtance of glorious Warre ; 
And O you morrtall Engines, whoſe rude throates 
Thi 1mm-ortall Toves dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell : Orzhells"'s Occupation's gone, ' 
ago. Is'tpoflivle my Lord? 
Oth. Villaine, be ſure thou prove my Lovea Whore ; 
Be ſure of it : Give me the Ocular proofe, | 
XX 3 Or} 
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Or by the worth of mine etcrnall Soule, 
| Thou had'ſt bin better have bin borne a Dog 
Then anſwere my wak'd wrath. 

Iago, Is't cometo this? | ; 

| Oth. Make me to ſee't : or (at the leaſt) ſoprove it, 
Thatthe probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 
To hang adoubt on: Or woe upon thy lite. 

Iago. My Noble Lord. 

Oth. If thoudo'it flander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : Abandonall remotle 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate , 
Doedeeds to make Heaven weepe, all Earthamaz'd; 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation adde, 

Greater then that. 
ago. O Grace ! O Heaven forgive me! 
Are youa man ? Have youa Sovle *or Senſe ? 
God buy you: take mine Oifice. Oh wretched Foole, 
Thatlov'it ro make thine Honeſty ,a Vice! 
Oh monſtrous world! Take note, take note(O World) 
Tobe direc and honeſt, is nor ſafe. 
Ithaaks you for this profit, and from hence 
Ile loveno friend, ſich love breeds ſuch offences 
Oth. Nay ſtay : thon ſhouldit be honelt. 
Iago. I ſhould be wiſc, tor honeltie'sa Fogale, 
And loſes that it workes for. 
Oth, Byache World, | 
I thinke my Wife be honeſt, and thinke ſhe is not: 
| Tthinke that thou art juſt, and thinke thou art not : 
He have ſome proofe. My name that was as freſh 
As Diars Viſage, is now begrim'dand blacke 
As mine owne face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poyſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating itreames. 
Ie not indureit, Would I were ſatisfied. 
{ago. I ſce youare catenup with paſſion ; 
Idorepent me, that I put it to you, 
You would be ſatisfied ? 

Oth., Would,Nay, and I will. 

[ags, And may : but how? How ſatisfied, my Lord ? 
Would you the ſuper -viſion groflely gape on ? 
Bchold her topp'd ? 

Oth. Death, anddamnation. Oh! 

lago, It werea tedious diiHculty I thinke, 

To bring to that ptoſpet : Damnethem then, 

If ever mortall eyes do ſee them boulſter 

More thentheir owne, V hatthen? How then ? 

What ſhall I ſay ? Where's Satisfaction ? 

Itis impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 

Were they as prunc as Goates ,as hot as Monkeyes, 

Asfaltas Woives in pride, and Fooles as grofle 

As Ignorance, made drunke, But yet , I ſay, 

If impuration and ſtrong circumſtances, 

Which leade directly tothe doore of Truth, 

Will give you ſatisfaRtion, you might have't, 
Oth.Give me aliving reafon ſhe's diſloyall. 
Togo. I do notlike the Otdice. 

But ith Iamentred in this cauſe fo farre 

(Prick'd too't by fooliſh Honeſty,and Love ) 

I will go on. Ilay with ( «fi latcly, 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could notſleepe. Thereare a kindeof men, 

So looſe of Soule, that in their ſleepes will mutter 

Their Afﬀayres : one of this kinde is Caſſto : 

In fleepeI heard him ſay, ſweer Deſdemona, 

Ler us be wary ,let us hide our Loves, 

And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand ; 

Cry, oh ſweet Creature ; then kifle me hard, 


E 


AS if he pluckt up kifles by the rootes, 
hat grew upon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 
And {igh, and kiſſe, and then cry.curſed Fate, 
That gave thee ro the Moore. 
Oth, O monſtrous ! monſtrous! 
lago, Nay this was but his Dreame. 
Oth, But this denoteda fore-gone concluſion, 
Tisa ſhrew'd doubt, though it be but a Dreame, 
lage. Andthis may helpe tothicken other proofes, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 
Oth. Ile teare her all xo pecces. 
Tage. Nay yet be wiſc ; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell mebut this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeene a Handkerchiefe 
Spotted wich ſtrawberries, in your wives hand ? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one : *twas my firſi gift 
Lago. T know not that: but ſuch a Handkerchiete 
(lam ſure it was your wives) did I today 
ce Caſio wipe his Beard with. 
Oth, It itbe that, 
Tags. If it be that,or any,if*t was hers, 
it ſpeakes againſt her with the other proofes. 
Orch. Othat the flave had forty thouſand lives : 
One is too poore, too weake for my revenge. 
Now do I ſee 'tistrue, Looke heere Jago, 
All my fond lovethus do I blow to Heaven. Tis gone, 
Ariſe blacke vengance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld up (O Love) thy Crowne and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate, Swell boſome with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Aſpickes tongues. 
lago. Yet be content. 
Gth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
lago, Patience I fay : your minde may change. 
Oth, Never Jago. Like tothe Ponticke Sea, 
W hoſe Icie Current, and compulſive courſe, 
Nev*r keepes retiring ebbe, but keepes due on 
To the Proponticke, and the Helleſpont : 
Even fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall nev'r looke backe, nev'r ebbe to humble Love, 
Till thata capable and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up, Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred voy, | 
I heere engage my wordS— 
ſage. Donor rife yet: | 
Witneſle you ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements, thatclip us round abour. 
Witneffe that heere /ago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othelto's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
W hat bloody bulineſſe ever. 
oth. Igreet thy love, 
Not with vaine thankes,but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtantputthee too't, 
Within theſe three dayeslet me heare thee ſay, 
That Caſ/o's not alive. 
ago, My friend is dead : 
Tis done at your Requeſt. 
Butlet her live. X 
Oth. Damne her lewde Minx : 
O damnc her, damne her. 
Come go with mea-part, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift meanes of death 
For the faire Divell. 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. ; 
Jags. Iam your ownefor ever. Exeunt. 
Scena 
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the Moore of Uemice, 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Deſdemona,, Emilia, and (| lowne. 
Deſ. Doyou know Sirrah, where Lieutenant (aſſio 
yes? 
| Clow. Tdare not ſay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man? 

Clo. He's a Soldier, and for mee to ſay a Sonldierlyes, 
*cis ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Goto : where lodges he? 

Cle. Totell you where he lodges, is totell you where 
Tlye. 

Deſ. Canaby thing be made of this ? 

C/o. I know not where he lodges, and for mee to de- 
viſe alodging,and fay he lyes heere,or he lyes there,were 
to lye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be cdified by, re- 
ort ? 
: Cl, I will Cateck.ize the world for hum, thatis, make 
Queſtions, and by them anſwer. : 

Def, Secke him, bid him come hither : tell kim, I 
have moovd my Lord on his behalfe , and hope all will 
be well. 

(t; Todo this, is within the compaſſe of mans Wir, 
and therefore I will atrempt the doing it. Exit (lo, 

Def. Where ſhould 1 looſe the Handkerchiefe , eE- 
milia? 

e/Emil. 1 know not Madam. 

Def, Belceve me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. Andbut my Nobte Moore 
Is trae of minde,and made of no ſuch baſeneſſe, 

As jeaiious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

e Emil. 1s he not jcalious? 

Deſ: Who he ?I thinkethe Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all ſuch humors from him, 

e/Emilia, Looke where he comes. 

Enter Othello, 

Def. I will not leave him nou, till Caſio be 
CalF'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady, Oh hardncs to diſſemble ! 
How do you, Deſdemona ? 

Lef. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth, Give me your hand, 

This hand is moyſt my Lady, 
Def. It hath felt no age, nor knowne no ſorrow, 
Oth. This argues fraitfulneſle, and liberall heart ; 


Hot, hot, and moyſt. This hand of yours requires 


A ſequeſter from Liberty : Faſting, and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout, 
For heere's a young and ſweating Divell heere 
That commonly rebels ; Tisa good hand, 
A franke one. 

Def. You may (indeed) fay lo : 
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart, 

Oth* A liberall hand. The hearts of old, gave hands: 
But our new Heraldry 1s hands, not hearts. 
Def. I cannot ſpeake of this: , 

Come, now your promiſe. 

Oth. What promiſe, Chucke ? 

Def. I haveſent to bid Caſio come ſpeake with you. 

Oth, 1 havea fat and ſorry Rhewme offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchicfe, 


| 


Def. Heere my Lord. 

Oth, That which I gave you. 

Def. I have it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Deſ. No indeed, my Lord, 

Och, Thar's a fault : That Handkerchicte 
Did an Xgypttan romy Mother give ; 
She wasa Charmer, and could almoſt read 


Thethoughts of people, She told her, while ſhe kept it, | 


 Twould make her Amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : but if ſhe loſt it, | 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After new Fancies. Shedying gave it me, 
And bid me(when my Faye would have me Wiy'*d) 
Togive it her. I did fo, and take heede on't, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye; 
Tolooſe', or give't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elite could match. 
Def* Is't poſſible? 
Oth, Tis true,thzre's Magickein the web of it ; 
A $yv%iI chat had numbred in the world 
The $nnto courſe two handred compaſles, 
In her propheticke furic ſow'd the worke - | 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breedethe Silke, 
And it was dyede in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Conſery*d of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed? Is'ttrue ? 
Och. Molt veritable,therefore looke too't wells 
Def. Then would the Heaven, that I had never ſeenc't 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? | 
Def: Why do you ſpeake ſo ſtartingly, and raſh? 
Oth.. Is't loſt ? Is't gon ?Speakzis't out o'th* way? 
Def. Blefle us, 
Oth, Say you? | 
Def, It isnot ioſt : but what andif it were ? 
Oth, How F# 
Def, I fay it isnot loſt. 
Oth. Fercht, let meſcer. 
Def, Why (o I can ; batT willnotnow 
This 1s atricke to put me from my ſuite, 
Pray youlet Caſſto be recciv'd 3gaine, 
Oth. Fetch ine the Handkerchiete, 
My minde miſ{-gives. 


Deſ. Come, come : you'lnzver meetea more ſutici- | 


cnt man. 

Oth. The Handkerchicfe, 

Def, A min that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you . 

Oth, The Handkerchiefe. 

Deſc Tnſooth, you are too blame, 

Oth, Away. 

e/Ew:il;Ts not this man jealious ? 

Def. I nev*c ſaw this before» 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchiefe, 
I am moſt unhappy in the lofle of it, 

e/Emil. Tisnota yeare or two ſhewes us a man ; 

They are all but ſtomackes, an4 we ail but Food, 
They eate us hungerly, and when theyare full 
They belch ns. 


Exit Othello, 


Enter Iago, and Caſſiv. 


Looke you, Caſio and my Husband, 

Iago: There isno uther way : *tis ſhe muſt doo't: | 
And loethe happineſle : go, and importune her, 
Dee. 
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Dy, How now*(goud Caſſio) whrt'sthenewes with 
| you? 


(aſsiv. Madam. my former ſuite. Idobeſecch you, 


Thac by your vertaous meanes, I may againe 
Exiſt, and be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 


Intirely honour, I would not be delayd. 


If my offence, be of fuch mortall kinde, 
Thatnot my Service paſt , nor preſent Sorrowes, 


Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 

Can ranſome me into his love againe, 
Burto know fo, muit be my benefir : 

So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelfe up in ſome other courſe 
To Fortunes Almes. 

Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Caſio) 

My Advocation is not now in Tune; 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know him; 
Were he in Favour, as ia Hamour alter'd. 

So helpe me every ſpirit ſanRXihed, 

AsT have ſpoken for you all my beit, 

And ſtood within the blanke of his diſpleaſure 
For my free {peech. You mult awhile be patient :; 
What I cando, I will: and more [ will. 

Then for my ſelfe I dare. Let that ſuifice you. 

Tags. Is my Lord angry ? 

e/Emil, He went hcnce but now: 

And certainly in ſtrange unquietneflcs 

[ago. Canhe beangry ? I have ſeene the Cannon] 
W henirt hath blowne his Rankes jntothe Ayre, 
And like the Divell from his very Arme 
Puff*t his owne Brother : And is heangry ? 
Something of moment then; I will go mcet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry, Exit. 

Def, 1 prythee do ſo. Something lure of State, 
Either from Venice, orſome unhatch'd practiſe 
Made demonitrable heere in Cyprus, to him, 

Hath pudled his clcare Spirit ; and in ſuch caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Though great ones are their obje&. *Tiseven ſo. 
For lct our finger ake , and it endues 

Our other heathfull members, even toa ſenſe 
Ofpzinc. Nay, we muſt thinke menare not Gads, 
Nor of them looke for ſuch obſervance 

As fits the Bricall, Beſhrew me much, e/Emilea, 
I was (unhandſome Warrior, as I am) 
Arraigning his unkindneſſe with my ſoule : 

But now I finde, I had ſuborn'd the Wirtneſſe, 
And he's Inditcd falſely. 

e/Emil. Pray heaven itbe 
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 

Nor no Tealtous Toy, concerning you. 

Def. Alas the day, I never gave him cauſe. | 
_e/Eml. But Iealious foules wiil not beanſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the cauſe, 

But jealious, for they're jealious. It is a Monſter 
Begot upoa 1t ſelfe, borne on ir ſelfe. 

Def. Heaven keepethe Monſter from Othels mind. 

«Emil. Lady, Amens 

Def. I will go ſecke him, (a/io, walke heere abont : 
IfT do finde him fit, Ile move your ſuite, 
And ſecke to effe it tomy uttermoſt 

C«- 1 humbly thanke your Ladyſhip, 


| Enter Bianca. 
Bian. 'Save you (Friend Caſſo.) 


Ext. 


Caſſio. What make you from 


home? 


How is't with you, my molt faire Bianca? 
Indeed (ſweet Love) I was comming to your houſe. 


Oh wearie reck'nivg. 
Caſſie. Pardon me, Biancs ; 


Take me this worke opt. 


Ist come to this ? Well, Well. 
Ca4ſ5io, Go to, woman ; 


No, in good troth Bianca, 
Bian. Why, who's isit? 
Caſſio. I know not neither : 

T found it in my Chamber, 


To have h m ſee me woman'd, 
Bian, Why,1I pray you? 


Caſſio. Not that I love you not. 
Bian. Butthat you do not love me, 
I pray you bring me on the way little, 
And fay, if I ſhall ſec you ſcore at night ? 
Caſſiv. Tis but alittle way that I can bring you, 
For 1 attend heere , Butlleſce you ſoone. 
Bian, "Tis very good : I muſt be circumſianc'd. 


Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Cafſts. 
VW hat ? keepe a weekeaway ? Seaven dayes,and Nights? 
Eight ſcore eight houres? And Lovesabſent howers 
More tedious then the Diall, eight ſcore times? 


I have this while with leaden thoughts beene preſt, 
ButI ſhall ina more continvate time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca , 


Bianca, Oh (aſſo, whence came this? 
This is ſome token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt-Abſence $ now I feele a Cauſe : 


Throw your vilde gueſſes inthe Divels teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealious now. 
That this is from ſome Miſtris, ſome remembrance ; 


{ like the worke well; Ere itbe demanded 

(As liks enough it will) I would have it coppied ; 

Take it, and doo't, and leave me for this time, 
Bian, Leave you? wherefore ? 
Caſſio. I do attend heere on the Generall, 

And thinke it no addition nor my wiſh 


Exenunt Omnes. 


"O'S —_— — 


Aus Quartus. Scana Prima, 


Uo R———————_ EI . 


a 


Tago. Will you thinke ſo? 
Oth. Thinke ſo, Iago ? 


Othe, What then ? 


May ſhe give that ? 


{ago. What to kifle in private ? 

Oth. An unauthoriz'd kiile ? 

Iago. Ortobe naked with her Friendsin bed, 
An houre, or mgre, not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Naked in bed (ago) and not meane harme ? 
It is hypocrific againſt the Divell : 
| They that meane vertuouſly, and yerdo ſo, 

The Divell their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heaven. 
lage. If they Ge nothing,tis a Veniallflip : 
But if I give my wife a Handkerchiefe. 


Enter Othello , and Tags, 


Tago. Why then 'tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, 
She may ( 1 thinke) beſtow'r on any man, 
Othe, She 1s Protedtreſle of her honor too: 


Tags: 


— 
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Iago. Her honor is anEfſence that's not ſcene, 
They have it very oft, that haveit not. 

But for the Handkerchietcs 

Othe. By heaven Ii would moſt gladly have forgotit : 
Thou faid{t(oh, it comes ore my memory, 

Asdoth the Raven o're the infeious houſe : 
Boading toall) he had my Handkerchiefe. 

Tago. I: what of that? 

Oth. That's not ſo good now: 

lag, What if I had ſaid, I had ſeene himdo you wrong? 
Or heare him ſay (as Knaves beſuch abroad, 

Who having by their owne importunare ſuite, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miltris, 
Convinced or ſupply'd them cannot chufe 

But they muſt blab.) 

Oth, Hath he ſaid any thing? 

{ago. He hath (my Lord) but 
No more then he'le un-{weare- 

Oth. What hath he ſaid ? . 

ago, Why, that hedid : 1 know not what he did. 

Oth, What? What? 

lago, Lyes 

Oth, With her? - __ 

Iago. With her? On her : what yoa will. 

Oth. Lye with her?lye on her ? We ſay lye on her, 
when they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's full tome: 
Handkerchicfe : Confeſſions : Handkerchiefe. To.con- 
feſſe, and be hang'd for his labour. Firſt , to be hang'd, 
and then to.confeiſe 2 I tremble at it. Nature would not 
inveſt her ſelfe in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome 
Inftruction. It is not words that ſhakes me thus, (piſh) 
Naſes, Eares, aud Lippes : is't poſſible. Confeſſe? Hand- 
kerchicfe ? O divell. Falls ina Trance. 

lago, Worke on, 
My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Foolesare caught, 
And many worthy, andchaſt Names even thus. 
(All guiltlefſe) meete reproach ; what hoa? My Lord? 
My Lord, 1 ſay Ocheko. 


be yon well aſſur'd, 


———__— 


Enter Caſſie. 
How now Caſſio? 
Caſ, Whar's the matter ? S BE 
Iago. My Lord is faine into an Epileplic, 
| This is his ſecond Fit - be had one yeſierdays 
Cz/, Rub bim about ve Temples. | 
Iago. The Lethargie muſt have his quyet courle : 
If not, he foames at mouth : and by and by 
Breakes out to ſavage madneſſe. Looke, he ſtirres : 
' Do you withdraw your ſelfe a little while, 
He will recover ſtraight : when hee 1s gone, 
I would on great occaſion, ſpeake with you. 
How is it Generall ? Have you not hurt your hand? 
-  Othe. Dolt thou mocke me? 

Iago. I mocke you not, by Heavenz , .. 
Would you would beare your Fortune life a Man, 
Oth. A Horned man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. 
lago, There's many a Beaſt then ina populous Citty, 

And; many acivill Monſter. | 
Oth, Did he confeſle it ? - 
lago. Good Sir, bea man : 
 Thinke every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you, There's Millions uow alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſe unproper beds, 
Which they dare ſweare preuliar. Your cauſe 1s better. 
Oh, *tis the ſpight of hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
Tolipa wanton inaſccare Cowch ; | 


4 »FT1 


- 


| 


the Moore of Venice. 


[I ſay, but marke his geſture : marry Patience, 


_ 


And to ſuppeſc her chaſt, Ne;let meknow, 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
oth, Oh; thouart wiſe : 'tis certaine» 
lags. Stand you a while apart; 
Confine your ſelfe but ina patient Liſt, © - te 
Whilſt you were heere, o're-whelmed withyour griefe | 
(A paſſion molt reſultinng ſucha man ) 
Cofſia came hither. I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good ſcuſes on your Extaſic, | 
Bad him anen returne : and heere ſpeake with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave your ſelte, 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes aud notable Scornes 
Thar dwellin every Region of his face. | 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew ; 
W here, how, how oft, how long ago,and when 
He hath, and isagaine to cope your wifes 


Or I thall ſay yareall in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 
Och. Do'it thou heare, Jags, 
I will be found moſt cunning in tny Patience: 
But (do'ſt thou heare) moſt bloody. 

aago. That's not amifle, 

But yet keept time inall: will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queſtion (ſo of Biavca, 

A Huſwife, that by felling her deſires 

Buyecs her ſclfe Bread, and Cloath. It is a Creature 

Thatdotes on Caſo, (as 'tis the Strumpers plague 

To be-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one) 

He, when he heares of her, cannot reſtraine 

From the exceſle of Laughter. Heere he comes, 
Emer Caſſio, 

As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall gomad : 

And his unbookiſh Iclouſic muſt conſerve, 

Poore Caſ/ts's ſmiles, geſtures and light behaviours 

Quite in the wrong. How do you Licutenaut? 

(5+ The worſer, that you gave methe addition, 

Whoſe want even killes me. 
lago. Ply Deſdemona well,and you are ſure on't x 
Now, if this Sute lay in Biaxcasdowre, 
How quickely ſhould you ſpeed ? 
Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe, 38 
Gth. Looke how he laughes already. 
18go. I never knew wornan love man fo, 
Cafe Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed ſhe loves me, 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it our, 
Iago. Do you heare Caſſio? 
Oth, Now he importunes him 
Totellit o'ce : go to, well ſayd, well ſaid. 

Zago. She gives ic out, that you ſhall marry her. 
Do youintend it ?- 

Caf. Ha, haghas- .. ;3 

Oth. Do ye triumph Ronnaine? do you triumph ? 

Co. T carry. What ? A cuſtomer ; prythee beare 
Some Charitie to my wit, donot thinke it 
Sounwholeſoeme. Ha, haha, E292, 

Oth, So, ſo,ſo,fo : they laugh, that winnes, + - 

Tage, Why the cry goes, that you marry her: 

Caf. Pry thee ſay true. 

Tago. I amavery Villaine elſe, 

Oth. Have yov ſ{coar'dme; Well. . 

Caf: This isthe Monkeys owne giving out : £ 
She is perſwaded I will marry her ov 
Our of her owne love & flattery, not out of my premiſe, | 
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Oth. lagobecons me : now he begins the ſtory. _ 
({ aſtie. She was heere even now: ſhe baunts mee 1n c- 
very place. I wasthe other day talking on the Seabanke 
with certaine Venetians; andthither comes the Baublc, 
| and falls me thus about my neck. ; 
Orb. Crying ohdeere Caſvi0, as it were: his geſture 1m- 
rts 1k. 
Caſio. So hangs, and lolls, and weepes upon me : 
£0 ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 
| Oth, Now heetells how ſhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
| ber : oh, I ſee that noſe of yours, but now that dogge, I 
ſhall throw it to: 
Caſsi0, Well I muſt leave her company. 
| Jego. Before me :looke where ſhe comes. 


Enter Bianca, 

Caf.'Tis ſuch another Fitchew:marry a perfum'd one? 
W hat do you meane by this haunting of me ? : 

Biex. Let the divell, and his dam haunt you : what did 
you meane by that ſame Handkerchiefe, you gave mee 
evennow ? I wasa fine Fooleto take it : I muſt take out 
the worke? Alikely piece ofworke,that you ſhovld finde 
| it in your Chember,and know not who left itthere. This 
is ſome Minxes token, and I muſt take out the worke * 
There, give it your Hobbey-horſe, whereſoever you had 
it, Ile take out no worke ont. 

Caſiio, How now, my ſweete Branca ? 

How now? How now ? 

Othe, By Heaven, that ſhould be my Handkerchiete. 

Bian, If you'le cometo ſupper to night you may, if 
you willnot, come when youare next prepar'd for. Exit 

lage. Afﬀeer her : after her. 

Ceſ. I muſt, ſhee'l rayle in the ſtreets elſe. 

Iago. Will you ſup there? 

Caf. Yes, I intend ſo. 

Iago. Well, I may chance to ſee you: for I would very 
faine ſpeake with you. 

Caſe, Prythee come : will you ? 

[ago, Goto; ſay no more. 

Oth. How ſhall I murther him, /ago. 

Iago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? 

Oth, Oh, Tago, 

[ago. And did you ſte the Handkerchife ? 

Orch, Was that mine ? 

[age. Yours by this hand :and to ſee how heprizesthe 
fooliſh woman your wite : ſhe gave it him, and he hath 
giv'n it his whore. 

Oth. I would have him nine yecresa killing: 

A fine woman, a faire woman, a ſweet woman ? 

lags, Nay, you mult forget that. 

Oth. I, letherrot andperith ,and be damn'd to night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart isturn'd to ſtone : 1 
ſtrike it, and it hurtsmy hand. Oh, the world hath not 
| aſweeter Creature ; ſhe might lye by an Empcrours ſide, 
and command him Taskes. 

Tago. Nay that's not your way. ' 

Othe, Hang her, I do but ſay what ſheis : ſo delicate 
with her Needle - an admirable Muſician. Oh, ſhe will 
ſing the Savagenefle out of a Beare: of ſo highaplentcous 
{| wit, and invention? 

Tao, She'sthe worſe for all this. 

Oth. Oh, athouſand, a thouſand times: 
And then of ſo gentlea condition ? 

Iago. Itoogentle. 

Ozhe, Nay that's certaine : 

But yetthepitty-of it , /ago : oh Jago , 


Exit. 


the pitty of it 
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ago, 
{ago. If you are ſo fond over her iniquitic : give her 
pattent to dffend , for if it touch not you, it comes ncere 
no body. 
Oth. Twill chop her into Meſſes : Cuckold me? 
Iago. Oh,'*tis foule in her, 
Oth. With mine Officer? 
Tago. That's fouler, 
Othe. Get me ſome poyſon, Tags, this night. lle not 
expoſtulate with her : leſt her body and beautic unpro- 
vide my minde againe z this night /ago. 
lags. Do it not with poyſon, ſtrangle her in her bed 
Even thebed ſhe hath contaminated. 
Othe. Good, good : 
The juſtice of it pleaſes : very good. 
Tago. And for (aſsio, let nd. hisundertaker :; 
You ſhall hearc more by midnight. 


Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and eAttendants, 


Othe Excellent good : What Trumpet is that ſame ? 
Tage. I warrant ſomething from Venice, 
Tis Ledovice, this, comes from the Puke, 
See, your wife's with him. | 
Lodo. Save you worthy Generall. 
Othe, With all my heart Sir. 
Load.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you, 
Othe. 1 kifſe the Inſtrument of their pleaſures. | 
Def. And what's the newes, good cozenL odevice? 
Iago. I am very glad toſee you Signior : 
Welcome to Cyprus. 
Led. 1 thanke you : how dos Lieutenant Caffo ? 
lago. Lives Sir. 
Deſ. Coen there's falne betweeue himand my Lord, 
An unkind breach: but you ſhall make all well, 
Othe. Are you ſure of that? 
Deſ. My Lord? 
Othe, This faile you not todo, as you wall 
Lod. He d1d not call: he's buſie in the paper, 
Is there diviſion twixt my Lord and (ſis ? 
Def. A moſt unhappy one : I would do much 
Tatrone them for the lovel beare to Caſsis. 
Oth, Fire, and brimeſtone. 
Def. My Lord. 
Oth. Are you wiſe ? 
Deſ. W hatisheangry? 
Lod, May bethe Letter mov'd him. 
For as I thinkethey do command him home, 
Deputing (aſ5i0 in his: Governement. 
Def. Truſt me, I am glad ore. 
Othe. Indeed? 
Deſ. My Lord? 
Oth, Tamglad to ſee you mad. 
Deſ. Why, ſweet Othello? 
Othe, Divell. : 
Def Thave not deſerv'd this, 
Led. My Lord, this would not be beleev'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſweare I ſaw't. Tis very much, 
Make her amends : ſhe weepes. 
Oth. Oh divell, divell: 
If that the Earth could teeme with womans teares, 
Each drop ſhe falls, would prove a Crocodilc : 
Out of my ſight. | 
Def. 1 will not ſtay to offend yeu: 
Lad. Trucly obedient Lady : 


——— 


I dobeſcech your Lordſhip call her backe. 
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Oth, 
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Sir, ſhe canturne,and turne: and yet go on 

And turne againe, And ſhe can weepe, Sir, WEEPE- 
And ſhe's obedient ; as you ſay obcdient. 

V 
Concerning this Sir, (oh well-painted paſſion) 
I am commanded home : get you away : 

Ile ſend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate. 
And will returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 
{aſſo ſhall have my Place. And Sir, to night 

I doentreat, that we may ſup together. 

You are welcome Sir to Cyprus: 

Goates,and Monkeys. 


Call all in all ſuticient? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paſſion could nor ſhake > Whoſe (ſolid vertue 


The ſhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce? 


Wha: he might be : if whathe might, he 1s nor, 
I would to heaven he were, 


That ſtroake would prove the worlt. 


Or did the Letters, workeupon his blood, 


| 


a 


Othe; Miſtris» 

Deſ, My Lord. 

Oche. What would you with her, Sir? 

Lod. Whol,my Lord? 

Othe. I, you did wiſh, that I would make her turne: 


ery obedient $ proeccd you 1n your cares. 


- .* :Wadlss 
Led, Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 


Iage. He is much chang'd: REL 
Lod. Are his wits ſafe? Is he not of light Braine? 
140. He's thatheis : I may notbreath my cenſtre. 


Lod, What, ſtrike his wife ? 
Iago. *Faith that was notſo well; yet would I knew 


Led;. 1sit his uſe ? 


And new create his faulc ? 

lago. Alas, alas : | 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeake 
W hat I have ſeene and knowne. You ſhall obſerve him, 
And his owne courſes will denote him ſo, 
That I may fave my ſpeech: do but go afrer 
And marke how he continues. 


Los Tamforry that Fam decein'd in him. F+ewnt, 


an. 
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' Enter Othello, ard /Emilia 


—_—_— 


Othe, You have ſcene nothing then? — _ 
e-Zmil. Nor cver heard: nor ever did fuſpet. 
Othe. Yes, you have ſecne (aſſo, and ſhe together, 
eEmil,- But then I {aiv no harme: and then I heard, 
Each ſyllable that breath made up beriweene them. 
Othe, What? Did they never whiſper? 
e/Emil. Never my Lord. 
Othe, Nor ſend you out ofth* way ? 
e/£m1:. Never, co | 
Othe. Tofetch her Fan, her Gloves,her mask,nor no- 
e£ih, Never my Lord, _ (thing? 
Orhe. That's ſtrange, .,, . _ T7 
e£mil, I durſt (my Lord ta wager, ſhe is honeſt : 
Lay downe my Squle at ſtake : If you thinke other, 
Remoye your thought, It doth abuſe your boſomes, 
If any wretch have put this in your head, 


For.if ſhe be nor honeſt, chaſte and, true, 

There's no man happy, The pureſt of their Wives 
Is foule as Slaniler. | 
Othe. Bid her come hither : go. — Extte Emilia. 
She faiesenough : yer ſhe's a ſimple Baud 

That cannot f2y as much. This isa ſubtle Whore : 

A Cloflet Locke and Key of Villanous Secrets, 

And yetſh&lekneele, and pray :1 have ſcene her do't. 


Enter Deſdemona, and Emilia. 


Def. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Othe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleaſure ? 

Oth. Let me ſee your eyes ; looke iri my face. 

Def; What horrible Fancie's this ? 

Orh. Some of your FunRion Millris : 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the doore : 
Cough, or cry hem ; if any body come: 
Your Myttery, your Myſtery; Nay diſpatch. Exit e/£Em. 

Deſ. Vpor wy knee, what doth your ſpecch import? 
I underſtand a Fury in your words. | 

Othe. Why ? Whatartthou ? 

Def. Your wife my Lord : your true and loyali wife, 


ceazethee. Therefore bee double damn'd : ſweare thoa 
art honelt; 

Def. Heaven doth trucly know it. 

Othe, Acaven truely knowes,thar thou art falſe as hell. 

Def. To whom my Lord ? 

With whom ? How am I falſe ? 

Othe. Ah Deſatmon, away,away,away. 

Deſ. Aiasthe heavy day : why do you weepe ? 
Aml the motive of theſc teares my Lord ? 

If happely you my Father doſuſpeR, 

An Inſtrument of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me : if you have loit him, 
I taveloſt him too, 

Othe, Had itpleas'd Heaven, _ 

To try me with Afli&ion, had they rain'd 

All kind of Sorcs, and Shames on my barc-head ; 

Steep'd me in poverty tothe very lippes. 

Given to Captivirie,me and my utmoſt hopes. 

I ſhouid 3ave found inſome place of my Soule 

A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 

The fixed Figure for the ti:ne of Scorne, 

To point his flow, and moving finger ar; 

Yet co4ld I beare that roo, well, very well : 

But there where I have garnerd up my heart, 

Where either I aſt live, or beare no life, 

The Fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elſe dries up : to be diſcarded thence, | 

Or keepe it as a Cefterne, for foule Toades 

To knot and gendef in. Turne thy complexion..chere ; 

Paticnce,thou youngand roſe-lipp'd Cherubin, © © 

I heere looke grim as hcll. en oe 
Def. 1 hope my Lord eſteemes me honeſt, 

O'he, Of, as Sommer Flyes areinthe Shambles,. 
Thar quicker'even with blowing, Oh'thou'weed; * 
Who art.ſo lovely faire; and ſmc lt fo Hyeete, _ 

\ That the Sence askes at thee, © | 
Would thou had'ſt 'never bin borne. © | ©. 

Deſ.. Alas, what ignorant fin hve I commited ? © . 

Othe. Was this faire Paper? This moſt” goodly 


{ 


Othello: Come {weareit : damne thy ſelfe , being like | 
one of Heaven , the divelts themſelves ſhould feare to } 


Booke 


Made to write-Whore upon ? What committed, ** © 


Let Heaven requite it withthe Serpents curſe, | 
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| Committed? Oh, thoupublicke Commoner, 
 T ſhould make very Forges of my checkes, 
That would to Cynders burne up Modeſtie, 
Did I but ſpeake thy deedes. What committed ? | 
| Heaven ſtoppes the Noſe at it, and the Moone winks : 
\ The baudy winde that kiſſes all it meetes, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Myne of Earth 
And willnot hear*t, What commited ? 
Def. By Heaven you do me wrong. 
Othe. Arenot you a Strumpet ? 
Def. No,asI ama Chriſtian. 
Ifto preſervethis veſlell for my Lord, 
Fromany other foule unlawfull touch 
| Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 
Othe, What, not a Whore ? 
Def. No,as 1 ſhall be ſav'd. 
Othe. Ist poſſible ? 
Def. Oh Heaven forgive us. 
Othe. Icry you mercy then. 
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That marricd with Othello. You Miltris, 
| Enter /Emulia. 
| That have the ojfice oppoſite to Saint Peter, 
And keepesthe gate of hell. You, you: Iyou. 
' We havedone our courſe: there's mony for your paines: 
I pray you turne thekey and keepe our couuſaile. Exit. 
e/Emil. Alas, whatdo'sthis Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you Madam 2 how do you my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, halfe a ſleepe. 
Emi. Good Madam, 
What's the matter with my Lord ? 
Deſ. With whom? 
e/Emil, Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 
Deſ. Whois thy Lord? 
e£mil. Hethat is yours, ſweet Lady. 
Def. 1 have none ; do not talke to me, Emin, 
I cannot weepe : nor anſweres have I none, 
| Bur what ſhould go by water. Prythce to night, 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheetes, remember, 
And call thy husband hither. 
e/Emil. Heere's a change indeed. Exit. 
Def. *Tis meete I ſhould be us'dſo : very meete. 
How hayeclI bin bchav'd, that he might ſlicke 
The ſinalPſt opinion on wy leaſt miſuſe? 


Enter Tago, and e/Emnlia. 

Tsgo. What is your pleaſure Madam ? 
How ist with you * 

Def. I cannot tell : thoſe that doe teach your Babes 
Doe 1t with gentle meanes, and calie taskes, 
He might have chid meſo : for in good faith 
I ama Child tochiding. 

Jago. What isthe matter Lady ? 

e/Emil. Alas([ago) my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne ſuch diſpight, and heavie termes upon her 
That true hearts cannot beare it. 

Deſ. Am I that name, ago? 

Tage, What name (faire Lady?) 

De: Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did ſay I was. 

e/Eml., He call'dgher whore: a Begger in his drinke : 
Could not have laid ſuch termes upon his Callet. 

Tago. Why did heſo? 
Def. I donotknow : Iam ſure Iamnoneſuch. 
| Lago. Donot weepe, do not weepe : alas the day. 
 e/Emil. Hath ſhe forſooke ſo many Noble Matches? 

Her Farher ? And her, Country 2 And. her Friends ? 


+ * : - 


| 


Tobe call'd Whore? Would it not make one weepe? 
Def. Ir is my wretched Fortune. 
1age. Beſhrew him for't : 
How comesthis Tricke upon him? 
Def. Nay, Heaven doth know: 
e/£m1, 1 will be hang'd, if ſomeeternall Villaine, 
Some bulic and inſinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave to get ſome Otdice, 
Has not divis'd this Slander: I will be hang'd elſe. 
Iago. Fie, there isno ſuch man : it is impoſſible, 
Def. If any ſuch there be, Heaven pardon him, 
' e/Emil, A halter pardon him : 
And hell gnaw his bones, .. 
Why ſhould he call her Whore? 
Who keepes her company ? 
W hat Place > What Time? 
W hat Forme? What liklyhood ? 
The Moore's abusd by ſome moſt villanous Knave, 
Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
Oh heavens,that ſuch companions thou'dſt unfold, 
And put inevery honeſt hand a whip 
Tolaſh the Raſcall naked through the world, 
Even from the Eaſt to th' Welt. 
Tags, Speake within doorc. 
Emil. Oh fie upon them : ſome ſuch Squire he was 
That turn'd your wit, the ſeamy-ſide without, 
And made you to ſuſpe&t me with the Moore. 
lego. You area Foole : go toe 
Def. Alas Jage. 
W hat ſhall Ido to win my Lord againe? 
Good Friend, go to him ; for by this light of Heaven, 
I know not how I loſt him, Heerel kneele- 
Ifere my will did treſpafſe *gainſt his Love, 
Either in diſcourſe of thought, or auall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Eares, or any Sence 
Delightcd them : or any other Forme. 
Or thar I do not yet, andever did, 
And ever will, (though he do ſhake me off 
To beggerly divorcement) Love him decrely, 
Comfort forſweare me. Vokindneiſe may do much, 
And his unkindnefſe may defcat my life, 
But nevertayntmy Love. 1cannotfay W hore, 
It do's abhore menow I ſpeake the word, 
To doe the AR, that might the addition carne, 
Not the worlds Maſle of vanitie could make me. 
Lage. I pray you be content: *tis but his humour : 
The bufineſle of the State do's him offence. 
Deſ. It 'twere no other, 
Tago. Itisbutſo, I warrant, 
Hearke how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper : 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtajes the meate; 
Goin, and weepe not: all things ſhall be well. 
Exennt Deſdemona aud Emilia: 


Emer Rogorige. 
How now Rodorigo ? 
Rod. I donot finde 
That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
lago. What in the contrary ? | 
| Rodori. Every day thoudofts me with ſome device [ago 
and rather as it ſceres to menow , keep'!t from me all 
conveniencie, thenſupplicſt me with the Jeaſt advantage 
of hope : I will indeed no longerendure it. Nor am Iyct 
r{waded to 
iſhly ſuffred. | | 
Iago. Will you heare me Rodorigo ? | 
on Sod 1 
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Rode. I have heard too much : and your words and 
Performances are no kin together. 

ago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly, 

Redo. With naught but truth 3 I have waſted my ſelfe 
out of my meanes. The lewels you have had from me 
to deliver Deſdemona, would balfe have corrupted a Vo- 
tarilt. You have told me ſhe hath receiv*d them, and re- 


curn'd me expetations and comforts of ſodaine reſpect, 


and acquaintance; bntI finde none. 

Tago. Well, goe to : very well. 

Red. Very well, goe to : 1 cannot goe to, (man) nor 
tisnot very well. Nay I thinke it is ſcurvy : and begin to 
find my ſelfefopt in it. . 

lags, Very well. 

Rods. I tejl you, tis not very well: I will make my 
ſelfeknowne to. Deſdemona. If ſhe will returnc me my 
Iewels, I will give over my Suit, and repent iy unlaw- 
full ſolicitation. IF nor, aſſure your. ſcife, I will ſceke 
ſatisfaction of you. 

Tago, Youhave ſaid now- = 

Red. T,and fzid nothing but what I proteſt intendment 
of doing. | | | 

Iago. Why, now Iſce theres mettle in thee : and even 
from this inſtant doe build on thee a better opinion thea 
ever before : give me thy hand Redorigo.Thou haſt taken 
againſt mea moſt juſt exception : but yet I protelt I have 
dealt moſt direly in thy Aﬀaire, 

Red, It hath not appear'd. | 

lags. I grant indeed it hath not appear'd : and your 


ſaſpition is not without wit and judgement. But Rodori- 


go, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater 


reaſon to beleeve now thenever (I meane purpoſe, Cou- 


rage, and Yalour) thisnight ſhew it. If thou the next 
night following enjoy not De/demora, take me from this 
world with Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my life. 

Red. Well : what isit ? 1s it within reaſon and com- 
paſſe ? = 

lago. Sir, there is eſpeciall Commiſſion {come from 
Venice to depute Caſo in Orhello's place. | 

Rod. Is thattrue ? Why then Othello and Deſdemona re- 
turne againe to Venice. | T2 

Iago. Oh no : be goesinto Mauritania and taketh a- 
way with him the faire Deſaewmona, unleſle lits abode be 
lingred heere by ſomeaccident . W herein none can be 10 
determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. 

Rod. How doe you meane removing him ? | 

Iago. Why,by making him uncapable of Othello's place: 
knocking out his braines. 2 

Red, Andthat you would have me to doe. | 

Iago. I : if you dare doe your ſelfea profit, and a right. 
Heſups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will, Igoc 
to him. He knowes not yet of his honorable fortune, if 
you will watch his going thence (which I will faſhion 
to fall out betweene twelve and one) you may take him 
at your pleaſure. I will be neereto ſecond your Attewpr, 
and he ſhall fall betweene us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at 
it, but goe along with me : 1 will ſhew you ſuch a neceſ\- 
ſity in hi s death, that you ſhall thinke your ſelfe bound to 
put it on him. Itisnow high ſupper time : and the night 
growestowaſt. About it. | 

Rod, I will heare further reaſon for this. 

Iago, And you ſhall be fatisfi'd. 


E xeunt. 


| Let no body blame him, hu ſcorne I approve. 


| If T corrt wo women, you's couch with mo men. 


Scena Tertia, 


es 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, /Emilia, 
and Attendants, 


Loa.I doe beſcech you Sir, trouble your ſelfe no further 
Oth. Oh pardon me: twill doe me good to walke. 
Led. Madam,good night : 1 humbly thanke your Lady- 
Def: Your honor is moſt welcome. (ſhip, 
Oth, Will you walke Sir ? Oh Deſdemona. 

Def. My Lord, 

Oth. Get you to bed on th'inſtant, I will be return'd 
forth with : diſmiſſe your Attendant there : look'r bee 
done. Exit. 

Def. I wilt my Lord. | 

«Ems, How goes it now?helookes gentler then he did. 

Def. Helayes he will returne incontinent, | 
And hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bid me todiſmiſſe.you. 

e/Emil, Diſmiſſe me ? 

Def. It was his bidding : therefore good e/Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu, 

We muſt not now diſplcalſe him. | 

e-Ew. I would you had never ſcene him. 

Def. So would not I : my love doth ſoapprove him, 
That even his ſtubborneſle, his checks, his frownes, 
(Prethee un-pin me ) have grace ond favour. 


Ems.1 have laid thoſe Sheeres you bad me on the bed. 


Deſ.Alls one : good Father, how foeliſh are our minds? 
If I doe dye before thee, prethce ſhrowd me 
In one of theſe ſame Sheetes. 
e/Emil, Come, come : you talke. 
De/. My Mother had a Maid calld Baybara, 
She wasin love : and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 
And did torlake her. She had a Song of W1llough, 
An old thing twas : but it expreſs'd her Fortune. 
And ſhedy'd ſinging it. That Song to night, 
Will nat goe from my mind : I have much to doe, 
But to goe hang my head all at one fide 
And ſing it like poore Barbara: prethee diſpatch, 
e/Emi, Shall I goe ferchyour Night-gowne? 
Def. No, un-pin me here, 
This Lodevico is a proper man. 
Emil. A very handſome man. 
Def. Heſpeakes well. O 
e/Eml. I know a Lady in Venice would have walk*d 
barefoot to Paleſtine fora touch of his neicher lip. 
Deſe The poore Soule ſat ſinging by a Sicamonr tree. 
Sing all a greene Willough : | 
Her handan her boſame,her beadon her knee, 
Sing Willough, illough, Willough. 


The freſh Streames ran by ber, and murmur d her moencs 
Sing Willowgh, &c. -, - 26 
Her ſalt teares fell from her, and ſoftned the ones, 

Sing Willough, &, (Lady by theſe) 


Willongh, W ilough. (Prethee highthee, hele come anon) 
Sing all a you Willongh muſt be my Garland. 
(Nay thats notnext. Hearke, whois't that knockes ? 
e/Emil.. Its the wind. - es | | 
Def. Þ calld my Love falſe Love : but what ſaid he then ? 
Sing Willough, &c. 
$6 
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So get thee gone, good night : mine eyes doc itch : 
Doth that boade weeping ? 
e/Emil. Tis neither heere, nor there, 
Def. I have hcard it faid ſo, O theſe Men, theſe men ! 
Doſt thou in conſcience thinke (tcil me Emilie) 
That there be women doe abuſe their husbands 
- In ſuch grofle kind ? 
eAEmil. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion, 
Deſ. Wouldſt thou doe ſuch adecd for all the world : 
Emil. Why, would not you ? | 
Deſ. No, by this heavenly light, ; 
e/Emil. Nor I neither, by this heavenly light. 
I might doo't as well ith'darke. 
Def, Wouldit thou doe ſuch a deed for all the world? 
e/£mil. The woridsa huge thing : 
It isa great price, fora {mall vice. 
Def. Iatroth I thinke thou would not. 
Emil. Introth I thinke-I ſhould, and undoo't when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doeſuch a thing for a 
joynt Ring, nor for meaſures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Perticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole work: why,who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch?1I ſhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for't. | 
De/. Beſhrew me, if I would doe ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world, : 
e/£mil. Why,the wrong, is bat a wrong ith'world; 
and having the world for your labour, tis a wrong in 
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right, 
Def. I doe not thinke there is any ſuch woman. 
e/Emil. Yes, a dozen: and as many toth'vantage, as 
would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
| But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults 
If Wives doe fall : (Say, that they flacke their duties, 
And powre our Treaſures into forraigne laps ; 
Or cle breake out it peeviſh Iealouſics, 
Throwing reſtraint upon us : Orfay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in deſpight ) 
Why we have galles: and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have ſenſe like them : They ſee, and ſmell, 
Aud have their Palats both for ſweet, and ſowre, 
As husbands have. VW har is it that they doe 
W hen they change us for others? Is it Sport ? 
I thinke it 1s : and doth Aﬀettion breed it ? 
I thinke it doth. Tst frailty that thus erres? 
' Tt is ſo too. And have not. we affections? 
Deſires for Sport ? and frailty, as merrhave? 
Thenlet them uſe us well : clfe let them know, 
The illes we doe; their illes inſtru us to. 
Deſ; Good night, good night : 
Heaven we (uch uſes ſend, 
Not to picke bad, from bad ; but by bad, mend. Exenr:. 


Aus Quintus, Scana Prima. 


— 


— — — 


Enter Iago, and Rodorigo. 
Tago. Heere, ſtand behind this Barke, 
Straight will he come : 
Weare thy good Raplier bare, and put it home : 
Quicke, quicke, feare nothing ; Ile be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it marres us, thinke on that, 
And fixe moſt firme thy Reſolution; 


| 


Give me ſome helpe. 


W hat Villaines have done this? 


—_— 


Dna 


Rod. Be neere at hand, IT may miſcarry in't. | 
lagoe. Heere, at thy hand 2 Behold, and take thy ſtand. 
Roa. IT have no great devotion tothe deed, 
And yet he hath given me fatisfying Reaſons : 
Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dyes. 
1ago. I have rub'd this yong Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 
And he growesangry. Now, whether he kill Caſio, 
Or Caſ/io him, or each doe kill the other, 
Every way makes my gaine. Live Rodorigo, 
He calles me toa reſtitution large 
Of gold, and tewels, thatI bob'd from him, 
AS gifts to Deſdemora. 
It muſt not be : if C/o doe remaine, 
He hath adayly beauty in his lite, 
That makes me ugly : and beſides, the Moore 
May unfold me to him : ther e ſtand I in much pecrill ; 
No, he muſt dyc. But ſo, I heare him comming. 
. Emer Caſio, 
Rod. Tknow his gate, tis he : Villaine thou dyeſt. 
Caſ. That thruſt had beene mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coate is better then thou knowl :; 
I will make proofe of thine. 
Rod, Oh, I am flaine. 
Ca/: Tam maym('d forever : 
Helpe hoa : Murther, wurther. 
Enter Otbelbo, 
Oth. The voyce of (aſſio, Iago keepes his word. 
Red. O Villaine that I am. 
Oth, It iseven ſo. 
Caf. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 
Oth. Tis he : O brave ago, honeſt, and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch Noble ſcnſe of thy friends wrong/ 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, ;your deerelyes dead, 
And your unbleit Fate highes : Strumper I come: 
For off my heart, thoſe {_ harmes thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bcd iul}-ſtain'd, ſhall with Luſts blood be ſpotted. 
Exit Othilhe. 
Enter Lodovico and Gratiano. 
Caſs Whar hoa?no Watch? No paſſage ? 
Murther, Murtker. ; 
Gra. T1s ſome miſchance, the yoyce is very direfull./ 
Caf. Oh helpe. 
Logs, Hearke. 
Rod. Oh wretched Villaine. 
Lod. Two or three groane. Tis heavy night; 
Theſe may be counterfers : Lets thinkt unſafe 
Tocome into the cry, without more helpe. 
Red. Nobody come : then ſhall I bleed to death. 
Enter lago, 
Led. Hearke. 
Grs. Heres one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. | 
1ago. W hosthere? 
W hoſe noyſc isthis that cryes out murthes ? 
Lodo. We doe not know. 
Tago, Doenot you heare a cry ? 
C-oſ. Heere, heere : for beaven ſake helpe me. 
Tago.W hats thematier ? ; 
Gra, This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it- | 
Lode. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Iago. What are you heere, that cry ſo greevoully ? 
Caſ. Iago ? OhIam ſpoyld, undone by Villaines : 


Tago One, Lieutenant ! 


Caſ: I thinke that one of them is heereabour, 
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And cannot make away. 
Iago, Oh treachereus Villaines: | 
Whatare you there? Come in, and give ſome helpe. 
Rod. O helpe methere. 
Caſſi. Thats oneofthem. For: 
ago. Oh murd'rousSlave! O Villaine! 
Red. O damn'd [ago! Oinhumanc Dogge! 
Iago. Kill men ith'darke ? 
Where be theſe bloody Theeves 7 


' How ſilent is this Towne ? Hoa, murther, murther» 
' What may yoube? Arc you of good, or evill ? 


Lod. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 

[ago. Signior Lodovico. 

Lod He Sir. SEE 

Jago. I cry you mercy ; heres Caſſio hurt by Yillames: 

Gra, C «ſ/io ? , 

lage. How ist brother ? 

Caſſi. My Legge is cut in two. 

age. Marry hcaven forbid ; E 
Light Gentlemen, ite bind it with my fhirt. 

Enter Bianca. | 
Bias. What is the matter hoa > Who ist that cryd ? 
Iago. Who ist that cry'd ? 
Bran, Oh my deere Caſſio, 
My ſweet Caſſio: Oh Cafſio, Caſſio, Caſſio. 
lago. O notable Strumper. Caſſis, may you ſuſpect 
W ho they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you ? 
( afſi. No. 
Gra. lam ſorry to find youthus ; 
I have beene to ſecke you. ; 
Iago. Lend mea Garter. So : —Ohfor a Chaire 
To beare him eaſily hence. 
Ban, Alas he faints.Oh (aſſo, (ſts, Caſſio. 
Iago. Gentlemenall, I doe {uſpe& this Traſh 
To beapatrty inthis injurie. 
Patiencea while, good Cafiv. Come,come ; 
Lend mea Light ; know wethis face, or no ? 
Alas my friend, and my deere Countryman 
Roderigo? No : Yes ſure; Yea, tis Roderige. 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

Tage. Even he Sir : Did you know him? 

Gra. Know him? I, 

Iago. Signior Gratiano? Icry your gentle pardon : 
Thele bloody accidems muſt cxcule my Manners, 
That ſo neglected yous 

Gr. Iam gladto ſee you. : : 

Iago. How doe you Cafſio? Oh, a Chaire, a Chaire, 

Gra. Roderigo? 

Tago. He, he,tis he: 

Oh thats wellſaid, the Chaire. 

Some good man beare him carcfully from hence, 

Ile fetch the Generalls Surgeon. For you Mittris, 
Save.yotiyour labour, He thatlycs ſlaine heere (( afſo) 
Was wy deere friend. What malice was betweene you? 

Caſſi- None inthe world : nor doe I know the man? 

Tags. What looke you pale? Oh beare him out oth Ayre. 
' Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miitris? 
| Doe you perceive the gaſtneſle of her eye ? 

Nay,if you ſtare, we ſhall heare more anon» 
Behold her well: I pray you looke upon her : 
' Doe you ſee Gentlemen? Nay, guiltinefſe wilt ſpeake 
| Though tongues were out ot uſe. 
e/Emil, Alas, what 1s the matter ? 
| What isthe matter, husband ? 
[ago. Cafſio hath heere bin ſet on in-the darke 


| By Koderigo, and Fellowes that are ſcap'd : 
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Hes almoſt flaine, and Rederigoquite dead. 
e/Emil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good (aſſo. 


Goe know of Cafſio where he ſupt to night. 
What doe you ſhake at that ? 


Iago. Odid heſo ? I charge you goe with me. 
e/Emil. Oh fie upon thee Strumpert. 
Bian. I am no Strumper,but of lifeas honeſt, 
As you that thus abule me. 
e/Emil. As 1? Fyc uponthees 
lags, Kind Gentlemen: 
Lets goe ſee poore Caſſio dreſt. 
Come Miſtris, you muſt rels another Tale. 
e Emilia, run you to the Cirtadell, 
And tcll my Lord and Lady, what hath happ'd : 
Will you goe on afore ? This is the night | 


Tayo. This is the fruits of whoring. Prethec Emilia, 


| { 
Bian, He ſupt at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not. 


Thar cither makes me,or foredoes me quite. Exeant. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, and Deſdemona in her bed, 


Oth. Ir 1s the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe (my ſoule) 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Starres, 
Itis the Cauſe. Yerlle not ſhed her blood, 
Nor ſcarre that whiter skin of hers, then Snow, : 
And ſmoothas Monumentall Alablaiter : 
Yet ſhe muſt dye, elſe ſhe*I betray more men : 
Pur out the Light, and they pur out the Light ; 
If I quench thee, thou flamyng Miniſter, ; 
I can againe thy former light reſtore, 
Should I repent me. 'But once pur our thy Light, 
Thou cunningſt Patterne of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Promethear heate 
That canthy Lightre-Lume. 
| When I have pluck'd thy Roſe, 
I cannot glve it vitall growth againe, 
It needes muſt wither, Ile ſmell thee on the Tree: 
Oh Balmy brearh, that doſt almoſt perſwade 
Tuſtice tobreake her Sword. One more, one more z 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and thars the laſt. 
So ſweet, was ne*reſo fatali. I muſt weepe, 
Buttheyare cruell Teares: This ſorrows heavenly, 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Def: Who'sthere ? Orhells ? 
Oth. 1 Deſdemona. 
Def. Will you come to bed, tny Lord ? 
Otb. Have you pray'd tonight, De/demon ? 
Def. I my Lord. | 
0th. If you bethinke your (clfe of any Crimes 
Vnreconcildas yet to heaven, and Grace, 
Solicite for it ſtraight. | 
Def. Alacke, my Lord, 
What may you meane by that? 
Oth, Well, doc it, and be briefe, I will walke by ? 
| I would not killthy unprepared Spirit, 
No, (Heavens fore-fendYI would not kill thy ſoale, 
Deſ. Talke you of killing ? 
Oth, I, Idoe- 
| Deſ. Then Heaven have mercy on mee. 


” — 


d2 


vs at. 
8 —_— Ts FINES _. 72. ets on. ”- 
—_ —— —_ _—_— "_ CPI—y _—_— WW T 

_— " 


- 


| 356 


The Tragedy of Othello 


— th. 


Oth. Amen, withall my heart. : 
Deſ. If you fay ſo, I hope you will not kill me, 
Oth, Humb. 
Def. And yetI feare you : for you're fatall then 
W hen your eyesrowle fo. | 
W hy 1 ſhould feare, I know not, 
Sinee guiltiniefſe I know not : But yetI feele I feare, 
Otch, Thinke on thy finnes, 
Def. They arelove I beare to yous 
Oth. I, and for that thou dy'ſt . | 
Def. That deaths unaturall, that kils for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether-lip ? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame : 
Thele are portents : but yet I hope, 1 hope, 
They doe not point on me. 
Oth, Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def. 1 will ſo : Whats the matter ? 
 _ Oth, That Handkerchiete 
Which I ſo loy'd, and gave thee, thou gau'ſt to Caſſis. 
Deſ: No by my life, and ſoule : ſend tor the man, 
And aske him. : 
Oth. Sweet ſoule, take heed, take heed of Perjury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Deſ. 1, but not yet to dye. 
Oth. Preſently. 
Therefore confcfle thee freely of thy ſinne : 
Fer te deny each Articie with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choake the {trong Conception 
That I doe grone withall. Thouartto dyc. 
Deſ. Oh heaven have mercy on me» 
Oth, I ſay, Amen 
Def. And have you mercy too. I never did 
Offend you in my life : never lov'd Cato, 
But with ſuch generall warranty of heaven, 
AST might love. Inever gave bim Token. 
Oth, By heaven'T ſaw my Handkerchicfe inshand. 
O periur'd woman, thou doſt ſtone my heart, 
And makeſt mecall, what I intend to doe 
A Murther, which TI thought a Sacrifice. 
I ſaw the Handkerchife, 
Def: He found it then : 
I never gave it him : Send for him hither : 
Let him confeflca truth. 
Oth. He hath confeſt: 
Deſ: W hat my Lord ? 
Oth. That he hath vs'd thee, 
Def. How ? unlawfully ? 
oth, 3 
De/. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No: his mouth is ſtopp'd : 
Honeſt 7ago hath tane order fort. 
Def. Oh, my feare interprets. W hat is he dead? 
Oth. Hadall his haires binlives, my great Revenge 
Had tomacke forthemall. 
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oth. Out Strumpet:weep'ſt thou for him to my face ? 
Deſ. Obaniſh me, my Lord, but kiil me not. 
Oth. Downe Strumpet. 
Def. Kill me tomorrow, let me live tonight. 
Oth. Nay, jf you ſtrive. 
Deſ. But halfe an houre. 
Oth. Being done, there is no pawſe. 
Def. But whilelI ſay one prayer. 
Oth. It is too late, 
e/Emiliaatthe doore; 
e/Enmil. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa? 


_ 


Smethers hey. 


| 


—_— 


| 


| O, I were damn'd bencath all depth in hell: 
|. But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 


—_ 


My Lord, my Lord. 
Oth,W hat noiſe is this? Not dead? 
I that amcruell, am yet mercifull, 
I would not have thee linger inthy paine ? 
30, {o. 
e/Emsl. withis, What hea ? my Lord, my Lord? + 
Oth. Whos there? 
e-Zmil, Oh good my Lord, 1 would ſpeake a word 
with you. 
Oth. Yes : tis e/Emilia : by and by. Shes dead. 
Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeake of Cafſios death : 
Thenoiſe was high. Hah, no more mooving ? 
Stillas the Grave. Shall the come in? Wert geod ? 
I thinke ſhe ſtirresagaine. No, whats beſt todoe ? 
If ſhe comein, ſhell ſure ſpeake to my wite : 
My wife, my wife : what wife ?I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! Oh heavy houre ! 
Me thinkes, it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sunne, and Moone : and that th'affrighted Globe 
Did yawneat Alteration. 
e/Emit. TI doe beſcech you 
That I may ſpeake with you. Oh good my Lord. 
Orth. 1 had forgot thee ; oh come ine/Emilia. 
Sott, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 
Where art thou? Whats the matter with thee now? 
Etter o/Emilta. 
: Emil. Oh my good. Lord, yonders foule Murthers . 
one. 
Otrh. What ?now? 
e-Emil. But now, my Lord, 
Orh. Itis the very error of the Moone, 
She comes more neerer Earth then ſhe was wont, 
And makes menmad. > 
e/Emil, Caſſio, my Lord, hath killd 
A voung Venetian, calld Rodorige. 
Oth. Rodorago killd ? and Coſſio killd ? 
e/£mil, No, Caſſio is not killd. 
Oth. Not Caſſis killd? Then Murthers out of tune, 
And {weet Revenge growes harſh. 
De/. O falſcly, falſely murder'd. 
e/Emil. Alas | what cry is that ? 
Oh That? W hat ? 
e/Emil, Our, and alas, that was my Ladies voyce, 


not yet quite dead 


Helpe, helpe hoa, helpe, Oh Ladie ſpeake againe, | 


Sweet Deſdemona, oh ſweet Miſtris, ſpeake. 
Def. Aguiltleſſe death Idye. 
e/£mil. Oh who hath done this deed ? 
Def. No body : 1 my ſelfe, farewell : 
Commend me to my kind Lord : oh farewell. 
Oth. Why how ſhould ſhe be murdred ? 
e/Ewmil. Alas; who knowes ? 
Oth. You heare her ſay her ſelfe, it wasnot I. 
«/Emil. She ſaid ſo: I muſt needs report the truth. 
Oth. Shes like a Lyar gone to burning hell, 
Twas I that killd her. 
_ eEmil. Oh the more Angell ſhe, and you the blacker 
Divell. 
Oth. She turn'd to folly : and ſhe wasa whore. 
e/Emil. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art adivell. 
Oth. She was falſe as water. | 
e/Emil.* Thouart raſh as fire, toſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heavenly true. 
Oth. Caſſie did top her : Aske thy husband clc, 


> 


To thisextremity. Thy husband knew it all: 
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 e/Emil. My busband? 
Oth. Thy husband. 
Emil, That ſhe was falſc to Wedlocke ; 
Oth. I, with {aſs : had ſhe bin true, . 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world, 
Of one entyre and perfe& Chryſolite, 
Id not have ſold her for it. 
e/Emil. My husband ? 
Oth. I, twas he that told me on her firſt, 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
Thar ſtickes on filthy deeds, 
Emil. My husband ? 
Oth. What needs this iterance, Woman®e 
I ſay, thy husband. 
Emil. Oh Miſtris, 
Vilany hath made mockes with love : 
My husband fay ſhe wasfallſe ? 
* Oth. He, woman ; | | 
I ſay thy husband: Doſt underſ}and the word ? 
My friend, thy husband ; boneſt, honeſt /ago» 
Emil. it he ſay ſo, may his pernicious Soule - 
Rot halfea graine aday : helyestoth'heart, 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy Bargaine. 
Oth. Hah? 
e/Emil, Doe thy worlt : : 
This deede of thine isnomor e worthy heaven, 
. Thenthou waſt worthy her. 
Oth, Peace, you were beſt. 
e£mil. Thou haſt not halfethat power to do& me 
AST have tobe hurt. Oh gull, oh dolt, (harme 
As ignorant asdurt : thou haſt done a deed 
(I care not for thy Sword) Ile make thee knowne, 
Though I loft twenty lives, Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe : 
The Moore hath kill'd my Miſtris. Murther,murthere 


Euter Montane, Gratiano, and Iago. 


Moy, What is the matter ? How now generall ? 
e Emil. Oh, are you come, apo : you have done well, 
Thar men mult lay their Muy thers on your necke. 
Gra. What isthe matter ? 
e/Emnl. Diſprove this Villaine, if thou be'ſt a man, 
He fayes, thou toldſt him that his wife was falſe : 
I know thou didft not : thou'rt not ſucha Villaine. 
Speake, for my heart is full. 
Tage. I told him whatIthought, 
Andtold no more 
Then what he found himſelfe was apt, and true. 
e/Emil.. But did you ever tell hin, 
She was falſe e 
Iago. I did, 
e/Emil. Youtold a Lye, an odious damned Lye: 
Vpon my.foule, a Lye ;za wicked Lye. 
Shee falſe with {aſ/to ? 
Did you fay with Caſſto ? 
lago, With Cefſio, Miftris, 
Goe to, charme your togue. 
e/Em1l, I will not charme my Tongue ; 
I am bound toſpeake, 
My Miitris hcere lyes murthered in her bed. 
AJ. Oh heavens, forcfend, 
e/Emil. And your reports have ſet the Murder ot. 
Oth, Nay ſtarenot Maſters, 
It is true indecd;: | 
Gra. Tisa itrange Truth. 
Mon. O monſtrous At. 


i. 


—Y 


| Ithinke upont, I thinke: Iſmel't: O Villany : 


| AndI did giv't my busband, 


' Oh mur&'rous Coxcombe, what ſhould ſuch a foole 


| For tis a datuned Slave. 


e/Eil, Villany, villany, villayy : 


I thought ſo then : Ile kill my ſelfe tor gricte, 
O villany | villany ! | 
{ago. What, arc youmad? 
I charge you get you home.  _ 
Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me havye leave to ſpeake: 
Tis proper I obey him ; but net now : 
Perchance [ago, I wilnere got home» 
Oth. Oh, oh, oh, 
e/£mh, Nay, lay thee downe and roare : q 
For thou haſt killd the ſweeteſt innocent, 
That ere did lift up eyc« 
Oth. Oh ſhe was fowle ! 
Tſcarſe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
Whoſe breath (indeed ) theſe hands bave newly ſtopp'd: 
I knozy this acte ſhewes horrible and grim, * 
Gra. Poore Deſdemon : 
I am glad thy father's dead, 
Thy Match was morrall to him ; and pifre griefe 
Shore his oldthred in twaine.Did he livenow, 
This fight would make him doe a deſperate turne : 
Yea, curſe his better Angell from hts ſige, 
And fall to Reprobance. 
Oth. Tis pittifull; but yet [ago knowes, 
Thar ſhe with C/o bath the act of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed, Caſio confeſt it, 
And ſhedid gratifie his amorous workes 
Wirth that Recognizance and pledge of Love 
Which I firſt gave her : I ſaw it in his hand: 
It was a Handkerchiefe, an Antique Token | 
My father gave my Mother. | | 
e/Emil. Oh hcaven ! oh heavenly Powers ! 
Iago: Come, hold your peace. | 
e/Emil. Twill ont, twill out. I peace? 
No,I will ſpeake asliberallastLe North, 
Let heaven, and Men, arid Civcls, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yer Ile ſpeake, , 
lago, Be wile and get you home. 
e/Emil, I will not, 
Gra. Fye, your Sword upon a Woman. 
e/Emil. Oh thou dull Moore, 
That HanJkerchiefe thou ſpeak'it of 
I found by Fortune, and did give my husband : 
For often, with a ſolemne earncſtneſle, 
(More then indecd belong'd to tucha Trifle) 
He begg'd of me; ro ſteale'r. 
ago. Villanous W hore. 
e/Emil. She give it Caſſio? No, alasI found it, | 


Lago. Filth, thou lycit, | 
e/Emil, By heaven I doe not, Idoenot Centlemen ; 
Doe with ſo good a wife ? 
Oth, Are there no ſtones in heaven, 
But what ſerves for the Thunder ? 
Precious Villame. 
Gre. The woman falles : | 
Sure he hath killd his Wife, | 
e/Emil. I,1; oh lay me by my Miſtris fide, 
Gra. Hes gone, but hjs wifes kilid. | | 
Afont. Tisa notorious Villaine: take you this weapon 
WhichI have recover'd from the Iloore: 
Come guard the doore without, ler him not paſſe, 
But kill him rather. Ile afterthat ſame villaunc, 
Ex. 
Oth, | 
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' The T ragedy of Othello 


Oth. Tam not valiant neither : 
But every Puny whipſter gets my Sword. 
But why ſhould honor out-live honeſty ? 
Let it goeall. 

e/Emil, What did thy Song boad Lady ? 
Hearke, canſt thou heare me ? I willplay the Swan, 
Anddye in Muſicke : Willough, Willough, Willough. 
Moore, (he was chaſte : She lov'd thee, cruell Afeore: 
So come my ſoule to bliſſe, as I ſpeake true ; 
So ſpeaking as I thinke, alas, Idye. 

Oth. I have another weapon inthis Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper : 
Oh heere it is: Vakle I muſt come forth. 

Gre. If thou attempt it, it willcoſt thee deere; 
Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer. 

Otb. Looke in upon me then, and ſpeake with me, 
Or naked asI amT will afſaultthee. 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

Oth. Beh@ld, I have a weapon : 
Abetter never did it ſelfe ſuſtains 
V pon aSouldiers Thigh. I have ſcene theday, 
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 
T have made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your ſtop. But (oh vaine boaſt) 
Who cancontroll hisfate? Tis not ſonow. | 
Be not affraid, though you doe ſee me weapon'd : 
Heere is my journies end, beere is my but 
And very Sea-marke of my utmoſt Salle. 
Doe you goc backe di{maid? T is a loſt feare * 
Man but a Ruſh againſt Ozhello's breſt, 
And he retires. Where ſhould Ozhe{o goe ? 


| Now : how doſt thou looke now ? oh ill-Starr'd wench, 


Pale asthy Smocke : when we ſhall meete at compt, 
This looke of thine will kurle my ſoule from Heaven, 
And fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girle ? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slave ! 
Whip meyeDivels, 

From the poſſelion of this heavenly ſight + 

Blow me about in windes, roaſt me in Sulphure, 
Waſh me in ſteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire, 

Oh Deſdemon ! dead Deſdemsn : dead. dead. Oh, oh ! 


Enter Lodovico, Caſſio, Montane, ard Tags, 
with Officers. 

Lod, Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate man? 

Oth, Thats he that was Othello; heerel am. 

Led. Where isthat Viper ? 
Briog the Villaine forth. 

Oth, I looke downe towards his fect ;but thats a fable, 
If that thou beeft a divell, I cannet killthee. 

Led. Wrench his Sword from bim. 

age. I blecd Sir, bur not kill'd. 

Oth. Tam not ſorry neither, Ild have thee live 
For in my ſenſe, tis bappineſſe to dye. 

Lod. Ohthou Othello, that w:s once fo good, 
Falne inthe practſe of a curſed Siave, 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee. 

Oth. Why any thing : 
An honorable Murderer, if you will : 
For nought I did in hate, butall in Honor, 

Lod. This wretch hath particoyfeſt his Villany : 


Did youand he conſent in Cſ/is's death. 


Oth. I . ; 
Ca/. Deere Generall, I never gave you cauſe, 
Oth. Idoe beleve it, and I aske your pardon : 


: Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Divell, , 


—_—. 
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Why he hath thus enſnar'd my ſoule and body. 
ſag. Demand me nothing: what you know, you know: 
From this time forth, I-never will ſpeake word. 
Lad. What? notto pray? 
Gra. Torments will ope yourlips. 
Otch. Well, thou doſt beſt. | 
Lod, Sir, 
You ſhall underſtand what hath hefalne, 
(Which, as Ithinke, you know net) heere isa Letter 
Found in the pocket of the ſlaine Roderigo, 
And heere another, the one of them imports 
The death of Caſio, to be undertooke 
By Roderego, 
Oth, O Villaine ! 
( 4/i. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt groſſe. 
Lod. Now, heeres another diſcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too : and this it ſeemes 
Roderigo meant C have ſent thisdamned villaine : 
But that (belike) ego inthe interim 
Came in, and ſatisfi'd him. 
Oth, Oh thou pernitious Caitiffe ; . 
How came you (( ſo) by that Handkerchicfe 
hat was my wives? © 
Cafſi, Itound it in my Chamber : 
And he himlſeife confeſt it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a ſpeciall purpoſe, 
Which wrought to hisdefirc. 
Oth. O fodle, foole, foole ! - 
Caſſe, There is belides, in Rodersgos Letter, 
How he upbraipes /ago, thathe made him 
Brave me upon the Watch : whereon it came 
ThatT was caſt: and even but now he ſpake 
(Afcer long ſeeming dead) Jago hurt him, 
[ago (et him on. 
Log. You muſt forſakethis roome, and goe with us ; 
Your Power, and your command is rakenoff, 
And Caſſiorules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhallbe his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 
Till thar the Nature cf your faulc be knowne 
Tothe Venetian State. Come, bring away. 
Oth, Softyou ;a word or two before you goe : 
I have done the State ſome ſervice,and they knowt : 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall thelc unlucky deedsrelate, 
Speake of me, asI am. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor ſet downe cughtin malice. 
Then muſt you ſpeake, 
Of one thatlov*d not wiſely, but too well : 
Ofone, not caſily Icalious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extreame : Of one, whoſe hand 
(Like the baſe Indian) threw a Pearleaway 
Richer then all his Tribe : Of one, whoſe ſubdu'dEyes, 
Albeitunuſed tothe melting moode, 
Drop teares as faſt as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gumme. , Ser you downe this : 
And fay beſides, that in eMeppo once, 
Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 
I tooke by th'throat the circumciſed Dogge, 
And {mote him, thus. 
Lod. Oh bloddy period. 
Gre. All that is ſpoke is marr'd. 
Oth. I kiſt thee,ere I kill'd thee : No way but this, 
Killing my ſelfe, to dye upon a kiſſe, Dyes. | 
Caſſio. 
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Caſſi- This didI feare,bnt thought he had no weapon: 
For he wasgreat of heart. 
Lod. OhsS Dogge : 
More fell then Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea : 
Lookeon the Tragicke Loading of this bed : 
This is thy worke : 
The Object poyſons ſight, 


Let it be hid. Grat54n0, keepethe houſe, 

And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Hfoore, 

For they ſucceede on you. To you, Lord Governor, 
Remaines the Cenſure of this helliſh villaine ; 

The time; the place, the torture, oh inforce it : 

My ſelfe will ſtraight aboord, and to the State, 


This heavy AR, with heavy heart relate, Exennt, 


AC 


CY the More. 


Brabantio, Father #0 Deſdemona, 
Caſhio, An honourable Lieutenant. 
Iago, 4 Yillaine. 

Rodorigo, A guld Gentleman. 
Dake of Venice, 

Senators, 

Montano, Gowernenr of Cyprus, 


THE _— 


TORS 


N A MES. 


| Gentlemen of Cyprus. 


Lodovico, 4d Gratiano, 330 Noble Venetians; 
Saylors, 
Clown, 


nd... Ao. 


Deſdemona, rife to Othello, 
Emilia, Wife to Jago. 
Bianca, A CurteFan; 
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Anthony, and Cleopatra. 


OF 


Atlus Primus. Scaena Prima, 


Emer Demetrins ,and Philo. 


Philo. 
WAY Ay, but this dotage of our Generall 
& Pp Orc-flowes the meaſare : thoſe his goodly eyes 
1 That o're the files and Muſters of the Warre, 
Haveglow'd like piated Mars : 
Now bend, now turne 
The Oihce and Deyotion of their view 
Vpon a Tawoy Front. His Captaines heart, 
W hich in the ſcuffles of great fights hath built 
The Buckles on his breſt, rencages ail temper, 
And is become the Bellowesand the Fan 
To coole a Gyphies Luſt. 
Emer eAnthony, Cleopatra, her Ladies; the 
Traine, with Eunuchs fan- 
nmg ber. 
Looke where they come : 
Take but good note, and you ſhall ſce in him 
Therriple Pillar of the world transfarm'd 
Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and ſee. 

Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much. 

e Ant. Theres beggery in the love that can be reckon'd 

Cleo.[le fer a bourne how farre to be belov'd. 

&#nt. Then muſt thou needes find out new heaven, 
new Earth. | : 
Enter a Meſſ:nger. 

AMeſ. Newes (my good Lord) from Rome. 

eAnt. Rate me, the ſumme. 

Cleo, Nay hearc them eAuthony. 
Falviaperchance isangry : Or who knowes, 
If the ſcarſe-bearded { ſar have not ſent 
Ris powerfull Manaate ro you. Poe this, or this; 
Take in thar Kingdoae, and infranchiſc that : 
Perform't, or elſe we dimne thee, 

Ant. How, my Love ? 

{teo. Perchance ? Nay, and molt like ; 
You muſt not ſtay heere longer, your difmiſſion 
Is come from Ceſar, therefore heare it Anthony. 
Wheres Fulvizs Proceſic? ({fars I would fay ) both ? 
Call in the Mefſengers : As I am Egypts Queene, 
Thou bluſheft 4»tbony, and that blood of thiie 
Is (efars homager : cl'e ſothy checke payes ſhame, 
When ſhrill-tongu'd Fulvia (co'ds. The Meſſengers. 

Ant, Let Romein Tyber met, and the wide Arch 
Ofthe raing'd Empire fail : Hceere is my ſpace, 
| Kingdomes are clay : Our dungy carthalike | 


= | 


Feeds Beaſt as Man ; the Nobleneſſe of life 

Is to doe thus : when ſuch a mutuall paire, 

And fuch a twaine can doo't, in which I bind, 

On paine of puniſhment, the world to weete 

We itand up Peerelefle. | | 
Cleo. Excellent falſhood ; 

Why did he marry Futvia, and nct love her ? 

ile ſcemethe Foole Iam not. Anthony will be himſelfe, 
e-Lnr. Builtirr'd by Cleopatra. 

Now for the love of love; and her ſoft houres, 

Lers not confound the time with Conterence harſh ; 

Theres not a minute of our lives ſhould ſtretch 

Without ſome pleaſure now. W hat ſport tonight? 
Clo. Heare the Ambaſladors. | 
eAvut. Fyc wrangling Queene ; | 

W hom every thing becomes, to chide, tolaugh, 

To weepe: whole every pailion fully irives 

 Tomake it {clfc (in Thee) faire, and aumir'd. 

No Meſſenger bur thine, and all alone, to night 

We'il wander through the ſtreets, 22d nace 

The qualities of people, Come my Q:tccnc, 

Laſt night you aid deſire it. Speake not t'> us. 

| Exenm with the Trawme 

Dem. Is Ceſar with Anthoice p:icdiof{)/ght? 
Phite. Sir ſometimes when he is not. frghony, 


| He comes too ſhort of that great Propcity 


"Which ftiil ſhould goe with 4nr-0-7, 


Lyar, who thus ſpeakes of him ar Rome:but I will hope 
of better deeds to morrow. Reſt you kappy. Exemnnt. 


Emery Enobarbus, Lamp 191, a Southſater, Rannins Lucilt- 
14, Charmiay, Iras, Mardian the Eunuch, 
and Alexas, 


(har. L. Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexa, 
a'moit moſt abſolute Alexas, wheres the Sootbiayer that 
you prais'd foto th'Quveene? Oh that { knew this Hus- 
_ which you ſay, muſt chacge his hornes with Gat- 
ands. 

alex. Soothlayer. 

So:th. Your will ? 

Char. 1s this the Man? Is't you ſir that know things ? 

Serb. In Natures infinite booke of Secrecy, alictle I 
can read. 

At-x. Shew him your hand. 


Ez0b. Bring 11 che Banker quickly : Wine —_ 
fe 


he 


Dems. Tam fall torry, that be approves the common | 


{ 


. 


| 


il. 


_ 


A, nthony and Cleopatra. | 


Ce 


Cleopatra health to drinke. 

Char. Gocd fir, give me good Fortune. 

Sooth, I makenot, but force. 

Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

| Sooth, Yeu ſhall be yet farre fairerthen you are« 

Char, He meanes in fleſh. 

1r a4. No, you ſhall paint when ye are old. . 

Char. Wrinkles forbid. 

Alex, Vex not his preſcience, be attentiue. 

Char. Huſh. 

Sooth, You ſhall be more beloving, then beloved. 

(ar. I had rather heate my Liver withdrinking- 

Alex, Nay, heare him. 

Char. Good now ſome excellent Fortune. Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forefioone, and Widdow 
them all ; Let me have a Childat fifty, to whom Herod 
of Iewry may doe Homage. Finde me to marry me with 
Ofavim Ceſar, and companion me with my Miltris. 

Sooth. You ſhall out-live the Lady whom you ſerve. 

Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better then Figs. 

Soorh, You have ſcene and proved a fairer former for- 
tune, then that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have nonames : 
Prethee how many Boyes and Wenches muſt I have. 

Sooth. Tf every of your wiſhes had a wombe, and fore- 
tell every wiſh, a Million, 

Char, Out Foole, Lforgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. Youthinke none but your ſheets are privy to 
your wiſhes. | 

Char. Nay come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. | 

Enob, Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to night, ſhall 
be drunketo bed. 

* Iras. Theres a Palme preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elle. 
( har. B'ne as the ore-flowing Nylus preſageth Fa- 
mine. 

Iras. Goe you wild Bedfellow, you eannot Soothſay. 

Char. Nay, ifan oyly Palme be not a fruitfull Prog- 
noſtication, I cannot icratch mine care. Prethee tell her 
but a worky day Fortune. 

Sooth, Your Fortanes are alike. | 

Iras. But how,but how,give me particulars. 

Soath. I] have ſaid. * | 

Iras, Am I not an inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 

(har, Well,if you were but an unch of Fortune better 
than I : where would you chooſe it. . 

Iras, Not in my kusbands Noſe. 

Char. Our worler thoughts heavens mend. 

eAlexas. Come,his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
marry a woman that cannot go,{weet ſis, I beſecch thee, 
and ]et her dye too, andgive hima worſe, and let worſe 
follow worſe.till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good 1/s heare me this 
Prayer,though thou deny me a matter of more waight : 
good js I beſeech thee. 

Char. Amen,deere Goddefſe, heare thatprayer of the 
people, Foeras it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly ſorrow, to behold a 
foule Knave uncuckolded ; Therefore deare {is keepe de- 
corums, and Fortune him accordingly, * 

(har. Amen. 
eflex, Loenow, if it lay in their hands tomake me a 
Cuckold, they would make themſelves Whores ,” but 
they'Id doo't. | 
Enter Cleopatra, 
Eno, Hufh,here comes eAnthony, 


(. har, Not he,the Queene. 
Cleo, Sawyou my Lord ? 
Enob, No Lady. 
C 7co. Was henot here ? 
Char, No Madame» 
C lev. He was diſpog'd to mirth,bur on the ſodaine 

A Roman thought hath ſtrooke him. 

Enobarbus ? 
Eneb. Madam. 
Cle. Seeke him,and bring him hither:where's Alexa? 
Alex. Here at your ſervice- 

My Lord approaches, 


| 


Enter Anthony with a CMeſſenger, 
(1!eo, We willnot looke upon him - 
Goe with us. 
Meſſen. Fuluiathy Wie, 
Firſt came into the Field. 
Ant. Againft my Brother Z#c:me, 
Meſſ. I,but ſoone that Warre had end, 
And the rimes ftate 
Made friends of them,joynting their force *gainſt Ceſar. | 
W hoſe better iſſue in the warre from Italy, 
Vpon the firſt encounter draye them. 
eAnt, Well,what worlt. 
Ateſſ. The nature of bad newes infeAs the Teller. 
Ant, When it concernes the Foole or Coward : On. 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. Tis thus, 
W ho tels me true,though in his Tale lyc death, 
I heare him as he flatter'd. | 
Meſs Labiemes (this'is ſtiffe-newes) 
Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended Aſia : from Euphrates his conquering 
Banner ſhooke, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Ionia, whilſt 
Ant. Anthony thou would fay. 
AMeſ. Oh my Lord. 
Ant. Speake to me home, 
Mince not the generall tongue, name 
Cleopatra as ſhe iscall'd in Rome : 
Railethou in Fa4vis's pbraſe, and taunt my faults 
With ſuch full Licenſe, as both Trath and Malice 
Have powerto utter. Ohthen we bring forth weeds, 
When our quicke windes lye ſtill, and our illes told us 
Is as our caring: fare thee well awhile. 
Af. At your Noble pleaſure. 
Enter another Meſſenger, | 
Ant. From Scicion how the newes? Speake there. 
I Hef. The man from Scicion, 
Isthere ſuch an one ? 
2. Meſ, He ſtayes uponyour will. 
Ant, Let himappeare : | | 
Theſe ſtrong Egyptian Fetters I muſt breake, 
Orlooſe my (clfe in datage. 


Exennt. 


Exit Meſſenger, | 


Enter amther Meſſenger with # Letter, 


What are you? Rena s 

3 Meſ. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

ent. Where dycd (he, 

Meſ. In Scicien, her length of licknefle, 
With whatelſe more ſerious, 

Importeth thee to know, this beares, 
| Ant. Forebeare me | | 

Theres a great Spirit gone, thus did T defire it: 


| What our contempts doe often hurle from us, Fr 
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We with it oursagaine. The preſentpleaſure, 
By revolution lowring,does become 
The oppoſite of it ſeife : ſhe's good being gon, 
The hand could plucke her backe,thar ſhoy'd her on. 
I muſt from this Queene breake off, 
Ten thouſand harmes,more than the 1lles I know 
| My tdlenefſe doth hatch. 
Emer Enobarbus, 
How now Enobarbus. | 

Ero. Whats your pleaſure, Sir? 

Anth, I muſt with haſte from hence, 

Eno. Why then we killa!l our Women. We ſee how 
mortall an unkindneſle is to them, itthey ſuffer our de- 
 parture death 's the word. 

eAnt, I muſt be gone. 

Eno, Vnder a compelling an cccafion, let women dye. 
It were pitty to caſtthem away for nothing, though be- 
tweene them and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſtecmed 
nothing. (eoparracatching but the leaſt noyle of this, 
dycs inſtantly ; I have ſeene her, dye ruenty times upon 
farre poorer moment:I do think there is mettle in death, 
which commitsſome loving ate upon her, ſhe hathſuch 
a celcrity in dying, 

Ant. She is cunning paſt mans thought. 

Eno, Alacke fir no, her paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 
and waters, fighes and teares : They arc greater ſtormes 
and Tempeſts then Almanackes can report. This cannot 
becunning in her ; if itbe, ſhe makesa ſhowre of Raine 
as well as Iove. 

eAnt. Would I bad never ſ{eencher. 

Eno. Oh fir, you had then left unſeene a wonderfull 
peece of worke; which notto have beene bleſt withall, 
would have diſcredited your Travail. 

eAst. Fulvia is deeds 

Eno. Sir. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Fulviat 

Ant. Dead. 


Eno. Why fir, give the godsa thankefull Sacrifice : 


when it pleaſcth their Deities to take the wife ofa man 
from him,it ſhewes to manthe Tailors of thecarth:com- 
forting thercin, that when old Robes are worne our, 


' there are members to make new. If there were no more | 


' Women but Falvi4, then had you indeed a cut, and the 
caſe to be lamented : This griefe is crown'd with Conſo- 
lation, your old Smocke brings feurth a new Petticoate, 
| and indeed the tcares live inan Onion, that ſhould water 
this ſorrow. 

Aer. The buſineſſe ſhe hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my abſencc. 

Emo, And the bufineſle you have broach'd heere can- 
not be without you, eſpecially that of (opatras, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

eAnt, No morelike Anſwers : 

Let our Officers 

| Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall breake 

' Thecauſc of our Expedience tothe Queene, 
And get her love to part. For not alone 
Thedeath of Fs/vie, with more vrgent touches 
Doe ſtrongly ſpeake tous : but the Letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 

'Petirion us at home. Sextns P ompeins 

| Hath given the dare to {2/ar, and commands 

The Empire ofthe Sea. Ourllippery people, 

{ Whoſe Love is never link'd tothe deſerver, 


- 
_— S ik _ a” 
4 —_— 


| Art turn'd the greater Lyar. 


Till bis deſerts are paſt, begin tothrow 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignitics 
Vpon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power, 
Higher then both in blood and life, ſtands up 
For the maine Souldier.- Whoſe quality going on, 
The ſides oth'world may danger. Much 1s breeding, 
Which like the Courſers heire; hath yet bur life, 
And not a Serpents poyſon. Say ou: pleaſure, 
Toſuchwhole place is under us,requires 
Our quicke remove from hence. 

Ezo. I thail door. Exenn, 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, eAlexas, and Ir as, 


(lee. Whereis he? 
Char. I did not ſec him fince. 
Cleo. Sec where he is, 
W ho's wich him, what he does : 
I did not ſend you. If you finde him fad, 
Say 1 am dauncing: if1n Myrth, report 
That 1am ſodaine ficke. Quickly, andreturne. | 
Cher. Madam, me thinkes if you did love him deerely 
You doe not hold the method, to enforce 
I helike from him. | 
Cleo. W hat ſhould I doceI doenot? - 
Ch.Incach thing give him way,crofſe him in nothing. 
Cleo, Thou teacheſt like a foole : the way to loſe him. | 
Char. Temprt him not ſo too farre, I wiſh forbeare, 
Intime we hate that which wwe often feare. 
Enter Anthony. 
But heere comes Anthony. 
Cleo. Tam licke, and ſullen. 
Ant. 1am ſorry to give breathing to my purpoſe. 
(!ee. Helpe me away deere Charmian, 1 ſhall fall, 
It cannot be rhus long, the ſides of Nature 
Will not ſaſtaine ir. 
Ant. Now mydeereſt Queene. 
Cleo. Pray you ſtand farther from me, 
Ant. Whats the matter ? | 
( feo.T know by that ſame cyetheres ſome good newes 
W hat ſaves the married woman you may goc ? 
Would ſhe had never given youlcave to come, 
Ler her not ſay tis I thatkeepe you heere, 
I have no power upon you : Hers you are. 
e2ur, The gods beſt know. 
(eo. Oh never was there Queene 
So mightily betrayed : yet at the firſt 
I ſaw the Treaſons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. | 
(to. Why ſhould Ithinke you can be mine, and true 
(Though you ſwearing ſhake the Throaned gods) 

Who have beene falſe to Falvia? 
Riotous madneſſc, OB 
To be entangled with thoſe mouth-made yowes, 
Which breake themſelves in {wearing. 
Ant. Molt ſweet Queene. ; 
Cl:o. Nay pray you ſeeke nocolour fer your going, 
But bid farewell, and goc: 
When you ſued ſtaying, 
Then was the time for words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lippes, and Eyes, ; 
Blifſe in our browes bent : none our parts ſo poore, 
But wasa race of heaven. They are ſoſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Souldier of the world, 


Am. How now Lady ? 
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| Cle, 1 would tad thy inches hou fhould'ſt know 
' There were a heart in Egypt, | 
Ant, Heare me Queene : 


| The ſtrong neceſſity, of Time,commands 


Our Services a while : but my full heart 
Remainesjn uſe with you, Our Italy, | 
Shines o're with civill Swords ; Sextrie Pomyperns 
Makes his approches to the Portof Rome, 
Equality of two Domefiicke powers, 
Breed {ſcrupulous faRtion: The hated growne to ſtrength 
Are newly growne to Love; The condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich 1n his Fathers honour,creepes apace 
Into the hearts of ſuch,as havenot thrived 
V pon the preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten, 
Ard quietneſlegrowne ſicke of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate change : My more particular, _ 
And thar which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, 
Is Fulvias death, : 

Cle, Though age from folly could not give me freedom 
It does from chuldiſhneſlg, Can Fulvia dye ? 

Ant, Shee's dead my Queene, _ 
Looke herc,and at thy Soveraigne leyture reade 
The Garboyles ſhe awak'd : at the laſt, beſt, 
See when,and where ſhe dycd. 

Cleo, O moli falle love ! 
W here be the ſacred Viols thou ſhoul dit fill 
With ſorrowfull water ? Now I ſee,llee, 
In F=lvias death,how mine recciv'd ſhall be. - 

ent, Quartell nomore,bur be prepar'd to know 
The purpoſes I beare : whichare,or ccaſe,. 
As you ſhall give th'advice, By the fire 
That quickens Nylus flime,l goe from hence 
Thy Souldier,Servant,making Peace or Warre, 
As thou atteſt, 

Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian come, 
Butletir be,I am quickly ill,and well, 
$0 e-/nthony loves, 
ent. My precious Queene forbeare, | ; 

And give true evidence to his Loyc,which ſtands 
An honourable Traail. 

Cleo, So Fulviatold me. 
I prythee turne aſide,and weepe for her, 
Then bid adieyy to me,and fay the teares 


| Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 


Ofexcellent difſembling,and ler it looke 
Like perfe&t honour, 

et, Youl hea: my blood no more? 

Cleo, You candoe better yet ; but thisis meetly. 

Ant, Now by my Sword, 

Cleo, And Target, Still he mends, | 
But this iznot the beſt, Looke prythee Charmianz 
How this Herca/:can Reman docs become 
The carriage of hi> chafe. 

Ant, lleleave yoifLady, 

. Cleo, Coufteous Lord,one word : 
Sir,you and I muſt part,but that's not ir : 
Sir,you and I have loy'd,but there's not it: 
That you know ywell,ſomething it is I would; 
Oh,my oblivion is a very e-Lrthony, 
| And Iam all forgotten, | 

Ant, But that your Royalty | 
Holds Idleneffe your ſubje&,I ſhould take you 
For Idlenefſe it {clfe. 

Cleo. 'Tis ſweating labour, 


| To beare ſuch Idleneſle foneare the heart 


| As Cleopatra this, But vir, forgive mc, 
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Since my becommings kill me, when they do not 
Eye wellto you. Your Honor calls you hence. 
Therefore be deafe tomy unpitticd Folly, 
Andallthe Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 
Sit Law rell'd vitory, and (mooth ſucceflc 
Be ftrew'd before your feete. 

em. Let us go. 
Come : Our ſeparation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding heere, goelt yet with me , 
And I hence flecting, heereremaine with thee. 


AWAay. Exeant, 


Enter Oltaviuu reading 4a Litter, Lepidna, 
end their T raine. 


Ce/. You may ſec Lepidis, and henceforth knows 
It is not Ceſars Naturall vice, to hate 
Onegreat Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is thenewes : he fiſhes, drinkes, and waſtes 
The Latpes of night inreve!'s : Is not more manlike 
Then (Teopatra: nor the Quec te of Prolomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gave audience 
Or did vouchſate rothinke he had Partners. You 
Shall finde there a man, whois thabſtratt of all faults ; 
Thar all men follow. 
Lep. I muſt not thinke 
There are, evils enow to darken all his goodnefle, 
His faulrs in him, ſeeme as the Spots of heaven, 
More fiery by nights Blackneſſe ; Hereditary, 
Rather then purchaſte: what he cannot change, 
Then what he chooſes. : 
Ce/. Youarc too indulgent. Lets grauntitis 
Amiſſe to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy, 
To givea Kingdome for a Mirth, to fir 
And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slave, - 
To reele the ſtreets at noone, and ſtand the Buffet 
With knaves that ſmell of ſweate : Say this becomes him 
(As his compoſure muſt be rare indeed, 
Whom theſe things cannor blemiſh) yet mult eArthony 
No way excuſe his foyles, when we doe beare 
So great walgkt in his Lightneſſe. If he filld 
His vacancy with his Voluptuouſneſſe, 
Full ſurfets, and the drinefle of his bones, 
Call on him for't. But to confound ſuchcime, 
That drummes him from his ſport, and ſpeakes as lowd 
As his one State, and ours, tis to be chid : 
As werate Boyes, who being maturein knowledge, 
Pawnetheir experience to their preſent pleaſure, 
And ſo rebell to judgement. 
Bo Emer a Meſſenzer. 
Lep. Heeres more ncwes. | 
OMe. Thy biddings have beenedone,and every houre 
Moſt Noble Ceſar, ſhalt thou have reporrt 
How tis\abroad. Pompey is ſtrong at Sca, 
Andit appeares, he is beloy'd of thoſe 
That only have feard {2ſar: to thePorts 
Thediſcontents repaire, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd, . 
Cef, 1 ſhould have knowneno leſle, ' 
Itharh.bin taughtus from the primall Rate, 
That he which is, was wiſht,untill he were ; 
And the ebb'd man, ES 
Ne'relov'd, till ne're worth love, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common body 
Like roa Vagobond Flagge upoy the Streame, 
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To rot it ſelfe with motion. 
Hef, Ceſar T bring thee word, 
AMenacratesand Mena famous Py rates 
Makesthe Sca ſerve them, whichthey care and wound 
With keeles of every kind. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Italy, the bordcrs Maritime 
Lacke blood tothinke art, and fleſh youth revolt; 
No Veſlell can peepe forth , but tis as foone 
Fakenas ſeene : for Powpeyes name ſtrikes more 
Then could his Warre reliſted. 
C:ſar. Anthony, 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſailes. When thou once 
Wert beaten from /Yedenes, where thou ſlewlt 
Hir/#s, and Panſa Conſuls, at thy heele 
Did famine follow, whom thcu fought againſt, 
(Though daintilybrought up) with patience more 
Then Savages cortld ſuffers Thou did{tdrinke 
The ſtale of horſesMaad the gi:ded Puddle ; 
Which Beaſts would coughar. Thy pallat then did daine 
The roughcſt Berry, onthe rudeſt ticdge. 
Yea, like the Stagge, when '; 1ow the Paſture ſheets, 
The barkes of Trees thou browſedſt. On the Alpes, 
It is reported thou did cate ſtrange fleſh, = 
Which ſome 61d dye 30 looke on : Andallthis 
(It wounds thine honor that I ſpeake it now) 
Was borne folike a Soutdiour, that thy cheeke 
So muchas lank'd not. 
Lep Tis pity of him. 
C</. Let his ſhames quickely 
Drive him to Rome, tis time wetwaine 
| Did ſhew our ſelves ith'Field, and to thatend 
Aſſemble we immediate counlell, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idlencfſe. 
| LZep. To morrow Ceſar, 
I ball be furnifht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can beable 
To front this preſent time- (well. 
Caf. Till which encounter, it is my buſineſſe roo. Fare- 


Lep. Farewell my Lord, what you ſhall know meanc | 


Ofſtirres abroad, I ſhall buſcech you Sir (time 
To let me be partaker. 
C ef. Doubt not fir, I knew it for my bond; E-exxr. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmain, Ir as, and Mardian, 
Cle. (barmian. 
Char. Madam. 
Cleo. Ha, ha, give me to drinke Mandragoras. 
(bar. Why Madam ? 
(leo. That I might flcepe out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony 1s away. 
Char, You thinke of him too much. 
{leo. Otis Treaſon. 
{/har. Madam, I truſt not ſo.} 
Ceo. Thou, Eunuch 1faradtan ? 
Mar. W hats your highncfle pleaſure ? 
Cleo. Not now to heare thee fing. Itake no pleaſure 
In ought an Eunuch has : Tis well tor thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer thoughts - 
May not flye forth of Egypt, Haſt thou AﬀeRions ? 
Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed ? | | h 
Har. Not indeed Madam, for I can doe nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done : 
Yet haveI fierce Aﬀecions, and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars- 
Cleo. Qh Charmian ; 
Where thinkſt thou he is now ? Stands he, or fies he ? 


—_ 
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Or does he walke 2 Or is he on his Horſe ? 

Oh happy horſe to beare the weight of £Lthony 
Doe bravely horſe, for wor'ſt thou whom thou mooy'ſt 
The demy ef: of this Earth, the Arme ? 
And Burgonet of man. Hes ſpeaking now, 

Or murmuring, wheres my Serpent of old Nyle, 

( For fo he calls me:) Now I feed my ſelfe 

With moſt delicious poyſon. Thinke on me 

Thatam with Phebus amorous pinches biacke, 

And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-fronted (ſar, 

W hen thou wast heere above the ground, I was 

A morlſcll for a Monarke; «nd great Pompey 

Would ſtand and make his ey«s grow in my brow, 
There would he anchor his Aſpet, and dye 

With looking on his life, 


Emer Alexa from Ceſar. 

Alex, Soveraigne of Egypt, hailc. 

Cleo, How much unlike art thou Marke Anthony ? 
Yetcomming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tin& gitded thee. 

How goes it withmy brave Afarke Anthony ? 
Alex. Laſt thing he did (deere Queene) 
He kilt the laſt of many doubled kifles, 
This Oricnt Pearle. His ſpeech ſtickes in my heart: 

Cleo, Mine care mult pluckeitthence. 

Alex. Good fricnd, quoth he: 

Say thc firme Roman to great Egypt ſends 

This treaſure of a1 Oylter : at whoſe foote 

To mend the petty preſent, I willpeece 

Her opulent I hrone, with Kingdomes. All the Eaſt, 
(Say thou)ſhallcall her Miſtris. So he nodded, 

And toberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steed, 

Who neigh'd ſo bye, that 4 hat I would have ſpoke, 
Was bealtiy duimbe by him, 

Cleo, W hat was he lad, or merry? 

Ale.Like to the time oth'yeare, betweene the extremes 
Ot hot andcoid, he was nor ſad nor merry. 

Clo, Oh welldivided ditpoſition : Note him: 
Note him good Charman, tis the man ; but note him. 
He was not fad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merry, 
Which {cem'd to teli them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy, but betweene both, 

Oh hea. cnly mingie | Bee'ſt thou fad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes, 
So do's it n» maneiſe. Metſt thou wy Poſts? 

Alex. 1 Madam, twenty ſeverall Meſſengers. | 
Why doe you ſend ſothicke? 

Cleo, Who's borne that day, when I forget to ſend 
to Anthony, ſhall dye a Begger. Inke and paper (harmi- 
av. Welcome my good e4lexas. Did I Charmian, ever 
love ({ «ſar ſo? 

Char, Oh that brave Ceſar. 

(ke. Bechoak'd with ſuch another Emphafis, 

Say the brave e Anthony, 

Char.. The valiant ( eſar. 

(eo, By Ifis, T will givethee bloody teeth, 
Ifrhou with Ceſar Paragonagaine 
My man of men. 

Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 

I ſing bur after you. 

Clo. My Sallad dayes, 

When I was greene in judgement, cold in blood, 
Toſay, as I ſaid then. But come, away, 
Get me Inkeand Paper, 
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| To draw their ſwords : but how the feare of us , 


| By looſing of our Prayers. 


| Sayes it will come to'th'full. Marks Antbony 
| In Zgypt ſits at dinner, and will make | 


| A mighty ſtrength they carry- 


] Keepe his Braine ing: 
A 


b= 
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he ſhall have everyday ſeverall groeting, or Ile unpeo- | 
| ple Zgypt. \ Exeunt, 
| Enter fomipey, Menecrates , and CMenas tn 
| _ warlihe manner. 
Pom, Tf the grea: gods be jul, they ſhall aſſiſt 
| The deeds of juſteſt men. 
AMene, Know worthy Pompey, that which they do de- 
| lay, they not deny. 
| Pom. Whiles weare ſutors to their Throne , decayes 
the thing we ſue for. | 

Mene, We ignorant of our ſelves. 
Begge often our owne harmes, which the wiſe Powers 
Deny us for our good: ſo finde we profit 


Pom. I ſhalldo well: 
The People love me, and the Sea 1s mine; 
My powers are Creſſent,and my Auguring hope 


No warres without doores. Ceſar gets money where 
He looſes hearts: Lepidne flatters both, 
Of both is flatter'd : but he neither loves, 
' Nbr either cares for him. ' 
Mene. Ceſar and Lepidus arc in the field; 


Pom. Where have youthis? Tis falſe. 

Mexe, From Silvau Sir. 
' Pom. He dreames : I know they arc in Rome together | 
Looking for eAnrony: but all the charmes of Love, | 


Let witchcraft joyne with beauty, Luſt with both, 
Tye up the Libertine ina field.ot Feafts, 

Epicurean Cookes, 
Sharpen with cloylefſe fawce his Appetite, 

That ſleepe and feeding may prorogue hisHonour, 
Even till a Lethied dulnefle——— 

Enter Varrins: 


How now Varrim ? | 
Yar. This is molt certaine, that I ſhall deliver : 

Marke Anthony is every houre in Rome 

Expected. Since he went from A&gypt,'tis 


| To ſoftand gentle ſpeech, 


Enter Enobarbis and Lepidiss. 
Lep,Good Enobarbus,tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to intceat your Captaine 


Enob, I ſhall intreat him 
Toanſwerelike himſelfe: if {ſ& move him; | 
Let eAmbony looke over Ceſars head, 
And ſpeake as lowd as Mars. By Iupiter, 
Werc I the wearer of 4n»thonis's Beard, | 
I would not ſhave't to day. | 
Lep. Tisnota rime for private ſtomacking. 
£Eno, Everytime ſerves for the matter that is then | 
borne in't; | 
Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt give way. 
Enop, Not if the ſmall come firſt. 
Lep. Your ſpecchis paſſion : but pray you flirre 
No Embers up. Hcere comesthe Noble 4nthonp. 
Enter «Anthony and Ventiding, 
©n0, And yonder { «ſar, 


Ant. If we compoſe welbhecre, toParthia : 
Hearke Ventidius. 


Zzp. Noble Friends 
Thar which combin'd ns was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner ation rend us. What'samiſle, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triviall difference lowd, we do commit 
Murther1n healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, 
The cather for I earneſtly beſeech, | 
| Touch you the ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt tearmes, 
Nor curſtneſſe grow to'th* matter, 

Ant. Tis ſpoken well : 
| Were we before our Artnes andto fight, 
I ſhould dotlus. 

{e/. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant, Thanke you, 

Ce/. Sit, 

Ant. Sit fir+ 


Ant. 1learne youtake things ill, which are nor fo: 


A {pace for farther travaile, 


A better eare. Menas, 1 did notthinke | 
This amorous Surfettex would have donn'd his Helme 
For ſuch a petty Warre : His Souldierſhip | 
Is twice the other twaine : Butler us reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
Can from the lap of &gypts Widdow, plucke 
Theneere ta rncied Amhony. 

| Mene. I cannot hope, 
Ceſar and Anthony ſhall well greet together 3 
His Wife that's dead, did rreſpaſſes to Ceſar, 
His Brother warr'd apon him, although Ithinke 
\Not mov'd by Anthony, 

Pom. I know not Menas, 

How lefler Enmities may give way to greater, 
 Were't not that we ſtand up againſt them alt: = 
'Twer pregnant they ſhould ſquare betweene themſelves, 
For they have entertained cauſe cnough 


May Ciment their diviſions, and binde up 
The petty difference, we yet not know: 
Beet as our Gods will have't; it onely ſtands 
Our lives upon,to uſe our ſtrongeſt hands, 


Come Menas. Exennt. 


| Or being, concerne yon not. 


Pow. I could have given leſſe matter | Ce/. 1 mult be laught ary if or for nothing, ora little, | 


| Made warres upon me, and their co:tteſtation 


| Thar drew their ſwords with you, did he notrather 


Should ſay my felfe offended, and with you 

Chicfely ch? world, More langhr at, that I ſhould 

Once name youderogateſy : when to ſound your name 

It not concern'd me, | 

- Ant. My being in Egypt Ceſar, what was't to you ? 
Czfſ. No more then my reliding heere at Rome 

Might berto you in Egypt : yetift youthere 

Did praQtife on my (ate, your being in Agypt 


. Might be my queſtion, _.. [ 


ent. How intend you, praQtis'd? 
Ceſ, You may be pleas'd to catchat mine intent, 
By what did heere befall me. Your Wife ard Brother 


Was Thermetor you, you were the word 07 warrce 


Ant,You do miitake your buſineTe,my brother never | 
j 


Did urge me inhis At: I did 1nquireit, 
And have my learning from fome true reports 


Diſcredit my authority with yours, | 
And make the warres alike againſt my ſtomacke, 
Havingalike your cauſe: Of this,my Letters 

Before did fatisfie you. If you patch a quarre!l; 

As matter whole you have to takeit with, ] 


Enter Ceſar, Mecenas, and Aprippa. | 


(<ſar. Idonot know Mecenas, aske Agrippe. | 


 Flonriſhe | 


(ef. Nay then, | E 
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It muſt not be with this. ; . 

Cef. You praiſe your ſelfe, bylaying defefts of judge- 
ment to me : but you patcht up your excuſes. 

Anth. Not ſo, not to: | : 
I know you could not lacke, I am certaineon't, 
Very necellity of this thonght, that | 
Your partner inthe cauſe 'gainſt which he fought, | 
Could not with gracefull cyes attend thoſe Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wite, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 
Thethirdoth' world is yours, which witha Snaffic, 
You may pace ealie, but not ſuch a wife. 

Enobar, Would we hadall ſuch wives, that the men 
might go to Warres with the women. = 

Anth, So muchuncurbable, her Garboiles (Caſa) 
Made out of her impatience : which not wanted 
Shrodeneſle of policie te : I greeving grant, 
Did youtoo much diſquiet, tor that youmuſt, 
Bur ſay Icould not helpe it. | ] Ly 

(ſar. I wroteto you, whenrioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters : and with taunts 
Did gibe myMillive out of audience. == 

Ants Sir, he fell upon me, erc admitted, then: 

Three Kings [ had newly feafted, and did want 
Of whatI wasi'th*morning : but next day 
Itold him of my felfc, which was as much 
As to have askthim pardon. Let this Fellow 
'Benothing of our ſtrife : if we contend 
| Out of our queſtion wipe him. 


which you ſhall never have rqngue to charge me with» 

Lep. Sofc Ceſar. | ; 

ent. No Lepidns,let him ſpeake, 460 
The Honour is Sacred which heralkes on now, 
Suppoling that I lackt it : buton Ceſar, 

The Article of my oath. \».\ 

C2ſa. To lend me Armes, and aide whenT requir'd 
them, the which you both denicd. 

Anth. Neg!eftcdrather, 

And then when poyloned houres had bound me up 
{ From mine owne knowledge, asneerly asI may, 
le play the penitentto you. But mine honeſty, 
Shall not make poore my greatneſſe, nor my power 
Worke without ic. Truth is, that Fulvsa, 
To have me ont of Egypt, made Warres heere, 
For which my ſelfe, the ignorant motive, doe 
So farre aske pardon, as befirs mine Honour 
To ſtoope in ſucha caſe. 

' Zep. Tis Nobly ſpoken. 

Mece. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 
The gricfes betweene ye: to forget them quite. 
Were to remember, that the preſent neede, 

Speakes toattcne you, 

Lep. Wotthy ſpoken CMecernas. 

Enobar. Or if you borrow one anothers Love for the 
inſtant, you may when you heare no more words of 
Pompey retarne it againe : you ſhall have time to wrangle 
in, when you have nothing elſe to doe. 

Amth. Thou arta Souldier, onely ſpeake nomore, 
| Enob, That trueth ſhould be filent, I had almoſt for- 

Do 

Anth, You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeake no 
'MOre. 
|| En0b, Gotothen: your Conſiderate tone, 

(2ſar. 1 doe not much diſlike the matter bur 
The manner of hisſpeech : for'tcannor be, 


| 


(afar. You have broken the Article of your oath, 


| Would cachto other, andall loves toboth, 


| By duty ruminated, 


| To makethis good ? 


j To joyne our kingdomes,and our hearts,andnever 


We {hall remaine in friendſhip, our.conditions = 
So differing in their acts. YerifI knew, | | 
Whar Hoope ſhould hold us ftaunch:from edge to edge 
Ath* world : I would purſue it. 
Agri. Give meleave Ceſar. 
Ce/e Speake Agrippa. | 
Agri. Thou haſt a Siſter by thy Mothers fide, "admir'd 
Ot avia? Great Marke Ambony is now a widdower, 
Ceſ. Say not, ſay Aprippa; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proofe were well deſerved of raſhnefle. 
Anh. Iam not marryed Ceſar: let me heere Agrippa 
further ſpeake. © | 
Agri. To hold you in perpetuallamitie, | 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With anun-ſlipping knot, take e-Anrhony, 
Oitaviato his wife: whoſe beauty. claimes 
No worſe a husband then the beſt of men : 
W hoſe vertue, and whoſe generall graces,ſpeake 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Teloufies which now ſeeme great, 
Andall great feares, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing, Truth's would be tales, 
Where now halfetales be trath's ; her love to both, 


Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 
For *tis a ſtudied,not a preſent thought, 


Amnth, 'Will Ceſar ſpeake ? 
Ceſar.) Not till he heares how 
With what is ſpoke already. | 
Anth. What power is in Agripps, 
IfI would ſay Agripps,be it ſo, 


Amon is zouche, 


( efar. The power of Ceſar, 

And hjs power, unto Ofavia. 
Anth, Mao I never- - 10S 

(To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairely ſhewes) 
Dreawe of impediment: let me have thy hand 
Further this a&tof Grace : and fromthis houre, 
T he heart of Brothers governcin our Loves, 
And ſway our great Defignes. © | 

Cf. There's my hand: 
A Siſter I bequeath you,whome no Brother 
Did ever love ſodeerely. Let her live 


Flieoff our Loves againe. 

Leps. Happily, Amen. ER 

Axt.1did not thinketodraw my Sword againſt Pompey þ 
For he hathlaid ſtrangecourteſics, and great | 
Oflate upon me. I muſt thanke him onely, | 
Leſt my remembrance, ſuffer ill report: 
At heele of that defie him. 

Lepi, Time cals upon's, | 
Of us muſt Pompey preſently be ſought, 
Orelle he ſeekes out us. 

Amb. Where lies he Þ 

Cz: About the Mount-Meſenas 

Amb. What is his ſtrength by land ? 

Cef. Great, and encreafing : 

But by Sea he is an abſolute Maſter. 

Anth. So is the Fame, 
Would we had ſpoke together. Haſt we for it, 
Yetere we put our ſelves in Armes, diſpatch we 
The buſinefle we haveralkt of. 

Ceſ. With molt gladnefle,' 
And do invite you tomy Siſters views 


H—_ 


| Whom nere the word of no woman heard ſpeake, 


And for his ordinary, paies his heart, 
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Whither ſtraight Ile lead you. 
Anth, Letus Lepidiz not lacke your company. 


me. 
Exennt mes. 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecenas, 
Mee, Welcome from AgyptSir. 
Eno. Halfe the heart of {2ſar, worthy Mecenas, My 
honourable Friend Agprippa. 
egrs, Good Enobarbus. 
Mece, We have cauſe tobe glad, that matters are fo 
well digeſted: you ſtayd well by't in Egypt. 
_ , Em, ISir, wedidleepe day out of countenaunce : 
and made the night light with ſdrinking. 
Mece. Eight Wilde-Boars roſted whole atabreak- 
faſt : and buctwelve perſons there. Is this true? 
Evror.This was butas'a Flye by an Eagle : we had amich 
more monſtrous matter of Feait, which worthily defer- 
ved noting. 
Mecenas, She's a moſt triumphant Lady, if report be | 
{quare to her, 
Enab. W hen ſhe fir met Adarke eLnthony , ſhe purſt 
up his heart upon the river of (yds. 
Agri. There ſheappear'd indeed: or my reporter de- 
vis'd well for her: 
Exo. I will tell you, 
[The Barge ſhe fat in, like a burniſht Throne 
Burnt on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sailes : and ſo perfumed that 
The Windes were Love-lickes 
With them the Oares were Silver, 7 
W hich to the tune of Flures kept ſtroke and made 
The water which they beate, to follow faſter : 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her owne perſon, 
Ir >eggerd ail deſcription, ſhe did iye 
in her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiflue, 
O're-picuring that Venus, where we ſce 
The fancie out-worke Nature. On each fide her, 
Stood pretty Dimplcd Boyes, like ſmiling Cupids, 
W ith divers colour'd Fannes whoſe winde did ſeeme, 
To glove the delicate cheekes which they did coole, 
And what they undid did. | 


Lep. Nobld A4mhony , not fickenefle ſhould detaine | 


_— 


| thither. | 


Aegrip. Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, | 
So many Mer-maides tended her 1'th' eyes, 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helme, 
Aſceming Mer-maide ſteeres : The Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-ſotr hands, 
That yarely frame thc oifice. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfuwe hits the ſenſe 
Of the adiacent W harfes, The Ctttie calt 
Her people out upon her : and »Futhory 
Enthron'd Pth* Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiſling to *th' ayre : which but for vacancie, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Nature, 

eprep. Rare Egyptian, 

Eno. Vpon her landing, eathony ſcntto her, 
Invited her to Supper : ſhe replyed , 
It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt : 
Which ſhe entreated, our Conrteous Anthony, 


Being barber'd ten times o're, goestothe Feaſt ; 


For what his eyes cate onely. 


G—————_—_ 


Agri, Royall Wench : 


| Buthe alway 1s Noble... 


And inour ſports my better cunaing faints, 


| Beate mine (in hoopt) at odd's. Twill to Egypt ; 


_Somtimes divide me from your boſome. 


—_——_—— 


She made great Ceſar lay his Sword to bed, 
Heploughed her, and fhecropt. | © 
Eno, Iaw her once © h 
Hop forty Pacesthroughthe publicke ſtreete, 
And having loſt her breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make defeRt, pes fection, 
And breathleſſe power breath forth. 
Ace. Now Anthony, mult leave her utterly. 
Eno. Never he will not ; | 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtome ſtcale 
Heer infinitie variety ; other women cloy 
The appeties they fecede,but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vildeſt things 
Become themſelves 1n her, that the holy Prieſts 
Blefſe her, when ſh: isRiggiſh. 
CMece. If Beauty, Witedome, Modeſty, can ſettle 
The heart of e Anthony : Oftavinis 
A blefied Lottery to him. 
Ayrip, Letus go. Good Enoberbus , make your ſelfe 
my gueſt, whil{t you abide heere. 
Eno. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt, 
Enter e Anthony, ( «ſar, Oflavia betweene them, 
eAntb. The world, and my great ojfice, will 


Ota, All which time, before the Gods my knee ſhall 
bowe my prayers to them for you. 
Anth. Goodaight Sir. My Ofavia 
Read notmy blemiſhes in the worlds report ; 
I have not kept my {quare, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th Rule : good night deere Lady : 
Otta, Good night Sir, 


(ft, Goodmght. 
Enter Soathſayer. 


*Anth. Now firrah: you do with your ſelfe in Egypt ? 
Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 


Exit, 


Aut. If you can, your reaſon ? 

Soorh. 1 tee itinmy motion : have itnot in my tongue, 
But yet hie you to Egypr againe. 

Antho, Say tome, whole Fortunes ſhall riſe higher, 
(<ſars or mine ? 


Soor. Cefars,Therefore (oh Anthony) tay not by his fide | 


Thy Dzmon (that's thy fpirit which keepes thee) is 
Noble, Couragtous, high unmatchable, 
W hare Ceſars is not,' But neere him thy Angell 
Becomes afeare : as being o're-powr'd, and therefore 
Make ſpace enough vetwcene you. 

e-Mnth. Speake this 10 more, 

Sooth, To none but thee no more, but when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any game, . 
Thou art ſure to loofe : And of that Natura!llucke. 
Hebeates thee 'gainſt the odJes. Thy Luſter thickens, 
When he ſhines by : I fay againe, thy ſpirit 
Is all affraid to governe thee neere him : 


Arth. Getthee gone: 
Say to YentidueaT would ſpeake with him. 
He ſhall toParthia , be itart or hap, | 
He harh ſpoken true The very Dice obey him, 


Ex. 


Vnder his chance, if we draw lots,he ſpceds, 
His Cocks do winne the Battaile, tl of mine, 
When it is all tonaught: and his Quailes ever 
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Andthough I make this marriage for my peace, 


| Ft? Eaſt my pleaſure lies . Oh come Yentidine, 


Emer Ventidins. | 
You maſt to Parthia, your commiſſions ready: 
Follow me and receive't . Exennt. 
Enter Lepidus, Mecenas and Agrippe- 


Lepidus. Trouble your ſelfe no farther: pray you haſten 
your generals after. | ; bo 
Agr. Sir, Marke «Anthony will e'nc but kifſe Olav, 
and weele follow, 
Lepi. Till I ſhall ſee you in your Souldiers drefle, 
W hich will become you both : Farewell, 
Mece, We ſhall : as I conceive the journey , be atthe 
Mount before you Lepidae. | 
Lepi. Your way is ſhorter, my purpoſes dodraw m 
much about,you'le win two dayes upon me. | 
Both. Sir,good lucccfle. 
Leps. Farewell. Execunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Ir.4s and Alexas. 
Cleo. Give me tome Mulicke : Muſicke, moody foode 


1 of us that trade 1n love. 


Omnes. The Mulicke,hoa, 
Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 
Clo. Let it alone, let's to Billiards :;come (harmias. 
Char. My arm is ſore, beſt play with Mardien. | 
Cleopa. As well e woman with an Eunuch plaide ,*2s 
with a woman. Come you'le play with me Six ? 
CHMards. As well as I can Madam. 
Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed, 
Though't come too ſhort 
The Actor may pleade pardon. Ile none now, 
Give me mine Angle, weele to'th' River, there 
My Muſicke playing farre off. I will betray 
Tawny fine fiſhes, my bended hooke ſhall pierce 
Their ſlimic jawes: and as I draw them up, 
Ie thinke them every onean Anthony, 
And ſay, ah ha; y*arecaught, | © 
(har. Twas merry when you wagcr'd on your Ang- 
ling, when your diver did hang a falt fiſh on his hooke 
which he with fervencie drew up, 
{{eo. Thar time ? Oh times : 
T laught him out of patience: and thatnight 
I laught him into paticnce, and next morne, 
Ere the ninth houre; I drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantels on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from Italiz, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Ramme thou thy fruitfull tidings in mine eares, 
Thar long time have bin barren. 
HMMeſ. Madam, Madam. 
Clo, Anthony's dead, 
If thou fay fo Villaine, thou kilſt thy Miſtris: 
But well and free, if thou ſo ycild him. 
Thereis Gold and heere 
My bleweſt vainesto kifſe : a hand taat Kings 
Havelipt,and trembled kiſſing, 
Aﬀeſe. Firſt Madaw, he is well. 
(leo, Why there's more Gold. 
But firrah marke, we uſe 
Toſay,the dead are well : bring me to that, 
The GoldT give thee, willI melt and powre 


| Downe thy ill uttering throate. 


Meſ. Good Madam heare me, 


(to, Well, goroIwill:. _ . 
Bur there's no goodnefle inthy face,if eAHuthoxy 
Be free and healthful l; ſo tart a favour 
To trumpet ſuch good tidings. If not well, 
Thou ſhouldſt come likea Furie crown'd with Snakes, 
Not likea formall man. 

Weſe Wilt pleaſe you heare me? | 

(%0. I haveatnind to ſtrike theeere thou ſpeake'ſt , 
Yer if thou ſay Anthony lives,*tis well, _ 

Or friends with Ceſar, or not Captaine to him, 
le ſetthee in a ſhower of Gold, and haile 
Rich Pearles upon the, 
Heſs Madam, he's well, 
Cleo, Well ſayd, h 
Meſ. And Friends with Caſar. 
Cleo. Thrart an honeſt man, 
Hef, ( «ſar, and he, arc greater Friends then ever. 
Cleo, Marke thee a Forune from me. 
eſe But yet Madam, 
| Ceo. I donot like but yet, it does alay 
The good precedence, fie upon bur yet, 
But yet isasa Iaylor to bring foorth 
Some monſtrous Malefattor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter tomine care, 
The good and bad together :; he's friends with Ceſar, 
In ſtare of health thou ſaiſt, and rhou ſaieſt, free. 

Hef. Free Madam ! no: I made noſuchreporr, 
He's bound unto Oftavias 

Cleo, For wlit good turne? + 

ef. For the belt rurne i'th' bed. 

Cleo. I am pale Charman. 
Aeſ. Madam, he's married to Oftavins 
Cleo, The molt infeious Peſtilence upon thee. 
| Strikes him downe, 

Af. Good Madam patience. 

Cleo, Whar ſay you? Strikes him, 
Hence horrible Villaine, or Ile ſpurnethine eyes 
Like balls before me: {le unhaire thy head: - 

IS She hates him up and downe. 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyer, and ſtew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 
Meſ. Gratious Madam, 
I that dobring thenewes, made not the match. 

Cleo, Say *tis not ſo, a Provincel will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ſt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what guift beſide 
Thy modetty can begee, 

Mcſ. He's married Madam. 

Cleo. Rogue,thou haſt liv'd roo long. 

ef, Nay then lle runne : 

W hat meane you Madam, I have made no fault, Exit. 
Char,Good Madam keepe your ſclte within your ſelfe, 
The man is innocznt. 
(eo. Some Innoceuts ſcape not the thunderbolt : 
MeltEgypt into Nyle ; and kindled creatures 
Turneall to Serpents. Call the flave againe, 


Draw a knife. | 


| Though 1am mad, I will not byte him : Call ? 


Chay. He is afcard rocome. 
Cleo. I willnot hurt him, = 
Theſe hands dolacke Nobility, that they ſtrike 


' A meaner then my ſcife : ſince I my ſelfe 


Have given my ſelfe the cauſe. Come hither Sir, 
Enter the Meſſenger againe. 
Though it be honeſt, it is never g 
To bring bad newes : give toa gratious Meſſage F 
— 


ct 


et 
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| 


 oA __ ry and C, leopatra. 


An hoſt of tongues, but let it tydings tell 

Titemrelves when they be felt; © - * 
Meſ, I havedonemy duty» 

Cleo. Is he married ? Eg 

I cannot hate thee worſer then I do, 

If thou apaine ſay yes. | 
Hef. He's married Madam. 

Cleo, The gods confound thee, 

Doſt thou hold there {till ? 
CMeſe Should I lye Madam ? 
Cleo.” Oh, I would thou didft : 

So halfe my Egypt were ſubmerg'd and made 

A Ceſterne for ſcal'd Snakes. Go getthee hence, 

Had'ſt chou Narciſs in thy face, to me 


Aef. I crave your highneſle pardon. 
(co. Be is married? 


Topunith me for what you make me doe, 


Areall to deere for me 2 P_ : 
Lye they upon thy hand, and be andone by em, 
(har. Good your bighnefle patience. 


Char. Many times Madame 


I faint, oh /ras, Charmian : tis nomatters 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the feature of Offawma; her yeares, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 


{ The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly 


Lethim for ever goe,let him not Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 


Enter Pompey, at one doore with Drum and Trumpe 
Ayrippa, Menas with Soldiers Harching. 
And we ſhall ralke before we fight. 


And therefore have we | 
Our written purpoſes before us ſent, | 
Which if thou haſt conſidered, letus know, 
If*t will tye up thy diſcontented Sword 
And carry backeto Sicily much tall youth, 
Thar elſe much periſh heere. 

Pom, Toyou all three, 
'The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chiefe Factors for the Gods, Ido not know, 
Wherefore my Father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a Sonne and. Friends, ſince [nlsw Ceſar, 
Whoart Philippithe good Br#rme ghoſted, 
There faw you labouring for him. What wayt 
That mov'd pale Caffizs to conſpire? And what 
Mad the all-honor'd, honeſt Romane Braurm, 


With the arm'd reſt; Courtiers of beautious freedome, | 


To drench the Capitoll, bur thatthey would 
Have one min but a man, and that is 1t - 


The anger'd Ocean fomes, with which I meanc 


Thou wouldſt appeare moſt ugly: He is marricd? 


Me. Takeno offence, that I would not offend you; - 
Seemes much unequall: he's married to Offavia. | 
Cleo, Oh that his fault ſhoutd make a knave of thee, 


That art not what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 
T he Merchandize which thou haſt brought from, Rome 


Clee. In praying Antbony, I have diſprais'd Ceſar. 


{te. Tam paid for't now : lead me from hence, 


Bring me word, how tall ſhe 1s : pitty me Charities, 
Bur do not ſpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 


Exenm, 
fb; at 4t- 


other Ceſar; Lepidus. e ambony, Enobarbus, CMecenas, 
Pow. Your HoſlagesI have,ſo have you mine : 


Ceſar. Moſt meete that firſt we come to words, 


Hath made me rigge my Navie, At whoſe burthen, 


| 


| 


[ 


K 


Caſt on my Noble Farher. 
C2ſar. Take your titne. 


% 


How much we do o're-count thee, ' 
Pom, At Land indectl | 
Thou doſt orecount me of my fathers houſe: 
But ſince the Cookoo buildes not for himſelfe, ' 
Remaine in't asthou maiſt; | 
Lepi. Bepleas'dto tellus; 
(For thisis from the preſent now youtalke ) 
The offers we have ſenr you, | 
Ceſar. There's the point. 
Ant,Which do not beentreated to, 


- 4 


— 


Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardiniar: and I muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then, to ſend 


Topart with anhackt edges, and beare backe 

Our Targes undinted. 
Omnes, That's our offer. 

' Pem, Know then I came before 
Aman prepar'd 

To take this offer. But AMarke Anthony, 

Put meto ſome impatience : though I looſe 
The praiſe of it by telling. You muſt know 


Your Mother came to Sicily, and did finde 


| Her welcome friendly. 


Ant, I have heard it P L 
Andam well ſtudicd for aliberall thankes, 
Which I doowe you. 
| Pom. Letme have your hand: 
Idid not thinke Sir, to have met you heere, 
Ant. The beds1!'th* Eaſtare ſoft, and thankes 
That calPd metimelicr then my purpoſe hither: 
For I have gained by'r. 


Pom, Well, 1 know not, 
W hat counts harſh Fortune caſt's upon my face, 
But in my boſome ſhall ſhenever come, 
To make my heart a vaſlaile. 
Lep. Well mer heere. +5 
Pom, I hope ſo Lepidwe,thus we arcagrect ; 
TI craveour compoſition may be written 
And ſcal'd betweene us, 
Ceſar. That's the next todoe. 


e-Amhb. That will I Pompey. 
Pompey. No eAmthony take the lot : 


Amh, You have heard much. 
Pom. I have faire meaning Sir. | 
ent. And faire words to them. 
Pom. Then ſo much havel heard, 
And 1 have heard Apollodrrs carried 
Eno. No more that : he did ſg, 
Pem, What I pray you? 


Ense. Acertaine Queene to 


v—_—— 


ZZ 3 


Meaſures of W heate to Rome: this greed upon, 


To ſcourge th'ingraticadegtat deſpighthull Roi * - ' 


Ant, Thou cautnorfearens Petbpey withthy ſailes, ' 
Weele ſpeake with thee at Sea At land thou know'lt 


But waigh whatitis worth embrac'd. To 
Ceſar. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 


you heere, - 


W hen C2far and your Brother were at blowes, 


®. 


to you, | 


. | Pom. Weelcfeaſteachother,ere we part, andlett's 
Draw lots who ſhall begin. . 


- 


(eferin 2 Materice. "hg 
Pow. I know thee now, how far'ſt thou Souldier? 
Eno, Well, and well am liketodoe, for Iperceive _ k 

| = Fore?” . 


Ceſar. Since I ſaw youlaſt, ther's a change upon you. | 


bur firſt or laſt, | 
your fine Egyptian cookerie ſhall have the fame; Thave F 
heard that [nl (ſar, grew fat with'feaſting there. 


| 


—__ a4 


PUtcA PREEIS 
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Foure Feaſts are toward. | 
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For, Let me ſhake thy hand, _ 
J never hated thee: I kave ſcene thee fight, 


When I have envied thybehayiour. 3» 
Enob. Sir, never lov'd you much, burT ha'prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſerv'd tentimes as much, 
As I have ſaid you did. 
Poms, Injoy thy plainneſſe, 
It nothing ill becomes thee: | 
Aboord my Gally , Iinviteyouall. 
Will you leade Lords? 
Ali. Shew's the way, fir- 7 CLE 
Pom. Come. Exeunt. CManent Enob & Mena 
Mes. Thy Father Pompey would ne're have mads this 
Treaty . You, and 1 have knowne fir. W 
Enob. At Sea, 1 thinke. 
Men. We eve Sir. 
Enob. You havedone well by water. 
Men, And you by Land. 


Enob. I will praiſe any man that will praiſe me,thogh 


it cannot be denied what I have done by Land , 
Men. Nor what 1 have done by water. 

Euob. Yes ſome-thing you can deny for your owne 
ſafety : you have bin a good Theefe by Sca- 

Men, And you by Land. > SEM : 

Enob, There I deny my Land ſervice: but give me 
your hand fer, if our eyes bad authority , here they 
might take two T heeves kiſſing 

Wen. All mens faces aretrue, whatſocre their hands 


ares : ) 
Enob. But there is never a faire Woman, ha's-atrue 
Face 


Men. Noflander they ſteale hearts. 
Enob, We came hither to fight with you, _ 
Aes, For my part,I am ſorry it is turn'd toa Drink» 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 
Enob. If he doe,ſure he cannot weep't backe againe. 
Aten, Y have ſaid Sir, welook'd not for Aarke 2 n- 
thor heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 
Erb. ( (ar Siſter is call d Oftavia. 
Men, True Sir, ſhe was the wife of (ains HMarcellns. 
Enob. But ſhe isnow the wife of Marcus Anthonins 
CMer. Pray ye Sir. 
Enob, Tis true. 
Men, Then is C2ſar and he, for ever knit together 
Eneb, If I were bound to Divine of this unity, I wold 
not Propheſic ſo. 
Hen. thinke the policy of that purpoſe, made more 
in the Marriagethen the Love of the parties. 
Enob. I thinke ſo too. But you ſhall finde the band 
that ſeemesto tye their friendſhip together, will bee the 


very ſtranger oftheir Amity : OZaxia is of a holy, cold, 


and ſtill converſation. - 

Men, Who would not have his wife ſo? 

Ens. Not heethat hmſelfe is not ſo : which is 2arke 
Amntheny: he willto bis Egyptian diſh againe : then ſhall 
the ſighes of Of evie blow the fireup in Ceſar, and'(as I 
faid before): that which is the ſtrength of their Amity, 
ſball prove the immediate Author of their variance. Ax- 
thovy will uſe his affeftion where it is, Hee married but 
his occaſion heere. 

Men. And thus it may be.Come Sir,will yorraboord ? 
I have a health for you. | WP” 

Enob. I ſhall take itſir ; we have us'd our Fhroats in 


Egypt- 


Men. Come, let's a way. Exenm. 


' Anth. 1 Lepidua, 


| hath bredch; Ir is juſt ſo high as it is,and mooves with it 


$6 Meaſicke player. | # 


Lg 


Enter two or three Servants with a Banket 


1 Heere they'l be man : fome ©' their Plants are ill 
_ Already, the leaſt wind i*th* world will blow them 
owne; 
2 Lepiawdis high colourd, _ , 
1 They have made him drinke Almes drinke. -, 
2 As they pinch one another: by the diſpoſition he 
Cries out no more ; reconciles them to his-entreatie, and 
himſeife to'th* drinke. 
1 Butitraiſes the greater warre 
ef ooo Sb 36 
2 Why this itis to havea name in great mens Fellow. 
ſhip: I had as live have a Reede that will doe me no ſer- 
Vice, as a Partizan I could not heave. 
I Tobecall'd into a huge Sphere, and notto bee ſcene 
ro move in't, are the holes where eyes ſhould bee, which 
pitriflly diſaſter the cheekes. 


betweene himand his 


A Sennet ſounded. 
Enter Ceſar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidau, Agrippe, Mecenas 
Enobarbus, CMenas, with other ( aptasnes. 


Ant. Thus do they Sir:they take the flow o'th'Nyle 
By certaine ſcale, i'th' Pyramid: they know . 
By*th' height, the lowneſſe, or the meane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The bigher Nilus ſwels, 
The more it promiſes as it cbbes, the Seediman 
Vpon the ſlime and Ooze ſcatters his graine, 
And ſhortly comes to Harveſt, 

Lep, Y have ſtrange Serpents there ; 


Lep. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun : ſo is your Crocodile. 
eAnt, They areſo, | | 
Poms. Sit, and fome Wine : A health to Lepiduu- 
Lep. 1am not ſo wellas I ſhould be : 
But lle ne're out. 
R Enob.Not till you have ſlept:I feare me you'l bee in till 
tnen. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Prolomies Pyra- 
miſis are very goodly things 3 without contradiQtion 
have heard that. 

Monas, Pomper,a word, 

Pomp. Say in mine care, what ist. 

Mens Forſake thy feate I do beſeech thee Captaine, 
And heare me ſpeakea word. 

Pow. Forbearc me till anon. 
This Wine for Lepidiu. | 

Lep. Whar manner o'thing is your Crocodile? 

Ant. Ttis ſhap'd fir like it ſeife,and it is as broad as 1t 


W bnſpers in's Eare, | 


owne organs. Itlives by that which now 1ſheth it, and |} 
the Elements once out of it, ir Tranſmigrates. | 
Lep, Whatcolour 1sit of ? 
Ant. Of it owne colour too. 
Lep. Tis aſtrange Serpent. | 
Amt. Tis ſo,and theteares of irtare wet. 
Ceſ. Will this deſcription ſatisfic him ? 
Ant. With the Health that Pompey gives 
1s a very Epicure. TTL 
Powp. Go hang fir, hang «tell me of that? Away : 
Doas I bid you. ' Where's the Cup I call'd for? | 
Mew, If for the ſake of Merit thou wilt heare, me 


him; elſe hee 


= Riſe 


- L 
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Riſe from thy ſtoole. '” 
Powe. I thinke th*art mad : the-matter ? 
Hen. I have ever held my cap off co thy Fortunes, 
Pow, Thou haſtſerv'd me with much faith : what's 
elſeto ſay? Be jolly Lords. 
Anth. Theſe Quicke-ſands Lepidm, 
Keepe off them, tor you finke. . 
' Mes, Wilt thou be Lord of all the world? - 
Pom. W hatfaiſt thou e 
Men, Wiltthou be Lordof the whole world? 
That's twice. | 
Pom, How ſhould that be P 
Men, But entertaine it, andthough thou thinke mee 
poore, 1 am the man willgive thec all the world, 
Pow. Haſt thou drunke well. 
Men. No Pompej, have kept me from the cup, 
Thou artif thou dar'lt be, the earthly Iove ; 
W haterethe Ocean pales, or skic inclippes, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 
Pom, Shew me which way? 
Men, Theſe three world-ſharers,theſe Competitors 
Are in thy veſlell. Let me cut the Cable, 
And when we are put off, fall to their throates : 
All there is thine, 
Paw. Ah, thisthou ſhould have doſe; 
And not have {ſpoke on't, Inme tis villanie, 
In thee, 't had bin good. ſervice : thou muſt know, 
Tis not my profitthar does lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour is, Repent that ere thy tongue, 


% 


| Hath ſo betraide thine at. Being done unknowne, 


I ſhould have found it afterwards well done: 
Bur muſt condemne it now : deſiſt, anddrinke. 
Mep, For this Henever follow 
Thy pau d Fortunes more, 
W ho ſeckes and will not take, when once tis offerd, 
Shali never finde it more. 
; Pom, This healthto Lepidws, 
«Aut, Bcare him a ſhore, 
le pledgeir for him Pompey, 
£n8. Heere's to thee CMenase 
em, , Enobarbas, welcome. 
Pom. Fillcill the cup be hid. 
Eno, There'sa {trang Fellow Menace 
Men. Why? 
Eno. A beares the third part ofthe world man: feeſt 


not e 


Men, The third part, then he is drunk : would it were 
all, that it might go on wheeles. 
Eno, Drinke thou : encreafe the Reeles. 
An. Come. 
Pem, This is not yetan Alexandrian Feaſt, _ | 
Ant. It ripens towards it: ſtrike the Veſſclles hoa. 
Heere's to Ceſar. 
(ſar. I could well/forbear t, its monſtrous labour 
when I'waſh my braine,and it growes fouler. 
Ant, Be a Child oth'time. 
Ceſar. Pofleſſe it, Ile make anſwer ; but I had rather 
faſt from all, foure dayes, then drinkeſo much in one. 
Enob. Ha my brave Emperor, ſhall we daunce now 
| the Egyptian Bachanals, and celebrate our drinke ? 
Pere. Lets ha't 200d Souldier., 
Ant, Come, let's all rake hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath ſtcept our ſenſe, 


In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 


Eno. All take hands : 


Make ce battery to our cares with the loud Muſicke, 


The while, Ile place you., then the Boy hall ſings! | ,c1 


The holding every man ſhall beate as loud. 
As his ſtrong ſides can yolly. -: Dig br. 443b! 


Hofrcks Player, Enobarbus 
wy The SONgs» * 
Ce Ove hou Aonarch of the Vine, | 
Plumpie Þ acchias ,with pinke eyne 3 
In thy Fattes our Cares be drown'd, , 
With thy Grapes onr hairesbe (rows 4. 
Cup «3 till the world gorownd, 
Cnp ws till the world Lo round, 


'ih 


phacei them hands in gh, 


Cef.” What would yon more ? 
Pompey goodnight. Good Brother 
Let me requeſt you of our graverbulineſſe 
Frownes at thislevite, Gentle Lordslct's part; 
You ſee we have burnt our checke. Strong Enobarbe . 
Is weaker then the Wine, and mine*owne tongue » : 
Spleers what it ſpeakes : the wiide diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antickt us all. What needs more words? goodnight: 
Good Axthony your hand. 
Pom, Ile try you on the ſhore. | 
Amh. And ſhallSir, gives your band. 
Pom, Oh Amhoxy, you bave my Fathers houfes » 
But whar,, we are Friends ? 
Come downe into the Boate, 
Eno, Take heed you fall not Menas ; Ile not on thore, , 
No tomy Cabin: theſe Drummes, 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Let Neptune beare, we bid aloud farewell 
To theſe great Fellowes.Sound and be hang'd, mins out. 


Sond 4 Floriſh with Drummer, | 


Enob. Hoo ſaiesa there's my Cap. 
Men. Hoa, Noble I Come. 


Enter Ventiding «4 it were ina triumph, the dead hehe 
Patorns borne before him. +. 

Yen. Now dartingParthiaart thouſtroke and; now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Afarcrs Craſſus death 
Make me revenger. Beare the Kings Sonnes body, 
Before our Army,thy Pacorus Orades, 
Payesthis for Marcus Craſſus, 

Romain. Noble Ventidins, 

Whilſt yet with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, 
The Pugitive Parthjans follow. Spurne through Media, 
Meſaporamia, and the ſhelters, whither 
The routed flie. So thy grand Captaine Anthony 
Shall ſer thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head, 

Ven. Oh Silizs, Sillins, 
I bave done enough. A lower palce,note well 
May make toogreat an a:t. For learne this Sslews, 
Better toleave undone, then by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ſcrues,away. 
Ceſar and Amtbeny, have ever wonne 
More 1n their officer, then perſon, Soſius 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quicke accumulation of renowne, 
Which he atchiv'd by th' minute, loſt his favour. 
Who does tht Warres more then his Captaine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : and Ambition 
(The Souldicrs vertue) rather makes choiſe of _ 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
I could:doe more todoe Amthoninsgood, 
But 'twould offend tim. And in his offence 5 


E xennt.: : 


___ Should. 


—_— 


P—_ 


A 


| 


So P Pra 


37> 


TheT ragedieof 


Should my performance periſh: 2» 
Rom. Thou haf Fanridons chat , without the which a 
Souldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtinRtion: thou 
| wilt writeto &4nthony. 
Yen. Ilchambly fignifie whatin his name, 
That magicall word of Warre wee have cffeted, 
How with his Bangers, and his well paid rankes, 
The nere-yet bearen Horſe of Partbia, 
We have jaded out o'th' Field. 
Rem. Whereis he now ? ; 
Yew. He purpoſeth to Athens, whither with what haſt 
The waight we mult convay with's, willpermit : 
We ſhall appcare before him. On there; paſſe along. 
Exeunt, 
Enter Agrippa at one doore, Enobarbus at aworber. 
Agri. What are the Brothers parted ? 
Eno. They havediſpatcht with Powpey, he 1s gone, 
The other three are Sealing, Oftavie weepes 
To part from Rome : Ceſar is ſad, ard Lepidue 
Since P 's fealt, as Men (ayes, is troubled 
With the Grecne-Sickneſle. 
Agri. Tisa Noble Lepidis, 
Eo. A very fine one : oh, how he loves Ceſar. 
Agri. Nay but how deerely he adores Mark Anthony. 
Emo, («ſar ? why he's the Iupiter of men. 
eLut, What's Anthony, the God of Tupiter ? 
Eno. Spake you of Ceſar? Oh | the non-pareill ? 
Agri, Oh eLutbery, oh thou Arabian Bird | 
Eno, Would you praiſe Ceſar, fay (</er,g000 further 
Agr. Indeed he plied themboth with excellent praiſes. 
Eno. But be loves Ceſ«r belt, yet he loves Anthony : 
Hoo, Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Thinke,ſpeake, caſt, write, ſing, number : hoo, 
His love to efFsthony, But as for Ceſar, 
Kneele downe, kneele downe, and wonder. 
Agrip. Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his Shards, and hetheir Beetle, fo : 
This is tv horſe: Adieu, Noble Agrippe, 
eAgrs. Good Fortune worthy Souldicr, and farewell. 


Entey Ceſar, Anthony, Lepidus, and Otavi. 
Antho, Nofacther Sir. 
(ar. You take from mea great part ofmy ſelfe : 
Vie me well in't. Sitter, prove ſuch a wife 
AS my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Band 
Shall paſſe onthy approofe: moſt Noble Anthony, 
Let not the peece of Vertue which is ſer 
Betwixt us, as ihe Cyment of our love . 
To keepe it builded , be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortune of it : for better might we 
Have lov'd without this meane, if on both parts 
This be not cheriſht, 
ent. Make me not offended, in your diſtruſt. 
Ceſar. I have laid. 
Ant. You ſhall not finde, 
Though you berherein curious,the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeeme tofeare, ſo the gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romanes ſerve your ends: 
| We will heere part. 
Ceſar. Farewell my deereſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kindto thee, and make 
Thy ſpirits ail of comfort : fare thee well, 
Ota. My Noble Brother. | 
Anth. The Aprill's in her eyes, it is Loves ſpring, 


——— 


—_ 


A Starue, then a Breather. 


Ofa. Sir, looke well to my Husbands houſe: and — 
Ceſar, W hat Ofavis. $o'S 
OR. Ile tell you in your cares 
_ Amt. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart informe her tongue. 
The Swanges downe feather FAS 
That Rands upon the Swellat fullof Tide : 
And neither way inclines. | 
Eno. Will ( eſar weepe? 
Agr. Heha's a cloud in's face. 
Eno, He were the worſe for that were 
he being a man. 
Agrs, Why Enobarbuc: 
Wheu Anthony found Inlin« Ceſar dead, 
Ile cryed almoſt to roaring : And he wept, 
W hen at-Philzppi he found Brat flaine. 


he aHorſe,ſo is 


Eno. That year indeed,he was troubled witha rheume, | 


W hat willingly he did confound, he wail'd, 
Beleev'ttill [ weepe too, 
m</ar. No {ivect Oftavis, 
You ſhall heare from me {till : the time ſhall not 
Ou:-go my thinking on youe. 
Ant. Come Sir, come, 
Ile wraſtle with you in my ſtrength of love: 
Looke heere I have you: thusI let yougo, 
And give youto the gods, '_ 
C2/. Adicu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the number of the Starres give light 
To thy faire way. | 
Ceſar. Farewell, farewell. Kiſſes Oftavia, 
Am: Farewell. Trumpets ſound. Exennt. 


F 


Enter Cleopatra, ( harman, Iras, avd Alexas, 
Cleo. Where is the Fellow ? 
Alex, Halfe afeard ro come. 
Clo. Goto, goto : Come hither Sir. 
Emer the Meſſenger as before. 
Alex. Good Majeſtie , Herod of lury dare not looke 
upon you, but when you are well pleas'd. 


Cleo, TT hat Heroas head, le have : but how > When 


e-/ntbony is gone, through whom 1 might command it; 
Comerhouneere, 

AMeſ. Moſt gracious Majeſty. 

Cleo. Did'{t thou behold Oftavia? 

CHef. ),dread Queenes 

Clo. Where? | | 


|  AZeſ. Madamin Rome, Tlooktherin the face - and | 
ſaw her led betweeneher Brother, and Aarke Anthony, 


(ee. Is the astallas me ? 
Ateſ. She is not Madame 
(eo. Didit heare her ſpeake? 
Is ſhe ſhrill tongu'd orlow ? 
Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeake, ſhe is low voic'd,. 


(eo. That's not ſo good : he cannot like her long. | 


Cher. Like her? Oh fs; tis impoſſible. 
Cleo. I thinke ſo Charman; dull of tongue, & dwarkiſh | 
W har Majcity is in her gate, remember 
If erethou look'ft on Majeſtie, | 
 ©Meſ. Shecreepegher motion,& her ſtation are as one: 
She ſhewes a body, rather then alife, 


Me. Or I haveno ebſervance. 
Cha, Three in Egypt cannot make better note, | 
Cleo, He's very knowing, I doperceiv't, | 


Cleo. Is this certaine ? | 


And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on: be cheerfull. 


| 


| There's nothing in her yet, 


_ CT 
— 


| 


| ; 
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The Fellow ha's good judgement. 
Char. Excellent. - 
Cleo, Gueſle at her yeares, I'prythee: 
IHMeſe Madam, the was a widdow, 
Cleo, .Widdow ? Charmiar, hearke. 
Me. And Ido thinke ſhe'sthirtie. 

Cle. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind ? is'c long or round? 

Ieſ. Round, even to fauitineſte, ; 

{ te. Forthe moſt parttoo, they are fooliſh that are 
ſo. Her haire what colour ? 
Mef. Browne Madam : and her forchead 
Aslow as ſhe would wiſh it, 
Cleo. There's Gold for thee , 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpeneſle ill, 
I will employ thee backe aguine :T tindethee 
Moſt fit for buſineſſe. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 
Char, A proper man. | 
Cleo. Indeed he is ſo : I repent me much 
That fo I harried him. Why me think's by him, 
This Creature's no ſuch thing. : 
Char. Nothing Madam. 
Cle, The man hath ſeene ſome Majeſty , and ſhould 
know. 
- (har. Hath he ſcene Majeſtic ? fs elſe defend : and 
ſerving you ſo long. 

Cleo T have one thing more to aske him yet good Char- 
ian: bur tis no matter,thou ſhalt bring him tome where 
I will write ; all may be well enough, 

Char. I warrant you Madam. 

Enter eAntheny and O lavia, 

Ant. Nay, nay Ottaaia,not onely that, 
That were excufable, thatand thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd ; 
New Warres *gainſt Porpey, Made his will, and read it, 
To publike care, {poke ſ{cantly of me, 
W hen perforce he could not 
But pay me tearmes of Honour: cold and ſickly 
He vented then moſt narrow meaſure: lent me, 
When the beſt hint was given him : he had look't, 
Or did it from histeeth. 

Oltavi, Oh my good Lord, 
Beleeve not all, or if you muſt beleeve, 
Sromacke notall. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this diviſion chance, ne're ſtood betweene 
Prayiag for both parts : 
The good Gods will mocke me prefently , 
When I ſhall pray : oh blefle my Lord and husband, 
Vndo that prayer: by crying out as loud, 
Oh blcfſe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diſtroyes the prayer, no' midway 
Twixt theſe extreames ac ail. 
eAnt, Gentle Otavia, 

Ler your beſt love draw to that point which ſcekes 
Beſt to preſerve it : if Tlooſe mine Honour, 
I looſe wy ſelfe ; better I were not yours 
Then yours ſo branchlefſe. But as you requelted, . 
Your ſelfe ſhall go between's, the meanetime Lady, 
Ile raiſe the preparation of a Warre 
Shall ſtaine your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſt 
So your deſires are yours. 

Ofa. Thankes tomy Lord, | 
The Iove of Power make me moſt weake, moſt weake,' 
Your reconciler 3. Warrestwixt you twaine would be, 
As ifthe world ſhould cleave, and that ſlaine men 


Exevnt. 


| Should ſoaderup the Rift, 


. 


> 


| His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 


I havetold him Zepiaus wasgrowne too cruelt, 


hh 


Amh, When it appeares to you where this begins, 
Turne your diſpleaſure that way; for our faults 
Can never be ſoequall, thar your love 
Canequally moove with them. Provide your going, | 
Chooſe your owne compane, and command what coſt 
Your heart has mind to. mb B40 Exennt, \ 
Enter Enobarbut , and Eros, 

©u0. How now friend Eros ? 

Eros. There's ſtrange Newes come Sir. 

Eno. What man? | 

Eros. Ceſar & Lepidus have made Warreupon Portpep. 

Eus, Thisis old, what isthe ſucceſle ? 
| Eros. (aſer having made uſe of him in the warres 
gainſt Pompey: preſently denied him rivalitie, would not | 
let him partake in the glory of ation, and not reſting 
here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pemp:y.Vpon his owne appeale ſeizes him, ſothe poore 
third 1sup, tilldeath enlarge his Confine. 

£Ene.Then would thou hadft a paire of Chaps no more, 
and throw betweene them all the food thou haſt, they'ie | 
grindethe other. Where's Anthony ? 

Eros. He's walking inthe garden thus, and ſpurnes | 
The ruſh thatlies before him. Cries Foole Lepidwo, 
And threars the throate of that his Officer, 

That murdred Pompey, 
£Exo, Our great Naviesrigd. 
Eros. For ltalyand (*ſar, more Dowiting, 

My Lord defires you preſently $ my Newes 

I might have told heareafter. | 
Eye. Twill be naught, but let it be:bring me to Anthony, | 
Eros, Come Sir. Exeunt. 

Emter Agrippa, CMecenas, and Ceſar 

Ce/. Contemning Rome he ha's done allthis, & more | 

In Alexandria: heeres the manner of it: 
Ith Market-place on a Tribunall filyerd 
Cleopatraand himſelfe in Chaires of Gold 
Were publikely enthrond : at the feerſat 
Cſarion whom they call my father Sonne, 
Andall theunlawfull iſſue, that their luſt 
Since then hath made berweene them. Vanto her, 
Hegave the ſtabliſhment of Egypt,made her - 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abſolure Queene, 
Mece. This is the publike eye ? 
Ceſar. Ith common ſhew place where they exerciſe, 


— 
. - 


Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gaveto Alexander. To Prolomyhe aſſign'd; 
Syria, Silicia, and Phcenicia : ſhe | 
In th'abiliments of the Goddefle 7fis 
That day appeard, and ofc before gave audience, 
As tis reported,ſo, : 
Mece. Let Rome be thas inform'd. 
eAgri. Who queazie with his inſolence already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him, 
Ceſar, The people knowes it, 
And havenow recelyd his accuſations. 
Agri. Whom does heaccuſe > 
Ceſar. (*ſar,and that having in Sicily | 
Sextus Pomp:ins (poild, we had not rated him 
His part o'th 1ſke. Then does heſay, he lent me 
Some ſhipping unreſtord. Laſtly he frets - 
That Lepidve of the Triumvirate, ſhould be depogd, 
And being that, we detaineall his Reyenue- 
. Agri. Sir, this ſhould be anſwerd. - 
Ceſar. Tis donealready,and his Meſſenger gone: 
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That his high Authority abus'd, : 
"And did deſerve his chance for what I have conquer'd, 
I grant him part ; but then in his Armenia, | 
And other of his conquer'd Kingdomes,ldemand the hke 
Hee, Her'l never yecld tothat. : 
Ceſ. Nor mult not then be yeelded tointhis. 
Enter Oftavia with ber T raine. 


Ceſar. That ever I ſhonld call thee Cait-away. 
Ofa, You havenot call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe. 
Cf. Why haſt thou ſtolne upon me thus? you came not 
Like Ceſars Siſtar, The wife of Anthony | 
Should have an Army for an V ſher, and 
Theneighes of horſe to tell of her approach, 
Long ere ſhe did appeare, The trees by*th* way 
Should have borne men, and expectarion fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duſt 
Should haveaſcended tothe Roofe of Heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous Troopes : But you are come 
A Mark=t-maid to Rome , and have prevented 
The oftentation of our love, which lefc unſhewne, 
Is often kft unlov'd : we ſhould have met you 
By Sea,and Land , ſapplying every Stage » 
With an augmented greetiag. 
Otta, Gord my Lo: d, i 
Tocomethas was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will, My Lord Marke e Anthony, 
Hearing that youprepa:'d tor Warre, acquainted 
My greeving eate withall : whereon | begg'd 
His pardon for returne., 
Cs: Which ſoone he granted, 
Being an abſtrat'tweene his Luſt, and him, 
Otta. Donot fay fo, my Lord. 
Cef. I have cycsuvpon him. : 
And his affaires come to me on the wind:where is he now 
Ota. My Lord, in Athens. 
({- No my moſt wronged Siſter, Cleopatra 
Hachnodded him to her, He hath given his Empire 


{ Vp toa Whore, who now arelevying 


The Kings o'th* earth for Warre. He hath aſſembled, 
Bochu the King of Lybia, Archriaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadolphos King 
Of Papblagonia : the Thracian King Adullas, 
King Marchw of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of lewry, Matriaues King 
Of Comageat, Polemen and Aminta, 
The King of Mcde,and Lycaons, 
With a more largcr Liſt of Scepters» 
Ota. Ayre me moſt wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That doe affli& cach other. (breaking forth 
Cefſ. Welbom hither your letters did with-holde our 
Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we innegligentdanger : cheere your heart. 
Be you not troabled with the rime which drives 
O're your content, theſe ſtrong neceſIiies, 
Bur let determin'd things to deltinie 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more deere to me . You areabus'd 
Beyond che markeof rhought : and the high Gods 


 { Todoeyou luſtice,make his Miniſters 
| Of us, and thoſethat love you. Beit of comfort, 


And ever welcome tO us.- Agrip, Welcome Lady. 
Mee, Welcome deere Madam, | 


| Each heartin Rome do:s love aud pitty youg 


Onely th'adulterous Amtboy,molt large 


———_ 


Oa. Haile Ceſar, and my L. haile moſt deere (<a | 


In his abhominations, turues you off, 

And gives his potent Regiment toa Trull 

That noyſes itagainſt us. 

Ota. lsitſo fir? 
Ce/. Moſt certaine : Siſter welcome;pray you . 

Beever knowne to patience. My deer'lt Siſter. Exenne, 

Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbrs, 
(70. 1willbe even with thee : doubt it not. 
Eno. But why, why, why ? 
Cleo. Thou haſt foreſpoke my being in theſe warres, 
And fay*ſt it is not fit. 
Eno. Well: isit,isit? 
Cleo. If not,denounc'd :gainſt us, why ſhould not we 
be there in perſon, 

Evo, Well, Icouldreply : if wee ſhould ſerve with 
Horie and Mares together,the Horſe were meercly loſt ; 
the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horte 

Cleo, Whatis't you ay ? | 
Eno, Your preſent needs miſt puzle Anthony, 

"Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's time, 
W hat ſhould not then be ſpar'd. He is aircady 
Traduc'd for Levity, and ris faid in Rome, 

That Phorinu an Eunuch,and your Maides 
Mannage this warrc. 
C'co, Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 
That ſpcake againſt us. A Charge webeare i'th* Warre, 
And as the prefident of my Kingdome will 
Appeare there for a man. Speake nor againſt it, 
I willnot ſtay behinde. 
Enter Anthony and Camidius. 

Eno, Nay | have done, here comes the Emperor. 

e9nt. Is it not ſtrange Camida, 

That from Tarentum, and Brunduſjum, 

He could to quickely cut the Ionian Seca, 

And ta\e in Toryne. You have heard on'c (Sweet?) 

Cleo, Celerity is never more admir*d 
Then by the negligent. 
Ant. A good rebuke, 
Which might have well becom'd the beft of men 
To tauntatſlackneſſe. Camidins, we, 
Will ight with him by Sea 
Cles. By Sea, what clic ? 
Cam. Why will my Lord do ſo? 
Ant, Forthat hedares us to't | 
Eno. So hath my Lord,dar'd him to fingle fight, 
Cam. 1, and to wage this Barttcll at Pharſzlia, 
Where Ceſar fonght with Pompey. But theſe offers 
W hich ſerve not for his vantage, he ſhakes off, 
And ſo ſhould you. 
Enob, Your Shippes are not well mann'd, 

Your Marriners are Muliters, Reapers, people 
Ingroſi by ſwift Impreſle. In Caeſars Fleete, 

Are thoſe, that often have *gainſt Pompey fought, 
Their ſhippesare yare, yours heavy : nodiſgrace 
Shall fall you for refuſing him at Sea, 

Being prepar'd for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Sea. 
Eno. MAt worthy Sir, you therein throw away 

The abſolute Soldierſhip you have by Land 

Diſtract your Armie, which doth moſt confiſt 

Of Warre-markt-footemen, leave unexecuted 

Your ownerenowned knowledge, quite forgoe 

The way which promiſes affurance, ad 

Give up your ſelfe mcerly ro chance and hazard, 

From firme Security. . 

Ant. Tle fight at Sea, 


Cleo, 


| "UPPER 
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| 


And fighting foot to foot , 
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Clo, I have fixty Sailes, Ceſar none better. 
Am. Our over-plus of ſhipping will we burne; 
And withthe reſt tull triann'd, from th' heart of Atium 
Beate th' approaching Ceſar. But if we faile, 
We then candoo't at Land. Enter « Meſſenger. 
Thy buſineſle ? Fs 
Meſ. The newes is true, my Lord,he is diſcried, 
Ceſar ha's taken Toryhe. - 
Ant, Can hebe there in perſon? *Tis impoſſible 
Strange, that his power ſhould be ſo, Camiaru, 
Our nincteenes Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, 
Andour twelve thouſand Horſe. Wee'lto our Ship, 
Away my Thetis. 
| Evter a Souldiour, 
How now worthy Souldier ? 
Soul. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt norto rotten plankes : Do you miſdoubt 


"| This Sword, and theſe my Wounds; letth' Egyptians 


And the Phcenicians go'a ducking : we 
Have us'd to conquer ttanding on the earth, 


Ant. Well, well, away. Exeunt Ant.Cleo:g+ Enob, 

Soul. By Herentes T thinkeI am-i'th' light, 

(am. Souldier thonart :bur the wholeaQion growes 
Not inthe power on't: ſoour Leaders leade | 
And weare Womens mens. 

Soul, Youkeepe by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
whole, do you not ? 

Ven. Maron Ollavita, Marona Infiius, 


Publicola, and Celtzs, are for Sea : 


But we keepe whole by Land. This fpeede of Ceſare . 
Carries beyohd beleefe. | 

Soul. While he was yet in Rome 
His power went out in ſuch diſtraftions, 


' As beguilde all Spies. 


Cam. Who's his Licutenar, heare you? 

Soul. They lay, one Towrus. 

{am. Well, I know the man. 

| Enter a Meſſengev. 

Meſ. The Emperor cals Camiazic. 

Cam. With Newesthe time's with Labour, | 
And throwes forth each minute, ſome. Exennt. 
Enter (ſar with his eArmy, marching. 


Ceſ. Towrn? 

Tov. My Lord, 

Cf. Strike not by Land. 
Keepe whole, provoke not Battaile 
Till we have done at Sea. Do not exceede 
The Preſcript of this Scroule : Our fortune lyes 
Vpon this1ampe, 

' Enter Anthony, and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our Squadtons on yond fide ot Hill, 
In eye of Ceſars battaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And ſoproceed accordingly. 


Exit. 


Exit, 


| (amidine Marthing with his Lant eArmy one way over the 


age, and Towrus the Lientenant of Ceſar other way : 
Aﬀter their going in,zs heard the noiſe of a Sea fight. 
 eflarum. Enter Enobarbus and Scarm. 


£xo.Naught, naught,all caught, I can behold no longer : 
Thantoniad, tbe X3yptian Admirall, 


Withall their ſixty fiye, and turne theRudder ; 


| 


Sitsin the winde againſt me. | 


It isaſham'd to beare me. Friends, come hither, 


| Ohhee ha's given examplefor ourflight, 
| Moſt grofſely by his owne. 


. And make your peace with Ceſar. 


Toſce'r, mine eyes ar blaſted, ; | 
Enter Scar. 

Scar. Gods, & Goddeſſes, all the wholEſynod of them! 

Eno, What's thy paſſion. 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the world is loſt 
With very ignorance. we have kiſt away 
Kingdomes, and Provinces. = 

Eno, How appearcs the fight? Teen: | 

Scar, On our 1idelike the Token'd Peſtilence, 
Where death is ſure. You ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, | 
(Whom Leproſie o're) i'th* midſt o'th* fight, 
When vantage like apaire of Twinnes appear'd { 
Both of the ſame, or rather ours the elder ; 
(The Breeze upon her ) like a Cow in Iune, | 
Hoilts Sailes, and flyes. 

Eno, ThatI bcheld : : | 
Mine eyes did ſicken at the fight, and could not 
Indurea further view, 

Scar. She once being looft, | 
The Noble ruine of her Magicke, «+ Amthony, - 
Clapson his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flyes afrer her ; 

I never {aw an action of fuch ſhame; 
Experience, Man-hood , Honor ne'ce before, 
Did violate ſoit ſelfe. 
Enob, Alacke, alacke, hf | 
Enter ( amidding. 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And ſinkes moſt lamentably. Had our Generall | 
Bin what he knew kimſelfs, it had gone well; 


; E _ T, are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight in- | 
cede. 
Cam, Toward Peloponneſus are they fied. 
Scar. Tis calle toor, 
And there I will attend what further comes, E 
(amid. To Ceſar will I render 
My Legions and my horſe, {ixeKings already 
Shew me the way of yeelding. 
Eno, Ile yet follow © | 
The wounded chance of 4uthony, though my reaſon 


Enter eAnthony with eAttendantr. | 
Ant. Hearke,tie Land bids me tread no more upon't, 


Iam fo lated in the world, tbat [ | 
Have loſt my way for ever, I havea ſhippe,' | 
Laden with Gold, tzke that, divide it: flye, , 


Omnes. Fly ? Not we. | 5 

Ant, I have fled aiy (elfe,and have inſtructed cowards | 
To runne, and ſhew their ſhoulders. Friends be gone, 
I have my ſelfe, reſoly'd upon a courſe, 
W hich has no neede of you. Be gone, | 
My Treaſures intae Harbour. Take it: Oh, | 
I follow'd that I bluſhito looke upon, 
My very haires do mutiny : for the white 
Reprove the browne for raſhneffe, and they them 
For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you ſhall 
HaveLetters from me to ſome Friends, that will 
Sweepe your way for you." Pray you looke not fad. 
Nor make replyes of loathneſfle,take the hint 
W hich my diſpaire proclaimes. Letthem be left. 
Which leaves it ſelfe, to Sea-fide ſtraight way;* 
I will poſſeſſe you of that ſhip aud Treaſure, 


Leave 


"eo 


DO 
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Leave me, I pray alittle : pray you now, 
| Nay do fo: for indeede l haveloſt command, 
Therefore I prayyou, ile ſec you by and by. Sits dawne, 


| Enter Cleopatraled by Charmian and Eros. 


| Eros,Nay gentle Madaw, to him, comfort bim, 
Trac. Do moſt deere Queene, 

Char. Doe,why, what elſe * 

(tes. Let me fit downe : Oh Inno. 

Ant. No, no, no, ne,no. 

Eres, Sec you heerc, Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Ira, Madam, oh good Empreſle. 

Eros, Sir, (ir. 

Amt, Yes my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His ſword e'ne like a dancer, while I ſtrooke 
The leane and wrinkled {afſius, and *twas I 
T hat the mad Brmtus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practiſe had 
Inthe brave ſquares of Warre : yetnow ; no matter, 

(tro, Ah ſtand by, 

Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Ira. Goto him, Madam, ſpeake to him, 
Hee is unqualited with very ſhame. 

(tes. Well then, ſuſtaine me : Oh. 

Eros. Moſt Noble Sir ariſe, the Queene approaches, 
Her head's declin'd$and death will ſeize her, but 
Your comfort makes the reſcuc. 

£m. I have offended Reputation ; 
A molt unnoble ſwerving. 
Eres. Sir, the Queene. 
Am, Oh whither haſt thou led me Agypt, fee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine eyes, 
By looking backe whart I have lcfc behinde 
Stroy'd in diſhonor. 
Cleo, Oh my Lord, my Lord; 
Forgive my fcarfull ſayles, I little thought 
You wouid have followed. 
Ant. AX gypt, thou knew'lt too well, 
My heart wasto thy Rudder tycd by 'th' ſtrings, 
And thou ſhould '{t towe me after, O're my ſpirit 
The full ſupremacie thou knew'ſt, and that 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command me. 
Clo. Oh my pardon. 
Ant. Now I muſt 
Tothe young man ſend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the ſhifts of lownes, who 
With halfe the bulke o'th' world plaid as I pleas'd, 
Making, and marring Fortunes, You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, andthat 


| My ſword,made weake by my affection, would 


Obey it onall cauſe. 
Cleo. Pardon, pardon. 
ent. Fall notatearel ſay, one of them rates 
All thatis wonne and loſt ; Give mea kiſle, 
Even this repayes. 
Weſcnt our Schoole maſter, is a come backe ? 
"Love 1am fullof Lead : ſome Wine 
Within there , and our Viands : Fortune knowes, 
We ſcorne her moſt,when moſt ſhe offers blows. Exeunt 


Enter Ceſar, eAprippe, and Dollabella, with others, 
Ceſ. Let him appeare that's com for eLnthoxy, 


_ you him. 


Dola. Cefer, tis his Schoolemaſter, 
An argument that he ispluckt, when hither 
He ſends ſo poorea Pinnion of his Wing, 
W bich had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moonesgone by, h 
Emer eAmbaſſador from Antheny. 
Ceſar. Approach, andipeake, 
e-7mb. Suchas Iam Icome from Anthony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As 1sthe Morne-dew on the Mertle leafe 
To his grand Sea. WI T1S 
Ceſ..Bee't ſo,teclare thineciice. 
£mb. Lord of his Fortunes be ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Agypt, which not granted 
He Lefſens his requeſts,and to thee ſnes 
Tolet him breathbetweene the Heavens and Earth 
A private manin Athens : this for him. 
Next, C/oparra does confeſlethy greatneſſc: 
Snbmits ber to thy might, and of thee craves . 
The Circle of the Prolemries for her heyres, 
Now hazarded to thy Gace. 
( «/. For Anthony, 
I have noeares to his requeſt, The Queene, 
Of Andience, nor Deſire ſhall faile, ſo the 
From A&gypt drive her all-difgraced Friend, 
| Ortake his life there. This if ſhe erforme, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 
eAmb. Fortune purſue thee, 
Ce/* Bring bim through the Bands: 
To try tby Eloguence, now 'tis time, diſpatch, 
From Anthony winne Cloparra, promiſe 
And in our Name, when ſhe requires, adde more 
From thine invention, cffters, Women are not 
In their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but want will periure 
The ne'retouch'd Veſtall. Try thy cunning Thidiss, 
| Make thine owne Edid for thy paines, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law. | 
|  Thid. Ceſar, 1 g0, 
Ceſ. Obſerve how Anthony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou thinkeſt his very Action ſpeakes 
In every power that mooves. 
Thid, Ceſar, I ſhall. T | Exon. 
Emer Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian,& Iras., 
Cleo. What ſhall we do, Enobarbus ? 
Eno. Thinke, and dye. 
Clo. Is Anthony, or we in fault for this? 
Eno; eAmhenyorely,that would make his will 
Lord of his Reaſon. W hat though you fied, 
From that great face of Warre, whoſe ſeverall ranges 
Frightedeach other ? Why ſhould he follow ? 
Theitch of his AﬀeRion ſhould notthen 
Have nickt his Captain-ſhip, at ſuch a point, 
W hen halfeto halfethe world oppos'd, he being 
The meered queſtion? Tisa ſhame no lefle | 
Then was his loſe, to courſe your flying Flagges, 
Andleave his Navy gazing. | 
Ceo. Prythee peace, 
Enter the «Ambaſſador, with Anthony. 
Ant, Is this hisanſwer. Amb. I my Lord: 
Axnt. The Queene ſhall then have courteſie, 
Sofhe will yeeld us up. 
Am, Helayes ſo, | 
Avtho, Let her know't. To the Boy Ceſar ſend this | 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wiſhesto the brimme, 
With Principalities. | 


Cleo. That head my Lord ? 
Ant, | 


—— _——— 


| 


| " eA#, To him, againe,tell him he weares the Roſe 


, Vaſtate his happine 
. Againſt aSworder, I.ſce mens judgements are 


_— 


—_ 


Of youthupen him; frog which,the world ſhanldnote 


1 Something particular : His Coyne,Ships;Legions,: ; 


May be a Cowards, whoſe Miniſters:would prevaile 
V nder the ſervice of a childe,as ſoone. 


| As8!th'Command of Ce/ar, 1 dare him therefore 


ToLay his gay compariſonsa-part 

And anſwer me declin'd,ſword againſt ſwerd, 

Our ſelyes alone ; Ile write it, Follow me. 

Ens, Yes,like enough : hye-bartrell'd Ce/ar will 
fe ,and be Stag'd toth'ſhew 


A. parcell of their Fortunes,and things outward 
Doe draw the inward:quality after them 


; To ſuffer allalike,that he ſhould dreame, 

| Knowing all meaſures,the full (4/ar will | 
; Anſwer his emptineſſe ; (ſar thou haſt ſubdude 
| His judegement too. 


: & 
Enter a Servant. 


Ser, A Mcſſenger from Ceſar, | 
C7:o, What no more Ceremony ? See my Women, 
Againſt the blowne Roſe may they ſtop their noſe, 


. That kneel'd untothe Buds. Admithim fir. 


Enob, Mine honeſty, and I,beginto ſquare, 
The Loyalty well held to Fooles,does make 


7 Our Faith mcere Folly : yet he that can endure 
| To follow with Allegeancea falne Lord, 


Does conquer him that did his Maſter conquer; 
And carnes a placei'th'Story. 
Enter Thidias, 
Cleo. ( eſars will. 
T hid. Heare it apart. 
Ceo, None bat friends : ſay boldly: 
T hid. So haply arc they friends to Anthony. 
£En0b. He needs as many ((ir)as Ceſar has» 
Orneeds not us. If Ceſar pleaſe,our Maſter 
Will leape to be his friend : For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we are, andthat is Ce/#-. 
Thid.So,Thus then thou moſt renown'd,Ce/ar intrreats 

Not toconfider in what caſethou ſtandſt 

Further than he is Ceſar. 

C/:o, Goe on,right Royall. 

Thid. He knowes that you embrace not eLuthoxy 
As youdid love,bnt as you feared him. 

{!eo. Oh. | 

Thid. Theſcarresupon your honour therefore he 
Does pitty,as con{trainedblemiſhes, 
Notas deferyed. 

Cleo, Heisagcd, | 
And knowes what is moſt right. Mine honour - 
Was not yeelded, but conquer'd meercly. 

E»0b, Tobe ure of thar,l will aske 4nthony. 
Sir,fir,thouart fo leaky | 
Thar we mult leavetheethy ſinking,for 
Thy deareſt quit thee. 

Thid. Shall I ſay to Ceſar, - 

| What you require of him : for he partly begges 

To bedelir'd to give. It much would pleaſe him, 

That of his fortunes you ſhould make a Raffe 

Toleane upon, But it would wartme his ſpirits 

To heare from me you had left e4nthoxy, 

And pur your ſelfe under his ſhrowd , the yniverſall 
Cleo. What's your name ? 
Thid. My name is Thidias. 
Cl:o. Moſt kinde Meſſenger, 


£3) 


Exit:Eu0b, 


(Landlord. 


| Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation, 


| 


th 


—_>.. F——_ 


Ikiſlehis conqu? ring 


- 


erc to kneele.. 


Tell himfrom hisalkobeying.breath,T heare. | 


The doome of Egypt, 


Thid, Tis your, nobleſt courſe. : 5 


- - ++ 


Wiſedome and Fortune combart 


ing togegher; 


If that the former dare but whatitcan, |: 
Nochancemay ſhake it. Give megrace to Jay: 


My duty on your hand, | 


C/es, Your Cefars. Father oft, 


(When he hath mus'd of taking k 


- 


Beſtow'd hislips on that unwort 
ASilt rain'd kifles | 


ingdomes in) 
hy place,  * 


Enter Anthony and Enobarbus. | 
Avt. Fayours?By Iove that-thunders. What art thou 


Thid, Onethat but performes. 


The bidding of the fulleſt manan 
To have command obeyde. 
Enob, Yo will be whipt. - 
Ant, Approch there:ah you 


d worthicſt 


hayd: Tell him-I am promps 
Tolay my Crowne, at;s: ectandrh 


—— 


(Fellow ? 


Kite. Now gods & divels, 


Authority melts from me of late, When I cride hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a muſſe, Kings would {tart forth, ' 
And cry your will, Have you no eares ? peeas ED. 
Iam e-twrhony yet. Take hence this Iacke and whip him. 
Enter a Servant, 
En0b, Tis better playing with aLyons whelpe, 


Than withan old one dying, 
eAnt. Moone and Starres, 


Whip him : wert twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That doe acknowledge Ceſar,ſhould I finde them 


Since ſhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him Fellowes, 
Till like a Boy you ſee him crindge kis face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 


. Thid, Marke Anthony. 


ent, Tugge him away : being whipt, 
Bring him againe,the Tacke of Ce/ars thall 


Beare us an arrant to him. 


Exennt with Thidins. 


You were halfe blaſted ere I knew you : Ha ? 


Have I my pillow left unpreſt in 


% 


Rome, 


Forborne the getting of a lawtfull Race, 
And by a Iemof Women,to beabuſde 


By one thatluokes on Feeders ? 
Cleo, Good my Lord, 


An, You have becnea boggeler ever, 
But when we in our viciouſncfle grew hard 
(Oh miſery ont )the wiſe godsſecle our eyes 


: Sy 
In our owne filth,drop our cleere judgements,make us 


Adore our errours,laugh arts while we ſtrut 


To our confuſion, 


Cleo, Oh,ist come tothis? 


As. 1 found you asa Morſell,cold upon 
Dead Ceſars Trencher : Nay,you were a Fragment 
Of Cneins Pomppeyesbelides what hotter houres 
Vnregiſtred in vulgar Fame,you have 


Luxuriouſly pickt out, For I am 


Though you can gueſſe what Temperance 


You know not what it 1s. 
Cleo. Wherefore ts this? - 


{ure, 


Ant. Toleta Fellow that will take rewards, 
And ſay,God quit you;be familiar with 
My play-fellow,your hand ; this Kingly Seale, 
And plighter of high hearts. O that I were 
Vpon the Hill of Baſan,to out-roare 
The horned Heard,for I have Savagecaule, 
And toproclaime it civilly,were like 


aaa 


| So ſawcy with the hand of ſhe here,whats her name 


ſhould be, | 


j : ; 


—J "_— — 


_— 
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A halter'd necke,which does the Hangman thanke, - 
For being yare about him- Ts he whipt ? 
| Exter a Servant with Thidias, 
Ser, Scundly my Lord. 
eAnt. Cryed he? and begg'd a Pardon ? 
Ser. He did aske favour. | ip 
Ant. If that thy father live,let him repent 
Thou waſt not ade his daughter,and be thou ſorry 
To follow Ce/ar in his triumph,fince _ 4 
Thou haſt been whipt, For following him ,henceforth 
The white band ofa Lady Feaver thee, 
Shake tolooke on't, Get thee backeto Ceſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou ſay 
He makes me angry with hitn, For he ſcemes 
Proud and diſdainfull,barping on what Iam, 
Not what be knew I was. He makes me angry, 
Andat this time moſt caſietis to doot : > 
Whicn my good ſtarres,that were my former guides. 
Have empty left their Orbes,and ſhot their Fires 
Into the Abiſme of Hell. If he miſlike, 
My ſpcech,and what is done;tell him he has 
Hyparchus my enfranched Bondman, whom 
He may at pleaſure whip,or hang,or torture, 
Ashe ſhalliike roquit me. Vrgeit tho 
Hence with thy ſtripes,be gonc. Exat Thid, 
Cleo, Have you done yet? : 
Ant. Alacke our Terene Moone is now Eclipſt. 
Andiit portends alone the fall of eAnthony. 
Cleo; IT muſt ſtay his time? | 
Ant; To flatter Ceſar,would you mingle eyes 
W ith one that tyes his poynts. 
{teo, Not know me yet ? 
eAnt, Coid-hearted toward me ? 
{eo. Ah (Deere)ifT be fo, 
From my cold heart,letheaven ingender halle, 
And poyſon ir inthe ſourſe,and the firſt (tone 
Drop in my necke : as it determines fo 
Diſſolve my life, he next Czſa1ian ſinile, 
Till by d:grees the memory of iny wombe, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
By the diſcandering of this pclietted ſtorme, 
Lye graveleſfle,tili the Flies and Gnats of Nyle 
Have buried them for prey. 
Ant, I am ſatisfied : 
C</ar ſets downe in Alexandria,where 
I will oppoſe his Fate. Our force by.land, 
Hath nobly held,and ſever'd Navy too 
Have knit againe,and Fleet,threatning moſt Sca-like. 
Where haſt thou beene my heart ? Doſt thou heare Lady? 
It from the field I ſhall returne once more 
To kiſſe theſe lips,l will appearc in blood, 
Land my Sword, will carne wy Chronicle, 
Theres hope in't yet. 
Cleo. Thats my brave Lord. 
| -- Ant. I will be trebble-ſinewed, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight malictouſly : for when mine houres 
Were niceand lucky,men did ranſome lives 
Of me for jeſts : but row,licſet my teeth, 
| And ſend to darkneſſe all that ſtop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night : Callto me 
All my fad Capraines,fill our Bowles once more : 
| Lets mocke the midnighit Bell. | 
Cleo. Tt is my Birth-day, Ty 
T had thought have held ir poore. But ſince my Lord \ 
Is Anthony againe,l will be (le:patra. 
| Aut. We will yetdoe well. 


- The Wine pcepe through their skarres. 


| So goodas you have dence. 


Cleo. Callallhis Noble Captainesto ny Lord. 
Ant. Doe ſ0,weel ſpeake to them, rs. 
And to night Ile force 


Come on (my Queene ) 

Theres ſap in't yet- The nexttimeT doe fight 

He make deathlove me : for I will contend 

Even with his peſtilent Sythe* Exenn 
£n%6, Now tie lout-ſtarethe Lightning ; to be furious 

Isto be frighted our of feare,and inthat moode 

The Dove will peckethe Eftridge ; and I ſee ſity 

A diminution in our Captaines braine, 

Reſtores his heart ; when valour prayes in reaſon 

Itcares the Swordit fights with: I will ſccke * 

Some way to leave hin. Exennt, 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippa,aud Mecenas with hu Army, 
Ce/ar reading a Letter, | 


Ce/. Hecals me Boy,and chides as he had power 

0 beat we out of Egypt. My Meſſenger 
He hath whipt with Rods,dares me to perſonill Combat. 
Cſarto «-nthony : let the old Ruthan know, 
E have many other wayesto dyc : meanc time 
Laugh at this Challenge. 

CMece. C «/ar muſt thinke, 
When one fo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Evento falling. Give him no breath,but now 
Make boot of his diſtraQion : Never anger 
Made good guard for ir {clfe. 

Cef7 Letour beſt heads know, 
That to morrow.,the laſt of many Battailes 
We meane to fight. Wirhin our Fil-s thereare; 
Of thoſe that ſerv'd Aarke Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. Sce ic done, 
And feaſt the Army, we have ſtore to doo't, 
Andthey have carn's the waſte. Poore Anrhony. Exennt. 


Enter Anthony and Cleo patra, Enobarbus,Charmian, 
Iras,oAlexas with others, 


Axt. Hewill not fight with me,Domirias ? 
Enob, No? 
Ant. Why ſhould he not ? 
Eno, He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He is ewenty men to one. 
Ant, To morrow Suuldier, 
By Sca and Land Ile fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour inthe blood, 
Shall make it live againe, Woo't thou fight well- 
Enob, Ile itrike,and cry,take all. 
Ant, Well fatd, come on ; 
Call forth my houſhold ſervants,lets to nighe 
Enter three or fowre Servitonrs. 
Be bounteons at our Meale. Give me thy hand, 
Thou halt been rightly honeſt,ſo haſt thou, 
Thou,and thou,and chou : you have fery'd me well, 
And Kings have beene your fellowes, 
Cleo. What meanes this ? 
Ex. Tis one of thoſe odde tricks which ſorrow ſhoots 
Out of the mind. . 
eAur. And thonart honeſt too : 
I wiſh I could be made ſo many men, 
And all of you clapt up together,in 
An Anthony : chat I might doe youſervice, 


 Omones. | 


I nee CEE 
w_ 


—_ 


| 


| 


| Doe heare what we doe ? 


eA a and Cleopatra. | 


_ ET TIE. . 
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Omxecs, The gods forbid. 

Axt, Well,my good Fellowes,wait on metonight : 
Scant not my Cups,and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too; 
And ſuftered my commiarid. 

(co, What does he meane ? 

Eno, To make his Followers weepes 

Ant. Tend meto night; 
May be it is the period of your duty, 
Haply you ſhall not ſee me more, or if, 
A mangled ſhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'l ſerveanother Maſter. I looke on you, 
As onethat takes hisleave. Mine honett Friends, 
I turne you not away,butlike a Maſter 


+ Married to your good ſervice,ſtay till death : 


Tend me to night two hourcs,I aske no more, 
And the gods yecld you for't, 

Enob. What meane you (ſir) 
Togive them this diſcomfort? Looke, you weepe; 
And an Aſſgam Onion-cy'd ; for ſhame, 
Transforme us not to women. 

eAnt. Ho,ho,ho : 

Now the Witch take me;if I meant it thus, 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a too dolorous a ſenſe, 
For I ſpake to you for your comfort,did deſire you 
To burnethys night with Torches ; know (my hcarts) 
I hope well of to morrow,and will lead you, 
Where rather Ile expect viRorious life, 
Then death,and Honour, Lets to Supper,come, 
And drowne confideration. Exeunt, 


Enter a company of Souldtiers, 


1 $#/, Brother,good night : to morrow is the day. 
-12 Sel. It will determine one way : Fare you well, 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets. 

1 Nothing : what newes ? 
2 Beliketis but a Rumour,good night to you. 
3 Well fir,good night. 
They meet with ather Soxldicrs. 
2 Souldiers have carefull Watch. 
1 And you : Goodinght;goodnight. 5 
They plate themſelves inevery corner of the'Stage, 
2 Here we,and if to marrow 
Our Navy thrive,l have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 
1 Tisa brave Army,and full of purpoſe. 
CMnſicke of the H oboyes ss under the Stage, 
2 Peace, what noyle ? 
I Liſt,li{&s 
2 Hearke. 
1 Muficke 1c Ayre, 
3 Vnderthe earth, : 
lt ſignes well,doesit not ? 
3 No. | 
1 Peace I ſay : What ſhould this meane ? 

2 Tis the god Herewles,whom Anthony loved, 
Now leaves him. 

1 Walke,lets ſee if other Watchmgp 


2 How now Maſters? | Speake together, 
Omnes, How now 2? how now ? dot you hearethis? 

I L,is't not ſtrange ? = 

3 Doe you heare Maſters? Doe you heare? = 

I Follow the noyſe ſo farre as we have quarter. 


| Then Anthexy ; but now. Well on. 


| To make me fight at Land. 


A 


Lets ſee how it will give off, | 
Omnes. Content : Tis ſtrange, + Exennt, 


Emter Anthony and (leopatra;with others. 


Ant, Eros,mine Armour Eros, 
Cleo, Sleepealictle. 


Ant. No my Chucke, Erss.come mine Armout E705, | 


Enter Eros. 
Came good Fellow,put thine Iron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day,it is 
Becauſe we brave her. Come. 
C/co. Nay,Ile-helpe too, Anthony. 
Whats this for ? Ah,let be,let be,tbouart - 
The Armourer of my heart: Falſe, falſe : This,this, 
Sooth-law Ile helpe : Thus it mult be. 
Ant, Well, well, we ſhall thrive now. 
Sect thou my good Fellow. Goe,put on thy defences, 
Eros; Briefly (ir. ; 
Cleo, Ts not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely,rarely : | 
He that unbuckles this,till we doe pleaſe 
To doft for our repoſe,ſhall heare aſtorme. 
Thou fumbleſt Er95,and my Queenes a Syuire 
More tight at this : Diſpatch, O Love, 
That thou couidſt ſee my warres to day ,and knew'ſt 
The Royall Occupation,thou ſhouldlt fee 
A workeman in'c. 
Enter an armed ſouldicr. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou lookitlike him thatknowesa warlike charge ; 
To bulineſle that we love,we riſe betime, 
And goe too't withdelight. | 
Soul. A thouſand Sir, carly though't be,have on their 
Rivettedtrim,and at the Port expe& you. Showt. 
| Trumpets flouriſs, 
Enter Captaines and Souldiers, 
Alex. The Morne is faire : Good morro'y Genera!l, 
All, Good morroiv Generall, | 
ent. Tis well vlowne Lad; 
This morning like the ſpirit ofa youth 
That meancs to be of note, begins betimes. 
So,ſfo: Come give me that, what ere becomes of me, 
Fare thee well Dame,whar ere become of mee, 
This is a Souidicrs kifle : rebukeable, 
A.;id worthy ſhamefull checke it were,to ſtand 
On more Mechanicke Complement,Ile leavetheee: 
Now like a man of Steele,you that will fight, 
Follow mecloſe, Ile bring you too't; Adieu. 
Char, Pleale you retyre to your. Chamber ? 
Cleo, Lead me : 
He goesforth gallantly : that heand C2/ar might 
Determine this great Warre in fingle fight; 


Exenmn, 


Exenyt, 


Trumpet ſound, Enter Anthony and Eros, 


Eros, The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony, 

Ant, Would thou,and thoſe thy {caries had once pre- 
(vail, | 

. Eres. Hadſtrhoudone fo, 

The Kings that have revolted, add the Souldier 

That has this morning left thee, would have (till 


| Fellowedthy heelcs. 


Ant. Who's gone this morning? 
Eros, Who?one ever neere thee,callfor Enobarbmue, 
| aaa 2 He 


_—_ﬀ__ 


if. 


—_— 


" The Tragedy of | 


—— 


He ſhall not heare thee, or from Ceſars Campe, 
ay I am none of thine. 
- Ant. What ſayeſt thou ? 
Sold. Sir he is with ( afar. , 
Eros. Sir , his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him. 
Ant, Is he gone? 
Sol. Mott certaine. : 
Ant. Goe Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, doe it, 
Detaineno jot ! charge thee ; writeto him, 
(I will ſubſcribe) gentle adicus, and greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more cauſe 
To chaoge a Maſter. Oh mp fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt men, Diſpatch Eros, - 


Enter Agrippa, Ceſar, with Enobarbus , 
and Dollabella, 


Caf, Goe forth Agrippa, and begin the fight : 
Our will is Anthony be tookeallive : 

Make it ſo knowne. 

egrip. Ceſar, I ſhall. 

Cef. The time of univerſall peace is neere , 
Prove thisa profp'rous day, the three nook'd world 
Shall beare the Olive freely. 

Enter a Meſſenger, 

Meſ. Anthony iscome into the field. | 

Ceſ. Goe charge eAgrippa, 

Plant thoſe that have revoited in the Van, 
T hat e-Anthovy may ſceme te ſpend his Fury 
Vpon himſclfe. | 

Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to lewry on 
Afairesof Anthony; there did difſwade 
Great Herodto incline himſclfe to Ceſar, 

And leave his Maſter Anthony. For this paines, 
Ceſar bath hang'd him : Camidine and the reit 
| That fell away, have entertaiment, but 
No honorable truſt :1 have done 1ll, 
Of which I doe accuſe my ſelte ſo ſorely, 
Thar I will joy no mores. 

Enter a Soldier of Cſars; 

Sol. Enobarbus, Anthony 
| Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 
His Bounty over-plus. The Mcſlenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnloading of his Mule:. 

Ene. I give you. 

Sol. Mocke not Enobarbua, 

I tell you rrue : Beit you fat tthe bringer 

Out of the haoſt, I mult attend mine Office, 

Or would have dove't my ſcife. Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a love. 

; Envb, Iam aione the Vylaine of the earth, 
And feele | am ſo moſt. Oh «+ nthory, 

Thou Mine of bounty, how woulclt thou have payed 

My better ſervice, when my turpitude 

Thou dolt ſo Crowne with Gold. This blowes my heart 
If fwift thought breake it not : a ſwifcd meane 

Shall out-ſtr1ke thought, bat thought will doo't. I feele 
I fight againſt thee : Nol will goe ſeeke 
Some Ditch, where to dye : the foullt beſt firs 
My latter part of lite. 


Exennt. 


Ex#. 


Alaraum, Drummes and Trampets, 
Enter Agrippa. | 
- Aerip. Retire, we have engag'd our ſelves too farre : 
Ce/ar himſelfc has worke, and our oppreſſion 


| Exceeds what we expeRed. Exit, 


Exit. 


eAlarums. 
Enter Anthony, ang Scaru wounded, 

Scer, O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſoat firſt, we had droven them home | 
With clowrs about their head. Farre off. 

Ant. Thou bleedſt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound heere that waslike a T, 

But now tis made an H. 

Ant, They doe retyre. - 

Scar. We'll beat em into Bench-holes, I haveyet 
Roome for ſix ſcotches more. 

Enter Eros, 

Eros. They are beaten Sir, and our advantage ſeryes 
For a faire victory. | . 

Scar, Let us ſcoretheir backes, 

And ſnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis ſport to maula Runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee 0n. 

Scar. Ile haltafter. Exe, | 
. Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in « March, ** 

Scarm, with ether. 


Ant; We have beate him to his Campe - Runne one 
Before,and let the Queen know of our gueſts: to morrow 
Before the Sun ſhall tees, we'll ſpillthe blood 
That has today eſcap'd. I thanke you all, 

For doughty handed are you, and have fought 
Not es you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't had beene 
Each mans like mine : you have ſhewne all He&ors, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wives, your friends, 
Tell them your feats, whilſt they with joyfull reares 
Waſh the congealement from your wounds, and kifſe 
The honour'd-gaſhes whole. 
Emer ( Teopatra. 

Give me thy hand, 
Tothis great Faiery ,Ile commend thy as, bz 
Make her thankes dlefle thee. Oh thouday o'th*'world, 
Chaine minearm'd necke, leape thou, Attyre and all 
Toro proofe of Harneſle to my part, and there 
Ride onthe pants triuwphing. | 

Cleo. Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertuc, comm'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The worlds great ſnare uncaught. 

et, My Nightingale, 
We have beate them to their Beds. 
W hat Gyrle, though gray | 
Do ſomething mingle with our yonger browne,yet ha we 
A braine that nouriſhes our Nerves, and can 
Get golc for golc of youth. Beholdthis wan, 
Commend unto his Lippes thy favouring hand, 
Kifſe it my War-iour : He hath foughtto day, 
As ifa god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deſtroyedin ſucha ſhape. 

Cleo. Ile give thee friend 
An Armour all of gold : it was a Kings, 

Ant. He has deſ@yy'd its were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phoebus Carre, Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Beare our hackt Targets, like the menthat owe them, 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To Campe this hoaſt, we all would ſup together: 


And drinke Carowſes to the next dayes Fare 
| © Which 


— 
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eAnthonyandCleopatra. 
Which promiſes Royall perill. Trampeters And hold our beſt ad7aniage. Exennt. 
| With brazen dinne blaſt you the Cities care, eAlarum afarre off, as at a Sea-fight. 
Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, Enter eAnthogy, and Scarus: 
That heaven and earth may ſtrike their ſounds together, | Art. Yet they are nor joyn'd: 
Applauding our approach. Exenn., | Where yond Pine does ſtand, I ſhall diſcover all, 
© | Ile bring thee word ftraight, bow tis like to goe. Exit. 
Enter a (enter y, and lis Company, Enobarbn: followes, Scar. Swallowes have built 
| In Cleopatra's Sailes their neſts. The Auguries 
Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this houre, Say, they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly, 
We muſt returne to'th'Court of Guard : the night And dare not ſpeake their knowledge, Anthoxy, 
Is ſhiny, and they ſay, we ſhall embarttaile Is valiant, and dejeRted, and by ſtarts 
By'th'ſecond houre th'Morie. His fretted Fortunes give him hope and feare 
1 Watch. This laſt day wasa ſhrew'd one to's Of what he has, and has not. 
Enob, Oh beare me witneſle wghr, | Enter eAnthony, 
2 What manis this? o Ant. All isloſt ; 
I Stand cloſe, and liſt him. This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
Enob, Be witnefle to me (O thou blefſed Moone) My flcete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder, 
When men revolted ſhall upon Record They caſt their Caps up; ana Carowſe together | 
Beare harefull memory : poore Enobarbu did Like friends long loſt. Triple-turn'd Whore, tisthou 
Before thy facerepent. Haſt ſold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Cent, Enobarbus ? Makesonely Wartes on thee, Bid them all flye : 
2 Peace : hearke further: For when I am reveng'd upon my Charme, 
Enob. Oh Soveraigne Miſtris of true Melancholly, I have done all. Bid them all flye, be gone. 
The poyſonous dampe of nightdiſpunge upon me, Oh Sunne, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more, 
Thar life, a very Rebell ro my will, Fortune, and 4Anrheny part heere, even heere 
May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart Doe we ſhake hands? All come to this? The hearts 
Againſt the flintand hardneſſe of my fault, | That pannelled me at heels, to whom I gave 
| Whichbeing dryed with griefe, will breaketo powder, | Their wiſhes, doe diſ Candy, meltthcir fweets | 
And finiſh all foule thoughts, Oh Antbony, On bloſſoming Ceſar : and this Pine is bark, | 
Nobler then my revolt is infamous, That over-to, d chem all. Betray'd I am» 
Forgive me in thine owne particular, Oh this falſe Soule of Egypt ! this grave Charme,' 
But let the world ranke me in Regiſter W hoſe eye beck'd forth my Wars,and cal'd them home: 
A Maſter leaver, and a fugitive : W hoſe boſome was my Crownet, my chiete end, 
Oh eL:thony 1 Oh Anthony | Like a right Gypſie, hath ac fat an1 looſe 
x Letsſpeaketo hum. Beguild me, to the very heart of loſle. 
Cent. Lets heare him, for the things he ſpeakes W hart Eros, Eros? 
May concerne Ceſar. Emer Cleoputra. | EY 
2 Lets doe ſo, but he ſleepes, Ab, thou Spell ! Avaunt. 
{ent. Swoonds rather, for ſo bad a Prgyer as his Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love ? 
Was never yet forfleepe. Ant. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thce thy deſerving, 
1 Goe we to hun, And vlemiſh Cefars Triumph. Let him take thee, 
2 Awake ſir, awake, ſpeake to us. And hoiſt thee up to th'ſhouting Plebeians, | 
1 Heare you fir? Fellow his Chariot, like the greateſt {por 
Cent. The hand of death hath raught him. _ | Ofallthy Sex. Moſt Monſier-like be ſhewne 
| Drummes afarre off. | Kor poor it Diminutiues, for Dolts, andler 
Hearke how the Drummes demurely wake the ſleepers: | Patient Oavia, plough thy viſage up 
Let us beare him to'th* Court of Guard : he is of note : With her prepared nailes. Exit Cleopatra. - 
Our houre is fully out. Tis well tart gone, | 
2 Come on then, he may recover yet. E xennt. | If icbewelltolive. But better twere 
| Thou fellſt into my fury, for one death | 
Enter «Anthony, and Scarua, with their Army. Might have prevented many. Eres, hoa? 
Ant. Their preparationis to day by Sea! The ſhirt of Ng is upon me, teach me 
We pleaſe them not by Land. Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy rage. 
Scar. For both, my Lord. Let me lodge Zicas on the hornes oth'Moone, 
Ant. T would they*ld fight ith'Fire, or ith'Ayre, And with thole hands that grafipr the heavieſt Club, 
| Wee'ld fight there too. Eut this it is, our Foote Subdue my wortbieſt ſelfe ; the Witch ſhall dye, 
| Vpon the hilles adjoyning tothe Citty To the young Roman Boy ſhe hath ſold me, and 1 fall 
Shall Fay with us. Order for Seais given, Vndecr this plot ; ſhe dyes for't. Eros hoa ? Exits 
| They have put forth the haven : ED | ; | | 
| Where their appointment we may beſt diſcover, Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Ir as, Mardiay. 
| And looke on their endevour. Exennt. ES | 
Cleo. Helpe me my woman : Oh he is more mad 
; Enter Ceſar, andbus Army. | Then Te/amon tor his Shield, the Boare of Theflaly 
Ceſ: But being charg'd, we will be ſtill by Land, Was never ſo imboſft, . | 
Which as I tak't we ſhall, for his beſt force Char. To th Monument; there locke your felfe, . * 
| Is forth to Man his Gallices. To the Yales, And ſcnd him word you are dead; . 
Eo ©" "=" EY The | 
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The ſoule and Body rive ot more in parting, 
Then greatncſle going off, 
Cleo, To'th' Monument :; 
HMardian, goe tell him I haveſlaine my ielfe : 
Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Anthony, . 
And word it (prethce) pitteouſly, Hence Mardiav, 
And bring me how hetakes my death toth'Monument. 


Enter Anthony, and Eros. 
Anth. Eres, thou yet beholdlt me ? 
Eros. I Noble Lord. : 
ent. Sometime weſeea clowd thats Dragoniſh, 
A vapour ſometime, like a Bearc, or Lyon, 
Atoward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontory 
With Trees upon't, that nodde untothe world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayrec. 
Thou haſt ſeene theſe ſignes, 
They are blacke Veſpers Pagcants. 
Eres, T my Lord, 
Ant. That which is now a horſe, even witha thought 
' the Racke diſlimes, and makes 1c indiſtin&t 
As water 1s 1n Water. 
Eros. It does my Lord. we 
Ant. My good Knave Eves, now thy Captaine 18 
| Even ſucha body : heere I am e4=thoyy, 
Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape (my Knave) 
1 made theſe warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whoſe heart I thought I had, for ſhe had mine : 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto't 
A Million mde, (now loſt: ) ſhe Eros has 
Packt Cards with Ceſars, ard falſe plaid my Glory 
Vntoan Enemics triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros,there is left us 
Our ſelves to end our ſclves. 
Emer Mardian. 
Oh thy vilde Lady, ſhe has rob'd me of my Sword, 
Mar. No eAnthony, 
My Miſtris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. | 
Ant. Hence ſawcy Eunuch peace, ſhe hath betraid me 
And ſhall dyethedeath. 
Mar. Death of one perſon, can be paide but once,” 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd, What thou wouldſt doe 
Is done unto thy hand : the laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was Antboxy, moſt Noble Anthony : 
Then in the middſt atearing gronedid breake 
The name of Anthony: it was divided 
Betweene her heart, and lins; ſhe tendred life 
Thy name ſo buried in her. 
Ant, Dead then ? 
Altar. Dead. 
ent. Vnarme Eros, the long dayestaske is done, 
And we muſt fleepe: tbat theu departlt hence ſafe 
Does pay thy labour richly : goes Exit Mardian, 
Ob, plucke off, 
The feven-fold ſhield of e-Ljax cannot keepe 
The battery from my heart. Oh cleave my ſides, 
Heart, once be ſtronger then thy Continent, 
Cracke thy fraile Caſe. Apace Eros,apacc: 
No more a Souldier : bruiſed peeces goe, 
You have bin Nobly borne. From me awhile.E x: Eros, 
I will ore-take thee Cleopatra, and | 
Weepe for my pardon. So it muſt be, for now 
Alllength is Torture : ſince the Torch is out, 
Lye downe and {tray no farther. Now all labour 


Exennt, 


—_— 


Marres whar it does : yea, very force entangles 
It felfe with ſtrength : Seale then andall is done. 
Eros? I come my Queene, Eros? Say for me, 
Where Soules doe couch on Flowers,we'll hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly Pert make the Ghoſtes gaze : 
Diao, and her e/Eneas ſhall wanwTroopes, 
Andall the baurit be ours. Come Eros, Eros, 
Enter Eros, 
Eros. What would my Lord? 
e-Lnt. Since { teropatradyed, 
I have liv'd in ſuch diſhonor, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſenefſe. I, that with my Sword, h 
Quarter'd the Werld, and orc greene Neptunes backe 
With Ships, made Citties z condemne my lelfe, to lacke 
The Courage ofa Woman, lefſe Noble minde 
Then ſhe u hich by her death, ow: Ceſar telles - | 
Iam Conqueror of my ſeife. Thou art ſworke Eros, 
'That when the exigent ſhould come, which row: . 
Is come indeed : When I ſhould ſeebehind me 
Th'inevitable proſecution of diſgrace and horror, 
That on'my command, thou then wouldſt kill me. 
Doo't, the rime is come : thou rikſt not me, 
Tis C2ſar thou defeat'ſt. Put colour in my cheeke. 
Evos, The gods with-bold me, 4 
Shai I doe chat whichalithe Parthian Darts; - 
(Though Enemy j loit ayme; and could nor; 

Ant. Eros, 

Wouldſt thoube window'*d in great Rome; and ſee 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, bis face fubdu*de 

To penretzarive ſhame ; whilſt the wheeld ſeate 

Of fortunate («ſar drawne before him branded 

His baſcneſſe thatenſucds 

Eros. 1 wouldnot ſee't, 

Ant. Come then : for with a wound I muſt be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honelt Sword which thou haſt worne 
Moſt uſcti1ll tor thy Country, 

Eros. Oh fir, pardon me. 

eZnt, W hcn 1 did make thee free, ſworſt thou not then 
To doe this when-I bad thee ? Doe itat once, 

Or thy vrecedent Services are all 
But accidents nnpurpos'd, Draw, and come, 

Eros. Turne from me then that Noble countenance, 
W herein the worſhip of the whole world lyes- 

Ant. Loethces 

Eros, My (word is drawne. 

Ant. Thenlet itdocat once 
The thing why thou haſt drawne it. 

Eres. My deere Maſter, | 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me ſay 

Before 1 ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewell. 

Ant, Tis ſaid man, and farewell. 

Eros, Farewell great Chicte. Shall I ſtrike now ? 
Ant, Now Eres, Killes bimſclfe. 
Eros. Why there then : 

Thus I doe efcape the ſorrow of Anthonies death. 
Ant. Thrice-Nobler then my ſelfe, 

Thou teacheſt me : Oh valiant Eros, what 

I ſhould, and thou couldft not, my Queene and Eros 
Have by their brave inſtruction got upon me 

A Nobleneſſe in Record, But I willbe 


A Bride groowe in my death, and run into'c | 
As toa Lovers bed. Come then, and Eros, | 
Thy Maſter dyes thy Scholler : to doe thus 


 T learnt of thee. How, not dead ? not dead? 
The Guard, how ? oh diſpatch me. 
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| Emer a Guard, 
1 Guard. Whats the noiſe ? 
Ant. T have done my worke ill friends : 
Oh make an end of what I have begun. 
2 TheStarre is falne. 
I Andtime isat his Period; 
ell, Alas, and woe. 
Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead. 
I Notl, 
2 NorTI. | 
3 Nor any one. [Exennt, 
Decre. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flye 
This ſword but ſhewne to Ceſar with this tydings, | 
Shall enter me with him. 
Emer Diomeaes. 
Dio. Wheres Anthony ? 
Decre. There Diomed there, 
Diom. Lives he z wilt thou not anſwer man ? 
Ant, Art thou there Dromed ? 
Draw thy ſword, and give me, 
Suthicing ſtrokes for deaths 
Dio. Moſt abſolute Lord : 
My Mitſtris Cleopatra ſent me to thee. 
Ant. Waen did ſhee ſend thee ? 
Diom. Now my Lord. 
Ant. Wheceis ſhe? 7 _— 
Dioms. Lockt in her Monument: ſhe had aPropheſying 
Of whac hath come to paſſe: for when ſheſaw 
(Which never ſhall be found) you did ſuſpet 
She had diſpos'd with Ceſar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead : 
But fearing ſince how it might worke, hath ſent 
Me toproclaine the truth, and Iam come 
Jdread, too late. h 
Ant, Toolate good Diomed: call my Guard I prethee, 
Dio, What hoa : the Emperors Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calles. 
Emter 4 or 5 of the Guard of «Anthony. 
 eAnt. Beare me good Friends were Cleopatra bides, 
Tis the laſt ſeevice that I ſhall command you. ; 
' 1 Woe, woe are we fir you may not live to weare 
All your true Followers out. 
All. Moſt heavy day. 
eAnt. Nay good my fellowes,doe not pleaſc ſharp fate 
Tograce it with your ſorrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh 1t 
Seeming to bearcit lightly. Take me up, 
I haveled you oft, carry we now good friends, 
And have my thankes forall, Exewnt bearing Anthony, 


Enter Cleopatra, and her 71aides aloft, with 
Cha mian, and Iras, 


(!eo. Oh Charmian, T will never goe from hence- 
| Char. Becomforted deere Madam, 
Cleo. No, TI will not 2: 
| All ſtrange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we deſpiſe ;'our (ize of ſorrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult be as great 
' ASthat whichmakes it, 
Enter Diomed; 

How now ? is he dead? 
Diom. His deaths upon him, but not dead. 
' Looke out oth other fide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither. .. - 
| Enter Anthony, and the Guard. 


—_—_—— 


eAnthony and Cleopatra. 


| 


| 


| 


Cle... Oh Sunne;, fs CES 
Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ſt in, darkling ſtand 
The varrying ſhore oth'world,O Antony, Antony, Antony 
Helpe (hermian, helpe Iras belpe : helpe tricnds 
Below, lets draw him hither, 

ent. Peace, | 
Not Ceſar« Valour hath orethrowne Anthony, 
But . 4»thonie, hath Triumph on it ſelfe, 

Clo, Soit ſhould be, 
That none but eF*chony ſhould conquer e-Avthony, 
_ _ tis ſo, p k 

#t. I ani dying Egypt, dying : one 

I heere ipod CE ariais, untill” : 
Of many thouſand kifles the poore laſt - 
I lay uponthy lippes. 

{ to. I dare not Deere, 
Deere my Lord pardon : 1dare not; 
Left I be taken : notth'Imperious ſhew 
Of thefull-fortun'd { eſ«r,ever ſhall 
Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, 
Edge, ſting, or operation, I am fafe : 
" Your Wife O#avia, with her modelt eyes, 
And (till concluſion, ſhall acquire no honor 
Demuting upon me : but, come, come Anthony, 
Helpe me my women, we muſt draw thee up : 
Aſſiſt good friends. 

Ant, Oh quicke, or Iam gone, 

Cleo, Heeres ſport indeed :; 
How heavy weighes tiny Lord ? 
Our ſtrengrh isall gone into heavineſſe, 
That mikes the waight. Had I great /wno's power, 
The ſtrong wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſetthee by loves ſide. Yet come a little, 
Wiſhers were ever Fooies. Oh come, come, come. 

T hey heave A» thony aloft to Cleopatras 

And welcome, welcome, Dye when thou haſt liv'd,, 
Quicken with kiſſing : had my lippes that power , 
Thus would I weare them out. 

Al. A heavy fight, 

eNnt. Iam dying Egypt, dying. 
Give the ſome Wine, and let me ſpeakealittle, 

(ev. No, let me ſpeake, and let me rayle fo hye, 
That the falſe Huſwife Fortune, bzeake her W heele, 


Serpents have 


| Provok'd by my offence. 


Ant, One word ({weet Queene) 
Of Ceſar ſceke your honor, with your 
Cleo. They doe nor goe together. 

Am, Gentle heare me, 
None abour Ceſer truſt; but Proculcinis. 

Cho, My Reſolution, and my hands, Iletruſt, 
None about ( sſr. x 

Ant. The miſerable change now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow at : but pleaſe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe my former Fortunes 


ſafety. Oh. 


| Wherein lived. The greateſt Prince oth world, 


The Nobleft : and doc now not baſely dye, 
Not Cowardly putoff my Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 


. Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now my ſpirit is going, 


I canno more. 

Cleo. Nobleſt of men, woo't dye? 
Haſt thouno care of me, ſh-ll I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abſence is 
No better thena Stye? Oh ſee my women - 
The Crowne oth earth doth melt. My Lord ? 


| | Oh wither'd isthe Garland ofthe Warre, 
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The Tragedy of ve 


The Souldiers pole is falne : young Boyes and Gyrles 
Are levell now with men : The oddes 1s gone, 
And there isnothing left remarkeable 
Beneath the viſiting Moone. 

Char. Oh quitneſle, Lady. 

Ira. Shes dead too, our Soveralgne. 

Char, Lady. | 

Iras, Madam. 

Char, Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Ira. Royall Egypt : Empreſle, 

Char. Peace, peace, [ras. 

Cleo, No more but ina Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poore paſſion, as the Maid that Milkes, 
And does the meaneſt chares. 1t were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this World did equall theirs, 
Till they had ſtolne our Iewell, Alls but naught : 
Patience is ſottiſh, and impatience does 
Become a Dogee thats mad ; then.1s it ſinne, 
Toruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 
Ere death dare cometous? How doe you Women ? 
W hat, what good cheere ? Why how now Charmian ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah women. women ! Looke 
Our Lampe is ſpent, its out. Good firs, take heart, 
Wee'll bury him : And then, whats brave, what Noble, 
Lets doo'tafter the high Roman faſhion, 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This cafe of that buge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah women, women ! Come, we have no fricnd 
But Reſolution, and the briefeſt end. 

Exeunt, bearing of Anthonies boap. 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippa , Dollabella, Meas, with 
hu ( ounſell of Warre. 


(ſar. Goe to him Dolabella, bid him yeeld, 
Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, : 
He mockes the pawſes that he makes. 
Dol, Cefar, 1 ſhall. 
| Enter Decretas with the ſword of 4mthony. 
\, Ce. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appeare thus to us? | 
Dec, lam call'd Decreta:, 
HMarke Anthony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt tobe ſery'd : whillt he ſtood up, and ſpoke 
Be was my Maſter, and I wore my life 
To ſpend upon his baters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as I as wasto him, 
Le be to Ceſar:ifthou pleaſeſt nut, I yeild thee up my life. 
Ceſa. What ist thou ſayit ? | 
Dec. 1 ſay (Oh Ceſar) eAnthony is dead. 
(*/a. Thebreaking of fo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater exacke. The round World 
Should have ſhooke Lyons into civil ſtreets, 
And Cirttizens tothcir dennes. The death of eAuthony 
Ts not a fingle doome, in the name lay 
A moity of the world. 
Dec. He is dead (ſar, 
Not by a publike miniiter of Tuſtice, 
Nor by a hyred Knife, but that ſelfe-hand 
Which wrir his honor inthe Ads it did, 
 Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitred the heart. This is his Sword, 
| Trobb'd his wound of it : behold it ſtaind 
With his moſt Noble blood. 
Ceſe Looke you ſad friends, 


| The gods rebuke me, but itisaTydings 


To waſh the eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ſtrahge itis, 
That Nature mult compell us to lament 
Our moſt perſiſted deeds. 
Ac. His taints and honors, way equall with him. 
Dela. A Rater ſpirit never 
Did ſteere humanity ; but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Ceſar istouch'd. 
Hee, When ſucha ſpacious Mirrors ſet before him, 
He needes muſt ſec himſclfe. | | 
Ceſ. Oh Antboxy, 
I have followed theeto this, but we doe launch 
Diſcales in our Bodies, I muſt perforce 
Have ſhewnetre thee ſuch a declining day, 
Orlooke on thine : we could not ſtall rogether, 
In the whole world. But yetlet me lament © 
With teares asSoveraigne as the blood of hearts, 
That thay my brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all defigne ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion 1n the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mine owne Body, andthe heart 
W here mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Startes 
V nrecorciliable, ſhould divide our coualnefle to this: 
Heare me good friends, F SY 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
The buſineſle of this man lookes out of him, 
Wee'll heare him what he ſayes. 
- Enter ane/£gyptian.. 
Whence are you? 
e/£gyp- A poore Egyptian yet, the Queene my Miſtris 
Confin'd in all, fhe has her Monument 
Of thy intents, deſires, inftruction, 
That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſelfe 
Toth'way ſhees forc'd to. 
Cf. Bid her have/good heart, 
She ſoone ſhal! know of us, by ſome of ours, 
How honorable, and how kindly We 


| Determine for her For Ceſar cannot leaveto be ungentle 
e/Egyp. So the gods prelerve thee. Exit. 

Ceſ. Come hither Proculeirs, Goe and fay - 

We purpoſe her no ſhame : give her what comforts 
The quality of her paſlion ſhall require ; 

Leſt 1n her greatneſfſe, by ſome mortall troke 

She doe defeate us. For her life in Rome, 

Would be eternall in our Triumph : goe, 

And with your ſpecdieſt bring us what ſhe ayes, 
And bow yon find pt her. 

Pro. Ceſar I ſhall. Exit Proculeiin. | 

Ceſ. Galim,goe you along : wheres Dolabella, to ſe- 
cond Proculeius ? 

£h, Deotabella. 

Ceſ. Let him alone : for I remember now 
How hes imployd : he ſhall intime be ready. 
Goe with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 
How hardly 1 was draiwne into this Warre, 
How caltne and gentle I proceeded {till 
In allmy Writings. Goe with me, and ſee 
What I can ſhew in this. Exennt, 
Enter ( lopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian, 


Cleo. My defolation does begin to make 
A betrerlife : Tis paltry tobe Ceſar; 
Not being fortune, hes but fortunes knave, 


| A miniſterof her will ;andit is great 
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A hon wand Clopatra, 
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To doe thatthing that ends all other deeds, 

W hich ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
W hich fleepes, and never pallats more the dung, 
The beggers Nurle, and Ceſar. 


Enter Proculeins, 


Pro. (elat ſends greeting tothe Queene of Egypt, | 


And bids thee ſtudy on what faire demands 
Thou mcan'it to have him grant thee. 


Cleo, W hats thy name ? 
Pro, May name'is Procnlcus- 
Cleo, Anthony 


Did tell me of yon, bad me truſt you, but 

I doe not greatly care to be deceiv'd 

T hat have no v(e for truſting. If your Maſter _ 

' Would havea Queene his begger, you mult tell him, 
| That Majeſty to keepedecorwm, matt 

No leſſe beggethen a Kingdome : if he pleale 

To givemeconquer'd Egyptfor my Sonne, 

He gives me ſomuch of mine owne, as 1 

Wili kneele to him with thankess 


Pro. Bc of good checre : 


Yearefalne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, 
Make your full reference freely ro my Lord, 

Who is ſo full of Grace, that it owes over 
Onall that neede. Ler me report ro him 

Your ſweet dependancy, and you ſhall find 

A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindneſle, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd too. 


Cleo. Pray you tell him, 


I am his Fortunes Vaſſall, and I ſend him 
The greatneſſe he has got. I hourely learne 
A Doctrine of Obedience, and would gladly 


Looke him ith*Face. 

Pro. Thislle report (deere Lady) 
Have comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Of him that caus'd it. af 

Char. You ſee how eafily ſhe may be ſurpriz'd : 
Guard her till (2/ar come- 

Irs. Royall Queene. 

Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken QUeenes 

(eo, Quicke, quicke, good hands. 

Pro. Hold worthy Lady, bold ; 

Doe not your ſelfe tuch wrong, who are in this 
Reliev'd, but not betraid, 

{ tro. W hat of death roo that rids our dogs of languiſh ? 

Fro. Cleopatra, doc not abuſe my Maſters bounty, by 
Thundoing of your ſclte: Ler the world ſee | 
His Nobleneſſe well a&ed, which your death 
Willnever let come forth. 

Cle, Where artthou death ? ; 
Come hither come ;Come, come, andtake a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers, | 

Pre. Oh temperance Eady. 

(eo. Sir, I will eate no meate, Ile not drinke ſir, 

If idle talke will once be neceflary 

Ile notfleepe neither. This mortall houſe ile ruine, 
Doe Cefar what he can. Know fir, that I 
W!lnot waite pinnion'd at your Maſters Court, 
Nor once be chaftic'd with the ſober eye 

Of dull O#avia. Shall they hoyſt me up, 

And ſhew me to the ſhowting Varlotry 

Of cenſuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt, 
Be gentle grave unto me, rather on Nyl:s mudde 
Lay we ſtark e-nak*d, and let the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make 

My Countries byghpyramides my Gibber, 


| 
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| AsthisI dreamprt of? 


| Its paſtthe ſize of dreaming : Nature wants ſtuffe 


WA 


1f youll imploy mero him. 


And hang me up in Chaines, 
Pro. Youdoe extend AIMS 
Theſe thoughts of horror furthertheh you ſhall | 
Find cauſe 111 Ceſar. 

. Enter Dolabella. 

Dot. Proculeins, | 

W hat thou haſt done, thy Maſter ('2/ar knowes, 
And he hath ſent for thee : as for the Queene, 
Le take her to my Guard. 
Pro. So Dolabella, 
It ſhall content me beſt ; be gentle to her, | 
To Ceſar I will ipeake, what you ſhall pleaſe, a 
Exit Proculeins. 

C !eo. Say, 1 would dye. q 

Dol. Moſt Nob'e Emprefle, you have heardof me- | 

Cleo, I cannot tell. | 

Dol. Aſſaredly you know me. 

Clo. No matter fir, what I have heard or knowfie : 
You laugh when Boyesor Womentell their Dreames, 
Ist not your tricke? _ 

Det. I underſiand not, Madam. 

(co. Idreampt there was an Emperor Ambony. 
Ohſuch another ſleepe, that I nvighe ſee | | 
But ſuch another man. 

Dot. It it might pleaſe ye, 

Cteo. His face wasasthe heavens, and therein ſtucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept their courſe,and lighted | 
The little o'th'earth. £ 

Dot. Moſt Soveraigne Creature. ] 

Clez. Hislegges beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'darme 
Creſted the world : his voyce was propertied 
Asall the tuned Spheres, and thar to friends : 

But when he meant to quaile, and ſhakethe-Orbe, | 
He was asratling Thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no winter in't. An Anthony it wasy 
That grew the moce by reaping : his delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they ſhew'd his backe above | 
The Element they liv*d in ; 1n his Livery 
Walk*d Crownes and Crownets ; Realmesand Iſlands 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 

Dol. ( leopatr a. ' | 

Cleo, Thinke you there was, er might be ſucha man 


E- 


Det. Gentle Madam, no. 
Cl:o, You Lye up tothe hearing of the gods : 
But if there be, nor ever were one ſuch \ 


To vye ſtrange formes with fancy, yet r'imagine | 
An Anthony were Natures pecce, gainſt-tancy, | 
Condemning ſhadowes quite. 
Dol. Hcara me, good Madam : 
Your lofſe is as your ſelfe, great; and you beare 1t 
As anſwering to the waight, would I might never | 
Ore-take purſu'defuccefle : but I doe feele | 
By the rebound of yours, a griete that tuites | 
My very heart at roote. 
Ceo. I thanke you fir : 
Know you what Ceſar meanes to doe with me? 
Dol. I amloathtotell you what, Fwould you knew. 
(70. Nay pray you lir. 
Dol. Though he be honorable, 
Clo. Hel leade me then in Triumph. 
Del. Madam he will, I knowr.. , 
Emer Proculeis, ( «ſar, Gallus, Metenas, 
and others of hs Trane. 
All. Make way there, Ceſar. 


Ceſar? | 
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| The ingratitude of this Selencms, does 
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| » Cef. Ariſe, you ſhall not kneele : 


Hang in what place you pleaſe, Here my good Lord. 


| Then co yy perill ſpeake that which is not. 


| Addition of his Envy! Say (good Ceſar) 
That I fome Lady-trifles have reſerv'd, 
' Immoment toyes, things of ſuch Dignity 


- With one that I have bred : the gods ! it ſmites me 


] Beneath the fall I have. Prethce goe hence, 


| 


The Tragedy of 


monroe ene. 


C</- Which is the Queene of Egypt. 
Bol» It is the Emperor Madam. { leo. kneeles. | 
I pray you rilc, rife Egypt. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord I much obey, 
Cef. Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 
Cles. Sole Sir oth'world, 
I cannot projet mine owne cauſe ſo well 
To make it cleare, but doe confeſle I have 
Beene laden with like fraiities, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 
Ceſ, Cleepatraknow, 
We will extenuate rather then inforce : 
If you apply your ſelfe to our intents, 
W hich towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall ande 
A benefit in this change, but if you ſeeke 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
eZmtbenies Courle, you ſhall bereave you {clfe 
Of my good purpoles, and put your children 
Te that deſtruction which Ile guard them from, 
If thereon you relye. Ile take my leave. 
Cleo, And may throughall the world:tis yours,and we 
your Scutcheons, and your ſignes of Conqueſt ſhall 


Ceſ. You ſhall adviſe mein all for Clerparra, 

Clee, This is the bricfe : of Mony, Plate, and Ieyyels 
I am poſſcſt of, tis exatly valewed, 
Not petty things admirted, Wheres Selewcu ? 

Selex. Heere Madam. 

{?eo. This is my Treaſurer, let him 
Vpon his perill, that I have reſcrv'd 


To my ſclte nothing. Speake the trath Selewcus. | 
Selen. Madam I had rather ſecle my lippes, 


ſpcake(my Lord) 


(%e, What havclI kept backe? 
Selew.Enough to purchaſe what you have made known 
Cef, Nay bluſh not Cleopatra, I approve 
Your Wiſedome in the deed. 
(leo. See Ceſar : Oh behold, 
How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift eſtates, yours would be mine, 


Even make me wilde. Oh Slave, of no more truſt 
Then love thats hyr'd? W hat goeſt thou backe, thou ſhalt , 
Goe backe I warrant thee : but Ile catch thine eyes 
Though wy had wings,Slave, ſoulc-leſſe, Villaine, Dog, 
O rarcly baſe ! ' 

Ceſ. Good Qicene, let us intreat you. 

Cleo. O ( «far, what a wounding ſhame isthig, 
That thou vouchſafing heere to viſit me, 
Doing the honor of thy Lordlinefle 
Toone fo meeke, that mine owne Servant ſhould 
Parcell the ſumme of my diſgraces, by 


As we greet moderne friends withall, and ſay 
Some Nobler token I have keptapart 

For Lrviaand Offavia, to induce 

Their mediation, muſt I be unfolded 


| 


| 
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Or I ſhall ſhew. the Cynders of tny ſpirits 
Through th'Aſkes of my chance : Wer't thou a man, 
Thou wouldſt have mercy on me. 

Ceſa. Forbeare Selenems. | 

Cleo, Be itknowne,that we the greateſt are wiſ-thovght 
For things thecthers doe : and when we fall, 
We anſwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefoteto be pitticd. 

Caf. Cleopatra, Te 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Pur weitt'Roll of Conqueſt : ſtill be*t yours, 

Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and beleeve 
Ceſar's no Merchant,tomake prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make nor your thoughts your priſons: No deere Queen, 
Foryeintend fo to Giſpole yOu, as = 
Your ſclfe ſhall give us counſell : Feede, and fleepe : 
Our care and pitty is ſo much upon you, | 
That we remaine your friend, and ſo adicu. 

(eo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 

Caf, Not ſo : Adicu. | 

| Exeunt ( aſar, and hu T raine. 

Cle. He words the Gyrles, he words me, - E- 
That I ſhould not be Noble to my ſelfe. 
Bur hearke thee Charmiaen, F. 

. Tras, Finiſh good Lady, the brightday is done, 
Agd weare for the darke. 

Clo, Hyethceagaine. 
I haveſpoke already, and 
Goe put it to the haſte. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Enter Dolabeha. 
Dot, Wheres the Queene ? 

(ar. Behold {irs 

Cleo, Delabella. 

Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworne, by your command 
( Which my love makes Religion to obey ) 

I tell you this : Ce/arthrough Syria 

Intends his journey, and within three daycs, 
You with your Children will he ſend before, 
Make your beſt ſe of this, Ihave perform'd 
Your pleaſure, and my promiſe. 

(eo. Dolabella, I ſhall remaine your debter. 

Dot. 1 your Servant : 

Adieu good Queene, IT muſt attend on Ceſar, 

Cle, Farewell, and thankes. 

Now ras, what think'{tthou? 

Thou, an Egyptian Puppet ſhalt be ſhewne 

In Rome aſwell as]: Mechanicke Slaves 

With greazy Aprons, Rules, and Hammers ſhall 
Vpliftus to the view. In their thicke breathes, 
Ranke of groffe dyet, ſhall we be enclowded, 
And forc'd todrinketheir vapour. | 

Iras, The gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, tis moſt certaine Iras: ſawcy Liftors 
Willcatchat us like Strumpets, and ſcald Rimers 
Ballad us out a Tune. The quicke Gomedians 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 
Our Alexandria Revels : Anthony 
Shall be breught drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee 
Some ſpeaking-Cl/eopatra-Boy tay greatnefſe 
Pth'poſture of a W hore. 

Tras. Othe good gads! 
Cleo, Nay thats certaine. | | 


it is provided, 


Iras, Ile never ſee't; for I am {ure my Nailes 


Are ſtronger then mine eyes. WY 
(leo. 


cs | | 
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eAnthony andCleopatra. 387 
® Cleo. Why thats the way to foole theirpreparation, | e-Lnthoxy call : I ſee him rowſe himſefe 
| Andconquer their moſt abſurd intentss | To praile my Noble AR. I heare him mocke , 
| Emter (harmian, The lucke of Cefar,which the gods give men E- 
Now Charmian. | Toexcuſethcir after wrath. Husband,I came : 
Shew me my Wamen like a Queene : Goe fetch Now to that name,my courage prove my Title. 
My beſt Attyres. I am againeftor C:drme I am Fire,and Ayre z my other Elements 
To meet 1 arke eAntheny, Sirra [ras,goe I giveto baſcr life. So,have you done ? 
(Now Noble Charmian wee'l diſpatch indeed,) | Comethen,and rake the laſt warmth of my lippes. 
And when thou haſt done this chare,lle give thee leave | Farewell kinde Charmias,1ras,lorg farewell. 
To play till Doomeſday : bring our Crowne,andall. Havel the Aſpicke in my lips ? Doſtfall ? 
A noyſe within, If thon,and Nature can ſo gently part, 
W herefore's this noyſe ? | The ſtroke of death is asa Lovers pinch, 
Enter a Guardſman. W hich hurts,and is defir*'d. Doſt thou lie Rill? 
Guardſ, Here isa rurall Fellow, - | If thus thou vatitheſt,thou te!l'ſt the world, 
. That will not be deny'd yoar Highneſle preſence It 18 not worth leave taking. 
He brings you Figges. _ | Char. Diffolve thicke Cloud,& Raine3that I may ſay, 
Cleo, Let him come in. Exit Guardſman. The gods themſelves doe WeePe- 
How poore an Inſtrument EE > BS Cleo. This proves me baſe: 
May doe a Neble decd : hebrings me liberty : If ſhe provesthe curled Anrhoxy, -” 
My Reſolution's plac'd,and I have nothing Hee'l make demand of her,and ſpend that kifſe 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foor Which is my heaven to have. Come thou mortall 
I am Marble conſtant ; now the fleeting Moone Withthy ſharpe teeth this knot intrinſicate, (wretch, 
No Planet is of mine. , Of life at once untie : Poore venemous Foole, 
Enter Guard/man and Clowye, Be angry and diſpatch. Oh couldit thoaſpeake, 
Gaardſ, This is the Man. | | That i might heare thee call great Ceſar Afe,unpolicied. 
Cleo, Aveyd and leave him. £xit Guard[ſman; | (har. OhEaſterne ſtarre, 
Haſt thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, : — (eo, Peace,peace : Co dens 
That kils and paines not ? | Dot thou not ſee my Baby at my breaſt, 


Clow. Truely I have him: but I would not be the pars | That ſuckes the Nurſe aſlecpe. 
tie that ſhould defire youro touch him, for his byring is Char, Obreake | O breake ! | 
1mmortall : thoſe that doe dye of it, doe ſcldome or ne- Cleo, As ſweet as Balme,as ſoft as Ayreas gentle. 


ver recover. | O Anthony) Nay I will take thee too, 
Cleo, Remember ſt thou any that have dyed ont 2 What ſhould I ſtay —— Dye:, 


Clo. Very many men and women too. T heard of Char. In this wilde wcrld? So fare thee well ; 
one of them no longer than yeſterday,a very honeſt wo» | Now boaſt theeDeath,in thy poſſeſſionlies 
man,but ſomething given tolye, as a woman ſhould not | A Laſſe unparalell'd. Downy Windowes cloze, 
doe,but in the way of honeſty , how ſhe dyed of the by- | And goldenPhabus never be beheld h 
ting of it, what paine the felt: Truely,fhe makes a very | Of eyes againe ſo Royall : your Crownes away, 
good report o'th'worme: but he that will beleeve all that | Ile mend it,and then play 


they ſay,ſhall never be {a-ed by halfe that they doe : but Enter the Guard ruſtling in,and Dolabella, 
this is moſt fallible,the Worme'san odde Worme. 1 Gzard. Wheresthe Quecne? 

Cleo, Get thee hence, farewell, ( har. Speake ſoftly,wake her not. 

Clow, 1 wiſh you all joy of the Worme. | 1T C2/arhathſenr. 

Cleo, Farewell. OE Char. Tooflow a Meſſenger. - I 

{lew. You muſt thinke this (looke you ) that the | Ohcome apace.dilpatch,I partly fecle thee. 
Worme will doe his kinec. 1 Approach hoa, | 


Cleo. I,I, farewell. a All's not well: -Ceſars beguilde. = Hi 
Cleo, Looke you,the Worme 15 not to be truſted , but 2 Theres Dolabella ſent from Ceſar :call him, 
inthe keeping of wiſe people: for indeed, there is no | 1 Whatworkeis here Charmian ? | 


 goodnefle in the Worme, Is this well done ? 
(leo. Take no care,it ſhall be heeded. | Cher. Itis welldone,and fitting fora Princeſſe 
Ceo. Very good: give it nothing T pray you, for it 1s | Deſcended of ſo many Royall Kings... iT, 
not worth the feeding. | Ah Souldier. Charmian djes. 
Cleo, Willit cate ne ? | 2 
| Cleo. You mult not thinke I amſo fimple,but I know ||. £nter Dolabella. 


| thedivell himſelfe will not eate-a woman : Iknow, that , 
4 woman is adiſh for the gods, ifthe divell drefſe her | Do!, How goes ithere ? 

not. Eut trucly,theſe ſame whorſon Divels doe the gods 2 Guard. All dead, 

orcat harme intheir women : for in every ten thar they Dol. Ceſar,thy thoughts - dS 

make,the divels marre five. Touchtheir effe&s in.this: thy felfe art comming | 

| (ro, Well,get the gene,farewell. - | Toſceperform'dthedreaded At which thou 

Cleo, Yes forſooth, I wiſh you joy o'th'worme.Ex1z.. | :So ſoughr'ſt to hinder. 

| Cleo, Give me my Robe, put on my Crowne, I have | | x £25 OE | 
Immortall longings in me. Now no more Enter Ceſar and all hu Traine marching, 


The juyce of Egypts Grape ſhall moyſt this lip, 
Yare,yare,good Iras quicke : methinkesI heare All. Away there.a way for Ceſar. | 


— 
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; Deol. OhSir,youare twoſurcan Augurer : 
| That youdid feare;is done, 
| Ceſar. Braveltatthelaſt, | 
| She levell'd at our purpoſes,and being Royall 
' Tooke her owne way : the manner of their deaths, 
| T doe not fee them bleed, | 
Dol. Who was laſt withthem ? 
1 Guard. A ſimple countryman,that brought her Figs: 
' This was his Basket. 
Co. Poyſon'd then. 
I Guard, Oh Ceſar : 
This Charmwias liv'd but now,ſhe ſtood and ſpake : 
 T found hcr trimming up the Diadem ; 
|| On her dead Miſtris,tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
' Andon the ſodaine dropt. 
Ceſar. Oh noble weakeneſle : 
If they had ſwallow'd poyſon,twould appeare. 
By externall ſwelling : but ſhe lookes like ſleepe, 
| As ſhe weuld catch another e4#:hony 
In her ſtrong toyle of Grace, 


Do!. Here on her breſt, -*:; 


There is a vent of. blood;ahd ſomeihing blowne,. .: 


The like is 0n her Arme. " 
I Gxard, Thisan Alpedts traile - 

And theſe Fig-leaves haveflime upon 

As th'Aſpicke leaves uponthe Caves '© 
Cz/. Molt probable | 


:fuch 
Dyle. 


Thar ſo ſhe dyed :for her Phyſitian tels me 


She hath purſu'd Concluſions 1nfinice 


Ofcaſie wayes to dye. Take up her bed, 
And beare her Women from the Monument, 


She ſhall be buried by her Anthony, 
No Grave upon the earth ſhall clip in it 


A paire ſo famous : high eyentsas theſe 
Strike thoſethat make rhem : and their ſtory is 


No lefle in pitty,than his glory which 


Brought them tobe lamented. Our Army ſhall 


In ſolemne ſhew,artend this Funerall, 


Andthen to Rome. Come Delabela,ſee 


High Order,inthis great Solemnity. 


—_— 
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Attus Primus. 


Scena Prima, 


Enter two Gentlemen, 


1 Gent, 
Oudoenot meet a man but frownes- 
dl, Cur bloods no more ovey the heavens 
Then our Courtiers : 
S:ill ſeeme as do's the Kings. 

2 Gent, But whats the maiter ? 

I His daughter, and the heire ors kingdome (whom 
He purpog'd to his wives fole tonne, a Widdow 
That late he married) hath reterr'd her ſelie 
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman, Shes wedded, 
Her RHusband banifh'd ; ſhe imprifor'd, all 


| 3Soutward ſerrow, though I thinke the King 


Berouch'd at very heart. 

2 None butche Kirg? 

* 1 Hethat hath lo{t her too : ſo is the Queene, 
Thar moſt delir'd rh:Match. Burt not a Courtier, 
Aithough they weare their faces tothe bent 

Of the Kings lookes, hata a hearr that is not 
Glad at thething they ſcowle at. 

2 And wylo? 

1 He thathath miſs'd the Princeſſe, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report - and he that hath ber, 
(1 meane, that married her, alacke good man, 
And theretore baniſh'd } isa Creature, ſuch, 
Asto {ecke through the Regions of the earth 
For one, helike ;there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I doe notthinke, 
So faire an Outward, and ſuch ſtuffe within 
Endowes a many but hee. 

2 You ſpeakehim farre. 

1 I doeextend him (Sir) which himſelte, 
Cruſh him together, rather then unfold 
His meaſure dully. 

2 Whats his name and Birth ? 

1 Icannot delue him to the roote : his father 
Was calFd S:cillizzs, who did joyne his honor 
Againſt the Romanes, with Cſib:lay, 

But had his Titles by T enants4, whom 


He ſerv'd with Glory and admir*d Succeſle : 


So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonatus, - 

And had(beſides this Gentleman in queſtion) 

Two other Sonnes, who inthe Warres o'th'time 

Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For which their father 
Then old, and fond of iſſue, tooke ſuch ſorrow 

That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady 


OO — 


S—_ 


4” 


Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame) deceaſt 

As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 

To his protection, calls him Pof#humns Leonatry, 
Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Pats to him all the Learnings that histime 

Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 
As wedae ayre, faſt as twas miniſtred, 

And in's Spring, became a Harveſt : Liv'd in Cours 
(Which rare it is to doe ) moſt prais'd, molt loy'd, 
A _— tothe yongelt :torh*more Mature, 
Aglaſlc that feared them : and to the graver, 

A child that guided Dotards. To his Miſtris, ' 

F For whom he now is bawiſh'd) her owne price 
Proclaimes how ſheeſteem'd him ; and bis Vertue 


2 I honorhim, even outof your report. 


| But pray youtell me, is ſhe ſole child to'th'King 2 


I His onely child ? 
He hadtwo Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Marke 1t) the cldeit of them, at three yeeres old 
Ith{wathiog cloarhes, the other from their Nurſery 
Were ſtolne, and ro this houre, no gaeſſe in knowledge 
Which way they went. : 
2 How long 1s this agoe? 
1 Some twenty yeeres. 
2 Thata Kings Children ſhould be ſo convey'd, 
co ſlackely guarded, and the fearch to flow 
That could not trace them. 
1 Howſoere, tis ſtrange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at - 
Yetis irtrue Sir. 
2 I doe well beleeve you, 
1 We muſt forbear. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
The Queene, and Princefle. 


Exrant. 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter the One, Poſthumus, and Imogen, 


2ue.No, be afſur'd you ſhall not find me (Daughter) 
Atter the ſlander of molt Step-Mothcrs, | 
Evilkey'd unto you. You're my Priſoner, but 


Your Gaolor ſhall deliver you the keyes 
| bb 


—y 


_ By her election may betraly read, whar kind of man he is. | 


— 


That | 
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That locke vp your reſtraint. For you Pofthamr, 
Soſoone as I can win th'cffended King, 
I will be knowne your Advocate : marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and rwere good 
You lecan'd unto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wiſedome may informe you. 
PoFt. Pleaſe your Highneſle, 
I will from hence to day. 
©#e. You know the perill: 
Tlefetcha turne about the Garden, pittying 
The pangs of barr'd AﬀeRions, though the King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeake together. Exit, 
Ine. O diſſembling Curtefie ! How tine this Tyrant 
Cantickle where ſhe wounds ? My deereſt Husband, 
I ſomething feare my fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes reſers*d my holy duty) what | 
His rage can doe on me. You mult be gone, 
And I ſhall heere abidethe hourely ſhot 
Of angry cyes : not comforted olive, 
But that there is this Tewell in the world, 
That I may ſee againe. 
Po. My Queene, my Miſtris : 
O Lady, weepe no more, let I give cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more tendernefle 
Then doth become a man. I will remaine 
The loyall*it hasband, thar did ere plight troth. 
My refidence in Rome, at one Filereo's, 
Who, to my Father was a friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter ;thither write ( my Queene) 
And with mine eyes, lic drinkethe words you fend 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 
Enter cone, 
© ue. Be bricte, I pray you : 
If the King comc, I ſhall incurre, I know not 
How much of his di{plcaſure ; yet He move hin: 
To walkethis way :1 never doe him wrong, 
But he do'sbuy my injuries,to be friendes. 
Payes deere for thy offences. 
Pot. Should we be taking leave 
Asleng atermeas yct we have tolive, 
| Theloathneſle todepart, would grow : Adicu, 
Imo. Nay, [tay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to ayre your ſelfe, 
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Love ) 
This Diamond was my Mothers ; rake it (Heart ) 
Bat keepe it till you wooe another Wite, 
When Imogen 15 dead. 
Po5. How, how ? Another e 
You gentle gods, give meburthis I have, 
And {care up my embracements from a next, 
With bonds of death.Remaine, remaine thou heere, 
While ſenſe can keepe it on : And tweeteft, faireſt, 
As I (my poore felte) did exchange for you 
To your to infinite lofſe : {0 1n ourtrifies 
I ſtill winne of you. For my ſake weare this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, Ile piace it 
Vnpon this fayrelt Priſoner, 
Imo. Othe Gotls! 
When ſhall we ſee againe ? | : 
Enter Cyn:beline, and Loras. 
Pot. Alacke, the King, 
Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoyd hence, from my ſight; 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthineſle, thou dye. Away, 
Thou'rt poyſon.to iny biood. 
| Pet, The gods prote<t you, 


—_——__ 


And bleſſethe good Remainders of the Court: 
I am gone. 
{mo, There cannot be apinch in death 
More ſharpe then this is. 
Cym. O diſloyall thing, 
That ſhouldſt repayre my youth, thou heap'ſt 
A yeares age On me. 
1m, 1 beleech you Sir, 
Harme not your fclte with your vexation, 
I am {ſenſclefſe of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feares. 
Cym. Paſt Grace e Obedience ? 
1mo. Paſt hope, and in diſpaire, that way paſt Grace, 
Cym. That mightſt have had 
The ſole Sonne of my Queene. 
1mo. O blefled, that I might not : I choſean Eagle, 
And did avoyd a Puttocke. 
Cym. Thou took'ſt a Begger, wouldſt{haye made my 
Throne; a Seate for baſnefle. 
1mo. No, I rather addedaluſire to it: 
Cym. Othou vilde one ! 
Imo. Sir, 
Tt is your fault that ] have lov'd Pothnmrx ; 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes me 
Almoſt the ſumme he payes. : 
Cym. What? art thou mad ? 
Imo. Almoſt Sir : heaven reſtore me : would I were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonatwe 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 
Emer 2 neene. 
Cy. Thou fooliſh thing; 
They were againe together : you have done 
Not after our command, Away with her, 
And pen her up. 
Lne. Beſtech your patience: Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigne, 
Leave us to 6ur {elves,and make your ſelfe fume comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. * 
C5. Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye ef this Folly. 
Enter Fiſano. 
Lune. Fye, you muſt give way : 
Heere is your Servant. How now Sir 2 What newes ? 
Ps. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Maſter. 
Lue. Hah? 
No harmeT truſt is done ? 
Piſa. There might have beene, 
But that my Maſtcr rather plaid, then fought, 
And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 
ne, Iam very glad on't, 
Imo. Your Son's my fathers friend, he takes his part 
Todraw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
I would they were in Aﬀricke both together, 
My ſelfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Maſter ? 
Pa. On his command : he would not ſufferme 
To bring him to the haven :lefr theſe Notes 
Of what commands 1 ſhould be ſubjec to, 
Wherm't pleas'd you to employ me. 
2 ne. This hath beene 
Your faithfull Servant : I dare lay mine honour 
He will remaine ſo, 
Pi/a. I humbly thanke your highneſle. 


Exit, 


Ext, 


Ants | 


TIP ———— = a _ 


PIEPIES 


_ 


_ 


The Tragedy of ( ymbeline., 


———_———— 


. ' ue. Pray walke a-while. 
imo. About ſome halfe houre hence, 
Pray you ſpeake with me; _ 
You ſhall (ac leaſt ) goe ſee my Lord aboord. 
For this time leave me» 


———————— 
= 


Exe $9 # . 


I CN 


 StrnaTeria. 


Ra-— —— 


Enter Clotten, and two Lords. 


x Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a Shirt;the Violence 
of Aftion hath made you recke as a Sacritice: where ayre 
comes out, ayre comes in ; Theres none abroad ſo whole- 
{omeas that you vent. 

Cler. 1f my Shirt were bloody, thento ſhift its, 
| Have I hurt him ? | 

2 Nofaith : notſo much as his patience. | 
1 Hurt him ? Hisbodie's a paſſable Carkafle if he be 
not hurt, It isa through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt. 

2 His Steele was in debt, it, went oth'Backe-fide the 
Towne. | | 

Clot. The Villaine would not ſtand me.; 

2 No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your face. 

I Stand you? you have Land enough of your owne : 
But he added to your having, gave you ſome ground, 

2 As many Inches,as you have Oceans (Puppies. ) 

Cor. I would they had not come betweene us. 

2 So wouldT, till you had meaſur'd how long a foole 
you were uponthe ground. 

Clot. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and refuſe 
MCe 

2 If it beaſin to make atrue cletion, ſhe is damn'd, 

I Sir,as I told you alwayes: her Beauty and her Braine 
goe nottogether. Shees a good ſigne, but I have ſeene 
{mall reflection of her wit, 

2 She ſhines not upon Fooles, leſt the refletion 
Should hurt her, 

Clet. Come, Ile to my Chamber : would there had 
beene ſome hurt done, | 

2 I wiſhnot ſo, unleſle it had bin the fall of an Aſſe, 
which is no great hurt. 

Clot, You'll goe with us ? 

z leattend your Lordſhip. 

Clot, Nay come, 1:ts goe together. 


2 Well my Lord. Exeunt 


— 


—  —_—_——_—— 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Imogen, andPiſamo. | 
Ime. T would thou grewſt unto the ſhores oth haven, 

And queſtioned'ſt every Saile : if he ſhould write, 
And I nothave it, twere a Paper loſt 
As offer*d mercy 1s: What was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee ? = 

Piſa. It was his Queene, his Queene. 

Imo. Then wav'd his Hardkerchiefe? 

Pa. And kiſt it, Madam, | | 

Imo.Senſeleſſe Linnen, happier thereinthenT : 
And that was all e Es 

Po. No Madam : for ſo long 


| 


—— — 
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| Ji 


As he could make me with his eye, or care, 
Diſtiaguiſh him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchife, 
Sti:] waving, as the firs and ſtirres of's mind 

Could belt exprefſe how {low his Soule fayI'd on, 
How ſwift his Ship. 

{mo. Thou ſhouldſt have made him 
As little as a Crow, or lefle, ere left 
To atter-eye him. 

Piſa, Madam, fo I did. 

{ms. I wouid have broke mine eye-ſtrings; 
Crack'd them, buc to looke upon him, till the diminntion 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharpe as my Needle z 
Nay, followed him, tiil he had melted trom 
The ſmallnefle of a Gnar, to ayre : and then 
Have turn'd mineeye, and wept. But good Piſane, 
When ſhall we heare from him. 

Piſa. Beafſur'd Madam, 

With his next vantage. 

Imo. 1did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay : Ere I could tell him 
Row 1 would thinke on him at certaine houres, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch : Or I coald make him ſweare, 
The Shees of Italy ſhould nor betray 
Mine Intereſt, and his Honor : or have charg'd him 
Atthe fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight, 
Tencounter me with Orifons, for then 
I am in heaven for him : Or ere I could, 

Give him that parting kiſſe, which I had ſet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes1n ny father, 
Andlike the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing. 
' _ EmeraLady. 
Lad. The Queene(Madam) 
Defires your highneſle Company. = 

Imo. Thoſe things I bid you doe, get them diſpatch'd, 
I willattend the Queene. 

Piſa. Madam,I ſhall. 


E'xennt. 


Scana Quinta, 


bo ds 


Ws - 


ter Philario, Tachimo, a Frenchmay, a Dutch- 
211, and a Spania d. 


lach. Beleeve it Sir, I have ſcene him in Britaine ; he 
was then of a Creſſent note, expected to prove ſo wor- 
thy, as ſince he hath beene allowed the name of, But I 
could then have look'd on him, without the helpe of Ad- 
miration, though rhe Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by h1z ſide, and I toperuſe him by Irefhs. 

Phil. You ſpeake of bim when be was lefle furniſh'd, 
then now he is, with that which makes him both-with- 
our, ar.d within, 

French. I have ſcene him France : we had very ma- 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firnie cyes as 


lach. This matter of marrying his King Daughter, 
wherein he malt be weighed rather by her valew, then 
bis owne, words him (1 doubt not) a great deale fromthe 
matters | 

French. And then his baniſhment. 


ach. T, and the approbation of thoſe that weepe this |. 


lamentable divorce under her colours, are wonderfully 


bbb 2 .. * _ 


| 
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to extend him,be it but to fortifie here judgement,which Poit. Which by their Graces I will keepe. 
elſe an eaſie battery might lay flat, for taking a Begger | /acb, You may weare her in title yours : but you | 
withour lefſe quality. But how comes it, he isto 10- | know ſtrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
journe with you? How creepesacquaintance ? Your Ring may beſtolne too, ſo your brace of unprizea- 
Phil. His father and I were Souuldiers together, to | ble Eſtimations, the one is but fraile, and the other Caſu. 
whom 1 have binoften bound for no lefle then my lite« all. A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accompliſh'd 
Courticr, would hazzard the winning both of firſt and 
Enter Pothumus, laſt. 7 | 
Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be ſo entertained a- | ef. Your Italy , containes none ſo accompliſh'd a 
monegſt you, as ſuites with Gentlemen of your knowing, | Courtier toconvince the honour of my Miſtris : if inthe 
to a ſtranger of his quality. I beſeech you all be better | holding or loſſe of thar, you terme her fraile, 1 doe no- 
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I cemmend to you, | thing doubt you have ſtore of Theeues, notwithſtanding 
asa NobleFriend of mine. How Worthy he is, I will | 1 teare not my Ring. 
leave to appeare hereafter, rather then ſtory him in his | Phil. Ler us leave heere Gentlemen, 
owne hearing. Poſt. Sir, with all my heart. This. worthy Signior 1 
Fren. Sir, we have knowne together in Orleance. thanke him, makes no {tranger of me, we are familiar at 
* Poſt. Since when I have bin debtor to 'you for courte- | fiſt. | 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay till, lach, With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhuuld 
Fren, Sir, you erc-r1ate my poore kindnelle, I was | getgronnd of your faire Miſtris ;make her goe backe, e- 
glad I did artone my Countryman and you; it had bcene | ven tothe yeilding, had I admittance , and opportunity 
pitty you ſhould have becne put together, wich ſo mor- | to friend. 
tall a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importance of ſo | Po#?. No, no. 
ſlight and triviall a nature, lach. 1 dare thereupen pawne the moyty of my E- 
Poſt. By your pardon Sir, I was thena young Travel- | ſtate, to your Ring, which in my opinion ore-values it 
ler, rather ſhann'd to goe even with what I heard,then in | ſomething : but 1 make my wager rather againſt your 
my every ation to be guided by others experiences : but | Confidence, then her Reputation, And to barre your of- 
upon my mended judgement (if I offend to fay it is men- | fence heerein to, I durſt attempt ir againſt any Lady inthe | 
ded) my Quarrell wasnot alcogether {light. - world. | 
French, Faith yes, to bee put to the arbitrement of | Pot. Youare a great deale abus'd in too bold a per- 
Swords, and by ſuchtwo, that would by all likelyhood | ſwaſion, and I doubt not you ſuſtaine what y'are worthy 
have confounded one the other, or have falne both. of, by your Attempt. | 
lach. Can we with manners, aske what was the diffe- | Tacb, Whats thar ? : | 
rence? Poſt. A Repulſe though your Attempt (as you call it) 
Fren. Safely, Ithinke, twas a contention in publicke, | deferve more ; a puniſhment too. 
which may (without contradiction) ſuffer the report. | Phs. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſo- 
It was much like an argument that fell our laſt night, | daincly, let it dye as it was borne, and I pray you be bet- 
where earch of us fc!l in praiſe of our Country-Miſtreſſes. | ter acquainted. | 
This Gentleman, at chat time vouching (and upon war- | Jach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my. Neighbors 
rant of bloody aifirmation) his tobe more Faire, Vertu- | ontlapprobation of what I have ſpoke, 
ous, Wiſe, Chaſte, Conltant, Qualified , and lefſe at- Poſt. W hatLady would you chuſe to aſſaile ? 
remptible then any, the rareſt of our Ladies in France, ach. Yours, whom in conſtancy you thinke ſtands | 
lach. That Lady is not now living : or this Gentle- | ſo ſafe, 1 will lay you ten thouſands Duckets to your 
mans opiaion by this worne out. - .- | Ring, rhat commendmeto the Court where your La- 
Poft. She holds her Vertue ſtill, and I my mind, ; dy is, with no more advantage then the opportunity of a 
lach, You muſt not ſo farre preferre her, fore ours of | ſecond conference, and I will bring from thence, that 
Italy. : honor of hers, which you imagine ſo reſerv'd, 
_ . Poſt. Being ſo farre provok*'d as I was in France: I | Pofthumw. Twill wage againſt your Gold, Gold to 
) would abate her nothing, though I profeſſe my ſelfe her | 1t : My Ring I hold deere as my finger, tis part of 
Adorer, not her friend. It. | | 
lach. As faire, and as good: a kind of hand in hand | Yach. Youarea friend, and thereinthe wiſer : if you 
| compariſon , had beene ſomething too faire, and too | buy Ladies fleſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- | 
good for any Lady in Britany : if the wentbefore others, | ſerve itfrom tainting ; butl ſee you have ſome Religion | 
I haveſ@nc as thatDiamond of yours out-luſters many | in you, that you feare. 
I havebeheld. I could not beleeve ſhe excelled many: | off, This isbut a cuſtome in your tongue : you beare 
but I havenot ſeene the moſt pretious Diamond that is, | a graver purpole Thope. 
nor youthe Lady. lach, lam the Maſter ef my ſpeeches, and jwould un- | 
Pot. I prais'd her, as Irated her : ſodoe I my Stone, | der-goe whats ſpoken, 1 ſweare. : 
Iach. W hat doe you eſteeme it at ? Poſthu. Will you ? I ſhail but lend my Diamond till 
Poſt. More then the world enjoyes. your returne ler there be Covenants drawne between's. 
| Tach. Either your unparagon'd Miltris is dead , or | My Miſtris exceedes in goodneſle, the hugeneſſe of your 
ſhes out-priz'd by atrifle, unwerthy thinking. I dare you to this match: heres my | 
Poſt. You are miſtaken: the one may be ſold or given, | Ring. 
{ or if there were wealth enough for the purchaſes, or | Phil. I will have it no lay. | 
merite for the gift. . The other is not athing for ſale, and | 7zch, By the gods it is one : if I bring you noſuih- | 
onely the gift of the gods. cient teſtimony that I have enjoy'd the dcereft bodily | 
lach. W hichthe gods have given you ? part of your Miſtris: my ten thouſand Duckets arc yours 
| ſo 
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| Which are the moovers ofa languifhing death : 


__4 


| | Tharour great King himſelfe doth woe me oft 


| for Britaine, leſt the Bargain ſhould carch cold, and 


. But I beſeech your Grace, without oftence 


| To try the vigour of.them, and apply 


| Both noyſome and infeRivus. » 


| 


And enemy to my Sonne.. How now F5/ano ? 


Take your owne way. 


*" The Traptthof Cymbeline. 


_— 
—__ 


ſo is your Diamond too : if I come off, and leaye her 1n 
ſuch honor asyou have truſt in : She your Tewell, this 
your Iewell, and my Gold are. yours : 'provided 1 have 
your commendation, for my more entertainment, 

Poft. I embrace theſe Conditiens, let us have Articles 
betwixt us ; onely thus farre you ſhall anſwer, if you 
make your voyage upon her, and give medirectly to un- 
derſtand, you have prevayi'd, Iam tio further your Ene- 
my, ſhe is not worth our debate. If ſhe -remaine unſc- 
duc'd, you not making it appeare otherwiſe : for your ill 
opinion, and th'affault you have made to her chaſtity, you 
ſhall anſwer me with your Sword. 

lach, Your hand , a Covenant : we will have theſe | 
things ſet downeby lawfull Counſell, and ſtraight away 


ſerve: I will fetch my Gold, and have eur two Wagers 
recorded. | | 
Poft. Agreed, 
French. Will this hold, thinke you. 
Phil, Signior 1achimo will not from it. 


Pray let us tollow em. Exennt, 


—— TO — RT — —_ — 


Scena Sexta. 


AP CW — — cc 


. Enter Queen, Ladies, and Corneling, 
Luce, Whiles yet the dewe's on ground 

Gather thofe Flowers, 

Make haſte. Who hasthe note of them ? 
Lad. TI Madam. : pi SN 
Le. Diſpatch. Exeunt Ladies. 

Now Maſter Doctor, haveyou brought thoſe drugges: | 
Cor, Pleaſethyour highneſſe, I : here they are, Madam: 


(My Conſcience bids me aske) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poyſonous Compounds, 


But thoughſlow, deadly. 

Le. I wonder, Doctor, | | 
Thonask it me ficha Queſtion; have I not beene 
Thy Pupill long ? haſt thou not learn'd me how 
To make Perfumes? Diſtill? Preſerve ? Yea fo, 


ww 


In Ig 
———— 


For my ConfeRions? having thus farre proceeded, 
(Valefle thou think*ſt me divelliſh) 1st not mecte 
That did amnlifie my judgement 1n- 

Other Concluſtons? I will rry the forces 

Of theſe thy Compounds, on ſuch Creatures as | 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 


PEE 


Allayments to their Act, and by them gather 
Their ſeverall vertues, and cffeRs. 

( orn, Your highnefle | 
Shall from this pra&iſe, but make hard your heatt :-_ 
Beſides, the ſeeing theſe effets willbe | 


2 ace. O content thee. 
| Enter Piſanjo. 


Heere comesaflattering Raſcall. upon him 
Will I fx{t worke: Hes for his Maſter, 


——— 


DoRor, your ſervice for this time is 


ended, 


| Ile choake my ſelfe : theres 


= 


Cor. I doe ſuſpe you, Madam, 
But you ſhall doe no harme. | 
2 ue. Hearke thee a word. | 
Cor. I doenot like her. She doth thinke ſhe has 
Strange ling'ring poyſons : I doe know her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt one of her malice, with 
A drugge of ſuch damn'd Nature: 'Thoſe ſhe has, 
*W1ll (tupifieand dull the Senſea while, * SEO 
Which firlt (perchance) ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
Morethen the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 


| 'With a moſtfal(e effe&t ; and I the truer, 


Soto be falſe with her. 
ne. No further ſervice, Doftor, 
VarullI ſend for thee. 
(or. T humbly take my leave. | 
Lwe. Weepes ſhe ſtill (ſaiſt thou ?) 
Dot thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let inſtru&tions enter 
Where Folly now poſſeſſes? Doe thou worke: | 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Sontre, . 
He tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Maſter : Greater, for 
His Fortunes all [ye ſpeechleſſe, and his name 
Isatlaſt gaſpe. Returne he cannot, nor 
Continue where heis: To ſhift his being, 


| Is toexchange one miſery with another, 


And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes worke in him. W hat ſhalt thou expe& 
To bedepender on a thing that leanes ? 

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends 

So much, as but to prop him ? Thou taklt up . 
Thou knowſt not what : But take it for thy labour, 


1 It is athing I make, which hath the King 


Fivetimes redcem'd from death. I'doe not know 
What is more Cordiall, Nay I prethee take it, 

It isan carneſt ofa farther good : 

ThatTI meane to thee. Tell thy Miſtris how £ 
The caſe ſtands with her : doo't, as from thy'ſelfe :. 
Thinke what a chance thou changeſt on,but thinke 
Thou haſt thy Miſtris ſtill, too boote, my Sonne, _ 
Who ſhil take notice of thee. Ie move the King 
To any ſhape of thy Preferment, ſuch y 


| Asthorw'lt defire ; and then my ſelfe,I chicfely, 


That ſet thee on tothisdeſerr, am bound 


To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. Erir P5/anio þ 


Thinke on iny words. A flye, and conftant knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd : the Agent for his Maſter, 
Andthe Remembrancer of her, to hold. 
The hand faſt to her.Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if hetake, ſhall quice unpeople her DS 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet :and which ſhe after, 


' Except ſhe bend her humor, ſhall beaſſyr'd 


To taſte of too»: 


Enter Panto, wid Ladies. 


| So, ſo : Well done, well done: © 


The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Roſes 
Beare tomy Cloffet : Farethee well, Piſavio, - _ 
Thinke on my words. Exit 2 ucens, and Ladies, 
Piſa. And ſhall doe ; | os 
But when to my good Lord, I proveuntrue, . 
<5 Le doe for you- 
| bbb gz 
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Scana Septima. 


A ——_ —— 


—— ——— 


Enter Imogen alove. 

Ime. A Father cruell, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh Suitor to a Wedded Lady, | 
That hach her Husband baniſh'd : O, that Husband, 
My ſupreame Crowne of gricfe, andthoſe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-itolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but moſt miſcrable 
Is the defire thats glorious. Bleſſed be thoſe 
How meane ſo ere, that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be ? Fyce 


Enter Piſanio, and [achimn. + 


Piſa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 


| Comes from my Lord with Letters. 


lach, Change you, Madam ! 
The Worthy Leonarwo is in ſatety, 
And greets your Highncſlc deerely. 
Ims. Thankes good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome» | : 
{ach. All of her, that is out of doore, moſt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with amind ſo rare, 
She is alone th'Arabian-Bird ; and I ; 
Have loſt the wager, Boldnefſe be my Friend : 
Arme me Audacity from head to foote, 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall flying figbr, 
Rather dire&ly fiye. 
Imogen reads. | 
He # one of the Nobleſt note, to whoſe kinaneſſes 1 am moſt in- 


 ftnitely tyed, ReflefF pon him accordengly, as yore value your 
ru 


. Leona: mm. 
So farre I reade aloud. | 
But even the very middle of my heart 

Is warm'd byth'reſt, and take it thankefully, 


{ You areas welcome(worthy Sir) as 1 


Have words to bid you, and ſhall finds it ſo 
Inall that I can doe. 
Tach, Thankes faireſt Lady : 
Whartare men mad ? Hath Nature given thcm eyes 
To ſee this yaluted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea, and Land, which can diſtinguiſh rwixt 
The firy Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stones 
Vponthe number'd Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spectales fo pretious «» 
Twixt faire, and foule ? | 
Ima. What makes your admiration? 
ach. It cannot be ith'cye : for Apes, and Monkeycs 
Twixttwo ſuch Shes, would charter this way, and - 
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor ith judgement : 
For Idiots in this caſe of favour, would 3 
Be wiſcly definit : Nor ith Appetite. 
Sluttery to ſuch neate Excellence, oppos'd 
Should make defire vomit cmprtineſle, 
Not ſoallur'd to feed; 
Imo. What is the matter trow ? 
lach. The Cloyed will : 
Thar ſatiate yet unſatisf'd deſire, that Tub 
Both fill'd and running : Ravening fuſt the Lambe, 
Longs after for the Garbage, | 
Ine. What, deere Sir, 
Thusrap's you? Are you well? 


_ 


Tach. Thankes Madam, well: BeſeechyouSir, 
Deſire my Mans abode, where I did leave him: 
Hes ſtrange and peeviſh. 

Pi/a. I was going Sir, 

To give h m welcome, 
{mo, Continues well my Lord? 
His health beleech you ? 

lach. Well, Madam. 

1mo. Is he diſpos'd to mirth? I hope he is. 

lach. Exceeding pleaſant : none a firanger there, 
So merry, and ſo gameſome: he iscalld 
The Britaine Reveller. | 

imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to ſadnefle, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 
ach. 1 never ſaw him ſad, | 
Thereisa Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Movficur, that it ſeemes much loves 
A Galitan-Girie at home. He furnaces 
The thicke ſides from him ; whiles the iolly Britaine, 
(Your Lord 1 meane) laughes froms free lungs: criesoh, 
Can my fides hold, to thinke that man who knowes 


4 


| By Hiſtory, Report, or his owne proote 
\ What woman 1s, yea what ſhe cannot chooſe 
. But muſt be ; wills free houres languiſh, 


For aſſured bondage ? 
{ms, Will my Lord ſay ſo? 
lach. I Madam, with hiscyes in lood with laughter, 


It isa Recrcation to be by 
| And heare him mocke the Frenchman : . 


But hcav ns know ſome men are much too blame. 

1mo. Not hel hope. 

Jach. Not he : 
Bur yer heavens bounty towards him, might 
Be usd wore thankfully. 1n himſelfe tis much; 
In you which I account his beyondall Talents: 
W hitit Iam bound to wonder, Fam bound 
T opitty ro0. 

mo, Whatdoe you pitty Sir? 

lach, Two Creatures heartily. 

imo. Aml one Sir ? 
You locke on me : what wracke diſcerne you in me 
Deſerves your pitty ? 

lach. Lamentabie : what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and: ſolace 
Ith Dungeon by a Snuffe? | 

1mo, | pray you Sir, | 
Deliver with more opennefle your anſweres 
To my d-mands, W hy doeyou pitty me? 

lach. That others doc. 
(I wasabout to ſay)enjoy your ——but 
It is an oihce of the gods to venge it, 
Not mine toſpeake.ou't, 

1mo, You doe ſeeme to know | 

Something of me, or what concernes me 3 pray you 
Si1cedoubting things goe 1ll, ofcen hurts more 
Then to be ſure they doe. For Certainties 
Either are paſt remedies ; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then borne. Diſcover to me 


| What both you ſpur and ſtop. 


ach. Had I this cheeke 
To bathe my lips upon :this hand, whoſe touch, 
(Whoſeevery touch) would forcethe feelers ſoule 
To th'oath of Loyalty. This objet,which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing itonely heere, ſhould I (damnd then) P 
aver 
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Slaver with lippes as commen as the ſtaires 
That mount the Capitoll : Toyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely falſhood (falſhood as 
With labour ;) then by peeping in an eye 
Baſe and illuſtrious as the ſmoaky light 
Thats fed with ſtinking Tallow : it were fit 
That all the plagues of hell ſhouldat one time 
Encounter ſuch reyolt. | 
Imo. My Lord, I feare 
Has forgot Brittaines 
1ach. And himſelfe, not I 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery of his change : but tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charmes this report our. 
Imo, Let me heare no more- 
lach. © deereſt Soule:your Cauſe doth ſtrike my 
With pirty, that dotlymake me ſicke. A Lady 
So faire, and faften'd to an Empery . _ | 
Would make the greatſt King double; to be partner'd 
With Tomboyes hyr'd, with that ſelte-exhibition 
Which your owne Coffers yceld : with diſcas'd ventures 
That play withall infirmities for Gold, | 
Which rottennefle can lend Nature, Such boyl'd Qluffe 
As well might poyſon Poyſon. Be reveng'dy 
Or ſhe that bore you, was no Queene, and you 
Recoyle from your great Stocke. 
| mo. Reveng'd:; 451 
How ſhould Ibe reveng'd ? if this be true, 
(As I have ſucha heart, that both mine cares 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe ) if it be true, 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? 
{ach. Should he make me 
Live likt Dan's Prieſt, betwixt cold ſheets; 
W hiles he is valring variable Rampes 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe : revenge it» 
I dedicate my ſelfe to your ſweet pleaſure, 
ore Noble ther that runnagate to your bed, 
And will continue faſt to your Aﬀection, 
Stillcloſe, as ſure. 
Im. What hoa, Pianio? 
leach, Let me my ſervice tender on your lippes. 
Ims.* Away, I doe condemne mine eares, that have 
Solong attended thee, If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldit have told this tale tor Vertue, not 
For ſuch anend thou ſccle(t, as baſe, as ſtrange : 
Thou wrongft a Gentleman, who is as farre 
From thy report,as thou from honor :and 
Solicitſt heerea Lady, that diſdaines - 
Thee, and the Divell alike. W hat hoa, Fiſavio ? 
The King my father ſhall-be made acquainted 
Of thy Afſaulc : if he ſhall thinke it fit, 
A-ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
Asina Romiſh Stew, and to expound 
His beaſtly mindeto us; he hatha Courr ©” 
Helittle cares for, and a Danghter,whom 
He not reſpeRts atall. What Hoa, Piſanio ? 
. Lach. O happy Leenatue I may ſay, 
| The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deſervesthy truſt, arid thy moſt perfe&t goodneſſe 
Her affur'd credit, Blefledliue you long, | 
A'TLady tothe worthieſt Sir, thatever | '-* - 
| Country call'd his; andyouthis Miſtris, only . + + 
For the moſt worthieſt.fir. Give me your pardon. 
I have ſpoke thisto know if your Ahance ©: Tr 
|. Were deepely rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, -. © 


heatt 
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| That which heis, new ore; and he is one 
The trueſt manner'd :ſuch a holy-Witch, 
That he enchants Societies into him : 
Halfe all mens hearts are his. 

imo. You mikeamends. - - | 

ach. He fits mongit men,like a deſcerided god : 
He hath a kinde of honor ſets him off, 

More thena mortall ſecming. Be not angry . 
( Moſt mighty Princefſe) that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falſe report, which hath | 
Honour'd with confirmation your great Iu2gement, 
Inthe eleRton of a Sir, ſo rare. 
Which you know, cannot erre. The loye I beare him, 
Made meto fan you thus, but the gods made you 
(Valikeall others) chaffeleſle. Pray your pardon. 
imo, Alls well Sir : 
Takejmy powre ith'Coprt for yours. - 
[ach. My humble thankes: I had almoſt forgot 
T'intreac your Grace, but ina ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concernes, 
Your Lord, ny ſclfe, and other Noble friends 
Are partners iu the bulineſle. 

Ims. Pray what ist? 

Iach. Some dozenRomanes of us, and your Lord 
(The beſt feather of our wing) have mingled ſummes 
To bay a Preſent for the Emperor? 

Which I (the factor for thereſt) have done: 

- In France : tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels 

Of rich, and exquiſite forrpe, their valewes great, 
AndI am ſomething curious, being {trange, 

To have them in lake ſtowage : May it pleaſe you - 


| Totake them in prote&ions 


Imo, Willingly : 
Andpawne mine honoa for their ſafty, ſince 
My Lord hath intereſt in them, I will kepe them 


: | In my Bcd chamber; 


Tach.- They are ina Trunke ESE 
Attended by my men : I willmake bold 
To ſend them to you, onely for this night : 
I muſt aboord to morrow, 

Imo. Ono, no. 

lach. Yes | beſeech: or I ſhall ſhort my word; 
By length'ning my returne. From Gallia, 
I croſt the Scas on purpoſe, and on promiſt 
Tofſec your Grace. | | 

Ims, 1 thanke you for your paines + 
But not away to morrow. 

lach.. O I muſt Madany. 4 
Therefore 1 ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
Togrect your Lord with writing, doo't to night, 
I have out-ſtood my time, which is matcriall 


Imo, IT will write 2 


Send your Trunke to me, it ſhall lafebe kept, | 
| And truely yeelded you : you're very welcome. Fxennt- |. 


eAFus Secundus, Scana Prima. 


Enter Clotten, and the ewe Lords. 
[let, Was thereever.man had ſuch ludce ? when Tkiſt 
dred pound on*t; and 


then a'whorſon Tacke-an-Apes, . 


+— DIX” II 


ng, 


| 


the Tacke upon an up-caſt, to be hit away? T had a hin» ( 
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muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if I} borrowed mitie | Lad. Almoſt midnight, Madam. 
oathes of him, and might not ſpendthemat my plealure- | /7p0. I have read three hourcs then : 
x What got he by that? you have broke his pate with | Minc eyesare weake, 
your Bowle. . Fold downe theicafe where I haveleft : tobed. 
2 If his wit had bin like himthat broke it : it would | Takenot away the Taper, leave it burning : 
have run all out. And if thou canſt awake by foure o'thiclocke, 
Clot. Whena Gentleman is diſpos'd to ſweare : it is | Tprethee call me: Sleepe hath ſeiz'd me wholly. 
notfor any ſtanders by to curtall his oathes. Ha? To your protection T commend we, gods, 
2 No my Lord ; nor crop the cares of them, | From Fayries, and the Tempters of the night,* - 
{lot, Whorſon dog: I give him ſatisfaction ? would | Guard me belecch yce. | Sheepes, 
he had bin one of my Rinke. Iachimo from the Traxke, 
2 To have {melFdlike a Foole. Tach, The Crickets ſing, and mans ore-labor'd ſenſe, 
Cot. T am not vext more at any thing tin th'earth : a | Repaires it {elfe by reſt : Our Targuinethus 
pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as I am: they dare | Did toftly prefſethe Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
not fight with me, becauſe of the Queene my Mother : | The Chaſtity he wounded. (theres, 
every lacke-Slave hath his belly fuil of fighting, and I | How bravely thou becomlt thy Bed ; frefh Lilly, 
muſt goc up and downe likea Cocke, that no body can | And whiter then the Sheets : that I might touch, 
match. | But Kifſe, one kifſe, Rubies unparagon'd, 
2 Youare Cockeand Capontooand you crow Cocke, | How deercly they do't : Tis her breathing that 
with your combe on. ' | Perfumes the Chamber thus : the flame uth'Taper 
Chr. Sayeſt thou? Bowes toward her, and wo:xd under-pecpe her lids, 
2 It isnot fit you Lordſhip ſhould undertake every | To ſe rh'incloled Lights, now Canopied 
Companion, that you give offence to. - | | Vnder the windowes, White and Azure lac'd 
Cht. No, I know that : but it isfit I ſhould commit | With Blew of heavens owne tin, But my defigne. 
offenceto my inferiors. To notethe Chamber, 1 will write ali downe, 
2 1, it isfit for youtr Lordſhip onely. Such,and ſuch pictures : There the-wirdow, ſach 
Clot, Why ſo I fay, I h'adornement of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 
1 Did you heare of aStranger thats cometo Court to | Why ſuch, anduch : andthe Contents othyStory, 
night ? Ah, but ſoſhe naturall notes about her Body, 
Clet. A Stranger, and I not know on't? : Aboveten thouſand meancr Moveables 
2 Hes aftrange fellow himſclfe, and knowes it not. Would teſtifie, t'enrich mine Inventofy. 
I Theres an Italian come, and tis though one of Leexa- | O ſleepe, thou Ape of death,lyedull upon her, 
ts friendes. * ZOO And be her Senſe but as a Monument, 
Clot. Leonatra? A baniſht Raſcall ; and he's -another. | Thus in a Chappell lying. Come off, come off; * 
whatſoever he be. Whotold you of this Stranger ? As {lippcry asthe Gordian-knot was hard. | 
x One of your Lordſhips Pages. ' Tis mine, and this will witnefſe outwardly, 
Clor. Is it fit I went tolooke upon him ? Is' there no | As ſtrongly asthe Conſcience do's within : 
derogation int? | Toth'madding of her Lord, On her left breſt 
2 Youcannot derogate my Lord, -: | A moleCinque-ſpotted : Like the Crimſon drops 
Clot, Not cafily I thinke. . 1 | Trhbortome of a Cowſlippe. Heeresa Voucher, 
2 You area Foole granted, therefore your Iffues being | Stronger then ever Law could make : this Secret 
fooliſh doe not derogate. h , Will force him thinke I havepick'd the locke, and Yane 
'- Cle. Come, Ile goe ſee this Italian: what I have.loft | The treaſure of her honor. No'more : to whatend ? 
to dayat Bowles, Ile winne to night of him, Come - go. -| Why ſhould I write this downe;thats riveteds, 
2 lle attend your Lordſhip. Exit. | Screw'd tomy memory. She hath binreading late, 
That ſacha crafty Diyell as is his Mother | The Tale of Terews, heere the leafes turn'd downe 
Should yeild the world this Aſe : a woman, that . | Where Philomele gave up. I haveenough, 
| Beares all downe with her Braine, and this hen Sonne, Toth Truncke againe, and ſhut the ſpringof it. 
| Cannot take two fromtwenty for his heart, Swift, ſwift, you Dragons of the night, thatdawning 
| And leave eightecne, Alas poore Princelſe, | May beare the Ravenseye: T lodge in feare, 
' Thou divine /wzeger, whatthou endur'lt, .. _ . » þ Though this a heavenly Angell; hell is heere. 
' Betwixta Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, | 38 77501 (locks Arikes, 
' A Mother heurcly coyning plots: A Wooer, | One, two, three : tame, time. Exit. 
| More hatefullthen the foulc expulſion is "9 | | 
Ofthy deere husband, Then thathorrid A&t , n+ 6 (4 Ed 2946 IPA 46 
' Of thedivorce,he'ld make the heavens hold firme _ F- T: Lots 
' The walls of thy-deere honor Keepeunſhak'd - - | nt Ang $74177 
| That Templethy faire mind, that thou maiſt ſkand FRONT ERENESIESTS =) 5 0775) 7 9 OT SITTER 
' Teenjoy thy bantth'd Lord : and thisgreat Land.' Exenr, | 
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Scana Secunda. r Your Lordſhip isthe molbpaticht-manin loffe, the | 
COLL WT TE OILITNERT ISI RET moſt coldeſt that turn'dup Ars. : 1G 4 21150 [Al 
Enter Imogen, in her Bed, and a Lady. | Clot, It wauld make any mart cotdto looſe. 4 
Ton, Whestheja®My woman: Helene? :. /* - 7 Butnoteyery man patient afterthe noble rewper of | 
| .. Ja, Pleaſe youdladame Ht 9! 2! your Lordſhip.zYouare moſt hot,andfuriouswhen you | 
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| Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get 
| this fooliſh /moger, I ſhould have Gold enough : its al- 
moſt morning, is't not ? 
s Day, my Lord, | : 
| Cr. I would this Muſicke would come: I am adviſed 
to give her Muſicke a mornings, they fay it will pene» 
trate, Enter CMuſitians.' 
Corre on, tune : if youcan penetrate here with your fin- 
| gecing,ſo:we'll try with tongue too : if none will doe, let 
ber remaine : but Ile never give ore» Firſt, very excel- 
lent good conceited thing ; after a wonderfull ſweet aire, 
with admirable rich words to it, andthen let -her confi- 
der, 


Song. 
Hearke, hearke, the Larke at Heavens gate ſings, 
and Phubm gins ariſe, 


His Steeds to water at thoſe Springs 
on chalic'd Flowers that tyes * 
And winking M ary-buds begin to ope their Golden eyes 
with every thing that pretty us, my Lady ſweet ariſe : 
eAriſe, ariſe. 


So, get you gone: if thispenetrate, I will confider your 
Mulicke the better: if it do not,, it is a voycein her cares 
which Horſe-haires, and Calves-guts, nor the voyce of 
unpaved Eunuchto boot, can never amend. 
Enter Cymbeline, and D ucene. 

2 Heere comes the King. 

C/ot. 1 am glad I was up fo late, for thats the reaſon 
I was up1ocarely : he cannot chooſe but take this Ser- 
viceI have done, fatherly, Good morrow to your Ma- 
jeſty, and to my gracious Mother. 

Cym. Attendyou herethedoore of our ſtern daughter 
Will the not forth? 

Chet, 1 have afſail'd her with Muſickes,but ſhe vouch- 
ſafes no notice. : 

Cy». The Exile of her Minion is too new. 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time 
Muſt weare the print of his remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. 

Ame, You are moſt bound to'th'King, 
W ho lets goe by no vantages, that may 
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your ſelfe 
Toorderly ſolicits, and be friended 
Withaptneſſe of the ſeaſon : make denials 
Encreale your Services: ſo ſeeme, asif 
You were inſpir'd to doe thoſe duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmiilion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſelefle. ; 

Clet, Senſcleſle ? Not ſo. Mid 

Meſ. So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors fr from Rome ; 
The one is (ains Lucine. 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, | 
Albcit he comes on angry purpoſe now 3 —_ 
Butthar's no fault ofhis : we muſt receive him 
According tothe honor of his Sender, 
Andtowards himſelfe, his goodneſſe tore-ſpent onus 
Wemult exterd our notice : Our deere Sonne, 
W hen you have given good morning to your Miltris,' 
Attend the Queene, and us, we ſhall have need 
T'employ you rowards this Romane. 
| Come our Queene. | : 

Clor. If ſhe be up, Ile ſpeake with her: if not, 
Let her ye till, and dreame : by your leave hoa, 
| I know her women are about her - what 


Exennt. 


-I would not ſpeake. I pray youſpare me;faith 


It I doeline one of their hands, tis gold | 
W hich buyes admittance (oft it doth) yea and makes 
Dians's Rangers falſe themſelves, yeeld up ; 
Their Deere to'th'{taad o'th Stealcr : and tis gold 
Which makes the True-man kill'd, and faves the Theefe : 
Nay, ſomctime hangs both Theefe, and True-man : what 

N 1t not doe, and undoo 3 I will make | 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not underſtand the caſe my ſelfe. 
By your leave. Knockers, 
Enter a Lady. 

Lad. Who's there that knockes? 

Cl, A Gentleman. 

Lad. Nomore, 

Clot, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Sonne. 

Lad, Thats more 
Then ſome whole Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Can juſtly boaſt of ; whats your Lordſhips pleaſure ? 

Cor. Your Ladies perſon, is ſhe ready ? 

Lad. I,to keepe her Chamber. | | 

Clor, There is gold for you, | 
Sell me your god report; 

Lad. How my good name? or to report of you 
What I ſhall thinke is good. The Princefle. 


Enter [mogen. 


Cot. Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your ſweet hand. 
Imo, Good morrow Sir, you lay out too wuch paiues 
For purchaſing but trouble : the thankes I give, | 
Istelling you that 1 am poore of thankes, 
And ſcarfe can ſpare them. 
Cer. Still I ſweare T love you. 
{mo. It you but ſaid fo, twere as deepe with me : 
If you ſweare itill, your recompence is {till 
That I regard it not. 
Ct. This 1s no anſwer. | 
120. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yeeld being ſilent, 


I ſhall unfold equall diſcourteſie 
To your beſt kindneſle : one of your great knowing 
Should learne (being taught) forbearance. | 
Chet. To leaveyou in your madnefſle, twere my ſinne, |þ 
I will not. 
Imo, Foolesare not mad folkes., 
(ot. Doe you call me foole? ; 
[ms, AST am mad I doe: ; 
If you'll be patient, Ile no more be mad, 
That cures us both. lam much ſorry (Sir) 
You put meto forget a Ladies manners 
By being fo verball : andlearne nov, for all, 
That I which know my heart, doe heere pronounce 
By ti*very truth of it, I care net for you, 
And am ſo neere the lacke of Charity 
Toaccuſe my {elfe, I hate you : which TI had ;ather 
Youfelt, then make*c my boait. 
Clor. You finne againſt . 
Obedience, which you owe your father, for | 
The Contra& you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bredof Almes, and folter*d with cold diſhes] | 
With ſcraps oth'Court : It is no Contrat, none ; ; 
And though it be allowedin meaner parties 
(Yet who then he more meane) to knit their ſoules 
(On whom there isno more dependancy 
But Brats and Beggery) in ſelfc-figur'd knor, 
Yet youare curb'd from that enlargement, by 
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The conſequence oth' Crowne, and mult not foyle 

The preciousnote of it ; with a bale Slave, 

A Hilding for a Livory, a Squires Cloth, 

A Pantler ; not ſo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow : 

Werrt-thou the Sonne of /piter, and no more, 

But whatthou art beſides : thou wer'r too baſe; 

To be his Groome : thou wer't dignified enough 

Even to the point of Envy, Iftwere made 

Comparative for your Vertues, to be {tid 

The under Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated 

For being prefer'd ſo well. 

C/ot. The South-Fog rot him. 

Imo. He never can mecte more miſchance, then come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanciſt Garment . 
That ever hath butclipt his body , 1s dearer 
In my reſpeR, then all the baires above thecy 
Were they all made ſuch men : How noiv Psſan4o ? 

Enter Psſamo. 

Cht. His Garmen' ? No the divell. 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hyethee preſently. 

Clot. His Garment ? 

Ims. I am ſprightcd with a Foole, 

Frighted, and angred worle : Goe bid my woman 

Search for a Tewell, that too caſually 

Hath left mine Arme : it was thy Maſters. Shrew me 

If I would loſe it for a Revenew, 

Of any Kings in Enrope. 1 doe thinke, 

I faw't this morning : Confident I am, 

Laſtnight twas on mine Arme: I kiſs'd it, 

I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 

That I kifle aught but him. 

Piſa. Twillnot be loſt. 

Imo. I hope ſo : goe and ſearch. 

Cht. You lave abus'd me; 

His meaneſt Garment? 

Ime. 1, I ſaid ſo Sir, 

If you will make't an Ation, call witneſle to't. 
Clet. I wiil enforme your Father. 
[mo. Your Mother too : 

Shes my good Lady ; and will conceive, I hope 

But the worſt of me. Sol leave your Sir, 

To'th*worlt of diſcontent. 

Clot. He bereveng'd : 

His meaneſt} Garment? Weil. 


Exit. 
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| Scana Quarta. 


Emer Poſthumns, and Philario, 


Poſt, Feare it not Sir : I wouldT were fo ſure 
Towinne the King, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remaine hers. 

Phil. What meanes doe you make to him ? 

Peſt. Not any : but abide the change of Time, 
| Quake in the preſent winters ſtate, and wiſh 
That warmer dayes would come : In theſe fear'd hopes 
I barely gratife your love; they fayling 
I muſt dye much your debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodnefle, and your company, 
Ore payesall I can doe, By this your King, | 
| Hath heard of Great Augnitrs : Coins Lucima, 
Will do's Commiſſion througbly. And I thinke 


| 0 


Hee'le grant the Tribute : ſend th' Arrerages, 
rlooke upon our Romanes, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their gricfe. 
Pozt. I doe beleeve 
(Stariſt though I am none, nor like tobe) _ 
That this will provea Warre ;and you ſhall heare 
The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 
In our not-fearing-Britaine, then have tydings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more order'd then when ſul Ceſar 
Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. T heir diſcipline, : 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make knowne 
To their Approvers, thcy are People, ſuch 
That mend upon the world. Enter Iachims, 

Phil. See IJachimo. 

Poſt. The ſwifteſt harts, have poſted you by land ; 
Ard Windes of all the Corners kiſs'd your Sailes. 

To make your veſſell nimble. 

Phil. Welcome Sir. 

Poſt. T hope the briefeneſſe of your anſwer, made 
The ipeedineſlſe of your returne. 

lach. Your Lady, 
Is one of the feyreſt that I have look'd upon 

Pgjt, And therewithall the beſt, or let her beauty 

Looke thorovgha Caſement to allure falſe hearts, 
And be falſe withthem. 
lach. Heereare Letters for you. 
Poſt. Their renure good I truſt. 
lach. Tis very like. 
Poſt. Was Caius Lucins jn the Britaine Court, 
W hen you were there ? 
lach, He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 

Poſt. Allis well yet, | 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or 1S't not 
Too dull for yotr good wearing ? 

lach. IfT have lolt it, 

I ſhould haveloſt the worth of it in Cold, 

Ie makea journey twice as farre, t*enjoy 

A ſecond night of ſtch ſweet ſhortnefle, which 

Was mine 1n Britaine, for the Ring 1s wonne, 
Poft. The Stones too hard tocome by. 
[ach, Not a whit, 

Your Lady being ſo eaſie. 

Pot, Make not Sir, 

Your loſſe, your Sport : I hope you know that we 
Mult not continue friends. 

lach. Good Sir, we muſt 
If you keepe Covenant : had I not broughe 
The knowledge of your Miſtris howe, I grant 
We were to queſtion farther ; but I now 
Profeſſe my ſelfe the winner ot her honor, 
Together with your Ring ; and notthe wronger 
Of her, or you,baving procceded but 
By both your willes, BE, 

Poſt. If you can malt apparant 
That you have taſted her in Bed ; my hand, 

And Ring is yours. If not, the foule opinion 
You had of her pure honor : gaines, or looſes, 
Your Sword, or mine, or Maſterlefſe leave both 
To who ſhall finde them, 

Tacb. Sir, my Circumſtances 
Being ſo nerethe truth, as I will. makethem, 
Muſt firſt induce you to beleeve : whoſe ſtrength - 


I will confirme with oath, which I doubt not | 
| You'll 
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You'll givemeleaveto ſpare, when you ſhall finde 
You neede it not, 
Poſt. Proceed. | 
lach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber 
(WhereT confefſe I flept nor, but profeſie 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
With Tapiſtry of Silke, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cidzws ſwell'd above the Bankes, or for 
The preſſe of Boates, or Pride : A peece of Worke 
So bravely done; ſo rich, tha it did ſtrive : 
In Workemanſhip,and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be ſo rarely, and exatly wrought 
Sincethe true life on't was 
Pot. This is true: | 
And this you might have heard of heere, by me, 
Or by ſome other. 
lach, Moteparticulars 
Muſt juſtifie my knowledge. 
Poſt. So they mult, 
Or doe your Honour injury 
Tach. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-pecc2 
Chaſte Dia, bathing : never ſaw I figures 
So likely to report themſelves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 
Motion, 2nd Breath left ont. 
Poft. Thisis athing ; 
W hich you might from Relation likewiſe reape, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
Iach. The Roofe o'th*Chamber, . 
With golden Cherubins is fretted, Her Andirons 
(I bad forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one foote ſtanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 
Poſt. This is her honor : : 7; 
Letit begranted you have ſeene allthis (and praiſe 
Be givento your remembrance)the deſcriprion 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faves 
The wager you have laid. 
lach. Then if you can 
Be pale, I begge but leave to ayre this Ieweil : Sce, 
And now tis up againe : it muſt be married 
Tothat your Diamond, lie keepe them» 
Pojt. love ——— 
Once morelet me behold it : Is it that 
W hich I left ich her ? 
lach. Sir (I thanke her) that 
She ſtrivt it from her Arme : Ifee her yer 
Her pretty Ation, did out-ſeil her guitt, 
And yetenrich'd i: too : ſhe gave it me, 
And ſaid, ſhe priz'd it once. 
Poſt, May be, ſhepluck'd it off 
To ſend it me 
Jach. She writes ſoto you? doth ſhe ? 
Po. Ono, no, no, tis true, 'Heere, take this too, 
It isa Baſiliske unto mine eye, 
Killes me to looke or' : Let there be no Honor, 
W here there is beauty : Truth, where ſemblanice : Love, 
Whcre theres another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Of no more bondage be, to wherethey are made, 
"Then they are torheir Vertues, which is ncthiug : 
O, above meaſure falſe. 
Phil, Have patience Siry 
And take your Ring againe, tis not yet wonne 3 
It may be probable ſhe lolt it: or 


Who knowes if one of her women, being corrupted 
Hath ſtolne it from her, 

Poﬀt. Very true, | 
And fo I hope he came by't ; backe my Ring; 
Render to me ſome corporall ſigne about her 
More evident then this : for this wat ſtole. 

lach. By Tupiter, I had it from her Arme. 

Po#F. Hearke you, he ſweares : by Iapiter he ſwearess 
Tis true, nay keepe the Ring ; tis trne : I am ſure 
She would not looſe it : ber Attendants are 
All ſworne; and honorable : they induc'd to ficale it ? 
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The Cogniſance of her incontinency 
Is this: ſhe hath bought the name of W hore,thus deerely 
There, take thy hyre, and alli the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves betweene you. 

Phil. Sir, be patient ; 
This is not Rrong <nongh to be beleev*d 
Ot one per{waded well of. 

Poſt. Never talke on't : 
She bath bin colted by him. 

ach. If you ſecke 
For farther ſatisfying; under her Breaſt 
( Worthy her preſſing) lyesa Mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate Lodging. By my lite 
I kiſt it, and itgave me preſent bunger 
To feede againe, though full, Youdoe remember 
This ſtaive upon her ? 

Poſt. 1, and it doth confirme 
Another ſtaine, as bigge as Helican hold, 
Were there no more but it. 

Tach. Will yon heare more ? 

Poft. Spare your Arithmeticke, 
Never cou nt the Turnes ; Once, anda Million, 

Tack. lie be ſworn. 

Foſt, No ſwearing : 
It you will tweare you have not done'r, youlye, 
And I will kill thee ifthou doſt deny 
Thou'lt made me Cuckold, 

lech, le deny nothing. 

Peſt. Othar I had her heere,to teare her Limb-meale; | 
I will goe there and doo't, ith*Court, before 
Her father. Ile doe ſomeching. 

Phil. Quite betides. 
The goverment of Patience. You have wonne : 
Lers follow him, and pervert the preſent ywrath 
He hath again{t lumſclfe. 

lach. With all my hearts 
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EXxit. 


E xeunt. 


Enter Poſthumus. 


Poſt, Ts there no way for Men to be, but Wemen 
Muſt be halfe-workers ? We are all Baſtards, 
Andthat moſt venerabic man, which I 
Dih call my father, was, I know not where 
W hen I was ſtampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother ſeem'd 
The Dtan of that time :ſodoth my Waite 
The Non-parcill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawfull pleaſure ſhe reftrain'd, _ 

And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 

A pudency ſoRefie, the ſweerview on't 

Might well have warm'd old Saturns ; 

That I thought her ECT; 
As Chaſte, as an-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the divels! 
This yellow Jachimoin an houre, was't not? 
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Orlefſe ; at firit ? Perchance he ſpoke not, out 

Like a full Acorn'd Boare, a Iarmen on, = 

Cry'de oh, and mounted , found no eppoſition 

But what he look'd for, ſhould oppolc, and ſhe 
Should from encounter guard. Could 1 find out 
The Womans part in me, -for theres no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but 1 ajirme | 

It is the Womans part : be it Lying, note it, 

The womans : Flattering, hers : deceiving, hers: 
Luſt, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Revenges hers : 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Ditdaine, 
Nic:-longing, Slanders, Mutability : 

All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knowee, 


They are not conſtant, but are changing [Ull; 
One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halte ſo old as that. le write again(t then, 
Deteſt them, curſe them : yer tis greater Skill 
In a true Hate, to pray they have their will ; 
The very Divels cannot plaguerhem better. _ 
| :.xIt, 


— 


Nm c———_— 


eAftus Tertins. Scena Prima. 


-& 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, D ugens, Clotten, and Lords at 
one doore, ard at another, Cains, Lucius, 
and Attendants. 


Luc. When [nl Ceſar (whole remembrance yer 
Lives in mens eyes,and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theaine, and hearing ever (was in this Britaine, 
And Conquer'd it, Ca//ibelan thine Vnkle 
(Famous in Ceſars prayles, no whit Icfſe 
Then 1n his Fears deſerving it) for kim, - 

And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thouland pounds ; which (by thee) lately 
Is left untender'd. 
Due. And to kill the mervaile, 
Shall be ſo ever. 
Clot. There be many Ce/ars, 
Ere ſuch another [nl : Britazne's a world 
By it lelfe, 2nd we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Notes. 

Puee., That opportunity 
Which then they had ro take from's, to reſume 
We have againe. Remember Sir, my Licge, 

The Kings your Anceſtors, rogcther with 
The Naturall bravery of your Itle, which ſtands 
As Neptunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'din 
With Oakes unskalcable, and roaring Waters, 
5 WithSands that will not bezre your Enemies Boates 
Bur ſucke theoa up to'th'Top-maſt, A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſars made heere, but made not hecre his bragge 
Of Came, and Saw. and Overcome : with ſhame 
(The firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
| From off our Coaſt, twice beaten 3 and his Shipping 
| (Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 
Like Egge-thels, mov*d upon their Surges crack'd 
| As caſily gainſt our Rockes. For joy whereof, 
| The fam'd Caſſibela», who was once at point 
| (Oh giglet Fortune) ro maſter C:iſars Sword, 
Made Zuas-Towne with rejoycing-Fires bright, 


W hy hers,ir part, or all : but rather all. For even to Vice 


(3577. Now ſay, what would Augu/Ire C aſar with us? 


_—_— 
— 


And Britaires ſtrut with Courage, 

(!ct. Come, theres no more Tribute to be paid? our 
Kingdome is ſtronger then it was at that time ; and (as 
ſaid) there is no mere ſuch { «ſars, other of them may 
have crook'd Noſes, but to owe ſuch ſtraite Armes, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mcther cnd. 

(for. We have yet many among us, can gripe as bard 
as Caſſibelan, I doe nor ſay I am ore : but have a hand. 
Why Tribute ? Why ſhould we pay Tribute? If Ceſar 
can hidethe Sun from us witha Blanket,or put the Moone 
in bis pocket, we will pay h;m Tribute for light ; elſe Siry 
no more Tribute, pray you now. 

(352, You mult know, 
Till the injurious Romans, did extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. ( e/ars Ambition, 
Which ſwelid ſo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The {:des o'th'W orld, againſt all colour heere, 
Did put the yoakeupon's : which ro ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our ſelves to be, we doe. Say then to Cajar, 
Our Anceſtor was that Hwimutizns, which 
O1dain'd our Lawes, whole uſe the Sword of Ceſar 
Hath roo much mangled : whoſe repayre, and franchiſe, 
Shz11 (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therfore angry. Mrlmnurine made our laywes 
Who was the firſt of 3ritatze, which did put 
His browes within a golden Crowne, and call'd 
HimſciteaKing. 

Lac. Tam ſorry ( ymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce «-- #guttxs Ceſar 
(Cſar, that hath more Kings his Servants, then 
Thy felte Domeſticke Oificers)thine Enemy ? 
Receive it from methen. Warre, and Confuſion 
In Ce/ar's name pronounce Pgainſt thee:Looke 
For fury, not to be reſiſted, Thas defide, 
I thanke thee for my ſeife, 

Cm, Thouart welcome (ains, 
Thy Cafar Knighted me ; my youth I ſpent 
Much under him : of him, I gather d Honour, 
W hich he, to ſeeke of me againe, perfocce, 
Behooves me keepeat utterance. Iam pertect, 
That the Pannonijans and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties arenow in Arres : a Preſident 
Which nor to reade, would ſhew the Britaines cold ; 
So («ſar ſhall not find them. 

Lac. Let proofe ſpeake. 

Clat, His Majehy biddes you welcome. Make paſtime 
with us a day, or two, or longer : if you fecke us after= 
wards 1n other tearmes, you ſhall finde us in our Salt- 
water-Girdle : if you beate us out of it,ir is yours : if you 
fall in theadventure, our Crowes ſhall fare the better for 
you : and theresan end. 

Luc, Sofir, 

C ym. Iknow your Maſters pleaſure, and he mine : 

All the Remaine, 1s welcome. 


E xennt- 


_ 
——  ——— —— - —— —_— 


Scena Secunda. 


—— — — 


Enter Piſania reading of a Letter, 


Pif. How ? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What Monſters her accuſe ? Leonarus ; 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange infe&ion 
Is 


LL 


—— 


| 
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Is falne into thy care ? What falſe Italian, 
(As poyſonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevaild 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difioyail? No. 


| She'spuniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 


{ More Goddefſe-like, then Wife-like ;' tuch Aſſaults 
As would take in ſome Vertue. Oh wy Maiter, 
Thy.mind to her, is now as lowe, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How? That I ſhould murther her, 
Vpon the Love, and Truth, and Vowes ; which I 
Have made to thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? 
If it be ſo , to doe good ſcrvice, never 
Let me be countcd ſerviceable. How looke I, 
That 1 ſhould feeme to lacke humanitie, 
So much as this Fat comes to ? Do9v' : The Letter. 
T hat I have ſent her , by her ownecommund, 
Shall gwve thee opportunitie. Oh damn'd paper, 
Blacke as the Inke that's on thee : ſeaſcleſle bauble, 
Art thoua Faxdarie for this 2&t; and look'(t 
So virgin-like without? Loe here ſhe comes- 
Enter Imogen. 

Iam ignorant in what I am commandcd. 

imo. How now Piſawo? 

Pi: Madam, heere isa Letter from my Lord. 

Imo. Who! thy Lord? Thatis my Lord Leonatrs 2 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 


| That knew the Starres, as I his Characters, 


Heel'd lay the Future open. You good GoJs, 

Let what is heere contain'd, relliſh of Love, 

Of my Lords health: of his content : yet not 

Thar we two are a ſunder, let that grieve him ; 

Some griefesare medcinable, that 15 one of them, 

For it doth phyficke Love, of his content, 

All but in that, Good Wax, thy leave : bleſt be 

You Bees that make theſe Lockes of counſaile. Lovers, 

And men indangerous Bondes pray not alike. 

Though Forfeytours you caſt in priſon, yet 

| You claſpe young C#pids Tables : good Newes Gods. 

Je and your Fathers wrath ( ſhould hee take mee in bu 
Dowmion) could not be ſocrnell tome, as you , (oh thedee- 

reft of (reatures) wonld ev:n renew mewith yourejes. Take 

wotice that [ am 1 (amoria at Miltoid-Haven : what your 

owne Love, will out of thu adviſe jou, follow, So he wiſhes you 

all bappin: ſe, that remanies loyall to his Vow, and your encrea- 

ſing in Love. Leonatus Polthumus., 


Oh for a Horſe with wings : Hear'ſt thou Piſanio ? 


| He isat Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 


How farte tis thither. If one of meane affaires 
May plod it in a weeke, why may not I 

Glide thitherin aday ? Then true Z5/an1o. 
Wholong'tlike me, to ſee thy Lord ; who long'lt 
(Ohlet me bate) but not like me : yer long'ſt 

But ina fainter kinde. Oh not like me : 

For mine's beyond, beyond : ſay , and ſpeake thicke 
(Loves Counfailor ſhould fill the bores of hearing, 
To'th' ſmotbhering of the Senſe) how farre it1s 

To this ſame blefled Milford. And by*th' way 

Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy,as 
Tinheriteſuch a Haven. Burt firſt of all, 

How we may ſteale from hence: andfor the gap 
That we ſhall make in Time, from oar hence-going, 
And our returne, toexcuſe: but firſt, how get hence. 
Why ſhould excuſe be berne or ere begor ? 
Weeletalke of that heereafter.Prythee ſpeake, 


"e- 


How many ſcore of Miles may we well ride 


ah 


| The ſharded-Beetle, ina ſafer hold 


—_— 


| Prouder, then ruſtling in anpayd-for Silke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes hicn fine, 


Twixt houre, and houre * 
Pi/. One ſcore twixtSun, and Sun, | 
Madam'senough for you : and too-much too. 
{mo. Why, one that rode to's Execution Mail; + 
Could nevergoto ſtow : I have hezrd of Riding wagers, 
W here Hor ſes have bin nimbler then the Sands 
That runi'th' Clocks behalfe. Burt this is Foolrie, 
Go, bid my Woa:an faignea Sickneſle, ſay | 
Shele home to her Father , and provide me preſently 
| ARiding Suit: Nocofther then would fit 
A Franklins Huſwite. 
Pif. Madath, youre beRt conſider. 
Imo. I ſee before me (Man) nor heere, nor heere, 
Nor what enſues but havea Fog in them 
| ThatI cannot looke through. Away, I prythce, - 
Doas I bid thee : T here'sno more to lay : 
Accellible is none but Milford way . 


E xeunt, 


Ms 


Scena T ertia. 


TD 


Enter Belarins, Gmiderius, and eArviragu. 


Bel. A goodly day, not to keepe houſe with ſuch, 
W hoſe Roofe's as low as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate 
Inſtruts you huw t'adore the Heavens; and boiwes you 
Toa mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch'd io high, that Giants may jet through 
And ketpe their impious Turbands on, without 
Good morrouw to the San. Haile thou faire Heaven, 
We houſe 'th*Rocke, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly 
As prouder liversdo. 

Guid. Haile Heaven» 

Arvi. Haile Heaven. 


Your legges are young : lie tread theſe Flats, Conſider, 
W hen you above perccive me like a Crow, 

T hat it 1s Place, which leflen's and (ers off | 
And you may then revo-ve what Tales T have told you, 
Ot Courts of Princes; of the Trickes in Warre, 

This ſervice, isnot Sei vice ;ſo being done, 

But being ſo allowed. To apprehend thus, 

Drawes us aprofit fromall things welee ; | 
And often to our comfort, ſhall we finde 


Then is the full-wing'd Eagle, Oh this life, 
Is Nobler, then attending for achecke : 
Richer, then doing nothidg for a Babe : 


Yet keepes his Booke uncroſS'd, nolife to ours. 

Gui. Out of your proofe you ſpeak:we poore unfledg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o*th'neft ;nor know not 
What Ayre's from home. Hap'ly this lite is beſt, 

(If quiet life be beſt) ſweeter to you 

That havea ſharper knowne. Well correſponding 
With your ſtiffe Age ; but unto us, it is 

A Cell of Ignorance: travailing abed, 

APriſon or a Debtor, that not dares | 
To ſtride a limit.. 

Arvi. What ſhould we ſpeake of —& . | 
When we areold as you ? When we ſhall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December? How 


Bela, Now for our Mountaine ſport, up to yond hill | 


<Aune<i CO nn hr ————_ 


| 


| 


Inthis our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 


ccc The 
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The freezing houres away ? We haveſeene nothings | 
Wearebeaſtly ; ſubtle as the Fox for prey, 

Like warltke as the: Wolfe, for what we cate : 

Our Valour is tochace what fiyes : Our Cage 

We make a Quire, as doth the priſon'd Bird, 

And fing our Bondage freely. 

Sel. How you ſpeake? 

Did you but know the Citties V ſuries, : 

And feltthem knowingly the Arc o'th Court, 

As hardto leave, as keepe : whoſe top toclimbe 

Is certaine falling : or ſoflipp'ry, that _ 

The feare's as bad as falling. The toyle o'th Warre, 

A paine that onely ſeemes ro ſecke our danger 
I'ch* name of Fame,and Honour, which dyes ?ch* 
And hath asofta {land'rous Epitaph, 

As Record of faire At. Nay, many times 

Doth ill deſerve by doing well : what's worſe | 
Muſt curt'fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boyes,this Storic 
The world may reade in me : My bodie's mark*d 
With Roman Swords; and my report, was once 
Firſt, with the beſt of Note. Cymbelme lov'd me, 
And when a Souldier was the Theame, my vame 

Was not farre off : then was Iasa Tree _ 
Whoſe boughes did bend with fruit. Butin one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery (call it whar you will) 
Shooke downe my mellow hangings :; nay my 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gut. Vacertaine favour, 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I havetold you oft) 
But that two Villaines, whoſc falſe Oathes pre vaid 
Before my perfc& Honor, ſwore to Cymbeline, 

I was Cofodernts with the Romanes : {0 
Followed my Baniſhment,and thistwenty yeeres, 
This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have bene my World, 


ſearch, 


Leaves, 


| Where I haveliv'd at honeſt freedome, payed 


More pious debts to Heaven, then in all 
The fore-end of my time. But, up to'th' Mountaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that ſtrikes 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord o'ch' Feaſt, 
Tohim the other two ſhall miniſter, 

And we will feareno poyſon, whichattends 

In place of greater State : 

le meete you 1n the Valleyes. 

Hoiv hard itis to hide the ſparkes of Nature ? 
Theſe Boyes know little they are Sonnesto'th' King, 
Nor {'\ymbeline dreames that they are alive. 

They thinke they are mine, . 

And though train'd up thus meanely | 

Frh* Cave, whercon the Bow their thoughts do hit, 
The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts thea 

In ſimpleand low things, to Prince it, much 

Beyond the tricke of others. This Pa/adezr, 

The heyre of Cymbeline and Britaine, whom 

The King his Father calld Ca:aer5m. Tove, 

When on my three-foot ſtoole 1 fit, and tell 

The warlike feats T have done. has ſpirits flye out 

Into my Rory : ſay thus mince Enemie fell, 

And chusI ſet my foote on's necke, eventhen 

| The Princely blood owes in his Checke, he ſweats, 

| Straines his young Nerves, atid puts hiamſclfe in poſture 
Thatats my words, The younger Brother Cadwall, 
Once Arvragss, inas like? figure 

Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhewes much more 

| His owne conceyuing, Hearke, the Game is rowsd, 
Oh Cymbeline, Heaven and my Conſcience knowes 


E xeunt. 


Thoudid'{t-unjultly baniſh me :$ whereon 


— 


Atthrec, and two yceres old, 1 ſtole theſe Babes, 
Thinking to barre thee of Succeſſion, as 

Thou refts me of my Lands.Evriphile, 
Thou was'ttheir Nurſe,they took thee 
And every day do honor to. her grave: 
My ſelfe Belarizs, thatam organ call'd 

They take for Naturall Father. The Game is up. Exit. 


for their mother 


OLD—_——— = Io 


Scana Quarta. 


— _— 


———— 


——> OO ner e_—_ Ce—_—  — — 


Enter Piſanio and Imogen. 


[mo.Thou told'ſt me when we came fro horſe, the place 
Was neerear hand : Ne're longd my Mother ſo 
Toſceme firſt, as I have now: Piſanio, Man : 

Where is Poſthumus ? What is in thy mind | 
That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breakes that ſigh 
From th'inward of thee? One, One, but painted thus 
Would be inrerpretedathing preplex'd 
Beyond ſelfe- explication. Put thy ſelfe 
Intoa haviour of leſle feare, ere wildnefſe 
Vanquiſh my ſtayder Scenfes. What's the matter ? 
W hy tender'ſ thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke untender ? Ifr be Summer Newes 
Smile ro0't before : if Winterly, thou need'ſt 
But keepe that count'nance ſtill, My Husbands hand? 
That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-craftied him, 
And hee's at ſome hard point, Speake man, thy Tongue 
May take off ſome extremitie, which to reade 
Would be even mortall ro me, 
Pf. Pleaſe you reade, 
And you ſhall finde me (wretched man) a thing 
The moſt diſdain'd of Fortune. 


Imogenreaaes. 


T# Mitriu(Piſamo) hath playde the Strumpet in my 
Bed: the Teitimonies whereof, yes bleeding in me. I ſpeak 
wot ont of weake Smrmiſes, but from proofe as itrong as my 
griefe, and as certaine as Texpett my Revenge, T hat part thou 
(Piſanto) muſt atte for me, if thy faith be not tainted with the 
breach of hers ; let thine owne hands take away her life : 1 ſpall 
give thee opportunity at Milferd Haven, She hath my Letter 
for the purpoſe ; where, if thou feare to ſtrike, and to make mee 
certaine it #8 done, thou art the Pander to ber diſhonour , and 


equaliyto me diſtal. 


Pif. What ſhall I needtodraw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat already ? No, tis ſlander, 
Whoſe edge is ſharper then the Sword, whoſe tongue 
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whoſe breath 
Rideson the poſting windes, and dothbelye 
All corners of the World. Kings,Queenes,and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous ſlanderenters, What cheere Madam? 
imo, Falſe to his Bed? Whar is itto be falſe ? 
Tolye in watch there, andto thinke on him ? 
To weepe twixt clock and clock? If ſleep charge Nature, 
To breake it witha fearefull dreame of him, 
And cry my ſelfe awake ? That's falſe to's bed? Is it? 
Piſa. Alas good Lady, 
1m. 1falie > Thy Conſcience witneſſe : /achimo, 
Thou didd'ſt accuſe him of Incontinencie, 
Thou then look'd(t like a Villaine :now, me __—— 
y | 


 —_— 
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Thy favours enough. Some Iay of Italy 
(W hoſe mother was her painting) hath berraid him : 
Poore I am ſtale, a Garment out of faſhion, 

And for I am richer then to hang by th' walles, 

I mnt be ript : To peeces with me : Ob! ; 
Mens Vewes are womens Traitors. - All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) ſhall be thought 

Put onfor Villainy; not borne where't growes, 

But worne a baite for Ladics. | 

Piſa. Good Madam, heare me. 

Ime. True honeſt men being heard, like falſe e/£xeas, 
Were in his time thought falſe : and Sywors weeping 
Did ſcandall many a holy teare : tooky pitty 
From moſt true wretchednfſee, So thou, Poftbumm 
Wilc lay the leven to ail proper men; _ 

Goodly,ad gallant, ſhall be falſe and peri»r'd 
From thy grea: taile ; Come Fellow, be thou honeft, 
' Dothou thy Maſters bidding. W hen thou ſceſt him, 
Ajitcle witneſſe my obedience. Looke . 
I draw thc Sivord tiny ſelfe, take it and hit 
Thc innocent Manfion of my Love (my Heart;) 
Feare not,tis empty of all things, bur Griefe : 
Thy Malter is not there, who was indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding , ſtrike, 
T hou maylt be valiant in a better cauſe ; 
But now thon ſcem'ſt a Coward. 
Pi. Hence vile Inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt not damne my hand- 
Imo. Why, I mult dye: 

And if I donot by thy hand, thouart 
No Se: vant of thy Maſters. Againſt Selfe-flaughter, 
There isa prohibition ſo Divine, 
That cravens my weake hand : Come, heere*s my heart : 
So mething's a-foot : Soft, ſoft, wee'l no defence, 
4 Ob:dient as the Scabbard. What is heere, 
| The Scriptures of the Loyall Leonarws, 
All turn'dto Herefie? Away, away 
.| Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 
| Be Stomachersto my heart : thus may poore Fooles 
| Belecve falſe Teachers : Though thoſe that are berraid 
| Do feclethe Treaſon ſharpely, yet the Traitor | 
| Standsin worſe caſe of woe, Andthou Poſthurm, 

T har-didd'{t ſet up my diſobedicvce*gainſt the King 
1 My Father, and makes me pur intocontemprt the ſuites 
| Of Princely Fellowes, ſhalt hereafter tinde 
{| Irisno a of common paſſage, but 
J. A ftraine of Rarcneſſe : and I greeve my ſelfo, 
| To thinke, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 
| That nowthou tyreſt on, 'how thy memory 

Wili thenbepang'd by me, -Prythee diſpatch , 
| The Lambe entreats the Butcher. Wher's thy knife?  . 
Thouartto flow todothy Maſters bidding 2 
| WhenT defire it too. -' 
" Pif. Ohegracious Lady: 
| Since I receiv'd command'to 
1 1 have notflept one winke, 
Imo, Dog't,and tobed-then. | 

P:f. Ile wake mine eyeballes firſt. 

Im, Wherefore then . © 
Didd-{t undertake it ? Why haſt thou abus'd 
So many Mil-s, with a ptetence? This place ?. Us. 
Mine Action ? and thine owne ? Qur Harſes labour? * - 
Thetime inviting thee ? The perturb'd Court þ- 
For my beingabſant z wherenttolnever- - 
Parpoſe returne. Why taſt thou gone ſofarre 
Tobe un-bent? whenthou haſt tane thy ſtand, 
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| Then not in Britaine muſt you bide. 


| Our Briraine ſeemes as of ir,but nor in't: 


| Darke, as your Fortune is, andþurt diſguiſe 


— 


| With that barſh, noble, ſimplenothing ; 


Expoſing it (but oh the 


 Th'eleRted Deere beforethee? 
Ps. But to win time ; 
Tolooſe ſo bad employment, in the which . 
I have conſider'd of a coarſe 3 good Lady 
Heare me with patence. | 
Imo. Talke thy Tongue weary, ſpeake : 
I have heard Iam a Strumpet, and mine care | 
Thereinfalſe ſtrooke, cantake no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to botrome that. But ſpeake. 
Ps. Then Madam, * 
Ithought you would not backe againe» 
1imse. Mott like, | 
Bringing me heereto kill me. 
Ps. Notlo neither : . 
But if I were as wiſe, as honeſt, then 
My purpoſe would prove well: it cannot be, 
Bu that my Maſter is abus'd. Some Villaine, 
T,and ſingular in his Art, hatch done you both 
-This curſed injurie. 
imo, Some Roman Curtezan ? 
Psf. No, on my life : : 
Ile give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody ſigne of it. Fortis commanded 
I ſhoulddoſo: you ſhall be milt at Court, 
And that will well confirme it, | 
Imo. Why ood Fellow, 
W hart ſhall I dothe while ? Where bide? How live? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 
Piſ. If you'lbacke ro*th* Court, 
Imo. No Court, no Father: nor no more adoe 


That Cletren, whoſe Love-ſuite hath bene tome 
As fearefull as a Siege. | 
Pf. Tf not at Court, 


Imo, Wherethen? | 
Hath Britaine all the Sunne that ſhines? Day?Night? 
Are they not but in Britaine? I'th' worlds Volume 


In a great Poolea Swannes-neſt; prytheethinke * 
There's livers out of Britaine, 

Ps. Tam molt glad | 
You thinke of other Place : Th* Ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to Milford-Haven | 
Tomorrow. Now, if you could wearea minde | 


That which rappeare it ſeife, muſt not yer be, 

But by ſelfe-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 

Pretty,and full of view : yea, happaly, neere | 

T he refidence of Pothnmws ;1o nie (at laſt) 

Thar though his Actions werenot viſible, yet 

Report ſhould render him hourely to your care, 

As truely as he mooves. 

Ims, Oh for ſuch meanes, 
Though perillto my modcſtic, not death on' 
I would aduenture. 
Pif. Well then, heere's the point : - 

You muſt forgetto bea Woman : chenge | 

Command, into obedience. Feare and Nicenefle 

(The Handaaides of all Women, or more truely 

Woman it pretty ſelfe) into a waggith courage, 

Ready in gybes ,quicke-anſwer'd, ſawcie, and 

As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muſt 

Fotget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheeke, | 
harder heart, DEE 

—_—_..----- | 


| "IE ; ns 


Lane ad 


| Lac. Your hand, my Lord. 
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TheT ragedieof Cymbeline, 


— 


Alacke noremedy ) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kifſing Tit: and forgot 
Your labourſome and dainty Trimmes, wherein 
You made preat {ane angry. 
| Imo. Nay be brecfe ; 
I fee into thy end, andam almoſt 
A man already. / 

Pi. Firſt, make your ſelfe but like oneg 
Fore-thinkingthis. I have already fit 
(Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doubler, Hat, Hoſe, all 
Thar auſwer rothem z Would you in their ſerving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow | 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon) 'fore Noble Lucivs 
Preſent your ſelfe , defire his ſervice: tell im 
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know, 
If that his head have care in Muſicke, doubrlicfle 
With joy he will embrace you : for hee's Honourable, 


You have merich, and I will never faile 
Beginning, nor ſupplyment. 

{mo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will dict me with. Prythee away, 
There's more tobe conſider'd : but wee'l even 
All that good time will giveus, This attempt, 

I am Souldier roo, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee. 

Piſ. Well Madam, we mult take a ſhort farewell, 
Leſt being miſt, I be ſuſpeted of . | 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miſtris, 
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 
W hat's in't is precious : If you are ficke at Sea, 

Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a D:amwe of this 
Will drive away diſtemper. To ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 
Dire& you ro the beſt, 


Imo. Amen ; I thanke thee, Exennt, 


” —_— 


Scena Quinta. 


And doubling that, moſt holy. Your meanes abroad > ' 


Enter Cymbeline, Ducene, Cleten, Lucius, 
and Lor As. 

Cym, Thus farre, and fo farewell. 

Znc, Thankes, Royall Sir :- | 
My Emperor hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 

And am right ſorry, that | muſt report ye | 
My Maſters Fnemy, 

Cym. Our Subjeds (Sir) #34: 
W1Ul not endure his yoake ; and for our ſelfe = 
To ſhew lefle Soveraignty then they, mu ſt needs 
Appeare un-Kinglike. | Eoeld 5 

Luc. So Sir : I defireof you _ | 
A Condud over Land, to Milford. Haven. 

- Madam, all joy befall your Grace, and you. 


The due of Honour, 1nno point omit: 
So farewell Noble Zucime. 


Clor. Receive it friendly 


: but from this time forth 
I wearc it as yovr Enemy. / 
Lxc. Sir, the Event 
| Is yetto namethe winner, Fareyou well, | 


Cym. My Lords, you arc appointed for that Office IF 


—_ 


yo EEE "Lg 


Cym, Leave not the worthy Lxciwe, good my- L | 
| Tilihe have croſt Severn. Happines, Fro F qa | 


_—_ 


Ln. He goes hence frowning 3 bur it honours us 
That we have given him cauſe: | 
Clor. Tis allthe better, Et 2, 
Your Valiane Britaines have their wiſhes in it. 
Cym, Lncizz hath wrot already to the Emperor 
How it goes heere. Ir fits as therefore ripely 
Our Chariots,and our Horſemen be in readinefle: 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoone be drawne to head, from whence he moves 
His warrefor Britaine. 
2%. Tisnot ſleepy buſineſſe, | 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 
Cm, Our expeRation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But my gentle Queene, 
W here is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. She lookes as like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We have notcd it. Call her before us, for 
We havebcene too light in ſufferance. 
2x. Royall Sir, | 
Since the exile of Pothamw, moſt retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereotmy Lord, 
Tis time muſt doe. Beſeech your Majeliy, 
Forbeare ſharpe ſpeeches to her. Shee'sa Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that wordsare ſtrokes, 
And ſtrokes deathto her, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Cym. Whereis ſhe Sir ? How 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ? 
CHMef. Pleaſe you Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to'th* lowd of noiſe, we make, 
2x. My Lord, when laſt I went toviſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
Whereto conſtraind by her infirmitic, 
She ſhonld that duty leave unpaide to you 
W hich daily ſhe was beurd toproffer : this 


| Shewiſh'd mero make knowne :but our great Court 
' Made me too blame in memory. 0 


Cym, Her doors lock'd? 

Not ſeene of Jate ? Grant Hcavens, that which I 
Feare, provefalſe. 

-9x.. Sonne, Ifay, follow the King. 

Clot. That man of her's, #5{anio, her old Servant 
I have not ſeene theſe two dayes. Exit. 

&. Go, lookeafter : | 

Psſanso, thon that ſtand'ſt ſo for Pofthnmus 
He hath a Drugge of mine : 1 pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that. For he beleeves 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
W here is the gone ? Haply diſpaire hath ſeiz'd her : 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's lowne 
To her defired Poſthnmm: gone ſhe is, 
To death,or to difhoner,and my end | 
Can make good vſc of cither. Shee beeing downe, 
I tauc the placing of the Brittiſh Crowne. 

Enter Cloten. 


Ext. 


How now my Sonne ? 

(tor. *Tis.certaine ſhe 1s fled ; 
Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. : 

2x. All the berter : may 


Thisnight forc-ſtall lim of the comming day, Exit 2w. 
Clo, Iloueandhate her: for ſhe's Faire and Royall, 
1 And that ſhe hathall courtly parts morgexquiſite - - . - 


A— 


Then | 


a 
ht Lam 4 C EI — _ i ——_—_—_———_ ad 


i 


; 


RY 


T he Tragedie of Combelm e. 


oF SOPTSG 


495 


ThenLady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 

The beſt ſhe hath; and ſhe of all compounded 

Out-{clles them all. I loye her therefore, but 

Diſdaining me, and'throwing Favours on 

| The low PoRthumws,{landers fo her judgement, 

That what'selfe rare, is choak'd : and in that point 

I wil conclude to hate her,nay indcede, E 

To bereveng'd upon her. For, when Fooles 
Enter Piſanio, 

Who is heere? What, are you packing firrah ? 

Come hither : Ah you precions Pander, Villaine, 

Where isthy Lady? In a word, orelle 

Thou art ftraightway with the Fiends. 

Pi. Oh, good my Lord. | | 
Co. Where is thy Lady ? Or, by Tupiter, 

I will not aske againe. Cloſe Villaine, 

Le have thisfectet from thy heart, or rip 

Thy. heart to finde it; Is ſhe with Pofthumr: ? 

From whoſe ſo many waights of baſeneſle, cannot 

A dram of worth be drawnes 

Pif. Alas, my Lord, eee 
How can ſhe be with him ? When was ſhemiſs'd 
He is in Rome, 

Clsr. Where is fhe Sir? Come neerer : 

No farther halting : ſatisfie me home, 
W haris become of her : 

Piſ. Oh, my all-worthy Lord, 

Clo. All-wortby Villaines : 

Diſcover where thy Miſtzis 18, at once, 
At the next word : no more of worthy Lord : 
Speake, or thy ſilence on the inſtant, is 
Thy condemnation and thy death 

Pf. Then fir: 

This Paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 
Clo. Let's ſcet; I will purſue her 

Even to Auguſtus Throne. 

' Pi. Or this, orperiſh, 
She's farreenough, and what he learnes by this, 
May prove histravell, not her danger. 

Clo. Humh. | 

Pif. Ile write to my Lord ſhe is dead : Oh Imogen, 
Safe mayſt thon wander, ſafe returne agen. 

(tor. Sirra, is this Letter true? 

Pisſ. Sir, as Ithinke 

Clot, It is Pothamus hand, I know't, Sirrgh, if thou 
| would'ſt not be a Villaine,but do me true ſervice; under- 
| gothoſe Imployments whereinI ſhould have cauſe to uſe 
thee with a ſerious induſtry, that 1s, what villainy ſoere I 
+ bid thee doe to performe it, directly and truely, T would 
| thinke theean honeſt man : thou ſhould'ſt ncither want 
my meanes for thy releefe, nor my voyce for thy prefer- 
ment, 

Pif. Well, my good Lord; p 
* Clor. Wilt thou ſerve mee ? For lince patiently and 
conſtantly thou haſt ſtucke to the bare Fortune of that 
{ Begger Pefthumus; thou canſt not inthe courſe of grati- 
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thouſerve 
mee? 

- Ps. SirTI will, | — ES 
i (le. Give methy hand, heeres my purſe, Haſt any 
| of thy late Maſters Garments in thy poſſeſſion? 

Piſan. 1 have (my Lord) at my Lodging , the ſame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke leave of my Ladie and Mi- 
ſtrefle. PRES SLRS 

(1s. The'firſt ſervice thou doſt mee, fetch that Suite 


—— 


__— 


ſhall —— 


—_—_— 


| 


hither, let it be thy firlt ſervice, go. 


- the ſecond thing that I have commanded thee. The third 


Ps: Iſhall my Lord. . -.1: Exeunts, 
© Clo. Meetthee at Milford-Haven : ( Iforgot to aske 
him one thing, Ile remember'tanon : ) cventhere , thou 
villaine Pofthamus will I kill thee» 1 wouid theſe Gar- 
ments were come. She ſaid upon a time ( the bitrernefle 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that ſhe held the very 
Garineht of Poſthams ,in more re{peR, then my Noble 
and naturall perſon; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Stite upon my backe xvill I ra- 
viſh her: firſt kill him, and in her eyes: there {hail ſhe {ec 
my valour,which will then be a totmenrto ber contempt. 
He onthe Ground, my ſpeech of inſulrment ended on his 


dead bodic, and when my luſt hath dined (which, as I | 


ſay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes chat ſheſo * 
prais'd:) tothe Court Ile knock her backe, foot ber home 
againe. She hath diſpis'd mee rejoycingly,and lle be mer- | 
ry in my Revenge: ps | 
Enter Piſanto, 
Be thoſe the Garments ? 
Piſ. I, my Noble Lord. 
Clo, Howlong is't ſince ſhe went to Milford-Haven ? 
Piſ. She can ſcarſe be there yet, 
Ch.Bring this. Apparrell to' wy Chamber , that is 


is, that thou wilt bea voluntary Mute to my deiigne. Be 

bur dutious, and true preferment ſhall tender ir ſelfeto 

thee. My Revenge isnow at Milford, would I had wings 

to follow it. Comeand be true. Exis. 
Pr. Thou bid ft metomy loſle : for true to thee, 

Were to prove falſe, which I will never be 

To him that is moſt true. To Milford go, 

And finde nor her, whom thou purſuelt. Flow,flow 

You Heavenly bleilings on her : This Fooles ſpeede 

Becroft with flowneſle ; Labour be his meede, Exit. 


——— —— — 


-——— 


Scana Sexta, 


Enter Imogen alone. 


Ima. I ſcea manslife is a red1ons one, 
I have tyr*d my {cife ; and for two nights together 
Have made the gound my bed. I ſhould be licke, 
But chat my relolution helpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a ketine. Oh love, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched.ſuch I meane, 
Where they ſhould be releev'd, Two beggers told me, 
I could not mifſe my way. Will poore Foikes lye 
That bave afflictions on them, knowing ris 
A puniſhment, or Triall? Yes; no wonder, 
W hen Rich-ones fcatſe tell true. Tolapſe in fulneſſe 
Is ſorer, then to lye for Neede: and Falſhood 
Is worſe in Kings, then Beggers, My deere Lord, 
T hou art one o'th falſe Ones: now I thinke onthee, 
My hunger's gone ;buteven before, I was 
Ar point to finke, for Food. But what is this ? 
Heere is a path to't : tis ſome lavage hold : 
I were beſt not call ; I dare not call: yet Famine 
Ere cleane it o're-throw Natare, make it valiant. . 
Plentie and peace breedes Cowards, Hardnefſe ever 
Of Hardinefſe is Mother. Hoa? who's heere ? 


4 


It any thing that's civill, ſpeake; if ſavage, 
——  OLLLSS | 
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Take, or lend. Hoa? Noanſwer ? Then llecnter, 
Beſtdraw my Sword; and if mine Eenemy : 
Bur feare the Sword like 1me, hcell ſcarſely looke onh't. | 
Sucha Foe, good Heavens. Exit. 


Scana Septims. 


EEE CTC SR 
_— —— 


DS COOCSORS 
—— 


Emntor Belarina, Guiderins, and Arviregui, 
Bel. You P«lidere have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are Maſter of the feaſt : ({adwall, and I 
Will play the Cooke ,and Servant, tis our match : 
The ſwear of induſtry would dry, and dyc 
But for the end it workes to, Come, our (tomackes 
Will make whats homely, ſavoury ; Wearineſle 
Can ſnore uponthe Flint, when rity Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore houſe, that kecpſt thy iclfc+ 
Gi. Tam throughly weary. : 
Arvi. 1am weake with toyle, yet ſtrong in apperite. 
Gai. There is cold meat ith'Cave, we'll brouz on that 
W hilft what we have kilid, be Cook'd. 
Bel. Stay, come not in : ; 
But that ireates our vidualles, I ſhould thinke 
Heere were a Fatery, 
Gui. Whats the matter, Sir ? : 
Bel. By Inpiter an. Angell : orif not, 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Divinencſſc 
Noelder then a Boy. 
Enter Imogen. 
Imo. Good maſter harme menot : 
Before I enter'd heere,I calt'd,and thought 
To have begg'd,or bought, what I have took : goodtroth 
I have ſtolne nought,nor would not,though I had found 
Gold ſtrew'di'th Floore. Heere's money for my Mcate, 
I would have ft it onthe Boord,ſo ſoone 
As I had made my Mealc : and parted 
With Pray'rs for the Provider. 
Gas. Money ? Youth. 
Arvi, All gold and Silver rather turnedoe durt, 
Astis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
| Who worthip durty gods. 
Imo. I fee your angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 
Have dycd, had I not made it. 
Fel. Whether bound? 
Imo. To Milford- haven. 
Bel, Whats yourname? 
Imo, Fidele Sir ; 1have a Kinſman, who 
Is bound for Italy : he embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpcat with hunger, 
I am falne inthis offence, 
Bel. Prethce (faire youth) 
- Think> us no Churles : nor meaſure our good mindes 
By this rudeplace welive in. Wellencouuter'd, 
| Tisalmoſt night, you hall have better cheere 
' Ere you depart ; and thankes to ſtay, and cate it : 
. Boyes, bid him welcome. 
Gus. Were you a woman, youth, 
I ſhould wooe hard, but be your Groome in honeſty : 
I bid for you, as I doe buy. 
Arvs. lle make't my comfort 
He is a man, lle love him as my Brother : 
 Andſucha welcome as Ild give to him 


_——_— 


— ___. 


(After longabſence) ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome: 
Be ſprightly, for you fall mongit friends. 

Imos. Monglt friends. | 
If Brothers : would it had bin ſo, thatthey | 
Had bin my fathers Sonnes,then had wy prize 
Bin leflc, and ſo more equall ballaſting 
To thee Poſt himus. . "NF, 

Bel, Hewringsat ſome diſtreſle. 

Gui, Would | could free't. 

Arus, Or 1, whatere it be, 
W har paine it coſt, what danger : gods! 

Bel. Hearke Boyes- 

I1mo, Great men | OR) 
That had a Court no bigger then this Cave, _ 
That didattend themſctves, and had the vertue 
W hich thcir owne Conſcience ſcai'd them : laying by 
That nothing-guaift of differing Multitudes _ 
Could not out-peece theſe twaine. Pardon me gods, 
Id chavge my texe to be Companion with them, 
Since Leoxarrs falſe, 

Fel, I: (hall be fo: IX 
Boyes we'll goe drefſe our Hunt. Faire you come 1n ; 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting : when we have ſupp'd 
Weell mannerly demand thee of thy Story« 

So farre as thou wilt ſpeake it, 
Gus. Pray draw neere. 
Arui. The Night toth*Owle, 
And Morne toth'Larke leſlfſagelcome. 

Imo, Thankes Sir. F nn 

e1rvi, I pray draw neeree®” 


Scana Oflava. 


gy IT 


Enter two Roman Senators, aud Tr ihunes. 

1 $:x. This isrhetenor ofthe Emperors Writ; 
That ſince the common men are now in Action 
Gainſt the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now inGallia, are 
Fu:l weake to undertake our Warres againſt 
Thc falne-off Britaine:, that we Ns incite 
The Gentry to this bulinefle, He creates 
Zucus Pro-Conſull : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 
Hisabſoluft Commiilion. Long live (ſar 

Tri. 1s Lucins Generall of the Forces ? 

2 Sen. I. 

Tri, Remainingnow in Gallia? 

1 Sen. With thoſe Legions 
W hich have ſpokeof, whereunto your levy 
Muſt be ſuppliant : the words of your Commiſſion 
W1ll tye you t6 the Numbers and the time 
Of cheir diſpatch. 


Tri. We will diſcharge our duty. Exennt. 


eA tus Quartus. Scena Prima. 


—} 


Enter Clotgen alone. 


(hr. 1 amneere to'th' place where they ſhould meet, 
if P5/@nio have mapp'd it truely, How fit his Garments 
ſerve me? Why ſhould his Miltris who was made by _ 

that 


Finn 


ee 
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that made the Taylor, notbe firtoo? The rather 


(favin 
reverence of the Word) fer tis ſaid a Womans ved: 


| comes by fits : therein I muſt play the-Workeman, I dare 


ſpeake ic to my ſelte, for it is not  Vainglory far.a/man, 


young, more ſtreng, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the: time}, abqve him in 
Birth, alike converſant ia geherall ſcrviccs, and more re- 
markeable in ſingle oppoſitions ; yet this imperſeverant 
Thing loves him in my defpight. What Mortality is? 
Poſthums, thy bead (which now is growing upon thy 


| ſhoulders) ſhall within this houre be off, thy Miſtris in- 


forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and 
all this done, ſpurne her home to her Father, who may 
' (happily) be a little angry for my ſo rough viage : but my 
Mother having power of his teitineſlc, ſhall turne all in- 
to my commendations. My horſe is tycd up ſafe, out 
Sword, and to a ſore purpoſe : Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very deſcription of their meeting place 
and the fellow dares not deceive me. Ext, 


Scena Secunda. 


—— 


Enter Belarites, G ; , Arviragus , and 
Imogen Cave. | 


Bel. Youare not well : Remaine heere in the Cave, 
We'il cameto you after hunting. 
eArvi. Brother, ſtay here 3 
Are we not brothers?. 
1mo. So man and man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignity, 
W hoſe duſt is both alike. I am very ſicke, 
Gus. Goue you to hunting, Ile abide with him. 
{mzo, So ſicke I am not, yetI amnot well ; 
Bur not ſo Cittizen a wanton, as 
. To ſeeme to dye, ere ſicke : So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Sticke to your Iournall courſe : the breach of Cuſtome, 
Is breach of ail. I am iÞl, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Socicty,1s no comfort 
To one not ſociable : 1 am not very ficke. 
Since I can'reaſon of it : pray you truſt me heere, 
Ile rob none but my ſelfe, and let me dye 
Stealing ſo poorely. .. | 
Gus. noch : I haveſpoke it, 
How muchthequantity, the waight as much, 
As I doe love my father. 
Bel. What? how how? _ 
Arvi, }f it be linneto ſay ſo (Sir) I yoake me 
' In my good Brothers fault : I know not why 
I love this youth, and [ have heard you ſay, _ 
Loves reaſons without reaſon. The beere atdoore, i 
| And a demand who ist ſhall dye, 11d ſay 
| My father, not this yonth. 
Bel. Oh noble {traine! FO 
O worthineſſe of Nature, breed of greatnefle 1 


I —— 


| £Cowards father Cowards, and Baſe things Syre Bace 3 


*Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempr, and Grace. 
Ime not their father, yet who this ſhould be, 

Doth myracle it ſelfe, lov'd before me, 

Tis the ninth houre oth Morne. 


Arvs. Brother, farewell. 
% 


and his Glafle, to confer in his ewne Chamber ;Þ meanc, | 
the Lines of my body areas well drawneas bis; no leſſe | 


_ imo. 1 with ye ſport. 
Arvi, You health. 
Ins. Theſe are kind "va 

Gods, what lyes | have heard+ .- 35S, 

Our Courtiers ſay, alls favage, butat Court : 

Experience, oh thou diſprov*ſt Report. | 
Th'emperious Seas breed Monſters; for the Diſh, 
Poore Tributary Rivers, as iweet fiſh : 
Iam ficke ſtill, heart-ficke : P5ſawo, 
Ilenow taſte of thy Drugge, | 

Gui. I could not ſtirre him : 
He ſaid he was gentle, butunfortunate ; 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. 


I might know more. 
' Bel, To th'field, to th'field : 
Well leave you for this time, goe in, and reſt. 
Arvi. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not icke, 
For you muſt be our huſwike, 
Imo, Well, or ill, 
1 am bound to you. 
Bel. And ſhalt be ever. 
This youth, how erediſtreſt, appeares he hath had 
Good Anceſtors. 
Arvi. How Angell-like he ſings? 
Gi. But his neate Cookery ? 
Arvi. He cut our Rootes in Characters, 
And ſawc't our Brothes, as «np had bin ſicke, 
| And he her Dieter. 
evi. Nobly he yoakes 
| A ſmiling, witha figh :as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for notbeing fuch a Smile : 
The Sale, mocking the Sigh; that it would flye; 
From ſodivinea Temple, ro commix 
With windes, that Saylors raile at. 
Gni. I doe note, 
That griefe and patience rooted in them both, 
| Mingle their ſpurres together, 
| Arvs, Grow patient, 
Andletthe ſtinking- Elder (Griefe) untwine 
His periſhing raote, with the encreaſing V ines 
Bel. It is great morning. Come away : Who'st 
| Emer Cloten. 
Clos.. I cannot find 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe Runnagates? 
Meanes he not us? I partly know him, tis 


I ſaw him not theſe many yeares, and yet 

I knew tis he : weare held as Out-lawes ; kence. 
Gi. He is but one : you, and iy brother ſearch 

What Companies are necre : pray you away, 

Let mealone with him. 
Clor. Soft, what arc you 

Thar flye me thus? Sonne villaine-Monntainers ? 

I have heard of ſuch. W hat Slave art thou ? 
Gs. A thing. 

More laviſh did I ne're, thenanſwering 

A Slave without a knocke. 

Cot. Thou arta Robber, 

A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yceld thee Theefe. 


' An arte as bigge as thine ?a heart, asbigge : 
- Thy words I grantare bigger: for I wearenot 


|- My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thouart : 


Sopleaſe youSir. 


Arvi. Thus did he anſwer me.: yet faid heercafter, 


Ex. 


here ? 
ethoſe Runagates, that Villaine 


Clotten, the Sonne oth*Queene. I feareſome Ambukh : 


—_—_ 


Gui. Towhom ? to thee ? What art thou? Have notT 


why 


—{ — 
—_— 


—Q _ 
CE—_—_ 


- 
—_ 


nn. —_—_— — —_— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


"The TragedieofOymbeline, 


| Why I ſhould yeeld to thee ? 
Clo. Thou Villaine baſe, 
Know'ſt me not by my Cloathes ? 

Gi. No, nor thy Taylor, Raſcall ; | 
| Whois thy Grandfather : He made thoſecloathes, - 
| Which (as it ſeemes) make thee. 

Clo, Thou precious Varlet: 

My Taylor made them not. 

Gus. Hence then, andthanke 
The man that gave rhem thee. Thouart tome Foole, 
I am oath to beat thee, 

(7a. Thou injurious Thecte, 

Heare but my name , and tremble. _ 
Gui. W hat's thy name ?j 
(o. Cleoten, thou Villaine. | 
Gs. Cloten, thou double Villaine be thy name, 
I cannot tremblear it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spiders 
Twould move me ſooner. 
Cor, Tothy further feare, 
Nay, to thy meere Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Sonne to'th' Queene. 

Gui. Iam ſorry for't : not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 

(or. Artnot afcard? | = 

Gui, Thoſe thar I reverence, thoſe 1 feare : the Wiſe: 
Art Fooles I laugh : not feare them. bY 

Clot. Dyethe death : 
When TI haveſlaine thee with my f\ hand, 
Ie follow thoſe that even now fled hence : 
And on the Gates of Luds-T owne ſet your beads: 
Yeeld Ruſticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exennt, 

Enter Belarins and Arviragw. 

Bel. No Companie's abroad ? ; 

Arvi. None in the world : you did miſtake him ſure. 

Bel, I cannot tell : Long is it ſince I ſaw him, 
Bur Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of Favour 
Which then he wore : the ſnatches in tus voyce, 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his: I am abſolute 
Twas very Cloten. 
| Avrvi, Inthisplace we left them; : 

I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 

You fay he is ſo fell. 

Bel- Being (carſe made vp, 
I meane to man; he had not apprehenſion 
Of roaring terrors : For defect of judgement 
Is oft the cauſe'of Feare. 

Enter Guideris. 
But ſee thy Brother. 
*. Gui, This C/oten was a Foole,an empty purſe, 

There was no money in't : Not Hercsles 
Could have knock'd out his Braines, for he had none; 
Yet I notdoing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

Bet, What haſt thou done ? 

Gui. Tam perfe& what ; cut off one Clorens head, 
| Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 

Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 

With his owne ſingle hand heel'd takeus in, 

Diſplace our heads, where (thanks the gods) they grow 
And fet them on Luds-Townse. 

| Bel. Wearcall undone. 

| Gus. Why, worthy Father, what have we to looſe, 

Bur that he ſwore to take, our Lives? the Law 

\ Prote&s not us, then why ſhould we be tender, ; 

To let an arrogant peece of fieſh threat us ? 

| Play Indge, and Executioner, all himſelfe ? 


LITRE 


For we do feare noLaws W hat company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 


Bel, No ſingle ſoule Fe 
Can weſet eye on : bnt inall ſafe reaſon Y 
He muft have ſome Ateendauts. Though his Honor 
Was nothing but mutation, I, andthat = 
From one bad thing to worſe: Not Frenzie, 
Notabſolute madnefſe could ſo farre have rav'd 


{ To bring him heere alone althoughperhaps 


It may be heardat Court, that fuchas we! Rs 
Cave heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As itis like him) might breake out, and ſwear 
Heel'dferch us in, yet is't not probable 

Tocome alone , either heſo undertaking, 

Or they ſo ſuffering : then on good ground we feare, 
If we dofearethis body hath a taile 

More perillous then the head. 

Arv3, Let Ord'nance 
Comeas the Gods fore-ſay it : howſoere, 

My Brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no minde | 
To hunt this day: The Boy Fideles fickneſſe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. With his owne Sword, | 
Which hedid wave againſt my throat, I havetane 
His bead from him : lie throw'tintothe Creeke 
Behinde our Rocke, and ict the Sea, 

And tell the Fiſhes, hee's kg&&veenes Sonne, Cleten, 
Thar's all I reake. be = 

Bel, i feare twill be reveng'd : 
Would (Poltdore) thou had'{t not done't: though valour 
Becomes thee weil enough. 

eArvi, Would I had done't : 
So the Revenge alone purſu'de me : Polidore 
I love thee brotherly, but envy. much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenges 
That poſſible ſtrength might meet, wold ſecke us through 
And putus to our anſwer. 

Bel. Well, tis done : 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor ſeeke for danger 
Where there'sno profit. I prytheeto our Rocke, 
Youand Fdele play the Cookes : Ile ſtay 
Till haſty Po{ore returne, and bring him 
To dinner preſently. 

Arvi. Pore licke Fidele, 
Ile willingly to bim, to gaine his colour, 
I''dleta pariſh of ſuch {ores blood, 
And praiſe my ſ*lfc for charity, 

Bel. Oh thou Goddeſle, 

Thou divine Nature; thy ſclfe thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two Princely Boycs : they are as gentlc 
As Zephires blowing beiow the Violer, 
Not wagging his ſweet head ; and yet,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enclufd) as the rud*ſt winde, 
That by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 
And make him ſtoope to th'Yaile. Tis wonder 
That an inviſible mſtin& ſhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn'd, Honor untaught, 
Civility not ſcene from other : valour 
That wildly growes in them: bur yeeldsa crop 
As if it had beene ſow'd : yet ſtill it's ſtrange 
What (etens being heere tous portends, 
Or what his death will bring us. 

Enter Guiderius. 

Gui: Where's my Brother ? 


Exit. 
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I have ſent Clotens Clot-pole downe the ſtreame; 
In Embaſlic to his Mother ; his Bodie's hoaſtage 
For his returne, Solemn Muſicke, 

Sel. My ingenuous Inſtrument, 

(Hearke Po/idore)it ſounds : but what occaſion 
Hath Cadwa/ now to give it motion ? Hearke, 

Gsi.. Is he at home? 

Bel. Fe went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he meane? 
| Since death of my dear'ft Mother 
It did not ſpeake before. All ſolemne things 
Should anſwer ſolemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 
Is jollity for Apes, and greefe for Boyes. 
Is (adwall mad ? 

Enter Artiragis, with Imogen dead, bearing 
her in bus eArmes. 
Bel. Looke,heere he comes, 
And brings the dire occaſion in his Armes, 
Of what we blame him for. 

A-vi. The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on- I had rather 
Have skipt from ſixteene yeares of Age, to ſixty: 

To havcrurn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch, 
Then have ſcene this, 
| Gas, Ohſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly : 
My Brether weares thee not the one halfe ſo well, 
As when thou grew ft thy ſelf. 
Bel.Oh melancholly, 
W ho ever yet could ſound thy bottome? Finde 
The Ooze, to ſhew that Coaſt thy fluggiſh care 
Might calileſt harbour in, Thou bleſſed thing. . 
Iove knowes what man thou might'ſt have made: butT, 
Thou dyed'ft a moſt rare Boy, of Mclancolly. | 
How found you him ? 

Arvs. Starke, as you ſee : 

1 Thus ſmiling asſome Fly had tickled ſlumber, 
Not as deaths dartbcing laugh'd at: his right Checke 
| Repoſing on a Cuſhion. 

Gus, Where? 

Arvi, O*th' floore : 

Hisarmegghus lcagu'd , I thought he flept, and pur 
My clowtcd Brogues from off my feet, wyqoſcrudeneſſe 
j Anſwer'd my ſteps too lowd. 

G#i. Why he but ſleepes : 

| If he be gone, hee'l make his Grave a Bed : 

{ With Female Facries will his Tombe be haunted, 

And Wormes wilt not come tothee. 

Aras. With fayreſt Flowers: | 

1 Whilt Sommer laſts, and I live heere, Fsdsle, 

Ile ſweeten thy fad grave : thou ſhaltnort lacke * 

The Flower that's like thy face. Pale-Primroſe, nor -. 
The azur'd Hare-bell;like thy Veines : no nor 

The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to flander. 
Out-ſweetned nor thy breath : the Raddocke would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill ſore ſhaming 

Thoſe rich-left-heyres, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 

{ Yea, and furr'd Moſſe beſides. When Flowres are ncne 
Te winter-ground thy Coarſe—— 

Gui. Prythee havedone, — :; _- 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which. isſo ſerious. Letus bury him, - | 
And not protract with admiration, what” 
Is now:due debt, To'th* grave. | 

Arnui, Say, where ſhall'slay him? 


& 


Gui. By good Exriphsle, our Mother. 

Arxi, Bee'tlo: : 
Andlet us (Pohidore) thoughinow or voyces | 
Have got the manniſh cracke; ſing him to'th* ground 
AS Once to our Mother : ufe like note, and words, 
Save that Ewriphile, muſt be Fidele. 

Gui, Caawal, | | 
I cannot fing : Ile weepe;and wordit with thee , | 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are worſe : | 
ThenPrieſts, and Vanes thar lyc. 

Arui, Wee'l ſpeake itthen. 
| Fol, Great greefes I ſee med'cine the lefſe, For Cloten 
Is quite forgot, He. wasa Queenes Sonne, Boyes, | 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for thats though meane, and mighty rotting | 
Together have one duſt, yet Reverence 
| (Thar Angell of theworld)d oth make diftintion 
Of place 'twixt highand low. Our Foe was Princely, - 
And though you tooke his life, as being our Foc, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince. 

Gs, Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Therſites body is as good as Hjex, 
When neyther are are alive. 

Aras. If you'l go fetch him, | 
Wee'l ſay our Songthe whilſt : Brother begin. 
| Gm. Nay Cadwall, we mult lay his head to th *Eaſt, - 
My Father hath a reaſon for'c. 

eArns, Tis true. 

G#s. Come onthen, and remove him. 

Ari. So, begin. 4 

SONG. 


Guid. Feare no morethe heate o th Sun, 
Nor the furions Winters rages, 
T hou thy worldly take haſt dont, 
Home art gon, a«d1ane thy wages. 
Golden Laas, and Girles all —__ | 
- As ((bumney-Sweepers come to dns. 
Arvi. Feare nomore the frowneoth' Greas, | 
T hou art paſt the Tirants ſtroake, 
Care ns more to cloath and cate, 
T o thee the Reede #8 as the Oake : 
The Scepter, Learning, Bhiſicke mus, 
' All follow this and come to duſts . 
Guid. Feare no mere the Lightning flaſh. 
Arvi. North' all-dreaded Thunder One 
Gui. Feare no ſlander, Cenſureraſh. 
Arvi- Thou hait finiſh d Toy and mone, 
Both. Al Lovers young, all Lovers muſt, 
Conſigne to thee and come to andt. 
Guid, | No Exorciſer harme thee, | 
Arvi. Nov no witeh-craft charme thee, 
Guid. GhoFt unlaid forbeare thee. 
Arvi. N gthing ill come neere thee. 
Both. © wer con{unmaiien have, | 
And renowned be thy grave. 
Emer Belarins with £ i body of (loten, | 
Gui. Wehave done our obſcquies: | 
Comelay him downe. 
; . Bel, Heere'sa few Flowres, but about midnight more: | 
| The hearbes that hayeonthem colddew o'rh' night 
Are ſtrewings fit'lt for Graues : upontheir Faces. | 
You wereasFlowres, now wither'd : eyenſo 
Theſe Herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrews« 
Come on away, apart upon our knees:. 
Theground that gave them firſt, ha's them againe 3 


- | Their pleaſures here are paſt,ſo are their paine, Exewnt | 
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| Imogen awakes, 
Yes Sir, to Milford-Haven, which is the way ? 

I chankeyou: by yond buſh ? pray how farrethither ? 
'Ods pittikins : can it be ſixe mile yet? 

I have goneall night : *Faith, Ilc lye downe, and {leepe. 

But ſoft : no Bedfellow ? Oh Gods, and Goddeſles ! 
Thele Flowers arclike the pleaſures ef tke World ; 

This bloody man the care on't. I hopeI dreame: 

For fo I thought I wasa Cave-keeper, 

And Cooke ro honeſt Creatures. Buttisnot ſo; 
| Twas but a bolt of nothing, thotat nothing, 

Which the Braine makes of Furnes. Our very eyes, _ 

| Are ſometimes like our Indgements, blinde. Good faith 
| Itrembleſtill with feare: bur if there be 

| Yetleft in heaven, as ſmalladrop of pitty 

Asa Wrenscye; fear'd Gods, apart of it, _ 

The Dreame's heere ſtill : even when i wake 1t1s 
Without me, as within me 2 not imagin'd,felrs _ 

A headlefſe man? The Garments of Pefthumus? 

I know the ſhape of s Legge : this is his Hand : 

His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh 
The brawnes of Hercules : but his Loviall face——— 
Maurther in heaven ? How ?'tis gone, P5ſar1o, 

All Curſes madded Hecwba gave the Greekes, 
| And mine to boot, bedartcd onrhee : thou 
Canſpir'd with that Irregulous divell Clorer, 

Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, aud reads 
Be henceforth treacherous. Dami'c Peſan 
| Hath with his forged Iatters (damn'd F5/anio) 
| From this moſt bravelt veſſeil of the world 
| Strooke the maine top 1 Oh Poſtbuwms, alas, 
| Where is thy head? where's that ? Aye me 1 wher's that 
Pani might have kill d thee at rhe heart, 
| And left this head on. How ſhould this be, Piſani? 

Tis he, and C/oter , Malice,and Lucre in them 
Havelaid this Woe heere. Oh tis pregnant, pregnant ! 

The Drugge he gave me, which he {aid was precious 
And Cordiall ro me, have I not; found it 
Murd'rous to'th' Senſes? That confirmes it home : 
| This 1s Psſamio's deede , and Cloten : Oh | 
: Give colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, 

That we the horrider-may ſecme to thoſe 
| Which chaceto finde us, Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
Enter Lucius, (aptain:s, and « Soothſayer, 
Cap. Tothem, the Legions garriſon'd in Gallia 
Afcer your will, have croſt the Sea, attending 
| You heere at Milford-Haven, with you Shippes : 
They arc in readineſſe, 
Lxc. But what from Rome ? | 
Cap. The Senate hath itirr'd up the Confiners, - 

And Gentlemen of [taly, moſt willing Spirits, . | 
That promiſe Noble Service : and they come 
: Vnder the Condud of bold lachime, 

Syemne's Brother. 

Luc. When expe you them ? 

Cap, Withthe next benefit o'th' winde. 
Lxc. This forwardneſſc | Egon 
| Makes asf OY faires Command ourpreſent numbers 
' Be muſtered,bid the Captaines looke too't. Now Sir, 
| What have you dream'd of late of this warres purpole. 

Sooth, Laſt night the very Gods ſhew'd me aviſion . 
Cl feaſt, and pray'd for their I ntelligene: thus: - 
1 faw loves Bird. the Roman Eagte wing'd 
| From the\ſpungy South, to this part of the Welt, 

There vaniſh'd inthe $Sun-beames, which portends 
{ Vnlefle my Sinnes abuſe my Divination) 
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Succeſſe toth' Roman hoaſt, 

Luc; Dreame often ſo, . 
And never falſe; Soft hoa, what trunkeis heere? 
Without his top ? The ruine ſpeakes, that ſometime 
It wasa worthy building- How ? a Page? 

Or dead, or fleeping on him ? But dead rather : 
For Nature dothabhore to make his bed 

With tbe defun, or ſlcepeupon the dead. 
Let's ſce the Boyes face. 

Cay. Hee'salive my Lord, . 

Luc. Heel theninſtru& us of his body « Young one, 
Informe us of thy Fortunes, for it ſcemes 
They crave tobe demanded : who is this - | 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
Thar (otherwiſe then noble Nature did). _ 
Hath alcer'd that good picture ? What's thy intereſt 
Inthis fad wracke ? How cam't? W ho 1S'c? 

W hac art thou ? I 

Two. 1 am nothing : or if not; = 
Nethingto be were better : This was my Maſter, 

A very valiant Britaine, and a good, 

Thar here by Mountainers lycs {laine: Alas, 
There are no more ſuch Maſters : | may wa 
From Eait to Occident, cry out for Service,,} 
Try many, a!l good : ſerve truly z never 
Fince ſuch another Maſter. 

Loc, 'Lacke, good youth: ran 
Thou mov'lt no lcfſe withthy complaining, then 
Thy Maſter in bleeding : ſay his name, good Friend, 

Im. Richard dn Champ : Tf 1 doe lye, and doe 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare,I hope 
They'l pardon it. Say you Sir ? 

Lac, Thy name? 

Ime, Fidele Sir. | 
Lac, Thou doo'ſt approve thy {elfe the very ſame: 
Thy name well fits thy Faith; thy Faith, thy Name; 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not ſay 
Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter'd, but be ture 
No leſſe belou'd The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Conſuli to me, ſhould no ſooner | 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me. 

Id, lie foilow Sir. But firſt , an't pleaſe thg Gods, 
Ile hide my Maſter from the fiyes as deepe 
AStheſe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wiid wood-leaves & weeds, I ha' ſtrew'd his grave 
And on it ſaid a Century of prayers, 

(Such as I can ) twice o're, Ile weepe, and fighe, 
And leaving ſo his ſervice, tollow you, 
Sopleale you entcrtaine mee. 

Lac. 1good youth, 

And rather Father thee, then Maſter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly dutics; Let us 
Find outthe prettieſt Dazicd-Plot we can, 


'And make im with our | Pikes and Partizans 


A Grave : Come, Arme lim:Boy heis 
By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 
AsSouldierscatuBe cheerefu] wiperhine eycs, 

Some falles are mcanes the happiertoariſe. =Exenrt. 
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preferr'd 


Scena TT ertia. 


Emer (,) ymbeline, Lords, and Pi[avio, 
Cym. Againe: and bring we word bow tis with her, 
A Feavour with the abſence of her Sonne; 
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A madnefle, of which her life's in danger : Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me. {mogen, 

The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queene 
Vponadeſperate bed, and in a time 

W hen fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 


'| So needfull for bis preſent ? Ic ſtrikes me, me, paſt 


The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Waoneeds muſt know of her ws wmeg ns and 
Doſt ſeeme ſo ignorant, wee'l enforce it from thee 
By aſharpe Torture. 

Pi. Sir my life is yours, : 
I humbly ſet itat your will : But for my Miſtris, 
I nothing know where the remaines: why gone, 
Nor whenſhe purpoſes returne, Beſcech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyall Servant: 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was heere ; 
I dare be bound hee's true, and ſhall performe 
All parts of his fubje&tion loyally. For Cloren, 
There wants nodiligence in ſeeking him, 
And will ao doubt be found, 

(ym. Thietime istroubleſome : | 
Wee'l ſlip yon for a ſeaſon, but with jelouſie 
Do's yet depend. | 
. Lord, Sopleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Romane Leg ions 8ll from Gallia drawne, 
Arelanded on your Coaſt, with ſupply 
Of Romane Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. | 

Cym, Now for the Counſaile of mySonand Queene, 
I am amaz'd with matter. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can aftront no lefle (ready : 
Then whart you heare of. Come more, for more you're 
The wants, bur to put theſe powers in motion, 
That long to move . 

(ym. Ithanke you : lers withdraw 
And meecte the Time, as it feekes us, We feare not 
W hat can from Italy annoy us, bac 
We greeve at chances heere. Away. 

Piſ. I heard no Letter from my Maſter,fince 


E xevent. 


| I wrote him /wmoges was flaine. Tis [trange: 


Nor heareI from my Milſtris, who did promiſe 


| Toyeeld me often tydings. Neither knony [ 
{| What isbetide to C/-ton, but remaine 


Perplext in all. The Heavens ſtill muſt worke z 
Wherein I am falſe, I am honeſt: not trne, to be true. 
Theſe preſent warres ſhall findeI love my Country, 
Even to the note o'th' Kine, or Ile fall in them : 

All other doubts, by rimeler them be cleer'd, 

Fortune brings in ſome Boats, thatare not ſteer'd, Zxif 


—  < —  w_— yo wy oo - w—_ wa. - & $ 


Scena Quarta, 


| — -——— — —  — 


Enter Belarius, Gniderins, & Arvirague, 

Gui. The noyſe is round ubout us. 

Fel. Let us from it. | ; 

Arvi. What pleaſure'Sir, finde we in life, to locke it 
From Action, and Adventure?, 

Gui. Nay, what hope = 

Have we.in hiding us ? This way the Romaines 
Muſt, or for Britaines flay us or receiveus 
For barbarous and'unnaturall Revolts 


During their uſe, and ſlay us after. 


ad - << ” —— 


The Tragedie of (ymbelne. 


Bel. Sonnes, 


Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there ſecure us | | 


Tothe Kings party there's no going - newneſle _ . © ©. 
Of Clotens death (we being not knowne, not muſter'd 
Among the Bands) may drive usto arender 
W here we have liv'd; and ſo extort fromsthat - 
Which we have done, whoſeanſwer would be death 
Drawne on his Torture. | 
_ Gxi. Thisis (Sir) a doubt ; | 
n fuch a time, nothing becomming you, | 
Nor ſatisfying us. | 

Arvi, Itisnor likely, | | 
That when they heare their Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires; have both their eyes 
And eares ſo cloyd importantly as now, | 
That they will waſte their tinie upon our note; 
To know from whence we are, 

Bel. Oh, I am knowne 

Of many in the Army : Many yeeres | 

(Though Clten then but young ) you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And beſides, the King 
Hath nor deſerv'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding; 
The certainty of this hard life, aye hopeleſle 
To have the courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 
Butro be ſtill hot Summers Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 

G ui. Then beſo, | 
Betrer to ceaſe to be. Pray Sir, to'th Army : 
I, and my Brother are not knowne; your ſcife 
So out of thought, and thereto ſo ore-growne, 
Cannot be queſtionds 

Arm, By this Sunne that ſhines 
Ie thither ; what thing is it, that I never 
Did fee man dye, ſcarſe ever look'd on blood, 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Veniſon ? 
Never beſtrid a Horſe fave one, that had | 
A Rider like my ſelfe, who ne're wore Rowell, 
Nor Iron on his heele ? Iam aſham'd 
To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have 
The benefit of his bleſt Beames, remaining 
Solong a poore unknowne, 

Gai. By heavens llc go, 
If you will blefſe me Sir, and give me leave, 
He take the betrer care : but but if you willnot, | 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by | 
The handsof Romanes. 

Arms. So ſay I, Amen. 

Bel, Noreaſon I (ſince of your lives you ſet 
Soflight a valuation) ſhould reſerue 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you Boyess |} 
If in your Country warres you chance todye, 
That 1s my Bed roo(Lads)and there llelye. | 
Lead, lead, thetime ſeemes long, their blood thinks ſcorn 
Till it lye onr, and ſhew them Princes borne. Exennr. 


. efMtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Poithumas alone. Ha 
| PoFt. Yeabloody cloth , Ile keep thee : for Tam wiſht 
Thou ſhouldſtbe colour'd thus. Yeu married'ones, 
Ifeachof you ſhould take this courſe, how many*". 


_— 


Muſt murther Wives much better then themſelves - | 
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The Trazedie of Gm belwe, 


CE 


—_———.. 


| 


For wrying bur a little? Oh P4ſav'o,  _. 
Every good Servant do's notall Commands : 

| No Bond, but to doe juſt ones. Gods, if you 
Should have tane vengearce on my faults, | never 
| Had liv'd toput on this : ſo had you ſaved 
The noble Imogen to repent, and ſtrooke 
Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke, 
You ſnatch trom hence for little faults; that's love 

To havethem fall no tnore: you ſome permit 

| To ſecond illes with iltes, each Elder worſe, 

And make them dread ir, ro the doers thrift 

But Imogen is your 0:n5,do your belt willes, 

| And make me bleft ro obry. Iam brought hither 
Amongth' Italian Gentry, and to fight 

Againſt my Ladies Kingdome : Tis enough 

That (Britaine) I have kill'd thy Miftris : Peace, 

Ile gire no wound to thee : therefore good Heavens, 

{ Heare patiently my purpoſe. Ile diſrobe me 

Of theſe Italian weedes, and ſuite my ſelte 

As do's a Britaine Pezant : fo Ile fight 

Againſt the part I come with : ſo Ile dye 

For thee (O Imogen )even for whom my life 

Is every breach, a death : and.thus unknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill 

My ſelfe Ile dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour iti me, then my habits ſhow. 

' Gods, put the irength o'th' Zeonariin me : 

To ſhame the gaize o'th* world, E willbegin, 
The faſhion leſſe without, and more within, 


——. 


E-xx8. 


—— _ 
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Scana Secunda. 


—_—_—— 


| Enter Lucius, lachinao, and toe Remane Army at one doove : 

and the Britaine Army at another : Leonatus Poſthumns 
following liks a poore Souldzer. They martch over , and goe 
ont. Then enter againe in Skirmiſh Iachimo and Poithu- 
mw : he vanquiſheth and diſermeth Iachimo , and then 
leaves him. | 


1ac. The heavineſſe and guilt within my boſome, 

Takes off my manhood: I have belyed a Lady, 

The Princeſle of this Country ; and the ayreon't 

Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 

A very drudge of Natures, haveſubdu'de me 

In my profcſiion ? Knighthoods, and Honors borne 

(As Iweare mine)are titles but of ſcorne, 

' If that thy Geatry (Britaine) go before 

| This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 

Is, that we ſcarſc are men,and yon are Gods. _ Exit, 
The Battaile continues, the Britaines flye, (ymbeling ts 
taken : Then emer to his reſcue, Bellariu, Guiderines, 
ana Arviragw. DE 

Bel. Stand,ſtand,we have the advantage of the ground, 

The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts us,but 

The villany of our feares, | 

| Gui. eArv. Stand,ſtand and fight. 


Enter Pofi hummus, and ſecond: the Britaines, They reſtue 
| ' Cymbeline, and Exeum, 

|, | Thenenter Latius, lachimo, and Imogen. 

Lac: Away boy from the Troopes, and fave thy ſelfe: 
For friends kill friends;and the diforder*s ſach 


 Ore-vor 


As warre were hood-wink'd. 
ac. Tis their freſh ſupplies. ? 
| Lac. Iris aday turn'd ſtrangely ; or betimes | 
Ler's re, inforce, or fiy. | Exenn, 


On m—m—m—_— 
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| ScanaTeniia. 


Emer Poſthumus, ana a Britaine Lord. 


Loy. Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ſtand? 
Poſs. Idid. | 
Though you it ſeemes come from the Fliers? 
Lo. I did. & | 
Poft. Noblamebeto you Sir , for all was loſt, 
But that the Heavens fought 1 the King himſelfe 
Of his wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And butthe backes of Britaines ſcene; all flying . 
Througha ftaight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, = 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaught'ring: having worke 
More plentifull, then Tooles ro doo'r : ſtroke downe 
Some mortally,ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Meerely through feare, that the ſtrait pafſe was damm'd 
With deadmen, hutt behinde, and Cowards living 
Todye withlength'ned ſhame. 
Lo. Where was this Lane ? | 
W hich gaveadvantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeſt one I warrent) whodeſeru'd 
Solong a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, wi:thtwo ſtriplings (Lads more like to run 
The Country baſe, then to commit ſuch ſlaughter, 
Wirh faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
Then thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or ſhame) 
Made good the paſlage, cryed to thoſe that fled, 
Our Brtaimes hearts dye flying , not our men, 
Todarkeneſle fleete lonles that flye backwards; ſtand, - 
Or weare Romanes, and will give you that 
Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 


Threethouſand confident, inat as many : 

Forthree pertormersare the File,whenall 

The reſt donothing. With this word itand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the Flace; more Charming 
Withcheir owne Nobleneſle, v-hich couid have turn'd 
A Diſtaffe,toa Lance, guilded pale lookes; 

Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd,that ſome turn'd coward | 
But by example (Oh a fine in Warre, | 
Damn'd in the firſt beginners) gan to leoke 

The way that they did, and ro grinlike Lyogs 

Vpon the Pikes oh" Hunters, Then beganne 

A ſtopi'th' Chaſer; a Retyre ; Anon 

A Rowt,confuſion thicke: forthwith they fiye 
Chickens, the way which they ſtopt Eagles : Slaves 

The ſtrides the Vitors mads : and now our Comards 
Like Fragmentsin hard Voyages beeame - 

The life o'ch' need : having found the backe doore open 
Of the unguarded hearts : heavens, how they wound, 
Some flaine before,ſome dying; ſometheir Friends 
reh' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now cach one the flanghter-man of twenty : 
Thoſe that wonld dye, or crerefift;are growne 

The mortall bugs o'th* Field, - 


Vous 


In 
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Poſt. Cloſeby the battell,ditch'd,& wall'd with turph, | 


| 


But to looke backe in frowne : Stand, ſtand. Theſe three, | 


a 
—_—— 
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. --T Sotis reported : 


The Tragedy of (ombeline 


Lord, This was ſtrange chance : 
A narrow Lane, an 01d man, and two Boyes. 
'Po#t, Nay, doe not wonder at it : youare made 


| Rather to wonder at the things you heare, 


Then to worke any. Will you Rime upon't, 
And vent it for a Mock*ry ? here is one : 
«7 wo Royes, an Oldman (twice a Boy) a Lane, 


| *Preſerv'd the Britaines, was the Romanesbane. 


Zord,. Nay, be not angry Sir. 
Po#. Lacke, co what end? 
W hodares not ſtand his Foe, ile be his friend : 
F or if he'll doe, as he is made to doe, 
I know he'll quickly lve my friend{hip too. 
You-haye-put me into Rime. | 
Lerd, Farewell, you'reangrys ' Exit, 
PoFF. Still going ? This isa Lord : Ob Noble miſery 
Tobe ith' field, and aske what newes of me: 
To day, how many would have given their honors 
To have ſav'd their Carkafles ? Tooke heele todoo't, 
And yet dyed too, I, in mine owne woe charm'd, 
Could not find death, wherc I did heare bim groane, 
Nor fetle him where he ſtrooke. Being an ugly Monſter 
Tis ftrange he hides him in freſh- Cups,toft Beds, 
Sweet-wards; or hath moe miniſters then we 
That draw his knives i'th' War. Well 1 will finde him: 
For being now a Favourer to the Britaine, 


| No more aBritaine, I have reſum'dagaine 


The part-I-came in. Fight I will no more, 
Burt yecld me to the verielt Hind, thar ſhall 
Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the ſlaughier is 


' Heere made by*th*Romane ; greatthe anſwer be 


Britaines muſt take, For me, my Ranſomes death, 
On eythet ſide 1 come to ſpend my breath z 


Which neither heere Ile keepe, nor beare agen, 
| Butcndit by ſome meanes for Imogen. 


| Enter two (| aptaines, ara Souldiers. 
-, I Great zpiter be prais'd, Lacins is taken, 
Tis thayght the old man, and his ſonnes, were Angels. 
2 There was a fourth man, in a ſilly habit, 
That gaveth Aﬀeont with them. 


z 
% 


But.noneof em can be found. Stand, who's there? 
Poſt, A Roman, ./;;4{, | 

Who hadnotnow beene drooping heere, if ſeconds 

Had anſwer'd him. : . 
2 Lay hands on him.:a Dogge,  . - 

Aleggeof Rome ſhall not retarne to teH 6 842) 

W hatCrowes have peckt them here;he brags his ſervice 

As ifhewere of note: bring him to th'King. 


| Enter (ymbeline, Belarins, Guiderins , Aruiragus, Piſanio, 
| and Romane Captives. The Captanes preſent Poſi hun to 


Cymbehine, who delivers him over toa G aoter. 
Scana 


Quarta. 


Enter Polthwine, and Gaoler, 


Gao. You ſhall not now be ſtolne, 


You have lockes upon you : 

So graze,as you finde Paſture. 
2 Gas. 1, or aſtomacke- | | 
Foſt, Moſt welcome bondage : (or thouart a way 


| (Lthinke) toliberty : yetam I better 


Then one thacs ſicke o'th'Gowt,lince he had rather 


—_— _—_—— 


| 


| Whoſe Father thea (as men report, 


| 


Groane ſo.in perpetuity, then becur'd_.. 


* I cannot doe it better then in Gyves, 


| For Imogens deere life, take mine, and though 


With Mars fall out, with v=o chide, that thy Adulteries 


; - 


*7 


By ch'ſure Phyſician, Dearh ; who is the key .: 


T'unbarre theſe Lockes.My conſcience,thoy ait fetter'd Þ 
good gods give me 


More then my ſhanks,and wriſts:y 
The penicent inſtrument to picke that Bolt, 
Then free for ever. Ist enough I am ſorry ? 
So Children temporall fathers doe appeale ; 
Gods are more full of mercy. Mull I repent, 


Delir'd, more then conſtrain'd, to fatisfic 

If of my freedome tis the maine part, take 

No ſtricter render of me,rhen my All. 

I know you are more clement then vild men, 
W ho of their broken Debtors takea third, 

A fixt, a tenth, letting them thrive againe 
On their abatement ; thats not my delire. 


Tis not to deere, yet tisalife , you: coyn'd it, 

Tweene man, and man, they waigh not every ſtampe 
Thoulight, take Peeces for the figures ſake, 
(Yourather) mine being yours : and ſogreat Powwres, 
If you will take this Audit, take this life, : 
And cancell thoſe cold Bonds, Oh /moges, 

Lie ſpeake tothee in ſilence. 


Sotemne Muſicke. Enter (as in an Apperition) Sicilliuas Les- 
nates Father to Poſthumns,an old man,attyred like a war- 
rioxr, leading in bu hand an ancient Alatron (his wife, and 


CMother ro Poithumw) with Muſicks befare them. Then | 


after other Muſicke, followes the two young Leonati (Zre- | 
thers to Poſthumus )with wounds a4 they ajyedin the warres, 
They curcle Poſthumus round as he tyes ſleeping. 


Sicst. No more thou Thunder-Maſter 
ſhew thy ſpight, on Mortall fiyes : 


Rates, and Revenges. 

Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 
whoſe face I never ſaw : 

Idy'de whiiſt in the Wombe he aide, | 
attending Natures Law. 


thou Orphanes Father arr) 
Thou ſhouldſt have bin, and ſheeld ed him, 
from this earth-vexing ſmart, | 
Moth, Lacina lent not me her ayde, 
but tooke me in my Throwes, 
That from me was Pofthumwns ript, 
came crying monglt his Foes. 
A thing of pitty, 
Sics. Great Nature like his Anceſtry; 
moulded the ſtuffe fo faire: 
That he diſerv'd the praiſe oth' World, 
asgreat Sira/iues heyre. Way 
I Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
-  4n Britaine where was he 
That could ſtand up bis parallcl ? 
| or fruitfull obje& be ? 
Incye of Imogen, that beſt 
. conld deeme hisdignity . _. 
Meth. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt 
| to be exil'd, and throwne 
From Leonars Scate, and caſt , 
from her his deereſt one : 
Sweet [mogen? . : 


o 


| 
q 
| 
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| Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chriſtallice. 
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The Tragedy y Gmbeline. 


To taint his nobler hart and braine,with needleſſe jeloufie 
And to become the gecke and 1corne oth'others villany ? 
© 2 Bro, For this, from ſtilier Seats we came; 
our Parents, and us twaine, 
Thar ftcjking in our Countries cauſe, 
fcll bravely, and were ſlaine, Wo 
Our Fealty,and Texantizs right, with honor to maintaine, 
8 Bro, Like hardiment Pofthumue bath ; 
to (hmbelineperform'd : (journ'd 
Then /wpizey, thou King of gods, why haſtthouthus ad- 
'The Graces for her Merits due,being all todolors turn'd? 
Sici. Thy Chriſtall window ope ; looke out 
no longer exerciſe X + 5 
Vpon a valiant Race, thy harſh, and potent injuries : 
Afoth. Since ( Impiter) our Son is good, 
take off his miſcries. 
Sicil. Peepe through thy Marble Manſion, helpe, 
or we poore Ghoſts will cry : 
To*th'ſhining Synod of the reſt, againſt thy Dey, 
Bre. Helpe(tapiter) or we appeale, | 
and from thy juſtice flye. | 
Tupiter deſcends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting #p7ni an 
y aple; he throwes a Thunder-bolt, The Gho#ts fall on their 
BEES: 
1#p, No more you petty Spirits of Regionlow 
Offend our hearing': huſh. H ow dare you Ghoſtes 
Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt (you know) 


| Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Ceaſts. 


Poore ſhadowes of Elizium, hence, and reſt 

Vpon your never-withering bankes of Flowres, 

Benot with morrtall accidents oppreſt, 

No care of yours 1t is, you know tis ours. 

W hom beſt 1 love, I crofle : to make my guife 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 

Your low-laid Sonne, our god head will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his Trialls well are ſpent : 

Our Ioviall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in 

Our Temple was he married : Rife, and fade, 

He ſhall be Lord of Lady /moger, 

And happier much by his AMiction made 

This Tablet lay upon his breſt, wherein 

Our pleaſure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 

And ſo away : no farther with your dinne 

Exprefle Impatience, left you ſtirre up mine : 

Aſcends. 
Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Celeftiall breath 

Was ſulphurous to ſmell : the holy Eagle 

Stoop'd, as to foote us : his Aſcenſion is 

More ſwrcet then our bleſt fields: his Royall Bird 

Prunes the immorrtall wing, and cloyes his Beake, 

As when his god is pleas'd. 

ef! Thankes Iupiter. 

Sici, The Marble Pavement c!ozes. he is enter*d 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleft 
Letus with care performe his great beheſt, Vaniſh, 

PoF8. Sleepe, thou baſt bin a Grandfire, and begor 
A Father to me : and thou haſt created . 

A Mother, and two brothers. But (oh ſcorne) 
Gone, they went hence ſo ſoone as they were borne ; 
And ſol am awake. Poore W retches, that depend 
On Greatneſle, Favour ; Dreameas I have done, 


. If but for ſimpathy.. 


Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 
Nobler then that ir covers. Let thy effeRs 
So follow, tobe moſt unlike our Courtiers, 
As good, aspromile. 
R cages , 

\/ V Hen as a Lyons whelpe,fhall to himſelfe unknown | 

without ſeekins find, and be embrac'd by a peece | 
of tender Ayre : And when from a ftately Cedar ſhall be | 
{pe branches, which being dead many yeeres, fhall after re. 
vive, be joynted to the old Stocke, and fre ſhly grow, they 
ſhall P:-flhumus end hts miſeries, Britaine be fortunate,aud 
flouriſh in Peace and Plenty, | 
Tis ſtill a Dreame : or cle ſuchſtuffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine not : either both, or nothing, 
Or ſenſclefſe ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 
ASſenſe cannot untye. Be what it 1s, 
The Aion of my lite islike it, which llekeepe 


Enter Gaolor, 

Gao, Come Sir, are you ready for death? 

Poit, Over-roaited rather : ready long agoe. 

Gao.Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cook'd. - 7 

Poſt. Soif I provea good repaſt to the SpeRtors, the 
diſh payes the ſhot. 464 

Gao. A heavy reckoning for you Sir : but the comfort 
is. you ſhall be called to no more payments, feare no more 
Taverne Bils, which are often the {adneſle of parting, as 
the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of 
meate, depart reeling with too much drinke : forry that 
you have payed too wuch,and forry that you are payed 
too mucl: : Purſe and Braine, bothempry : the braine the 
heavier, for being toolight zthe' Purſe roo light, being 
drawnt of heavincſſe. Ohyof this contradi&tion you ſhall 
now be quit : Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it ſummes 
up thouſands ina trice : you have no true Debitor, and 
Creditor butit : of whatspaſt, is. and to come, the diſ- 
charge : your necke(S1r) is Pen, Booke, and Counters :fo 
the Acquitarice followes: 

Poſt, lam merrier to dye, then thou artto live, 

Gao. Indeed Sir, he thatſlcepes, fecles not the Tooth- 
Ache : buta man that were to {leepe your ſleepe, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed,I thinke he would change 
places with his Oihcer : for looke you Sir, you know not 
which way you ſhall goe. | 

PoFt. Yes indeed doe 1, fellow. 

Gao. Your death haseyes ins head then : 1 haye not 
ſeene him ſo pitur'd : you mult either be directed by 
ſome that take upon them to know,or to take apon your 
ſelfe thar which i am ſare you doe not know: or lump 
the after-enquiry on your owne perill: and how you ſhull 
ſpeed in your journtes end, | thinke you'll never returne 
rotell one. | 

Poſt, I tellthee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
dire&t them the way I am going, but ſuchas winke, and 
will not uſe them. _— 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a man ſhould 
have the beſt uſe of eyes, to ſcerhe way of blindnefſe: I 
am ſurc hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
: MHMeſe. Knocke off his Mitatee bring yourPriſoner to 
the King. 
# Poff. Thou bringſt good newes, Iam calld to be made 
TCee | PET Ds 

Gao, Tle be hang'd then. LOG, 

' Poſt. Thou ſhaltbethen freer then a Gaoler 3 'no _ 
or 
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for the dead. Exennt. | Abhorr'd your perſon. 

Geo. Vnlefſe a man would marry a Gallowes, and be- { Cys. Shealone knew this; . +; 
get yong Gibbets, I never ſaw one ſo prone: yet on my | And bur ſhe ſpoke itdying, I wonld not 
Conſcience, there are verier Knaves deſire to live, for all | Belecve her lips in opening it. Proceed, - ' - - + | 
he be a Roman ; and there be ſome of them too that dye Com. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand tolove 
againſt their willes : ſo ſhould I, if I were one. I would | With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſſe 
we wereall ofone minde, and one minde good : O there | Was as a Scorpion to-her ſight, whoſelife 
were defolation of Gaolers and Galowtes : Iſpeakea- | (But that her flight prevented it) ſhe had 
gainſt my preſcnt profit, but my wiſh hath a preferment | Tane oft by poylon. ' 
int. By ; Ex. | Cym. O molt delicate fiend! | | 
\ Who ist can readea Woman ? is there more? _ | 
- Cory, More Sir, and worſe, She did conteſle ſhe had 

. or you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke, 
Scana Quinta, Should by the minute feede on life, jo amen , 
RS By inches waſte you. In which time, the purpos' 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarins, Guiderins, Arvie * | Orecome you with her ſhew : yes and intime 
ragus, Piſanio, and Lords, (When ſhe had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
(Gm.Stand by my (ide you, whom the Gods have made | Her Sonne into th'adoption of the Crowne : | 
Prefervers of my Throne: woe is my heart, ' But fayling of her end by his {trange abſence, 
That the poore Souldier that ſo richly tought, Grew ſhameleſle deſperate, open'd (in deſpight "þ 


W hole ragges, ſham'd gilded Armes,whoſe naked breſt | Of heaven, and Men) her purpoles : repente | 
Steprt before Targes of proofe, cannot be found : Theevils ſhe harch'd, were not effeRed : fo 


He ſhail be happy that can finde him, if Diſpayring, dyed. IO 
Our Grace can make him ſo« * Cym. Heard you all this, her Women? 
Bet. 1 never ſaw Lad. We did, ſopleaſeyour highneſſe, 
- Such Noble fury in ſo poore a Thing ; | Cyz9. Mine cyes 
Such precious Grote, in one that promiſt nougnt | Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautifull : . 
But beggery, and poore lookes. Mine earesthat heare her flattery,nor my heart. 
. Cyms. Notydings of him ? | =» That thought her like her ſeeming. It had beene vicious 
Piſa. He hath bin ſearch'd among the dead,and living; | To have miſtruſted her : yer (Oh my Daughter ) 
But no trace of him. . _ That it was folly in me, thou may lt ſay, 
Cym. To my gricfe, Iam _ m_— And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all. 
The hcyrc of his Reward, which T willadde Enter Lucins, [achimo, and other Roman priſoners, 
Toyou (the Liver, heart, and Braine of Britaine Leonats behind, and Imogen. 
By who (1 grant) thelives. Tis now the time Thou comm'ſi not Caims now for Tribute, that 
To aske of whence you are. Report It. The Britaines have rac'd out, though with the lofle 
| Bel. Sirg _ | | Of many abold one : whoſe Kinſmen have made ſuite 
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen : | That their good ſoules may be appeas'd, with {laughter 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt, Of you their Captives, which our iclte have granted, 
Valeſſc I adde, weare honeſt. . So thinke of your eſtate. 
Cym. Bow your knees: 2 Lac. Conſider fir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Ariſe my Knights oth'Battell, I create you Was yours by accident: had it gone with us, | 
Companions toour-perſon, and will ft you | We ſhould not when the blood was cool, have threatned 
| With Digaities becomming your eſtates. Our Priſoners with the Sword. But fince the gods 
Enter (ornelins and Ladies. | Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
There's buſineſle in theſe faces : why ſo ſadly ' May be call'd ranſom, letit come : ſwhceth, 
Greet your our Viory ? you looke like Romanes, A Roman, with a Romans heart can ſuffer : ll 
And not oth Court of Britaine. Awguitwu livestothinke on't : and ſo much 
Corn. Hayle great King, For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
Toſowre your happineſle, I muſt report I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 
The Queene is dead. Let him beranſom'd: Never Maſter had 
| _ C,m. Whom worſe thena Phyſitian | APageſo kinde, ſoduteous, diligent, 
Wouid this report become ; but I conſider, So tender over his occaſions, true, 
By Med*cinelife may be prolong'd, yet death | So feate, ſo Nurſe-like : let his vertue joyne | 
Will ſeize the Doctor too, How ended ſhe ? = - With my requeſt, which Ile make bold, your highnefle 
(or. With horror, madly dying, like her life, Cannot deny * he hath doneno Britaine harme, | 
Which (being cruell to the world) concluded | Though he haveſerv*da Roman, Save him (Sir) f 
| Moſt cruell to her ſeife. What ſhe confeſt, And ſpare no blood beſides . 
I will report, ſo pleaſe you. Theſe her Women . | Cym- I have ſurely ſcene him 3 
Can trip me, if lerre, who with wet cheekes : | His favour is familiar to me : Boy, .-. | 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. ; | Thou haſt look 'd thy ſelfe into my grace, »-- - 


Cym. Prethee ſay. . i Andartmineowne. I know not why, wherefore, ' 

Corn. Firlt, ſhe confeſt ſhe never loy'd you : onely | | Tofſay,liveboy ; nere thanke thy Maſter, live; 
AﬀeRed Greatneflc got by you - not you : ' | And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt, 
Marricd your Royalty, was wife to your place: Fitting my bounty, and thy m_ le giveit : 


da. - Fes, {7 
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Yea, though thou doe demand a Priſoner, 
The Noblcſt ranc. 

mo. T humbly thanke your Highneſſe. 

Luc. 1 doe not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yet 1 know thou wilt. _ 

Imo. No, no, alacke, 
Theres other worke in hand ; I ſeeathing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Maſter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for icſeife. 
Luc. The Boy ditdaines me, 
He leaves me, ſcornes me : briefely dye their joyes, 
That place them on the truthof Gyr!es, and Boyes- 
W hy ſtands he ſo perplex ? | 
(ym. What wouliit thou Boy ? 
T love thee more, and more: thinke more and more 
Whats beſt to aske, Knowſt him thou look'it on? ſpeake 
' Wilt have him live? Is hethy Kin ? thy friend ? 

Ims. He is a Romane, no more kin to me, : 
Then I to your higlneſle, who being borae your vaſlaile 
Am ſomething neerer. 

Cym. Wherefore cy'ſt him ſo? 

- Imo. Tletell you (Sir) in private, if you pleaſe 

To give me hearing. E 

Cym. I, withall my heart, 
And iend my belt attention. Whatsthy name ? 
Im, F sdele Sir . 

Cym. Thou'rt my good youth, my Page, 

He be thy Maſtcr : walke with me : ſpeake treely. 
Bel. 1s not this Boy reviu'd from death ? 
Arvi. One {and another 

Not more reſembles that ſweet Roſie Lad : 

Who dyed, and was Fedele ; whatthinke you ? 

Gus. The ſamedead thing alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace, ſecfarcher; he eyes us not, forbeare, 
Creatures may bealike :were't he, I am ſauce 
He wouid bave ſpoke to us. 

Gui. But we ſec him dead. 

Bel. Bcfilent ; lets {ce further. 

_ Pa. Itis my Miſtris : 

Since ſhe i5 living, letthetime run on, 

To good, or bad. 

Cym. Come, ſtand thou by our ſide. 
Make thy demandalowd.. Sir, ſtep you forth, 
Give anſwer to this boy, and doe1t fiecly, 

Or by our Greatneſle, and the grace of it 

(Which is our honor) bitter torture ſhall 

Winnow the truth from falſhood. One ſpeake to him. 
mo, My boone is, thet this Gentleman may tender 


Of whom he badthis Ring. 


Psſt. Whats that to him : 
Cym. That Diamond upon your finger, ſay 
How came it yours? 
ach, Thou'lt torture me toleave un{poken, thar 
Which ro be ſpoke, wou'dtorture thee. | 
Cym, How ? me? 
Iach. lamglad to be conſtrain'd to vtter that 


Which torments me to conceale. By Villany 
| Tgat this Ring : twas Leonatus lewell, 


'Whom thou didſt baniſh : and which more may greeve 


- Asir doth me : a Nobler Sir nere liv'd (thee, 
| Twixt sky and ground, Wiltthou hcare more my Lord ? 


- Cym. Allthrt belongs tothis. 

Tach. That Paragon, thy daughter, | 
' For whom: my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quaile toreme'nber.' Give meleave,T faint. 

Cym. My Daught? what of her ? Renew thy ftrenth 


—_—— 


I had rather thou ſhouldſt live, while Nature will, 

ThendyeereI heare more: ſtrive man, and ſpeake. 
lach, Vponatime, unhappy was the clocke 

That ſtrooke the houre : it was in Rome,accurſt 

The Manſion where : twas at a feaſt, oh wouid 

Our V iands had bin poyſon'd (or at leaſt 


Thoſe which 1 heav'd to head :) the good Poſthumm, 


( W hat ſhouldI fay ? he was too good to be 
W bere ill men were, and was the beſt of all 
Amony'lt che rar of good ones) ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our Loves of Italy | 
For beauty, that made barrer. the ſwell'd beaft 


Of F:;m that beſt could ſpeake : for keature, laming 


TheShrine of ens, or ſtraight-pight Afinerva, 
Poſtures, beyond briefe Nature. For Condition, 
A ſhop of all the qualities, that man 


'Loves woman for, beſides that hooke of Wiying, 


Faireneflc, which ſtrikes the eye. 
Cyms. I ſtand on fire. Come to the matter. 
ach. All roo ſoone I ſhall, 


Vnleflc thou wonldit greeve quickly. This Poſftbamm, 


Moſt like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 

| har had a Royal! Love: , tooke his hint, | 
And {not diſpraiting whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calmeas vertuc) he began ; 


His Miftris picture, which by his rongue, being made, 


An4 then a mind put int, either our bragges 

Were crak'd of Kirchin-Trulles, or his deicription 

Prov'd usunſpeaking ſottes, 
(+. Nay, nay, to'th*purpoſe. 


lach. Your daughters Challity, (there it begins) 


He tpake of her, as Dsan had hot dreames, 

And ſhe alone were cold : W hereat, I wretch 
Made tcraple of bis praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Peeces of gold, gainit this, whichthen he wore 
Vpon his honor'd finger ) toatraine 

In ſuite the place ofs bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultury : he 7 Knight) 
No lefler of her honor confident 

Then 1 61d truly finds ber, ttakes this Ring, 
And wou'd fo, had it beene a Carbuncle 

Of Phoebus W hicele ; and might fo ſafely, had it 
Bin all che worth ofs Carre, Away to Britaigne 
Poſte I1in this deligne - Well may you (Sir) 
Remember meat Court, where | was taught 
Of your chaſte Daughter,rhe wide difference 


Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 


Of hope, not longiag ; mine Italian braine, 
Gan 1n your daller Britaine operate 
Moſt vildly : for my vantage excellent. 
Ando be briefe, my practiſe ſo prevayl'd 
ThatI returnd with ſimular proofe cnough, 
To make the Noble Leonarzs mad, - 
By wounding hisbelcite inher Renowne, 
With Tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
Of Chamber hanging, Pictures rhis her Bracelet” 
(Oh cunning how 1 gotit) nay ſome markes | 
Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 
Bur thinke her bond of Chaſtity quite crackd, 
I having tanethe forfeyt. Whereupon, 
Me thinkes I fee him-now. 

Po!. I, ſo thou doſt,? 
Italian fiend. Aye me, moſt credulousfoole, 
Egregious murtherer, Theete, any thing 
Thats ductoall the Villaines paſt, in being 
To come. 'Qh give me Cord, or knife, or poyſon, 


Some 


A 
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Some upright Iuſticer. Thou King, ſend out 
For Torturers ingenious :it is I 
| Thatall th'abhorxed things oth'earth amend 
By being worſethen they. lam Pothumne, 
That kili'd thy Daughter : Villaine-like, Ilye, 
That cau s'd a leſſer villaine then my ſelfe, 
A facrilegious. Theefe to doo't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe : yea, and ſhe her ſelfe, 
Spet, and throw ſtones, caſt myre upon me, ſet 
The dogges oth'ſtreet to bay me : every villaine 
Be call Pofthumms Leonatus, and 
Be villany lefle then twas. Oh [mogen!. 
My Queene, my life, my wite : oh [mogen, 
{mogen, Imogen. 

Imo. Peace my Lord, heare, heare, 

Poſt. Shalls have aplay ofthis ? 
Thou ſcornfull Page, there lye thy part, 

Pia. Oh Gentleman, helpe, | | 
Mine and your Miitris: Oh my Lord Pefthumm, 
Youne're killd Jmoger tiil now : helpe, helpe,; 
Mine honor'd Lady. 

('5w. Doesthe world goc round? 

Poſt. How comes theſe ſtaggers on me ? 

Piſa Sake my Miltais. 

Cym. If this be ſo, the gods 
To death, with mortall joy. 

Piſa. How fares my Miſtris. 

Imo. Oh get thee from my ſight, | 
Thou gavſt me poyſon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 


docheane to firike me 


(5m. The tune of Imogen. - i - 
P:ſa.Lady,the gods throw tones of ſulphure on me,if 
T hat box I gave you, was notthought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 
Cym, New matter ſtil], 
1mo, It poylon'd me. 
Corn. Oh gods! | 
T |«ft out one thing which the Queene confeft,) 
Which muſt approve thee honelt. If Prſants | 
Have (ſaid ſhe) given his Miſtris that Confe&tion 
W hich I gave him for Cordiall, ſhe is ſery'd, 
AsT would ſ{ervea Rat. | 
(5m. W hats this, Cornelius ? | 
Corn. The Queene (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To temper poylons for her, ſtill pretending 
The fatisfaRion of her knowledge, oncly 
In killing Creatures vilde, as Cats and Dogges 
Of no eſteeme, I dreading, that her parpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her | 
A certaine ſtuffe, which being tane, would (cize 
The preſent power of life, but in ſhort time, 
All Offices of Nature, ſhould againe _ | 
Doe their due Funtions. Have you tane of it ? 
Inmo. Moſt like I did, for I wasdead. 
Bet. My Boyes, there was our errors 
Gui. This is ſure Fidele, | 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro'you? 
Thinke that youare upona Rocke, and now 
Throw me againe., 
Pot, Hang there like fruite, my ſoule , 
Till the Tree dye. | 
(ym. How now, my fleſh ? My child? 
| What, mak'ſt thou mea dullardin this AR ? | 
Wilt thon not ſpeaketo me? 
Ime. Your bleſſing Sir. 


Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blameye nor, 


—— y 


_ 


Endure our Law : Thou'rt dead, 


You had a motive fort. 
Com. My teares that fall 
Prove holy-watcr onthee ; /mrgen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 
Imo. Iam ſorry for*c my Lord. SOD 
Cym. Oh, ſhe wasnaught ; and lotg of her it was 
That we meet heere ſo ſtrangely : but ker Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how,nor where. , 
Piſa. My Lord, 
Now feare is from-me, Ile ſpeake troth. Lord (otten 
Vpon my Ladies miiling, came to me 
With his Sword drawne, foam'd at the mouth,and {wore | 


If 1 diſcover d not which way ſhe was gone, 
| It was my inſtant death. By accident; | 


I had a feigned Letter of my Maſters 
Then in my pocket, which dire&ed him 
To ſeeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a freyzy, in my Mafters Garments 
(Which he inforc'd from me) away he poſtes 
With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladics honor, what became of him, - 
I further know not. . 
Gui. Let meend the Story : I flewhim there. 
(5m. Marry, the gods forefend. . 
I would not thy good deeds, ſhould from my lips 
Plucke a hard ſentence : Prethee valiant youth 
Deny't againe, - | 
Gil. I have ſpokeit, and I did its 
Cym, He was a Princes _ ; 
Gas. A moſtincivill one. The wrongs hedid me = 
Werenothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With Languagethar would make me ſpurne the Sca, 
If it could foroare tome, I cut offs head, 


| Andam right glad he is not ſtanding here 
| Totell this tale of mine, 


Cym. I am (ory for thee : 5 AL 
By thine 6wne tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Imo.. That headlefſe man I thought had bin my Lord | 
(ym. Bind the Offender, * | 
And take him from our preſence, 

Fel. Stay, Sir King- C07 
This man 1s better then the man he flew, 

As well deſcended as thy ſelfe, and hath 
More of thee merited, thena Band of Cotens 


| Hadeyerſcarre for. Lechis Armes alone, 


They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym, Why old Souldier : - BY 
Wilt thou undooe the worth thou art unpayd for 
By taſting of onr wrath ? how ofdeſcenr 


| Asgood as we ? | 
 eArvi, Inthat he ſpaketoofarre. 


Cym. And thou ſhalt dye for't. 


' Bel.; Wewilldye all three, 
| ButI will prove that two on's are as good 


As I have given out him. My Sonnes, F muſt *, 
For mine owne part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though haply well for you. 
Arvs. Your dangers ours. 
Bel. Haveat it rhen, by leave 


' Thou hadſt (great King)a Subjet, who 


Was calld Belarins,.. - 


Cym, What of him ? he isa baniſh'd Traitor. 
Bel. FR itis, that hath. *.. 
Aſlunrd this age: indeed a baniſh'd many, = | | 


mA wn. 
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\ I know not how, a Traitor. 
 Cym. Take him hence, ; 

The whole world ſhall not ſave him: 
. Bel. Not too hot; | 
Firit pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sonnes , 
{ Andiiet-ir be confiſcate all, to ſoone 
As | havereceiv' dit; 

Cym. Nurling of my Sonnes? 
| Bk. 1am coo blunt, and ſawcy : heeres my knee : 

Erc I ariſe, I will preterre my Sonnes, 
Then ſpare not the old Father, Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young Gentlemen thar call me father, 
And thinke they are my Sonnes, are none of mine, 
They are the \ilac of your Loynes, my Liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

(5m, How? my iſſue. 

Bel, So ſureas yor, your fathers + 1 (old organ) 
Am that Belariw, whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 
Your pleaſure was my necre offence, my puruſhment 
Ie ſelfe, and all my Treaion that I ſuffer'd, 

| Wagall che harme I did. Theſe gentle Princes 

(For ſuch,and ſo they are) theſe twenty yeeres 
| Havel train'd up ;choſe Arts they have, as I 
Could put intothem. My breeding was (5ir) | 
As your Higbnefſc knowes, Their Nurſe Ewriphile 
' (Whom for the Theft I wedded) ſtele thele Children 
Vpon my Banifhment :.I moov'd ber too't, 
Having receiv'd the puniſhment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treaſon. Their deere lofie, 
The more of youtwas felt, the more it ſhap'd 
Vato my end of ſtcaling them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe; and ] mult looſe 
Two of the ſweetſt Companions in the World. 
The bendi&tion of thele covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew, for they are wortby 
To in-lay heaven with Starres. | 

Cym. Thou wcepſt, and ſpeakſt : 
The Service that you three have done, is more 
- Vnlike, then this thou tellſt. 1 loſt my children, 
If theſe be they, I know not how to with 
1A payre of worthier Sonnes. 

Beplecas'd a while : 

This Gencleman, whom I call Polzdore, 
| Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is truc Gwiderims 3 
- | This Gentleman, my Cadwal, eArviragr, 
-F Youryonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 


| Inamoſt curious Mantle, wroughtby th'band | 
- | Of his Queene Mother, which tor more probation 
- | Tcanwith caſe produce, 


BE C6 9”. Gmnideries had 
| Vpon his necke a Mole, a ſanguine Starre, 

| It wasa marke of wonder. 

Bel, This is he, 
Who hath upon him ſtill that naturall Rampe : 
| It was wiſe Natures end, in the donation 
Tobe his evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, whatam 1 

' A Mother tothe byrth of three ? Nere Mother 
_ | Rejoycddeliverancemore; Bieſt, pray you be, 
 { That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your Ocbes, 
You may reigne in them now : Oh /moges, 
-- { Thou baſt lottby this a Kingdome. 
|} Te. No,myLord: 2; ' x 

_ | T have got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 


__ 


- 


— 


But Iam trueſt ſpeaker. You calld me Brother 

; Whenl1 was but your Siſter : 1 youBrother, 
When we wereſo indecd. I 
Cym. Did you ere meete ? 


Arvi, I my good Lord. 
Gi, Andat firſt meeting lov'd, 
Continu'd fo, untill we thought he dyed. 
_ Corn. By the Queenes Dramme ſhe ſwallow?d. 
C7m. Oraremnitint! _ _ 
When ſhall I hearcall through? This fierce abridgement, 
Hath to it Circumſtantiall branches, which 
DrſtinEtion ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you? 
And when came you to ſerve our Romane Captive? 
How paried with your Brother ? How firſt met them ? 
W by fled you from the Court ? And whether theſe ? 
And your three motives to the Battaile ? with 
I know net how muct more ſhould be demanded, 
Andall the other by-dependances 
From chance to chance? But nor the time,nor place 
W1ll ſerve our long.[nterrogatories. See, 
Pyfthumm Anchors upon Imogen; 
And ſhe (like harmeleſſe Lightning) throwes her eye 
On him : hcr brothers, Me : her Maſter hitting 
Each obje& with a loy : the Counter-change 
Is {everally in ail. Ls quite this gronnd, 
And \moake rhe Temple with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Broihcr, ſo we'll hold thee ever. 
Imo. Youare iy Mother roo, aud did releeve me : 
Toſee this gracious ſcaſon. 
Cym. Aliore-joy'd 
Save theſe in bonds, let chem be joyfull too, 
For they ſhall taſte our Comfors. 
{mo. My good Maſter, I will yetdoe you ſervice. 
Luc. Happy be you. 
Cym. The forlorne Souldier, that ſo Nobly fought 


| He would havewell becom'dthis place, and grac'd 
| Thethankings of a King. 


PoFt. I am Sir 


| The ſouldier that did company theſe three 


In poore beſeeming : twas a firment for 
The purpoſe I then fullow'd, That I was he, 
Speake /achimo, I had you downe, and might 
Have made your finiſh. 

lach. am downe againe : 
But now my heavy Conſcience finkes my knee, 
Asthen your forcedid. Take that life, beſcech you, 
Which Iſo often owe ; but your Ring firſt, 
And hecere the Bracciet of the trucſt Princeſſe 
T hat ever ſwore her faith. 

Poſt. Kneele notto me : 
The powre that I have on you, is to ſpare you : 
Themalice towards you, to forgive you. Live 
And deale with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doom'd : 

We'lilearneour Freenefſe ofa Sonne-in-Law : 
Pardons the word co all. 

Arvi. You holpe us Sir, 


| As youdid meane indeed to be our Brother, 


Ioy'd are we, that you are. | 
Poſt. Your Servant , Princes. Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-ſayer : As I ſlept, methovght 

Great vpiter upon his Eagle back'd 

Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhewes 

' Of mine owne Kindred. Whenlwak'd, I found 
. This Labell on my boſome ; whoſe containing = 


Is fo from ſenſe in hardneſſe, that can 
&? : Make 


— 
— 


Make no Calle&ion of it. Let him ſhew 
His skill jn tht conſtructiony y | 
Lune. P hilar monxs, - 
Sooth. Heere, my good Lord. 
Lac. Read, anddeclare the-tmeaning. 


V V without ſecking find, and be embrac'd by a peece 
of render «Are: and when from a ftately Cedar ſhall be 
lopt branches, which being dead many yeares, ſha after re- 
vve, be joynted to the old Stocke, and freſply grow, then 
ſhall Poflhnmm end his miſeries, Britaine be fortunate, 
and flouriſh in Peace and Plenty, \ 

Thou Leonatrs art the Lyons Whelpe, 

The fit and apt Conſtructian of thy name 

Being Leonatus, doth importſo much : 

The peece of tender Ayre, thy vertuoys daughter, 

Which we call Mollu Aer;and Moll 

Weterme it duber : which ler I digthe | . 
Isthis moſt conſtant Wife, whoeven nol} > = 
Apſwering the Letter ofthe Oracle, OSS - 
Vnknowne to you unſought, were clipt about 
| With this moſt render Aire. 

' C31. This hath ſome ſeeming, 
| FSoeoth, Thelofty Cedar, Royall (ymbeline' 
Perſorates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Zelarixe {tolne 
For many pages thought dead,are now reviv'd, 
Tothe Majefticke Cedar joyn'd ; whoſe iſſue 


Reades, 


— 


Hen as a Lyons whelpe, ſhall to himſelfe wnkyown 


| Set on there : Never was a Warre did ceaſe 


| Sovaniſh'd; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Eagle ? 
| Th'lmperiall Ce/er, ſhould againeunite 


Promiſes Reiraine, Peace and Plenty: - 
C'ym. wh T 

Peace we will begin ; And Cains Lacine, 
though the Vidor, we ſubmit to Ce/ar, 
And to the Romane Empire; promiſing 
To pay our wontcd Tribute, from the which 
We were difſwaded by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heayens in juſtice both on her, and hers, 
Havelaid moſt heavy hand, | 5 

Sooth. The fingers ofthe Powres above, doe tung © | 
The harmony of this Peace the Viſion = 0 
W hich I made knowne to Luciw ere the ſtroke © 
Of yet this ſcarſe-cold-Battaile,at this inſtant 


Isfullaccompliſh'd. For the Romane __ 
From South to Weſt, on wing ſoari 
Lefſen'd her ſelfe, and in the Beames oth'Sun 


His favour, with the Radiant {ymbeline, | 
Which ſhines here inthe Weſt. | 
Cym. Land wethe gods, | 
Andlet our crooked Smoakes climbeto their Noſtrils -| 
From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh wethis peace <q 
Toall our SubjeRs. Set we forward : ler { 
AR and a Brittiſh Enfigne wave 
Friendly together ; ſorhrough Lads-Towne martch, 
Andin the Temple of great [upiter 
Our Peace we'll ratifie : Scale it with feaſts. 


(Ere bloody hands were waſh'd) with ſuch a Peace: 
| Exennt. 


_— 
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